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DISC 1  (75:24)

ACT I

	 [1]	 Prologue	 A dock in Richmond  5:56

	 [2]	 Scene One	 A ship’s deck in darkness  13:02

	 [3]	 Scene Two	 The ship’s lounge  14:22

	 [4]	 Scene Three	 On a body of still water 6:18 

	 [5]	 Scene Four	� A small make-shift stage, 
where a wedding procession 
is forming 11:03

	 [6]	 Scene Five	 Back in the ship’s lounge 11:35

	 [7]		  The lecture 13:08

DISC 2  (68:51)

ACT II

	 [1]	 Scene Six	 The ship’s lounge 10:37

	 [2]		  The trial begins 9:00

	 [3]	 Scene Seven	 Poe’s cottage 10:20

	 [4]	 Scene Eight	 The auction 10:58

	 [5]	 Scene Nine	 Virginia’s bier 9:28

	 [6]	 Scene Ten	 The trial resumes 10:36

	 [7]	 Epilogue	 A dock in Baltimore 7:52
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By Dominick Argento

The dean of the College of Liberal Arts at the University of Minnesota, Frank Sorauf, was 
president of the Minnesota Opera in 1974, and it was his idea that the university commis-
sion me to write an opera in honor of America’s Bicentennial. I finally settled on Edgar Allan 
Poe, because he seemed the first American artist to achieve international significance. I 
began seriously researching his life and works, and it occurred to me that something might 
be done akin to Puccini’s Il trittico or Offenbach’s The Tales of Hoffmann.

While still vacillating over which stories I might use and how to connect them, I saw a 
performance on campus of A Night at the Black Pig, Charles Nolte’s play about August 
Strindberg. It had exactly the mood and dramaturgy I wanted for the opera. Charles was 
not only an accomplished and respected actor and playwright but a highly knowledgeable 
opera enthusiast as well. He became excited when I told him about the mysterious voyage 
that led to the author’s death — as bizarre as any story Poe himself had written — and was 
eager to do the libretto. Shaping a libretto, given the many characters in Poe’s writings and 
in his life, plus the poetry that we might incorporate, was a lengthy affair, requiring quite a 
few months before the libretto would be exactly what I wanted. Since I did not want to start 
composing until we had a complete, acceptable text, I decided to work on something else 
to fill the time. That time filler turned out to be From the Diary of Virginia Woolf.

Given a year’s leave, I began Poe on Columbus Day, 1974 — an auspicious day to begin a 
voyage — continued it in Florence the following summer, and orchestrated it during the 
winter of 1975-76. Rehearsals went well until the tenor playing Poe — the role had turned 
out to be long and taxing — grew frustrated and began having memory lapses. Two days 
before the premiere, his nerves completely frayed, he blew up and walked off the stage, 
threatening to pull out. I asked Vern Sutton (who was playing the smaller role of the doctor) 

COMMENT

if he thought he could take over the lead in forty-eight hours. He probably could have done 
so, but tempers quickly cooled and the premiere came off smoothly and was a great suc-
cess, garnering rave reviews in Time (“Poe is Argento’s eighth opera and as fine as any ever 
written by an American”), Opera News (“Looking back in decades to come, the spring of ’76 
may mark the coming of age in American opera”), Newsweek (“A significant step forward in 
the cause of daring and originality”), the New Yorker (“a distinct success”), the New York 
Times (“a rich, mature, and substantial creation”), and many other national newspapers. 
A year later, it ran for a week at a Baltimore theater less than a mile from Poe’s grave.

Although productions in Germany and Sweden continued its success, nothing more was 
heard of the opera in the United States for the next thirteen years, and I was resigned to 
its disappearance. Then in the late eighties, Ardis Kranik, the artistic director of the Lyric 
Opera of Chicago, dreamed up a project titled “Toward the Twenty-first Century.” Her plan 
was to present a masterpiece of twentieth-century opera each season from 1990 to 2000. 
It would be a gross understatement to say I was stunned when she said she wanted Poe 
to be the opening work. When I expressed my astonishment, she explained that she had 
invited many reviewers and opera house directors to submit their suggestions: The Voyage 
of Edgar Allan Poe was the hands-down favorite. I was amazed: here was an opera that had 
been seen and heard in only two lesser American cities — Saint Paul and Baltimore — then 
vanished for more than a decade, yet it had amassed this big underground reputation.

For the Chicago revival, Frank Galati directed the most exciting production an opera of 
mine has ever had. I think Poe himself would have enjoyed the histrionics and bizarre-
ness of it immensely. Christopher Keene, director of New York City Opera, conducted the 
Chicago revival (and led the same production a year later in Dallas). It seemed incredible 
to him that the work had never been done in New York. To arrange its premiere there and 
to record the work were among his plans when he died. Since then, Poe has once again 
lapsed into obscurity.

Excerpted from Dominick Argento’s Catalogue Raisonné As Memoir: A Composer’s Life, published by  
the University of Minnesota Press, 2004. 
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By Charles Nolte

At 4 A.M. on the morning of September 24, 1849, in Richmond, Virginia, the poet Edgar Allan 
Poe got on a packet steamer bound for Baltimore, Maryland, a tedious trip that normally took 
about forty-eight hours. For some inexplicable reason, the ship did not dock in Baltimore 
until the morning of the twenty-ninth of September, when Poe disembarked. Baltimore 
was in the midst of a very corrupt congressional election campaign. There being no voter 
registration rolls, gangs of rowdies in the pay of various candidates were in the habit of 
rounding up street derelicts as potential voters, holding them locked up in what appear to 
have been virtual prisons called “coops” until the actual day of voting, October 3, keeping 
them happy with liquor, drugs, and plenty of cheap food. Poe presumably en route to the 
train station, was apparently swept up by one of these press gangs. On election day, on 
the street before a fire-engine house, someone named Joseph Walker recognized both the 
poet and his condition and was alarmed enough to pencil a quick note to a nearby doctor. 

“There is a gentleman, rather the worse for wear, at Ryan’s 4th ward polls who goes under 
the cognomen of Edgar A. Poe, and who appears in great distress, and says he is acquainted 
with you, and I assure you he is in need of immediate assistance.” Dr. Snodgrass hurried to 
Cooth’s Tavern, where he found Poe in a terrible condition, as he later testified: “His face 
was haggard, not to say bloated, and unwashed, his hair unkempt, and his whole physique 
repulsive.” Virtually unconscious, Poe clearly required hospitalization. He was taken to 
Washington Hospital, where the physician on duty, Dr. J.J. Moran, registered him at 5 P.M. 
on October third. Poe remained unconscious until around 3 A.M. of the fourth, when he 
began babbling incoherently to phantom figures circling his bed. Poe’s life was coming to 
an end amid irrational fears, morbid despair, and other evidence of delirium tremens. Dr. 
Moran’s wife was now at the bedside, giving what comfort she could, reading to Poe from 
the Bible, and even administering a dose of laudanum. Eventually, convinced that he was 
dying, she left in order to make his shroud. Poe lived through the next three days, moving 
in and out of consciousness, muttering incoherently, presumably in great mental distress, 
until Sunday morning, when he became quiet and appeared to rest. At last, gently moving 
his head, he whispered, “Lord help my poor soul,” and died, as he had lived, in tragic misery.

A life of tragic misery, yes, but also of enormous theatricality and of great genius, all of which 
contribute to Poe’s fascination for us and to the suitability of the material for a grand opera. 
Poe was an extraordinarily romantic character in a very romantic age. His ancestry begins 
the story. His father, David Poe, left the study of law to become an actor, much against 
the wishes of his family. What shreds of evidence we have indicate that David Poe was 
an indifferent actor who played minor roles in various southern cities. He had six siblings, 
one of whom, Maria Poe, later Mrs. William Clemm, played a large role in Poe’s life (and in 
the opera), as she ultimately became his mother-in-law in addition to being his aunt. Poe 
lived in the same houses with her (and her daughter) from 1835 virtually until his death.

