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This play is ded i cated to its orig i nal cast and crew,
who suf fered through re vi sion af ter re vi sion and took each
one as a chal lenge. The fi nal ver sion, pub lished here, is a

trib ute to their ded i ca tion, cre ativ ity and friend ship.
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The open ing per for mance of NEV ER MORE! took place on
Oc to ber 14, 1994 at the Charleston Stage Com pany,
Charleston, South Carolina, with the fol low ing cast:

Agatha Blackwell . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Lady in Mourning
Wil liam Brown . . . . . . . . . . . . Homer Walker, Roderick Usher,

Vis count Valequez, Priest
John Carroll . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Cap tain Jer e miah Reynolds
Marianne Clare . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Young Annabel
Don ald Curry . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Dr. Nicolai
Allston DuPre . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Cabin Boy, Ac o lyte
Nancy Fiedler . . . . Aunt, Mrs. Reilly, Duch ess Ulrica, Bar maid,

Mourner
Mar ga ret Ford . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Lady in Crim son, Mourner
Janice Fried man . . . . . . . Lady in Green, Ma dame L’Espanaye,

Mourner
Dominique Gillard . . . . . . . . . . . . Cabin Boy, Hopfrog, Ac o lyte
Sid Katz . . . . . Aaron Abrams, In spec tor Grimke, Prince Prospero,

Bar tender, Mourner
Chris to pher Kolb . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Rusty, Pall bearer
Brooke Haynie . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jake, Legrand, Pall bearer
Aaron Heisler . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Pall bearer
Josiah Long shanks . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Grave digger
Jennifer Metts. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Annabel Lee
By ron J. Miller . . . . Mas ter of Cer e monies, Con sta ble Ross, Query
Barbara Nicolai . . . . . . . Mrs. Prothero, Mrs. O’Leary, Mourner
Dustan Nigro . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ed gar A. Perry
Hadley Owen . . . . . . . . . . . . . Lady in Pur ple, Hannah O’Leary,

Ma de moi selle Camille L’Espanaye, Mourner
Frank Par sons. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Dr. Flem ing
Rowand Rob in son. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Miguel, Pall bearer
Don K. Savelle. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Cap tain Nim rod
Ian Walker . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ed gar Allan Poe
Sa rah Wyckham . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Mourner
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NEV ER MORE!
A Full-Length Play

For 12 Men and 7 Women, play ing 52 roles

CHAR AC TERS

Five lead char ac ters are dis guised as other char ac ters:*
YOUNG POE *(Ed gar A. Perry)
YOUNG ANNABEL LEE *(Dis guised Mourner)
ANNABEL LEE *(Dis guised Lady in Mourning)
ED GAR ALLAN POE *(Dis guised Grave digger)
CAPT’N. NIM ROD *(Dis guised Dr. Nicholai)
CAPT’N. JER E MIAH REYNOLDS *(Dis guised Dr. Flem ing)

Also, sev eral char ac ters dou ble roles:
HOMER WALKER / RODERICK USHER / VIS COUNT

VALEQUEZ / PRIEST / CABIN BOY / AC O LYTE
AUNT / MRS. REILLY / DUCH ESS ULRICA / BAR MAID /

MOURNER
LADY IN CRIM SON / MOURNER / LADY PROSPERO /

MRS. QUERY
LADY IN GREEN / MME L’ESPANAYE / MOURNER
CABIN BOY / HOPFROG / AC O LYTE
AARON ABRAMS / IN SPEC TOR GRIMKE / PRINCE

PROSPERO / BAR TENDER / MOURNER
RUSTY / PALL BEARER
JAKE / LEGRAND / PALL BEARER
FATHER / PALL BEARER
MASTER OF CERMONIES / CON STA BLE ROSS / 

MR. QUERY
MRS. PROTHERO / MRS. O’LEARY / MOURNER
LADY IN PUR PLE / HANNAH / MLLE L’ESPANAYE / 

MOURNER
MIGUEL / PALL BEARER
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THE FACTS ARE THESE

Ed gar Allan Poe did dis ap pear for five days prior to his
death, his where abouts and ac tiv i ties are com pletely un known. It 
is be lieved he boarded a ship for New York but even that is not
ab so lutely cer tain.

