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Edgar Allan Poe

(1809-1849)

Edgar Allan Poe was an American poet, short fiction
writer and critic. He was also a master of the horror tale,
and the patron saint of the detective story.

Edgar Allan Poe was born on January 19, 1809 in
Boston. His parents were itinerant actors. His mother died
in Richmond on December 8, 1811, and Edgar was taken
into the family of a Richmond tobacco -merchant John
Allan.

After attending schools in England and Richmond,
young Poe registered at the University of Virginia on
February 14, 1826. He became an active member of the
Jefferson Literary Society, and passed his courses with
good grades at the end of the session in December. Mr.
Allan failed to give him enough money for necessary
expenses, and Poe made debts of which his so-called
father did not approve. Mr. Allan probably sent him a
little money later, and Poe went to Boston. There he
published a little volume of poetry, Tamerlane and Other
Poems.

He lived Baltimore with his aunt, on the small amounts
of money sent by Mr. Allan until he received an
appointment to the U.S. Military Academy at West Point.

Meanwhile, Poe published a second book of poetry in




1829: Al Aaraaf, Tamerlane and Minor Poems. After
another quarrel with Allan (who had married a second
wife in 1830), Poe no longer received aid from his foster
father. Poe then took the only method of releasing from
the Academy, and got himself dismissed on March 6, 1831.

Soon after Poe left West Point, a third volume
appeared: Poems by Edgar Allan Poe, Second Edition.
While living in Baltimore, Poe began writing prose tales.

With the December issue of 1835, Poe began editing
The Southern Literary Messenger in Richmond; In 1836, he
married his young cousin, Virginia Clemm in Richmond on
May 16, 1836, who was not yet 14 years old.

Poe’s slashing reviews and sensational tales made him
widely known as an author; however, he failed to find a
publisher for a volume of burlesque tales.

In 1840, Poe’s Tales of the Grotesque and Arabesque
were published in two volumes in Philadelphia. In 1845,
Poe became famous with the spectacular success of his
poem The Raven, and in March of that year, he joined C.
F. Briggs in an effort to publish The Broadway Journal.
Also in 1845, Tales by Edgar A. Poe and The Raven and
Other Poems were issued.

The year 1846 was a tragic one. Poe rented the little
cottage at the outskirt of New York, where he lived the
last three years of his life. The Broadway Journal failed,
and Virginia became very ill and died on January 30, 1847.
After his wife’s death, Poe perhaps yielded more often to
a weakness for drink, which had beset him at intervals
since early manhood. He was unable to take even a little ;




alcohol without a change of personality, and any excess
was accompanied by physical prostration. Throughout his
life those illnesses had interfered with his success as an
editor, and had given him a reputation for intemperateness
that he scarcely deserved.

Poe suffered from bouts of depression and madness,
and he attempted suicide in 1848. In September the
following year he disappeared for three days after a drink
at a birthday party. He was found in Baltimore in a
pitiable condition and taken unconscious to a hospital
where he died on Sunday, October 7, 1849. He was buried
in the yard of Westminster Presbyterian Church in
Baltimore, Maryland.

In personal appearance, Poe was a quiet, shy-looking
but handsome man; he was slightly built, and was five
feet, eight inches in height. His eyes, with long dark
lashes, were hazel-gray.
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The Tell-Tale Heart
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*®
The Tell-Tale Heart *

TRUE!—nervous—very, very dreadfully nervous I had
been and am; but why will you say that I am mad? The
disease had sharpened my senses—not destroyed—not
dulled® them. Above all was the sense of hearing acute®.
I heard all things in the heaven and in the earth. I heard
many things in hell. How, then, am I mad?

It is impossible to say how first the idea entered my
brain; but once conceived®, it haunted® me day and night.
Object there was none. Passion there was none. [ loved
the old man. He had never wronged me. He had never
given me insult. For his gold I had no desire. I think it
was his eye! Yes, it was this! He had the eye of a bird—
pale blue eye, with a film® over it. Whenever it fell upon
me, my blood ran cold; and so very gradually, I made up
my mind to take the life of the old man, and thus rid
myself of the eye forever.

I was never kinder to the old man than during the
whole week before I killed him. And every night, about
midnight, I turned the latch® of his door and opened it—
oh so gently! And then, when I had made an opening suf-
ficient for my head, I put in a dark lantern, all closed,
thatnohghtshoneout,mdthenlﬂmxstmmyhead Oh,
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my head was well in the room, I undid the lantern cau-
tiously—oh, so cautiously—cautiously  (for the hinges
creaked)—I undid it just so much that a single thin ray
fell upon his eye. And this I did for seven long nights—
every night just at midnight—but I found the eye always
closed; and so it was impossible to do the work; for it
was not the old man who made me angry, but his Evil
Eye.

Upon the eighth night I was more than usually careful
in opening the door. A watch’s minute hand moves more
quickly than did mine. Never before that night had I felt
the extent of my own powers—of my wisdom. I could
scarcely contain my feelings of triumph®. To think that
there I was, opening the door, little by little, and he had
not even to dream of my secret deeds or thoughts. I fairly
laughed quietly at the idea; and perhaps he heard me; for
he moved on the bed suddenly. Now you may think that I
drew back—but no. His room was as black as pitch with
the thick darkness, (for the shutters® were close fastened,
through fear of robbers) and so I knew that he could not
see the opening of the door, and I kept pushing it on
steadily, steadily.

I had my head in, and was about to open the lantern,
when my thumb slipped upon the tin fastening, and the
oldmamSpmngupinbed, cryingout—*Whostlme I