It is worth noting that Poe had an alcoholic father, who was chronically unable to make a 
satisfactory living, and an extremely beautiful, extremely youthful mother, whom he must 

NOTES

THE VOYAGE OF EDGAR ALLAN POE, AN OPERA IN TWO ACTS, was 
commissioned by the University of Minnesota and sponsored by The University of 

Minnesota Foundation in commemoration of the American Bicentennial. The opera 
is scored for an eight-voice cast, chorus, and full orchestra and was premiered by the 

Minnesota Opera Company in the College of St. Catherine’s O’Shaugnessy Auditorium 
in St. Paul, Minnesota on April 24, 1976 under the direction of Philip Brunelle.
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clearly have worshiped as a very young boy. Poe remembered his mother later as a small 
miniature pictured her, describing her thus: “The childish figure, with great, wide-open 
mysterious eyes, the abundant curling hair confined in the quaint bonnet of a hundred 
years ago and shadowing the brow in raven masses, the high waist and attenuated arms 
clasped in an empire robe of flowered design, the tiny but rounded neck and shoulders, the 
head proudly erect. It is the face of an elf, a sprite, an Undine.” But unhappily his Undine 
was now very ill, in the final stages of tuberculosis, and unable to work. To a very imagina-
tive boy, her symptoms — the damp and flushed cheeks, the consumptive cough stifled by 
handkerchiefs spotted with blood — must have made a lasting impression. And when she 
finally died in the winter of 1811, for Edgar, now almost three, the experience was shatter-
ing. Now, love and death, two consuming subjects in his later creative life, come together. 
Doubtless he had seen his mother enact death on the stage many times. Now, seeing her 
lying in her shroud, candles guttering nearby, was this not yet another performance? A kind 
of dreamlike sleep? Would she not rise again, to love and protect him? Major themes in the 
work of Edgar Allan Poe have deep roots in these childhood traumas.

Elizabeth Poe was survived by children who now had to be disposed of. Edgar was taken 
in by a wealthy merchant, John Allan of Richmond, who became his foster father and the 
source of lifelong confrontation and anguish.

At seventeen he was admitted to the University of Virginia, where he ran up bills that Allan 
refused to pay. When these bills amounted to over $2,500, Allan ordered young Poe home 
and refused to allow him to return to the university. There were violent quarrels, and ultimately 
Poe quit Richmond entirely for Boston, then the literary capital of the United States, with 
Allan’s wife, who adored Poe, providing small sums of money. Now attempting to support 
himself by writing, Poe began the career for which he is justly famous, but at first with 
such complete lack of success that he was forced to enlist in the army, surely a measure of 
extreme desperation. For over two years as a soldier, apparently with some spare time on his 
hands, he spent his days, when his largely clerical military duties permitted, writing poetry 

and reading. Military records of the time note that he was steady, sober, and intelligent 
and well worthy of promotion. But Poe knew he was wasting his life, and he attempted a 
reconciliation with John Allan, only to be angrily rebuffed. Mrs. Allan was now dying, and 
she begged her husband to allow her “darling boy” to return. Very reluctantly, Allan relented, 
but the young man arrived too late. Mrs. Allan had expired, her final hope of reconciliation 
thwarted. Allan even cruelly insisted that the funeral proceed before Poe could arrive.

Before dying, Mrs. Allan had extracted a promise from her husband to allow the young man 
to return home. Allan consented, but the rapprochement was barely civil. The foster father 
gave Poe just enough money to keep alive but remained suspicious of him in the extreme, 
so much so that Poe was forced to leave home once again. After being robbed by a cousin 
in a hotel, Poe found refuge in the home of his Aunt Maria, the widow of a Mr. Clemm. Mrs. 
David Poe, Sr., his paternal grandmother, now old and paralyzed, was also a member of 
the household. And there was Mrs. Clemm’s extraordinarily beautiful daughter, Poe’s first 
cousin Virginia, then a child of seven. This little girl was destined to become Poe’s child 
bride less than five years later.

In those intervening years, the story of Poe is a pitiful tale of his efforts to make a living 
from his pen. It is also the story of his final break with Allan, disinheritance, an abortive 
appointment as a cadet to West Point which ended in court-martial, various efforts to 
publish his growing portfolio of poems and tales, degrees of poverty and poor health, and 
periods when he lived in the household of his long-suffering aunt, Mrs. Clemm, and her 
beautiful young daughter, his cousin Virginia.

Meanwhile, Poe continued his literary efforts, editing the Southern Literary Messenger, writ-
ing a number of poems, including “To Helen” and “Israfel,” and many short stories, some of 
marked morbidity. The poverty of the little family fluctuated between relative and extreme, 
and family woes mounted. His own ill health continued, perhaps due to stimulants, while it 
also became clear that his young bride was consumptive. Her frequent hemorrhages must 
certainly have revived painful memories from his early childhood. These were dark times.
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Dark times turned black for Poe as he continually embroiled himself in masochistic con-
troversy with other literary figures, with his employers, and with his friends. One of these 
friends, Rufus Griswold, became his implacable enemy and is largely responsible for the 
view of Poe after his death: that of a moral degenerate, “a madman constantly and heavily 
under the influence of liquor and drugs,” an army deserter, a wastrel while at the university 
which expelled him as a chronic drunkard, a child-molester, and many other half-truths and 
destructive statements. It is astonishing that Poe, knowing Griswold as he did, committed 
the horrific error of making this very Griswold, who among other things was a licensed Baptist 
clergyman, his literary executor. From this position it was all too possible for Griswold, an 
extremely jealous man of literary pretensions, to “execute” Poe after the latter’s death. 
Two days after Poe died, Griswold published in the New York Tribune an account of the 
poet’s death, followed by a narrative of his life which is filled with venomous half-truths, 
innuendoes, slanders, and calculated deceptions. He speaks of Poe as a man without honor 
or faith and devoid of moral principles. Unfortunately, it was this view of Poe that prevailed 
as the genuine one until more accurate biographical material surfaced in the early 1920s. 
Griswold was indeed in every sense Poe’s evil nemesis.

In January, 1845, with Poe and his forlorn little family in dire necessity, his poem “The Raven” 
was published; it created a sensation. Has any poem in America ever been so popular? And 
yet, despite the poet’s growing fame, his financial woes continued, and he, his mother-in-
law, and dying wife lived in virtual destitution. Poe’s health, too, was bad, and as his wife 
sank down into death, he drank heavily. Poor Mrs. Clemm struggled to keep them alive, 
begging money, even digging vegetables by night in the fields of neighboring farmers. In the 
depths of the cold winter of 1847, Virginia died. She was scarcely twenty-four years old.

The final chapters in the sad life of Poe after Virginia’s death find him continuing his literary 
efforts, giving lectures for cash, while at the same time hoping to persuade various afflu-
ent widows to marry him, doubtless as a way out of his chronic financial quagmire. This 
is the period when he wrote “The Bells,” “Ulalume,” “Annabel Lee,” and others of his most 
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important works, many of them reflecting his infatuations with various women. When 
one of these women refused his advances, he attempted suicide with laudanum. He was 
clearly approaching a state bordering on insanity. In this pitiful condition, rebuffed by various 
women he regarded as potential brides, now the center of scandal, he found himself back in 
Richmond, seeking an engagement with a wealthy widow he had known since childhood, 
“Elmira.” It is at this point that Poe determined to take the packet steamer from Richmond 
to Baltimore, to undertake what turned out to be the last voyage of Edgar Allan Poe. What 
happened on that fateful trip and afterward will never be known for certain, but it is clear 
from the facts here related that Poe was now desperate, sick in mind and body, suffering 
hallucinations, consumed by morbid longings, and a likely prey for wild, irrational fancies. 

* * *

These biographical facts are helpful in comprehending the libretto of The Voyage of Edgar 
Allan Poe. Revenants from the past come and go: his mother; his foster mother; Mrs. 
Clemm; his violently antipathetic foster father; his bride, Virginia; his evil nemesis Griswold, 
determined on destroying Poe’s reputation — all appear and reappear in various guises and 
at various times in the text, contributing to the atmosphere of feverish nightmare.

The audience experiences episodes from Poe’s actual life, but filtered through his warped 
imagination as he faces dissolution. Chief among these episodes are deathbed scenes 
involving wife and mother, plus domestic glimpses into the Clemm household, with its 
odd cast of characters: senile Granny Poe, Edgar’s drunken elder brother, and his impaired 
younger sister.

Woven into this fabric are details from the real world are strands from the world of his 
imagination. Characters and events from some of his tales and stories are evoked: “King 
Pest,” “The Black Cat,” “Imp of the Perverse,” “Murders in the Rue Morgue.” From this 
last story, the figure of August Dupin, detective, emerges to play a significant role in the 
fantastical trial of Poe, which is central to the action of the opera.

Coloring this whole concept are quotations from his poems themselves, particularly those 
most morbidly lyrical: “Ulalume,” “The Bells,” “Eldorado,” and “Annabel Lee.” Echoes and 
reverberations are virtually endless.

Ghosts mingle with creatures of Poe’s imagination, ignite degrees of emotional conflict and 
act as catalysts, triggering much morbid reflection on death and dying and its importance 
to Poe’s artistic credo.