We do know that he was found de lir i ous, wan der ing the
streets of Bal ti more. Rec og nized by an ac quain tance, he was
taken to a nearby tav ern and a doc tor friend of Poe’s sent for.
The doc tor and Poe’s rel a tives ar ranged for Poe’s trans fer to
nearby Wash ing ton Hos pi tal.

Through out the night that fol lowed, Poe re mained de lir i ous
and de lu sional. Long into the night he called out, over and over
again, for some one named “Reynolds,” but no one there knew
who that was. Finally, Poe was calmed down. Three days later,
af ter fad ing in and out of con scious ness, but with out re gain ing
co her ence, he died.

His en e mies and lit er ary ri vals were quick to blame Poe’s
drink ing on his de mise. There is no doubt, Poe had a prob lem
with al co hol but many schol ars be lieve that, in his last years,
Poe was also bat tling with se vere men tal ill ness. Af ter the death
of his wife Vir ginia to tu ber cu lo sis, most agree, Poe was se -
verely de pressed and never the same again.

He did make an ef fort to stop drink ing, even join ing the
Rich mond Sons of Tem per ance, but soon he was drink ing again. 
Many be lieve this led to Poe’s mad ness al though he him self said 
the drink did n’t make him mad—the mad ness made him drink.
Some schol ars have sug gested that Poe showed the symp toms of 
hypoglycemia, which would ex plain his low tol er ance for al co -
hol and his de lu sional be hav ior at times. What ever the di ag no -
sis, Poe’s men tal con di tion was cer tainly se verely im paired at
the time of his death.
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Who was the mys te ri ous “Reynolds” to whom Poe called
out? Many be lieve he was Jer e miah Reynolds, a mi nor Ant arc tic 
ex plorer of the 19th cen tury. Reynolds, like many dur ing this
last age of ex plo ra tion, be lieved that some where in the Ant arc tic 
re gion there was an en trance to the cen ter of the earth, per haps
to a land of par a dise. Poe used this the ory and the jour nals
Reynolds had writ ten about his Ant arc tic ex pe di tions in two of
his sto ries. Both his short novel, The Nar ra tive of Ar thur
Gordon Pym and Manu script Found in the Bot tle tell tales of
ghostly, ghastly and ul ti mately ill-fated voy ages to the Ant arc tic.

While the in spi ra tion for Poe’s fas ci na tion with the Ant arc tic
can be traced to Jer e miah Reynolds, there is lit tle solid in for ma -
tion as to the iden tity of Annabel Lee. Poe’s poem, Annabel
Lee, was one of the last, per haps the last poem Poe penned be -
fore his death. No one knows the iden tity of his be loved
Annabel Lee, how ever. Per haps she is some one bi og ra phers
have failed to dis cover. Most likely she was a crea ture only of
Poe’s vivid imag i na tion. Charleston au thor and pub lisher, Mrs.
Eliz a beth Verner Ham il ton, in the Tradd Street Press’s Sul li vans 
Is land Edi tion of The Gold Bug, spec u lates that per haps Annabel 
Lee was a young Charleston belle who be came Poe’s first love.
Poe was, af ter all, sta tioned at Sul li vans Is land when he was
only sev en teen, young, im pres sion able and ad ven tur ous. He had
run away from home, joined the army un der the alias Ed gar A.
Perry and found him self sta tioned at Ft. Moultrie on Sul li vans
Is land. If, in deed, Annabel Lee was a Charleston girl, this would,
of course, make Charleston the fa bled “king dom by the sea.”
This is all mere spec u la tion, how ever. But won der ful spec u la -
tion, so won der ful that I bor rowed this prem ise for Nev er more!.

One fi nal note. Since the 1950s, on the an ni ver sary of Poe’s
death, a mys te ri ous lady ap pears at the cem e tery where Poe is
bur ied. Each year, she ap pears at mid night and leaves a bot tle of 
co gnac and a sin gle white rose on his grave. No one knows the
iden tify of this ghostly vis i tor.
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NOTES ON STAGING

I am sure there are many sce nic so lu tions which can be de -
vised for the de mands of NEV ER MORE! and they need not be
ex tremely com plex. What is crit i cal is that the changes from
scene to scene hap pen with blind ing swift ness or the mag i cal,
dream-within-a- dream se quences will fall flat. Here’s how we
solved the prob lems in the orig i nal pro duc tion.

Be cause we wanted to give the sense that Poe was al ways on 
board a ship, the ba sic set was an ab stract tri an gu lar wooden
deck of a sail ing ves sel. It was wide near the apron of the stage
and slanted up ward to a nar row point up stage. There were two
hatches, one far DC which was a trapdoor which de scended into 
the or ches tra pit and the other, UC which led to an area be neath
the deck. The UC hatch, about 2 x 6 feet, could be closed for
cer tain scenes. Late in the play, when open, it also served as
Poe’s grave.

The ship seemed to be sail ing into a gi ant cir cle up stage
which was some times filled with fog, at other times, swirl ing
lights, or a pro jec tion of moon and stars, etc. For the Ant arc tic
scenes a gi ant ice berg ap peared there.

Hanging above the deck were two sets of cur tains which
were made to look, when raised, like the folded sails of the ship. 
One set of these sail cur tains were downstage and the other set
above 12 feet up stage. By rais ing and low er ing them, scenes
could be played in front of them while other scenes were be ing
set up be hind them. The sails were made of thin mus lin and in
many scenes the shad ows of ac tors were pro jected onto them
from up stage.

Most sets, there fore, con sisted of sim ple fur ni ture el e ments in 
front of the low ered sail cur tains onto which pro jec tions or sil -
hou ettes were pro jected. The sails and pro jec tions added a mys -
te ri ous and ephem eral el e ment to the set.
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THE MAGIC TRICKS

The Ob long Box
This is a stan dard false bot tom ma gi cian’s box. For a com -

plete de scrip tion see Mark Wil son’s Com plete Book of Magic.

Poe’s Es cape from Death
This is very sim ple ac tu ally. Poe’s death bed was spe cially

made so that his head ap peared on the pil low but a trapdoor al -
lowed for his body to be un der neath the bed. The feet and body
that the au di ence saw un der the cov ers were ac tu ally those of
an other ac tor, whose iden tity was hid den by the cov ers. When
Poe died, the sheet was pulled up over him and he slipped his
head un der neath the bed. The pil low cov ered the hole. It was
the body of the sec ond ac tor who was ac tu ally lifted off the bed, 
onto the stretcher and into the cof fin. While this was hap pen ing
a cur tain fell hid ing the bed. Poe then made his es cape and took
his place up stage as the Grave digger. To speed up this change
he was al ready wear ing the Grave digger’s cos tume. Since the
cur tain rose only mo ments later, al low ing just enough time for
the bed to be taken off and Poe to get in place, the au di ence had 
no idea a switch had been made. We got great au di ence re -
sponse from this trick.

ABOUT THE POEMS

Poe was known to re write his po ems, of ten chang ing their ti -
tles as well. The pieces used here in NEV ER MORE! were taken
from a vol ume in which the po ems were re printed from stan dard 
older edi tions, usu ally pre sent ing the fi nal ver sions, which are
thought to be dis tinct im prove ments.
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ACT ONE

SCENE 1: The First Mys tery Was His Name

On the Beach at Sul li vans Is land, South Carolina

(A mys te ri ous mist en shrouds the stage. A VI SION IN
WHITE ma te ri al izes from the dark ness and crosses D.)