It is useful to remember that the location in which these charades and fantastical chime-
ras take place, reflecting a man who is desperate to make sense of the pain and misery 
of his existence, is on shipboard, a concentrated space in which the focus can be intense 
and from which escape is virtually impossible. Moreover, the violence inside Poe’s mind is 
reflected in the violence outside the saloon cabin, where the wind rises to gale proportions 
and waves lash the hull. 

Beyond the fact of a literal voyage, there is Poe’s metaphysical and spiritual journey, “where 
the heart must gather the past into hallucination.” An extraordinary kaleidoscope of memories 
results, recalling other expressionistic theater pieces, in particular those of E.T.A. Hoffmann 
and August Strindberg, and certain poems of decadent romanticism — those of Baudelaire, 
Mallarmé, and Valéry — as well as several musical works (Debussy’s in particular). The 
illogic of nightmare prevails, a dreamscape wherein everything is possible, where time and 
space collide. Personages split, scatter, and converge. Griswold is both himself, a minister 
at Poe’s wedding, a doctor in deathbed scenes, and the accusing avenger at Poe’s trial.

And what is the object of this kaleidoscope? To make the accused (Poe) face his inner 
self. It is this land of imagination, of his dreams, memories, and hallucinations, the territory 
beyond what is clearly expressible, where music plays such an enormous role. We glimpse 
the borderland separating madness from sanity. Is it indeed true, as Poe argues in the 
final trial scene of the opera, that madness is merely another and perhaps better kind of 
“health”? And that the artist, almost by definition, must be insane, or at least not sane in 
the normal way we view such things? This is indeed much of what the opera is all about.
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Perhaps it is true, as Poe himself states at his trial, that the artist must deliberately choose 
the pain and shadows as others choose the light. Is this not why he can face his ghosts at 
last, face even his dying bride? “The veins stood out, a milky blue against her marble skin 
and coal-black eyes.” Does he indeed now lust after her death? And does he accept the 
consequences — her eyes so lifeless and glassy white, her shrunken lips — as payment for 
his muse, a necessary fee for creativity?

And ultimately he does indeed require her death a second time, in order that he may discover 
what lies beyond the grave, that mysterious land “where gold and silver fish swim through 
the river of silence, and unseen glowing birds drift slowly in the quiet wind in the valley of 
the many-colored grass, paying homage to the blazing sun.” His guilt is clear. His muse 
needed her, violated her, ultimately destroyed her. In his search for the land beyond death, 
his Eurydice is finally silenced, “her heart a lute suspended.” But for what? Accusations 
pour down upon him with a savage candor. For a tortured cat! Murdered wives! People 
buried alive! A raven mocking mankind! She died in order that these dark blooms of his 
imagination, tales of horror and madness, could live! And so he is accused of being that 
very imp of the perverse that Griswold, the coffin worm, reveals in his hateful biography.

What then is Poe’s final defense before punishment? “Have mercy on my life, for all I 
touched turned autumn in my hand, my youth a fragile vessel caught upon the waves of 
a savage sea, my heart a ravaged garden without a single bloom. … pity me. … I murdered 
for my art. I killed all that I most loved, and sacrificed remembered bliss to feed my muse. 
It had to be. Have mercy on my life.”

The opera concludes ambiguously. Was there in fact any such final voyage? It has now 
been verified that no ship departed from Richmond for Baltimore in that fateful week 
when Poe died.

This text, written by Charles Nolte, is partially reproduced from The Lyric Opera Companion: The History, Lore, and Stories of 
the World’s Greatest Operas, Published by the Lyric Opera of Chicago and the Andrews and McMeel Universal Press Syndicate 
Company, Kansas City.

TH
OM

AS
 M

EG
LI

OR
AN

ZA
 A

S 
G

RI
SW

OL
D.

 P
H

OT
OG

RA
PH

 F
RO

M
 P

RO
DU

CT
IO

N
, C

AP
TU

RE
D 

BY
 K

AT
H

Y 
W

IT
TM

AN
, B

AL
L 

SQ
UA

RE
 F

IL
M

S.



18 19

THE VOYAGE OF EDGAR ALLAN POE: AN OPERA IN TWO ACTS 
Music by Dominick Argento 
Text by Charles Nolte

Peter Tantsits	 Edgar Allan Poe tenor

Thomas Meglioranza	 Griswold, Captain, Mr. Allan, etc. baritone

Maggie Finnegan 	 Virginia Poe soprano

Neal Ferreira	 Doctor, Wedding Guest, Passenger, etc. tenor

Kirsten Chambers 	 Mrs. Poe, Ballad-singer, etc. soprano

Felicia Gavilanes	 Mrs. Clemm, Aunt Nancy, etc. mezzo-soprano

Christina English 	 Mrs. Allan, Granny Poe, etc. mezzo-soprano

David Salsbery Fry	 Theater Director, M. Dupin, etc. bass

Alexis Rodda	 Rosy soprano

Marcus Schenk	 Willy baritone

Copyright © 1975 by Boosey & Hawkes, Inc. Copyright for all countries. All rights reserved. Permission for public performance must 
be obtained from the copyright owner and publisher, Boosey & Hawkes, Inc. 30 West 57th Street, New York, New York 10019. 

SYNOPSIS

ACT I

Prologue. A doctor recalls his last encounter with Poe. Poe, whose young wife Virginia died 
two years earlier, appears ill and feverish, his creativity at an end. He plans to sail to Baltimore 
that night, despite the doctor’s belief that no ship is scheduled to depart. Poe insists, for his 
literary executor Griswold has told him of one. The doctor warns him against Griswold, but 
Poe is determined to embark on his “voyage of discovery.”

Scene One: Alone on the dock, Poe awaits the ship. Griswold appears, dressed as a Ship’s 
Captain. A ghostly vessel materializes out of the blackness. Strange phantoms drift across its 
decks. They draw Poe onto the vessel which again disappears into the mist.

Scene Two: In the ship’s lounge a small troupe of actors is presenting a melodrama. Poe 
becomes aware that it is a reenactment of his own mother’s death when he was a small 
child. He is drawn into the scene which becomes “real” to him. The mother dies and a sheet 
is drawn over her face. The actress playing “Mrs. Allan” gleefully adopts him, chiding him 
for drinking and gambling while at the University. Bewildered, Poe protests that he lacked 
funds. Griswold, now dressed as Mr. Allan, pops up from beneath the sheet formerly covering 
the corpse of Poe’s mother and berates his foster-son for lack of occupation and refuses to 
lend him more money. Insults are exchanged and the two men grapple amid the bedclothes. 
In the confusion, Poe finds himself wrestling with a large rag doll of Virginia. Griswold has 
disappeared.

Scene Three: On a body of still water a small boat in which Virginia is seated glides into view. 
Poe steps into it and together they move over the water, reliving happy memories of their 
love. A second boat appears bearing Griswold and a woman whose face is averted. As it drifts 
past Poe, the woman turns toward him and smiles: it is his mother. Without speaking, she 
turns back to Griswold with a seductive expression on her face. The two boats glide away into 
darkness.
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Scene Four: A wedding procession is forming on the small make-shift stage. Poe is pushed 
forward to take part in the ceremony, for it is his own wedding. Virginia appears in wedding 
veil and gown but clearly a child of twelve. There are shocked whispers and giggles as the 
ceremony proceeds, with Griswold, now costumed as the minister, officiating. Poe declares he 
is too poor to marry. He is advised to appeal to Mr. Allan. The minister instantly turns into Mr. 
Allan. Poe attempts to beg for funds and an argument ensues. In rage, Allan disinherits him 
and disappears. In his place stands the minister, pronouncing Virginia and Poe man and wife.

Scene Five: In the lounge, passengers are preparing for a masquerade party as a storm is 
rising. Poe wanders among them, appealing for help, for work. The theatre director suggests 
that he give a lecture and thus make some money. Poe’s attempts are hindered by the jeering 
of the crowd and by a disembodied voice singing “Annabel Lee.” In his feverish imagination, 
he believes it to be the voice of his dead wife. He is assured it is merely a ballad-singer, who 
presently enters. Poe sees in her his dead mother once again, who, like Virginia, died while 
singing to him. To blot out the dreadful vision, he drinks excessively. The carousing grows 
more violent. Poe continues to hear a distant voice singing “Annabel Lee” even though the 
ballad-singer is now beside him. The others are amused by his hallucinations and crown 
him a member of their mad company as the violence of the storm increases. In desperation, 
Poe cries out that he knows Virginia is just outside the door. A sudden gust of wind blows 
open the door revealing Virginia in blood-stained bridal clothes. Poe rushes to embrace her 
as Griswold and the others erupt in macabre laughter. Virginia falls to the floor, bearing Poe 
with her.