ANNABEL LEE.
Mystery…
In the end there was only mystery.
We know he boarded a ship bound for New York
But where he journeyed on that final fateful voyage no

one knows…
…the true destination, a mystery.
That was Eddie,
He lived a life of mystery.
I think that’s what drew me to him
The mystery…the imagination…
You have to make your own truth he once told me…
And he did…

(Once ANNABEL crosses D, the U cur tain falls U of it and 
danc ers gather.)
When I first met him, he had even fab ri cated a new name
for him self…Ed gar A. Perry, he called him self…Ser geant
Ma jor Ed gar A. Perry…He had run away from home,
changed his name and joined the army…He was sta tioned at 
Ft. Moultrie, on Sul li vans Is land. He was al ready over -

7
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whelmed by his imag i na tion…He said he was twenty- two
but he was ac tu ally, only eigh teen. Oh, the imag i nary
worlds he con jured up! Said he’d taken a mys te ri ous trip
to Rus sia and Greece which was, of course, all fancy…
One could scarcely be lieve any thing he said. But that
night…at the Reg i men tal Ball, when he asked me to
dance…I be lieved ev ery word he ut tered…(A dance en -
sues. The sil hou ettes of cou ples waltz ing about the floor
are pro jected on the U cur tain.)

SCENE 2: I’ll Love You For ever

Ball room at the Lee House on Sul li vans Is land

(YOUNG ED GAR A. PERRY, Poe at about sev en teen, ap -
pears in front of the U cur tain. He sweeps YOUNG ANNA -
BEL LEE, also sev en teen, off her feet and whirls around
the dance floor…af ter a few turns he pulls her off to one
side.)

ED GAR A. PERRY. I’ll love you for ever…
YOUNG ANNABEL LEE. Mr. Perry, we’ve only just met…
ED GAR A. PERRY. Des tiny has brought us to gether…we

will never part…
YOUNG ANNABEL LEE (teas ing him). Never part?
ED GAR A. PERRY. Not till the end of time…Not even then.
YOUNG ANNABEL LEE. Who are you?
ED GAR A. PERRY (grandly, out ra geously). I am Ser geant

Ma jor Ed gar A. Perry, De fender of Sul li vans Is land.
YOUNG ANNABEL LEE. Are you al ways this in cor ri gi ble?

8 NEV ER MORE! Act I
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ED GAR A. PERRY. Al ways. Be sides, we po ets are al ways
in cor ri gi ble.

YOUNG ANNABEL LEE. Oh, you’re a poet as well…
ED GAR A. PERRY (nods “yes”). All men are po ets at heart.
YOUNG ANNABEL LEE. I’d like to read one of your po -

ems…
ED GAR A. PERRY. And you shall, as soon as I write one…
YOUNG ANNABEL LEE. Tell me, Mr. Perry, do you ever

speak the truth?
ED GAR A. PERRY. Only in des per a tion…Why rely on or di -

nary truth when we can cre ate our own re al ity?
YOUNG ANNABEL LEE. An in ter est ing point of view…
ED GAR A. PERRY. Oh, it serves you well, you should try it…
YOUNG ANNABEL LEE. For in stance?
ED GAR A. PERRY. For in stance, if you are spo ken for…

(YOUNG ANNABEL LEE goes to an swer but PERRY puts
his fin ger to her lips.) pre tend you are not…that you are
still free.

YOUNG ANNABEL LEE. Well—

(Her FATHER en ters.)

FATHER. She is spo ken for, sir…
ED GAR A. PERRY (chal leng ing the in truder). And who are

you…
FATHER. I am her fa ther…Come, my dear…(Her FA THER

parts them, gives PERRY a look, then leads YOUNG
ANNABEL away.)

ED GAR A. PERRY. But I don’t know your name…
FATHER (turns back to PERRY with a glare). And you don’t 

need to. Come along, Annabel. (They start off.)

Act I NEV ER MORE! 9
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YOUNG ANNABEL LEE (call ing af ter him). Annabel…
Annabel Lee. (PERRY takes a step to ward them but
FATHER turns, stops and blocks him.)

ED GAR A. PERRY. What a lovely name!
FATHER. Sir, kindly re tire, my daugh ter has noth ing more to 

say to you.
ED GAR A. PERRY. Sir, I would like to ask for her hand…
FATHER. Are you mad, boy?
ED GAR A. PERRY. There are those that think so, sir…
FATHER. Come along, Annabel…(YOUNG ANNABEL, led

by her FATHER, ex its.)

(The VI SION IN WHITE re ap pears.)

ANNABEL. Eddie ap peared on our door step ev ery day but
Fa ther for bade me from ad mit ting him…and I al ways
obeyed my fa ther…of course, Fa ther said noth ing about
chance meet ings on the beach…(As ANNABEL crosses D
the sound of the ocean is heard.)

SCENE 3: “I Was a Child, She Was a Child”

On the Beach at Sul li vans Is land

(Moon lit night. Pro jec tions of leaves ap pear on the U cur -
tain. Be hind it Annabel’s bed room is be ing set up. ED GAR 
A. PERRY ap pears from the shad ows.)

ED GAR A. PERRY. Annabel…
YOUNG ANNABEL LEE. I should n’t have come…
ED GAR A. PERRY (teas ingly). But…
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YOUNG ANNABEL LEE. You’re wicked, Ser geant Perry…
do you know that?

ED GAR A. PERRY. What can I say? I’m a poet…
YOUNG ANNABEL LEE. So you claim, sir…
ED GAR A. PERRY. Well, I will make good my claim

with… (He writes in the sand. As he writes, YOUNG
ANNABEL reads.)

YOUNG ANNABEL LEE. I was a child and she was a child,
You think I’m a child?…

ED GAR A. PERRY. Children of Eros we are…
I was a child and she was a child,
In this kingdom by the sea: (He writes in the sand again.)

YOUNG ANNABEL LEE (reads again). But we loved with
a love that was more than love—

ED GAR A. PERRY (read ing as he writes). I and my—
YOUNG ANNABEL LEE (read ing as he fin ishes writ ing the

line). Annabel Lee…(Touched, turn ing to him.) Eddie…
ED GAR A. PERRY. Close your eyes…
YOUNG ANNABEL LEE. Why?
ED GAR A. PERRY. I have a pres ent for you…now close

them…
YOUNG ANNABEL LEE. All right…
ED GAR A. PERRY. Now, hold out your hand…
YOUNG ANNABEL LEE. Pray, what kind of pres ent have

you for me…gold, di a monds…
ED GAR A. PERRY (holds his hand high over hers and pours

a thin stream of sand from his hand to hers). Eter nity.
YOUNG ANNABEL LEE (opens her eyes and looks at the

sand and then deeply into his eyes. He smiles). Eter nity…
FATHER (from off stage). Annabel…Annabel…
YOUNG ANNABEL LEE. Fa ther, I gave him the slip…I

must go…
ED GAR A. PERRY. Give him the slip again…

Act I NEV ER MORE! 11

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



YOUNG ANNABEL LEE. I can’t…
FATHER (off stage). Annabel…(YOUNG ANNABEL gives

PERRY a kiss and then ex its into the dark ness. As lights
fade on PERRY, YOUNG ANNABEL re ap pears in a spot
on the other side of the stage.)

ANNABEL. I dis ap peared into the shad ows, shad ows from
which I would never re turn. That sum mer, a dark cloud
swept over our mys ti cal king dom by the sea…a cloud—
ma lar ial fe ver…fe ver, fe ver so fierce that the city was in a
panic. Guards were posted at the door ways of houses,
houses which were afire with the pes ti lence. One of the
houses was mine. No one was al lowed to come in and
out…but this did n’t stop Eddie. He climbed a live oak near 
the back pi azza and made his way to my room. Fa ther was 
not pleased.

(U cur tain rises to re veal Annabel’s bed room.)

SCENE 4: Is There Any Hope?