ACT II

Scene Six: The lounge as last seen except that the passengers are now dressed in normal 
clothing. There is no suggestion of hallucination and no trace of Virginia. Poe, clutching 
a blood-stained bridal veil, struggles back to consciousness. Confusedly, he recounts the 
preceding events and the passengers conclude that he is insane. Poe’s fictional detective, 
Auguste Dupin, suggests a trial to contest the charge of madness. Griswold, now in scarlet 
robe and judicial wig, prepares to hear the testimony. Dupin invokes a reconstruction of past 
events in his client’s life.

Scene Seven: Poe’s cottage on the day of Virginia’s death. Her mother, Mrs. Clemm, and 
neighbors are gathered at the deathbed. Poe, with a priest (Griswold), watches from a 
distance. When Virginia calls to him, he moves forward and kneels beside her. She sings of 
“Annabel Lee” and then expires. The priest urges Poe to confess that he longed for his wife’s 
death, that he needed her suffering to inspire his art. Poe fiercely denies the accusation. The 
priest conjures up a vision of Poe’s future actions to serve as proof.

Scene Eight: A bizarre auction over which Griswold presides. Various women, prominent in 
Poe’s final years, are offered as possible muses for his flagging imagination. One by one they 
come forward through a mirror-frame to confront Poe with their charms. The scene becomes 
more and more nightmarish as they struggle for his attention. They begin to divest them-
selves of their “parts” for his edification, offering a leg, an arm, a heart. Poe utters a terrifying 
scream and the vision abruptly dissolves.

Scene Nine: Still kneeling at Virginia’s bier, Poe can no longer deny the priest’s charges even 
though he will not admit his own guilt. A sound is heard, a heartbeat. The body of Virginia 
comes to life in his embrace. Despite a warning not to ask about the land beyond the grave, 
Poe, in his wild excitement cannot refrain. Hesitantly and painfully, Virginia tells him of the 
other world “where gold and silver fish swim through the river of silence.” She falters, begging 
him to ask no more. He persists. Her voice rises in ecstasy as she describes the “valley of the 
many-colored grass;” then abruptly ceases. Clutching her throat, she falls back lifeless in 
Poe’s arms. Poe now recognizes his guilt: she died again, victim of his creative life.
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Scene Ten: The trial resumes. Dupin asks the court to be merciful. Judge and jurors remain 
unmoved and ridicule Poe’s own defense. Driven to rage, Poe seizes a sword-cane and lunges 
toward Griswold, standing mockingly in the mirror-frame. “Who dares judge me,” Poe cries. 
“Myself,” replies Griswold, “Your soul. Your secret self.” With a despairing cry, Poe stabs at 
the image in the mirror. But his nemesis has disappeared and in his place stands an image 
of Poe himself. With welcoming gesture, Poe’s image stretches out his arms to receive the 
blows.

Epilogue. The dock. Dawn. Poe stands in the mist alone. There is no suggestion of a ship. 
Unseen by Poe, Griswold emerges from the shadows and watches him. The disembodied 
voice of Virginia is heard from far off singing the final phrases of “Annabel Lee.” Poe sinks 
down, dying “by the side of my darling, my life and my bride, in her sepulchre here by the sea.” 
Virginia’s voice dies away and the manuscripts drop from Poe’s hands. The doctor is heard 
calling for Poe. He enters and discovers Griswold standing over the body. The doctor explains 
that Poe wished to take ship last night, but Griswold assures him that no vessel departed. He 
disappears into the dark while the doctor remains kneeling by the body of Poe.

The action takes place on a dock at Richmond and aboard a vessel sailing from there. September–October, 1849.

ACT I

[1|1] PROLOGUE: A dock in Richmond

(The opera begins in darkness. The figure of the DOCTOR is gradually revealed in a pool of light)

DOCTOR
I last saw Poe alive in Richmond here, a week before he died. He wished to sail for Baltimore that very night, and came to 
beg my help and seek advice.

(The figure of Poe now becomes visible. He carries manuscripts in his hands, and is obviously in a distracted 
frame of mind)

POE
I am distraught.
I sink in darkness. Help me! Help me,
I beg you! Give me peace of mind.
They murder me with silent
whispers all around. The air is
poisoned with their jealous lies.
My wife is dead.
She’s dead and gone. And worse than
that, my genius too! I cannot write,
and yet I must!
I am haunted!

(at table, writing)
“Dearest Mother Clemm . . .”
(he drinks)

DOCTOR
He seemed distraught.

His wife was dead.

He seemed haunted.
I see him still, sitting there,
a drink in his hand, writing to his
dead wife’s mother . . .

TEXTS
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A single glass . . .

You cannot know . . .

(to POE)
You should not drink.

Excites the brain.

Recall your pledge.

What seems my vice is but my woe.

(writing)
“Dearest Mother Clemm: since our
dear sister’s death
I have not been as other men;
I do not hear as others hear . . .”

(POE pauses over his letter, listening to an unseen CHORUS)

POE
Elmira! . . . See! See!
Radiant ’gainst the night-dark sky,
Like silver dipped in light. . .
(he writes)
“I have found again my lost Elmira. She is
a widow now. I think she loves me
more than life itself, and I cannot
help but love her in return. O, dearest
Mother Clemm, I am filled with darkness.
(reaches for bottle)
“Tonight departs a ship . . .

And I must sail

To seek the secret knowledge of the
heart, the cause of all my present pain.
A voyage of Discovery.
A voyage of the heart . . .”

No more to drink!

He did not seem as other men;
He did not hear as others hear . . .

FEMALE CHORUS
Helen, thy beauty is to me
Like those Nicean barks of yore
That gently o’er the perfumed sea
The weary wayworn wanderer bore
To his own native shore.

On desperate seas long wont to roam,
Thy hyacinth hair, thy classic face,
Thy Naiad airs have brought me home.

DOCTOR
You should not drink, I said

No ship departs tonight.

There is no ship.
. . . the secret knowledge of the
heart is cause of all your present pain,
He did not seem as other men.
He did not hear . . .

Yes! My friend and colleague, Mister
Griswold, says there is.

He waits for me.

There is no ship tonight!

He is no friend of yours.

He is the guardian of my work,

The fancies of my brain.

I must take ship!

A voyage of Discovery.
A voyage of the heart.
I must hurry on to seek . . .

You must not trust that man.

You quarrel often.

He’ll do you wrong!
There is no ship.

He did not seem as other men.
He did not hear as others heard.
He did not see . . .

POE
I cannot help but hurry on to some
peculiar knowledge of the self. Hidden
eyes beyond a veil, and secrets whose
attainment is
Discovery!

DOCTOR
There is no ship . . . not tonight . . . No 
ship departs. . .   . . . secrets whose 
attainment is 
Destruction!

POE
Give my Elmira this oval brooch. It has 
within a lock of my own hair. I am ill. 
Dangerously ill . . .

FEMALE CHORUS (off)
On desperate seas long wont to roam,
This hyacinth hair, this classic face,
These Naiad airs will bring you home.

FULL CHORUS (off)
Onward toward the sea.
The infinite sea.
Mirror of sky and soul,
Our port of birth and death,
It beckons on. Infinity.
Discovery. To sea.

DOCTOR
He was ill . . .

And so he left, distraught, and took
with him my fine malacca cane.

(The light gradually fades on POE and the DOCTOR)
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[1|2] Scene One: A ship’s deck in darkness

(The dock. The stage is momentarily in darkness. The CHORUS is heard from off. Slowly a dim green sea-light bathes the 
playing area. POE is revealed alone)

POE
I am feverish . . . I hear voices in
the dark. Who calls? Who calls?

I cannot see! I cannot breathe!
Where is the ship?

CHORUS
The sea, the sea, the sea . . .

. . . the sea, the sea.

Who calls? Who calls? I am drowning,
sinking down. I cannot see! I cannot
breathe!

All taste is bitter on my tongue, and
I must sail. A cloth too rough tears
my flesh, and I must sail. I am without
skin. Help me, oh Lord! The dreadful God
who gave this fire to me now quenches it
in misery. And I must sail.
I must create, and yet cannot!
The grass cries out beneath my heel.
The stench of living leaves me sick,
yet I must sail . . .
Who calls? Who calls?
There is a demon in my view! And
I must sail.