Annabel Lee’s Death Bed

(YOUNG ANNABEL lies near death in a bed UL. Her
FATHER and a ma tronly AUNT are DL con fer ring.
Through the win dow U, PERRY ap pears. He tip toes to
YOUNG ANNABEL’s side.)

ED GAR A PERRY. Annabel…
FATHER (dis cov er ing him). Sir, you have no place here.
ED GAR A PERRY. I love her, sir, I will not be dis suaded…
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FATHER. I must ask you to with draw. She’s very near death. 
She is de lir i ous. She does n’t know any of us any more…

ED GAR A PERRY. Dear God, is there no hope?
FATHER. None…
YOUNG ANNABEL LEE. Eddie…Eddie, is that you?
ED GAR A PERRY (crosses and kneels by her side). Anna -

bel…
YOUNG ANNABEL LEE. I knew you would come…
ED GAR A PERRY. You must hold on…You’re go ing to get

well. We’re go ing to be to gether…
YOUNG ANNABEL LEE. Oh, Eddie, if that only that could

be true.
ED GAR A. PERRY. We must make out own truth, re mem -

ber?
ANNABEL. I re mem ber…
ED GAR A. PERRY. Prom ise me you’ll never leave me.
YOUNG ANNABEL LEE. Not till the end of time.
ED GAR A. PERRY. Not even then…
YOUNG ANNABEL LEE. Not even then…I have some thing 

for you, take this…(She thrusts a hand ful of pa per into his 
hands.) It’s my turn to give you a pres ent…

ED GAR A. PERRY. They’re blank…(She nods “yes.”
Smiles.) What must I do with them?

ANNABEL. Fill them with won der…(She drifts off again.)
FATHER. Per haps we should let her rest now…(PERRY

nods. FATHER and AUNT exit. PERRY lags be hind to give 
YOUNG ANNABEL a fi nal kiss. He then crosses D. As he
does, the U cur tain falls be hind him and as he crosses far -
ther D, the D cur tain falls be hind him. As he re cites, the
Po etry Lec ture is set up be hind the D cur tain and the
ship’s gang plank  is set up be hind the U cur tain.)

Act I NEV ER MORE! 13

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



ED GAR A. PERRY.
Take this kiss upon the brow!
And, in parting from you now,
Thus much let me avow
.  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .
Yet if hope has flown away
In a night, or in a day,
In a vision, or in none,
Is it therefore the less gone?

(He con tin ues DR and speaks to the au di ence.)

SCENE 5: The Po etry Lec ture

ED GAR A. PERRY.
I was a child and she was a child,
       In this kingdom by the sea:
But we loved with a love that was more than love—
       I and my ANNABEL LEE;
With a love that the winged seraphs of heaven
       Coveted her and me.

And this was the reason that, long ago,
       In this kingdom by the sea,
A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling
       My beautiful ANNABEL LEE;
So that her high-born kinsman came
       And bore her away from me,
To shut her in a sepulcher
       In this kingdom by the sea.
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(Lights crossfade from PERRY to ED GAR ALLAN POE,
DL, now 40. He picks up the lines at this point.)

ED GAR ALLAN POE.
For the moon never beams, without bringing me dreams
       Of the beautiful ANNABEL LEE;
And the stars never rise, but I feel the bright eyes
       Of the beautiful ANNABEL LEE;
And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side
Of my darling—my darling—my life and my bride,
       In the sepulcher there by the sea,
       In her tomb by the sounding sea…

(The D cur tain rises be hind him to re veal that the scene
has been trans formed to a po etry lec ture.)
So you see, the most pre cious things in this life are the
things we have lost…Po etry is a quest to re cover those lost 
mo ments, for the poet gives us a brief and in de ter mi nate
glimpse of what lies be yond our reach, be yond the grasp,
be yond our com pre hen sion

…a glimpse of im mor tal ity…glimpses, all too brief…

When we find our selves melted into tears from a poem it
is not be cause of its beau ti ful words, it is from the sor row
we feel…sor row at our in abil ity to grasp here on earth, the 
rap tur ous joys of the di vine…so we hun ger, we thirst for
an other glimpse. And like the moth danc ing about a can dle 
flame, if we are not care ful, we will be con sumed by our
de sire.