We will bring you home.
The infinite sea.
Our port of birth.
Onward to the sea.
The sea.

To sea. Discovery.
Infinity. The sea.

(The figure of GRISWOLD now materializes out of the darkness behind POE. He is dressed as Ship’s Captain)

GRISWOLD
Patience, friend. She hovers there in darkness. See her not?

POE
My eyes . . . I cannot see. Who are you?

GRISWOLD
Friend. Fiend. Your captain and your guide.

POE
I am ill, sir, and must board at once.

GRISWOLD
I know, I know. I know your morbid senses suffer much, tortured by rough cloth against your skin. Peculiar noises exacerbate 
your nerves. I know. All this I understand. But here all is still, all is dark. Every breath of wind has died away, and now there 
prevails a perfect calm.

(A ghostly ship gradually materializes out of dark swirling mist. On her deck, moving shadows can be seen, strange and 
bizarre shapes drifting as in slow motion. These phantom forms ultimately become more discernible: a troupe of actors 
and actresses. Several are dressed as MRS ALLAN, MRS POE, MRS CLEMM. Prominent among them is the THEATRE 
DIRECTOR)

GRISWOLD
Slowly, slowly the vessel drifts in
silent blackness. The only sound a
ghostly lapping on these slimy pilings
buried in the harbor’s gaping throat.
But see! There she appears, looming
slowly, slowly. Pale-white riggings,
a blackened hull, a phantom on the
swell. And with a gently rising wind,
like voices calling, gently calling . . .

There’ll be a storm tonight, and
laughter on the wind. Shadows giving
uneasy animation to the whole
illusion. Now forms fantastic within
disordered memory begin to move and
sway. A ghostly sarabande glides down
the way, reflections shimmering in
black and viscous waters.
And there amid the throng the
chiefest fantasy of all: yourself.
You yourself!

SOLI (off)
There is a land
all rich and gold
Where life is sweetest
to behold . . .

(faint laughter heard)
. . . and wild delight!
Strange sights and sounds,
Enigmas, Charades.
Discovery. Our port of birth and
death.

(As the vessel glides gently and
silently into position at the wharf,
a gangway descends soundlessly,
permitting the shadowy figures on
the deck to move onto the dock where
they surround POE and GRISWOLD)

POE
Myself!
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(The members of the acting troupe now become particularized and sing in an exaggerated theatrical style)

THEATRE DIRECTOR
I too am fond of enigmas, puzzles, charades . . .

MRS ALLAN
Dear friends, this night poor Mrs. Poe lies dying. Pity her babes…

MRS POE
You were that all to me, love, for which my soul did pine . . .

POE
My mother’s garments as she lay dying.
(to GRISWOLD) Who are you?

GRISWOLD
Friend, Fiend. The guardian of your fame. Your captain. Your guide.

POE
Where am I going? Where are you taking me?

GRISWOLD
On a voyage of Discovery. A heart
that hates annihilation like the tomb
must gather the past into hallucination. 
Where life is sweetest to behold, 
. . . it is there that we should
die: where death has reared himself
a throne, and looks gigantically down. 

CHORUS 
There is a land
all rich and gold
Where life is sweetest
to behold.
It is there that we should live.
Land of dreams and dark dark sorrow:
A city in the sea.

(The sound recedes as the PASSENGERS, POE now among them, retreat up the gangway and onto the vessel which itself 
begins to dematerialize into darkness. The echoing sounds diminish. GRISWOLD remains on the dock in a pool of light. The 
DOCTOR is heard calling from off)

DOCTOR (appearing)
Mr. Poe . . . Mr. Poe . . Who is there?

GRISWOLD
Ship’s Captain.

DOCTOR
Mr. Poe? Where has he gone?

GRISWOLD
Never heard of him.

DOCTOR
I must find him. He is dangerously ill. He wished to sail for Baltimore sometime tonight.

GRISWOLD
No ship will sail tonight. The wind is rising. She’s rising fast.

DOCTOR
Where can he be? He took my fine malacca cane. He is ill. (disappearing into the blackness) Dangerously ill . . .

GRISWOLD
A heart that hates annihilation like the tomb now gathers the past into hallucination.

(The wind rises as GRISWOLD is swallowed up in blackness. The sound of the wind blends with and ultimately disappears 
into the voices of the CHORUS laughing and talking as the light grows on the following scene)

[1|3] Scene Two: The ship’s lounge

(The interior of the ship’s passenger lounge. There is a small makeshift stage at one end with curtains hiding the platform. 
Various tables and chairs are grouped with passengers seated, drinking, gambling, etc. The THEATRE DIRECTOR attempts 
to get their attention)

THEATRE DIRECTOR
Ladies and gentlemen. Your attention. Ladies and gentlemen, if you please. An entertainment for our distinguished special 
guest.

(The THEATRE DIRECTOR bows in the direction of POE, now entering escorted by GRISW OLD)

CHORUS
An entertainment. A Play! Poe, Poe, Poe. A musicale! Charade! Bells, bells, bells

THEATRE DIRECTOR
We beg your kind indulgence . . .
(An actress, garishly made up as MRS ALLAN, pushes her head through the curtains of the makeshift stage)

MRS ALLAN (to POE)
A small charade.
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CHORUS
Charade, charade. Come see the play! (laughter)
(POE is led forward by GRISWOLD. He appears confused and disoriented)

POE
My valise? Where are my papers?

GRISWOLD
Your sword-cane firm in hand. Come, sir. We are late.

THEATRE DIRECTOR
Now set the scene, Mrs. Allan, if you please.

POE
Allan?

CHORUS
Come see!

(MRS ALLAN pulls aside the frayed curtains of the makeshift stage to reveal POE’s MOTHER, lying on a tiny cot. The 
DOCTOR and AUNT NANCY are nearby. The lighting is garishly unreal, as if for a conventional melodrama enacted by 
candlelight)

MRS ALLAN
Dear friends, here on this rainy day, linger-
ing on a bed of pain lies poor Mrs. Poe.
An actress, (she makes an exaggerated
face of disapproval)

GRISWOLD
But who among us is without sin?
(to POE) You like the play?

THEATRE DIRECTOR
Let the piece proceed.

CHORUS
An actresssssss . . .
No better than she should be!
Ulalume.
Ulalume.
Ulalume.

Ulalume.

Come See!

MRS ALLAN
Here on this dismal bed of pain we show the dying pauper, her neighbors gathered round. Surrounded by her three small 
babes, she begs your help. Pity her poor children. Please help her little ones. Her pretty dolls . . .

MRS POE (in bed)
My dolls, my pretty, precious children. My dolls. My pretty dolls . . . (She searches among the bedclothes for the dolls which

are missing. Frantic voices are heard from off: “The dolls, the dolls! Be quick!” Rag dolls sail through the air. MRS ALLAN 
and AUNT NANCY catch them and hurriedly tuck them beneath the covers next to the dying MRS POE. The last doll, 
childsized but closely resembling the mature POE, complete with black hair, moustache and flowing bow-tie, is placed 
next to MRS POE)

MRS ALLAN
Here’s simple Baby Rosy,

and elder Baby Willie.

And little Baby Eddie!

MRS POE, MRS ALLAN
You are that all to me, love,
For which my soul does pine:
A green island in the sea, love,
A fountain and a shrine.

(On the makeshift stage, the performance continues)

MRS POE
My dolls,

my pretty babes!

My best of all! (clutching the
POE doll) Precious little Eddie!

POE (becoming more
involved in the scene)
What scene is this? What do I
see and hear?

GRISWOLD
The play! You hear the play!
(offering glass) A sip of wine?

POE
I must not drink!

(POE drinks)

MRS POE (to doll)
You are that all to . . . (she gasps for air)

DOCTOR (stepping forward
to take her pulse) She cannot breathe. 
She gasps for air. Suffocating in a sea of blood.  
Pulse very faint.

AUNT NANCY
The husband nowhere to be found! Who 
will care for her orphaned children?

It will enrich the darkest places,
with luxury.

CHORUS
Ulalume. 
Ulalume. 

MRS ALLAN
Poor woman, she is dying. She is sinking fast.  
She will 
not last another night of pain.
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POE (as if mesmerized)
by the scene) What dream is this? 
Who lies there dying? (moves onto stage)

GRISWOLD
Your lost Ulalume. Her death is 
nothing but a dream, a shadow in 
the dark. Time eats all things.

POE (moving to bedside)
Where am I? What demon fiend has brought me here?

CHORUS
Ulalume. 
Ulalume. 
Ulalume.

MRS POE
Eddie, my precious Eddie!

My love! Eddie! Eddie!

(POE, at the bedside, gazes at the form lying there. There is a gradual change of lighting. The passenger lounge seems 
to disappear into shadow. The garish candlelit stage becomes more realistic as the sound of the CHORUS diminishes in 
volume. The other PASSENGERS are lost in darkness)

GRISWOLD
Candles sink and glimmer low.
Darkness supervenes.

MRS POE (very weakly)
My precious Eddie . . .

GRISWOLD
She calls to you. The plaintive
voice, the workworn hands, the
love-sad eyes.

AUNT NANCY
Such a sweet smile.

MRS ALLAN
Seen but on the face of death.

GRISWOLD (whispering to POE)  
She lies in slumber.

POE
Ah, what demon has tempted me here?

FEMALE CHORUS
The skies they were ashen
and silver,
The leaves they were crispèd
and sere.
It was night in the lonesome
October
Of my most immemorial year.

It was hard by the dim lake
of Auber,
In the ghoul-haunted woodland
of Weir.

DOCTOR (covering MRS POE’s face with sheet) 
Dead. And the fever called ‘living’ is
over at last.

POE (at bedside)
You were that all to me, love,
For which my soul did pine:
A green island in the sea, love,
A fountain and a shrine.

CHORUS (sotto voce)
Ulalume.
Ulalume.
Ulalume.

SOLI (GRISWOLD, AUNT NANCY, DOCTOR, MRS ALLAN)
Now shadows come unbidden. Sad visions float on air. A whiff of lilac in a stifling room. ’Tis the vault of thy love, the vault 
of thy Ulalume.

POE
You were that all to me, love 
For which my soul did pine: 
A green island in the sea, love, 
A fountain and a shrine.

GRISWOLD
Now shadows come unbidden. Sad 
visions float on air, with faces 
glowing in the candlegloam, a 
whiff of lilac in a stifling room.

POE, GRISWOLD
You were that all,
That all to me, love,
For which my soul did pine.
You were that all.

And now all my hours are trances
And all my nightly dreams

SOLI (AUNT NANCY, MRS ALLAN 
DOCTOR, THEATRE DIRECTOR)
The skies they were ashen
and silver.
The leaves they were crispèd
and sere.
It was night in the lonesome October
Of my most immemorial year.

CHORUS
Ulalume. Ulalume.
SOLI
This is the land all dark and cold
Where death is sweetest to behold,
Where death has reared himself a throne.
CHORUS
The vault of Ulalume
On this night in the lonesome October,
On this night of all nights in the
year. Ulalume. Ulalume.
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GRISWOLD
Are of faces glowing in the candlegloam, 
A whiff of lilac in a stifling room.

POE
Are where your dark eye glances 
And where your footstep gleams. 
You were that all to me, Ulalume.

SOLI
And the fever called ‘living’ is
over at last.

MRS POE (from far off)
Ulalume, Ulalume.
Where my dark eye glances
And where my footstep gleams.
I am thy Ulalume.

CHORUS
Here at the vault of thy
Ulalume. Ulalume.
U-la-la-la-la-la,
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha . . .

(The mood is suddenly shattered. The light abruptly becomes garish again, reestablishing the original melodramatic tone of 
the passenger lounge. The CHORUS comes to life amid raucous laughter. On the small stage, MRS ALLAN seizes the POE 
DOLL, throws it wildly through the air to AUNT NANCY. With shrieks of laughter they toss the rag doll back and forth and 
dance around the real POE in their midst. GRISWOLD and the THEATRE DIRECTOR disappear behind the stage)

AUNT NANCY, MRS ALLAN
The boy is ours! We have a child! A child at last!

MRS ALLAN (tossing one doll aside)
This one simple . . . (throwing down a second doll) That one sick.
(POE stands confused as the rag dolls sail through the air around him)

POE
My sister? My brother? Where am I? My mother lying dead . .

AUNT NANCY, MRS ALLAN
But the boy is ours, a child at last! We will take him home.

(POE moves toward the bed where the DOCTOR has been standing. MRS ALLAN and AUNT NANCY, garish and somehow 
larger than life, seem to surround POE on the tiny stage. They have thrown away the Poe Doll and now dance around POE 
himself)

AUNT NANCY
Our Eddie is so well made.

MRS ALLAN 
In height almost six feet.

AUNT NANCY, MRS ALLAN
A face most handsome and hair so black and curly.

DOCTOR
I heard he drinks and holds it poorly.

AUNT NANCY
A nose quite sufficient.

MRS ALLAN
And eyes large and gray.

AUNT NANCY, MRS ALLAN
With thick long lashes. At twenty, such a gentleman indeed.

DOCTOR
He gambles, too. Such a gentleman!

POE
Where am I? Who are you? My head is spinning!

DOCTOR
They say he has an eye for girls. The fairer sex.

AUNT NANCY (reprovingly)
A classic education.

MRS ALLAN
In England and at home.

POE
I have no name!

DOCTOR
He drinks too much.

MRS ALLAN
I don’t believe! Not you!
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DOCTOR
And gambles too.

AUNT NANCY
It can’t be true!

POE
I have no funds. I beg for bread!

(GRISWOLD, now costumed as POE’s step-father ALLAN, suddenly pops up from beneath the sheet formerly covering the 
corpse of MRS POE, dressed in a nightcap and gown and with a macabre facial makeup)

GRISWOLD
Then go to work and earn your keep!

POE (whirling to him)
Who are you?

GRISWOLD
Your foster-father, sir. Quack, quack.

AUNT NANCY, MRS ALLAN, DOCTOR (addressing the audience)
Dear friends, here on this dismal bed of pain we show the ailing father, his loved ones gathered round.

GRISWOLD (to POE)
Who are you?

POE
I am a poet, sir!

GRISWOLD
Quack, quack. Then poet me some poetry.

POE (reciting)
“I have a burning and a fever which cling to me forever.
I have thoughts I cannot banish! Visions which will never 
vanish!”

GRISWOLD
Quack, quack, Quack, quack. Is that the best you offer?

POE
God! Is all we see or seem but a dream within a dream?

GRISWOLD
You failed at school!

POE
I was in debt.

GRISWOLD
And kept bad friends.

POE
I could not work, I could not sleep.

GRISWOLD
You drank too much.

POE
My nerves were raw!

GRISWOLD
Wastrel! Gambler! Fraud! Drunkard! 
Forger! Liar! Cheat! Quack, quack!

POE
Miser! Fiend! I am Edgar Poe! I have
no equal. The land of night is my
domain. I see the beauty of horror,
the horror of beauty. I am myself
alone! And all I loved, I loved
alone!

GRISWOLD
Not one red cent!

POE
Beg for pennies? Fiendish miser! 

GRISWOLD
Not one red cent! My eye is on
you, Edgar Poe! Quack, quack.

SOLI
He was not made
as others were.
He did not hear
as others heard.
He did not see
as others saw.
From childhood’s
hour,
all he loved, he loved
alone!

AUNT NANCY, MRS ALLAN
Darling Eddie, kiss me! Kiss me!

DOCTOR
The fever called living, 
 be careful! Be careful!
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(There is a wild shriek from POE as the two women lunge to embrace him while GRISWOLD/ALLAN rises in the bedclothes. 
POE leaps upon GRISWOLD and they grapple amid the swirling sheets while the CHORUS in the passenger lounge springs 
to animation, shouting catcalls and imprecations. As the lights come up full, POE is revealed wrestling with a large rag 
doll of VIRGINIA. He almost seems to be waltzing around the tiny stage with it. GRISWOLD has disappeared. The lurid 
phantasmagoria rises in frenzy, then gradually the scene is swallowed up in darkness)

[1|4] Scene Three: On a body of still water

(Out of blackness there now becomes visible, emerging as if out of mist, a still body of water, and on it a small boat moving 
slowly forward. A woman — VIRGINIA — is seated in the boat. The former frenzy of the preceding scene is now replaced by 
a dreamy lyric quality as the boat drifts slowly into view)

POE (still disoriented and confused)
What is this place? Where am I?

(GRISWOLD, once more in his role as Captain, emerges from the mist, speaking soothingly to POE who becomes more calm 
under his ministrations)

GRISWOLD
On a lake that thus outspreads
Its lonely waters, lone and dead.

Its black rock shore with dark pines round.

A voyage of discovery.

CHORUS (invisible)
Where the traveller meets aghast
Sheeted memories of the past . . .

(The stage is now dark save for the boat moving slowly across the black waters with the lone figure of VIRGINIA in it. She 
turns her head and gazes toward the shore)

POE
Virginia!