MASTER OF CER E MONIES. Thank you, Mr. Poe…This
con cludes Mr. Poe’s lec ture, and al though he has a steamer 
for New York to catch to night, he has agreed to ac cept a
few ques tions…
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LADY IN GREEN. Mr. Poe, this new poem seems to con tra -
dict The Ra ven, in that the be reaved lover in The Ra ven is
told he will never see his true love again, here in Annabel
Lee, you pro fess that true love lives on, be yond the
grave…

POE. Yes…
LADY IN GREEN. But is n’t that a con tra dic tion?
POE. Yes…
LADY IN GREEN. Well, would you like to clear up the con -

tra dic tion?
POE. No…(He takes a flask from his pocket and drinks. The

au di ence of LADIES is shocked.)
LADY IN CRIM SON. Mr. Poe, don’t you be lieve in tem per -

ance…
POE. Of course, my dear, af ter all I’m a mem ber of the Sons

of Tem per ance…and I drink to them ev ery chance I get…
(He drinks again, LADIES gasp.)

MASTER OF CER E MONIES. Yes, well, I think we best get
Mr. Poe off to his wait ing boat…(POE is pulled from the
stage.)

LADY IN GREEN. Shock ing…
LADY IN CRIM SON. A trou bled ge nius…
LADY IN PUR PLE. I heard last year he at tempted sui cide…

over a woman…
LADY IN GREEN. Which one?…I hear he’s pro posed to

five women just in the past few weeks…(POE and the
MASTER OF CER E MONIES pass by and as they do, POE
drinks again.)

LADY IN PUR PLE. Cad…
LADY IN GREEN (as she and the LADIES cross D). Drunk -

ard…
LADY IN CRIM SON. Blue-eyed mad is what I hear… (LA -

DIES exit. POE and the MASTER OF CER E MONIES cross
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D and the D cur tain falls be hind them. While the scene
con tin ues, the po etry lec ture set is struck.)

MASTER OF CER E MONIES. Yes, well, we do ap pre ci ate
your tak ing the time to lec ture to us, Mr. Poe, and as
prom ised, here is a to ken of our ap pre ci a tion. (He gives
POE an en ve lope of bills.) I must tell you, how ever, that
we would have ap pre ci ated your lec ture more if you had
not been in such an ine bri ated con di tion…

POE. Well, I charge dou ble for so ber lec tures…
MASTER OF CER E MONIES. In deed…
POE. Did you en joy my lec ture, Reynolds? Mr. Ives, have

you met my friend, Cap tain Jer e miah Reynolds? He’s
down from New York…

MASTER OF CER E MONIES. Jer e miah Reynolds, the Ant -
arc tic ex plorer?

REYNOLDS. The same…
MASTER OF CER E MONIES. An honor, sir. Per haps you

could lec ture for us some time…
POE. Do you think you could make the same kind of im pres -

sion as I made to night, Reynolds?
REYNOLDS. It would not be easy, to outdo you, Ed gar.
POE. Can I buy you two gen tle man a drink? I no ticed a tav -

ern across the street.
REYNOLDS. Ed gar, we have a boat to catch.
POE. Oh, yes, Cap tain Reynolds here is tak ing me to New

York to night. He prom ised me that if I jour ney to that
great me trop o lis on the Hud son that he would tell me of
his most re cent South Po lar ad ven tures.

MASTER OF CER E MONIES. I am hon ored to meet you
both but I don’t want you to miss your boat, so I’ll say
good night.

REYNOLDS. Good night, sir.
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POE. Here’s to you. (Drinks from his pocket flask.) What
time does our ship sail?

REYNOLDS. Mid night. (Ship’s whis tle sounds.  D and U
cur tains rises on the next scene.)
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