VIRGINIA
You are that all to me, love to me, for which my soul does pine: 
A green island in the sea, a fountain and a shrine, my love,

(POE steps into the boat with VIRGINIA as it grazes the shore and takes his place next to her. The vessel moves silently 
across the water once more)
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POE
All wreathed with fairy fruits, love, and
flowers. And all the flowers are mine.
All are mine, on this island in the sea.

POE, VIRGINIA
Ah, dream too bright to last, 
Ah, starry hope that did arise
But to be overcast.
A voice from out the Future cries . . .

VIRGINIA
You are all to me. You are all.
A green island in the sea.
A green island in the sea.

(GRISWOLD is now seen in a second boat with another woman whose face is hidden from view. The second boat glides 
past the first, the woman’s face still averted)

GRISWOLD
Some things there are that have a double life, in light and shade, the future and the past, human memories, lonely places, 
tearful love.
And then the watcher stands aghast, mute and motionless . . .

(The woman in the boat with GRISWOLD turns her face toward POE and is now recognizable as POE’s dead MOTHER, but 
rather more voluptuous and enticing than remembered. She turns to smile seductively at GRISWOLD. POE shrinks back, 
appalled)

VIRGINIA
You are that all to me, love, 
For which my soul does pine: 
A green island in the sea. 
And now all my days are trances, 
And all my nights are dreams 
of you, dreams of you.

POE
Ah, dream too bright to last.
Ah, starry hope that did arise.
Only to be overcast.
And now all my days are trances,
And all my nights are dreams
which never will come true.

GRISWOLD
And now all his days are trances, 
And all his nights are dreams, 
There where her grey eye glances 
And where her footstep gleams 
By what ethereal streams. 
A voice from out the Future cries, 
“Onward, still onward!”

CHORUS (off)

Ulalume.

Ulalume.

Ulalume.

But o’er the Past a spirit lies, 
Mute and motionless, aghast!

Ulalume.

(The voices recede on the wind as the figures in the two small boats are enveloped in gloom)

[1|5] Scene Four: A small make-shift stage, where a wedding procession is forming

(From the opposite side of the stage, to the accompaniment of ringing bells, a wedding party is now visible, moving 
in ghostly slow motion. There is a gradual shift of lighting to reestablish the passenger lounge, now decked as if for a 
wedding. The garish melodrama lighting illuminates flowers and festoons of ribbon. The wedding guests include MRS 
CLEMM, a NEIGHBOR LADY, THEATRE DIRECTOR, the DOCTOR, and two rag dolls representing SISTER ROSY and 
BROTHER WILLIE. An old lady, GRANNY POE, in a wheelchair, is pushed forward. The sound of wedding bells grows 
louder)

CHORUS
Hear the mellow wedding bells! O, hear the golden bells!

SOLI (ROSY, MRS CLEMM, GRANNY, DOCTOR, WILLIE, THEATRE DIRECTOR)
Happiest day, happiest hour, his blighted heart has ever known!

CHORUS
What a world of happiness their melody foretells!

SOLI
Happiest day, happiest hour, highest hope, highest power!

MRS CLEMM (shepherding members into position for ceremony)
Where’s Eddie dear? He must be here. His bride-to-be is coming near. I am the mother of his love, and dearer than the one 
he scarcely knew. Sister Rosy, you sit there.

ROSY (a rag doll operated by chorus member, ventriloquist-style)
Brother Eddie, he’ll be married, he’ll be married. There is a stain upon us all!

MRS CLEMM
Now hush child, hush! (to the others) She’s mad, you know. (to Willie-doll) Naughty Willie, drinking, drinking, on a day like 
this!

WILLIE
I’m sick, I’m sick, I’m . . . (vomits)
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CHORUS
Willie! For shame! Willie! For shame!

MRS CLEMM
He’s drunk, you know. Bring Granny near, poor lamb, where she can see and hear. She’s deaf, you know.

GRANNY POE
Our housey’s neat as wax. What for? What for?

MRS CLEMM
A wedding, dear.

GRANNY POE
A what?

MRS CLEMM
A wedding.

GRANNY POE
But whose?

MRS CLEMM
Our lodger, Mr. Poe, and darling daughter ’Ginia are going to be married today.

CHORUS, SOLI
Happiest day, happiest hour!

GRANNY POE
Virginia? Too young!

MRS CLEMM
Ah, the groom arrives.
(POE is pushed into the wedding scene, confused by what is taking place)

POE
What scene is this? What place?

MRS CLEMM (adjusting his tie, mothering him)
Your wedding, dear.

POE
Wedding? But to whom?

GRANNY POE
Little ’Ginia, so they say. But she’s too young!

POE
Virginia . . . 
Elmira! Yes, now I recollect . . . 
I have an understanding with Elmira. 

CHORUS (whispered)
Helen,
Elmira,
Annabel,
Sarah,

MRS CLEMM (reprovingly)
Virginia, dear. You won’t need this.
(taking cane from him)
What elegance, a fine malacca cane.

POE (bewildered)
I am not dressed, I have no funds . . .

MRS CLEMM
Then beg or steal.

POE
No, I am ashamed, a pauper still.

MRS CLEMM
And now a husband too.

Madeline,
Francis,
Rowena,
Ligeia,

Ulalume,
Annie,
Morelia,
Berenice.

SOLI
Happiest day, happiest hour!

CHORUS
Virginia!

(The childbride VIRGINIA appears, appropriately dressed but clearly only twelve years old. She is accompanied by 
GRISWOLD, now costumed as a minister in sober black. There are shocked whispers at the bride’s extreme youth together 
with some stifled giggles as the wedding procession forms)

ROSY, MRS CLEMM, GRANNY, 
DOCTOR, WILLIE, THEATRE DIRECTOR
So young a child. He must be mad.

POE
So young a child. I must be mad.

CHORUS
Hear the mellow wedding bells!
Hear the mellow golden bells!
O, the rapture that impels!



44 45

GRISWOLD (as Minister)
Men indeed have called you mad.
But madness is the highest gift.

MRS CLEMM
Come, we must commence.

ROSY, MRS CLEMM, GRANNY 
DOCTOR, WILLIE, THEATRE DIRECTOR
Bells! Bells! Bells! Bells! Bells!

O, see him on his bridal day, a burning blush
comes o’er him. All happiness around him lay,
The world all love before him.
And still a burning blush comes o’er his cheek!

GRISWOLD
“Dearly beloved, we are gathered together here
in the sight of God, and in the face of this
company, to join together this man and this woman
in holy Matrimony, which is an honorable estate,
instituted of God,” etc. (he appears to
continue but his words are inaudible)

CHORUS
Through the balmy air of night,
How they ring out their delight!

CHORUS
O, the rhyming, chiming of the bells,
Bells, bells, bells, bells, bells, bells!
Hear the mellow wedding bells,
Bells!

Bells, O golden bells!

CHORUS
What delight their harmony foretells!

ROSY, MRS CLEMM, DOCTOR, 
GRANNY, WILLIE, THEATRE DIRECTOR
And in her eye a kindling light (whatever it may
mean there)
Is all on earth his aching sight of loveliness
can glean there:
And still that burning blush comes o’er his cheek!

GRISWOLD
“I require and charge you both, as ye will answer
at the dreadful day of judgment when the secrets
of all hearts shall be disclosed, that if either
of you know any impediment, why you may not be
lawfully joined together in Matrimony, ye do now
confess it.” etc.

CHORUS
O, golden bells!

CHORUS
How it swells, swells, swells!

“In sickness and in health, and forsaking all 
others, keep thee only unto her, so long as ye . . 
(he stops short and stares at the bride)
How old are you, my child? 

VIRGINIA (in childish voice)
Twelve, sir.

POE
How can I marry now? I am a beggar!

MRS CLEMM (pushing him forward)
Appeal to Mister Allan, son.

THEATRE DIRECTOR
They say he’s rich.

How it dwells, dwells, dwells! 
On the future! How it tells . . .
Bells!
Bells!

Bells!

Bells!

Bells!

Bells!

etc.

DOCTOR
He’s very rich!

GRANNY
We’ll all live snug as bugs in rugs.

ROSY
There is a stain upon us all! There is a stain upon us all!

MRS CLEMM
Granny dear and Willie here and simple sister Rosy. Appeal to Mister Allan.

WILLIE
I’m sick, I’m drunk! I’m sick! I’m drunk!

THEATRE DIRECTOR
A burning blush comes to his face.

DOCTOR
He must be mad, so young a child!

POE
I must have funds. I beg you, Mister Allan! Please!
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(There is an abrupt shattering movement of all those on the stage together with a rapid change of lighting. GRISWOLD/
MINISTER whirls around, appears suddenly as GRISWOLD/ALLAN. From behind him, popping up like a puppet, comes 
POE’s MOTHER, but garishly made up, in action and attitude obviously a slut. ALLAN leers lecherously at her and takes her 
into his arms) 

GRISWOLD (to POE’s MOTHER)
You fubs, you nubs, you fubs, you nubs!

POE
I beg you!

GRISWOLD
Not now, sir. Can’t you see? I am engaged! (to POE’s MOTHER) You fubs, you nubs! Quack, Quack!

POE
I must have funds!

GRISWOLD
Not one red cent! Quack, quack! You fubs, you nubs!

MRS POE (to GRISWOLD)
My precious lover, I am dead.

POE
Who is this painted woman here? What is her name?

GRISWOLD
You fubs, you nubs, you know that you shall arise to love again.

POE
What haunted angel has led me home again?

MRS POE
You were that all to me, my love, and I arise to love again!

GRISWOLD
You were that all to me, my love, and shall arise to love again!

(As GRISWOLD /ALLAN kisses MRS POE passionately, POE struggles to separate them)

POE
Lecher! Whore!

GRISWOLD
I disown you! I disinherit you!

CHORUS
Bells! Bells! Bells!

(Abruptly the scene shifts back to the wedding party as before, amid violent animation and a swift change of lighting. 
GRISWOLD/ALLAN whirls around to emerge again as GRISWOLD /MINISTER)

ROSY
There is a stain upon us all!

MRS CLEMM
Granny dear and Willie here, and simple sister Rosy.

GRANNY
We’ll all live snug as bugs in rugs.

DOCTOR
He must be mad, so young a child!

WILLIE
I’m sick, I’m drunk.

THEATRE DIRECTOR
A burning blush comes to his face.

GRISWOLD
Not one red cent! Quack, quack!

POE
Disowned? Disinherited?

ROSY, MRS CLEMM, DOCTOR 
GRANNY, WILLIE, THEATRE DIRECTOR
And now the ring is on her finger 
And the wreath upon her brow!

POE
O, would to God I could awaken, 
For I dream I know not how!

GRISWOLD (as Minister)
I now pronounce you Man and Wife.

(turns with a leer and kisses MRS CLEMM)

CHORUS
Bells! Bells! Bells!

CHORUS
Bells! Bells! Bells!

CHORUS
Hear the mellow wedding bells,
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VIRGINIA
My cherished lord, he loves me well.

MRS CLEMM, ROSY, GRANNY
I feel my bosom rise and swell.

Bells! Bells! Bells!

What delight their harmony foretells!

POE
My soul is shaken.

DOCTOR, WILLIE, THEATRE DIRECTOR
An evil step is taken.

GRISWOLD
And now the groom must kiss his bride.

CHORUS
How it swells, swells, swells! How it dwells, dwells, dwells!
O, the swinging and the ringing of the bells, bells, bells!

(There is an abrupt blackout as the wedding party guests freeze in position. A spotlight illuminates POE and GRISWOLD, 
who now appears as himself)

[1|6]

POE
I must earn. I must work. I start today. I shan’t put off.

GRISWOLD
And yet you do.

POE
What is the cause? Can you explain? What is the cause?

GRISWOLD
Perversity. (He offers POE a drink)

POE
I must not drink. I made a pledge, (he drinks)

GRISWOLD
You’re on the very brink and peer below.

POE (reeling; drunkenly)
Frenzy, fear, and dizzy sickness. Rush to annihilation.

GRISWOLD
Fling yourself into the void. Rush to annihilation.

POE
Falling, falling, falling to my doom! 

GRISWOLD
Falling, falling, falling to your doom! The very end you so desire.

(Ship’s bells are heard, accompanied by a rising wind and a sense of impending storm)

CHORUS (heard from off)
Time, time, time, time, time, time . . .

GRISWOLD
How they toll your peace of mind.

POE
Satan! Be gone! I must work! Let me work! I must create! I must create!

(There is a sudden shift in lighting to a matter-of-fact tone of reality)

GRISWOLD
Too late, drunkard.

POE
You have taken my place!

GRISWOLD
And you are fired. Your job is mine.

POE
Monster!

GRISWOLD
Drunkard!

POE
Who are you!?

GRISWOLD
Griswold is the name!

(Amid rising peals of laughter, GRISWOLD and POE are swallowed up in darkness)
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Scene Five: Back in the ship’s lounge

(Light gradually reestablishes the lounge as before. Passengers are seen drinking, laughing uproariously. A sense of rushing 
wind and violent storm grows throughout until the curtain. As the scene progresses, some passengers put on bizarre 
costumes. The phantasmagorical atmosphere is enhanced by the feeling that the deck is unsteady underfoot as the ship 
rises and sinks in the trough of the sea. Confused and distracted, POE wanders about among the passengers)

THEATRE DIRECTOR (to POE) We meet again, sir. Come join the fun! A masquerade.

CHORUS (ad lib) Entertainment fantastical, as the wind howls down on us. Charade! Bells, bells, bells!

POE (appealing to guests)
I am Edgar Poe, a pauper. What can I do?

(The DOCTOR, now an anonymous passenger, appears suddenly just before he sings, wearing a costume from Poe’s 
macabre tale, “King Pest”)

DOCTOR
We scud, we scud before the wind.

POE
Help me, please! I beg you! I must work; I must earn my daily bread. I must create!

DOCTOR
The wind, the wind (offering POE a drink) 
Pump ship, pump ship!

THEATRE DIRECTOR (in sudden inspiration) 
You could lecture, my boy. For a fee, of course.
A modest sum, but nevertheless . . .

Some few remarks to pass the time.
Distract us from the storm.

DOCTOR
The storm, the rain, the wind!

THEATRE DIRECTOR
A bowl of toddy before you speak.
(he offers POE a drink in a skull)
A toast to Edgar Poe!

CHORUS
Nevermore.

CHORUS
Yes, yes! A speech. The famous poet Poe!

CHORUS
The ship is a-rolling,
heeling in the wind!

POE (confused)
No, no, no! I cannot drink. I scarce can stand.

DOCTOR
The motion of the ship, the storm, the wind! CHORUS

The wind is up! We run before the wind!

POE
My valise! I’ve lost my notes. I am dangerously ill.
(MRS CLEMM, now an anonymous passenger dressed in a ‘King Pest’ costume, appears suddenly just before she sings)

MRS CLEMM
Ill, and mad to boot. As mad as . . .

POE (appealing to her)
Not mad. Never really mad, except where my heart was touched.

MRS CLEMM
So you are Mister Poe.

POE
And who are you?

MRS CLEMM
Your own imagination. Your own creation, round of face, dropsical in shape. And see my dress?  
(she slowly spreads out her garment)

POE (aghast)lt is a shroud!

MRS CLEMM
Newly starched and ironed. (she hands POE a large thigh bone) O take this scepter, my lord, for you are king of poets!

THEATRE DIRECTOR (assisting POE to the lectern)
And teach us all your gift, the secret of your art. (to the assembled PASSENGERS) And now for your instruction, our King 
of Poets, Rufus Griswold!

POE
No, no! I am Poe, No one but Poe.

CHORUS
Rufus Griswold! King of Poets!
Griswold is the name! etc.
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(MRS ALLAN, now an anonymous passenger wearing a ‘King Pest’ costume, emerges suddenly)

MRS ALLAN
O, King of Poets, receive your orb of office. (she hands him a skull)

POE
You wear a funeral pall.

MRS ALLAN (slowly lifting her veil)
To hide my saffron yellow skin.

(GRISWOLD enters, wearing a ‘King Pest’ costume)

GRISWOLD
Your subjects wait.

CHORUS
Give us a speech! Teach us your art! Speak to us, King! We want a speech!

(GRISWOLD signals for silence)

POE (at lectern, facing his audience)
I see you in a baffling dream . . .

GRISWOLD
A nightmare.

POE
All costumed . . .

GRISWOLD
For a wake . . .

POE
Exuding . . .

GRISWOLD
A canine stench.

CHORUS
In corpse cloth.

CHORUS
. . . the smell of death, (they howl
like dogs)

POE (faltering)
A nightmare . . .

THEATRE DIRECTOR (now in ‘King Pest’ costume)
Go on.

POE
I . . .

THEATRE DIRECTOR
Continue, Mr. Poe.

POE
Yes, yes, I must. I am being paid six dollars.

GRISWOLD
I beg your pardon. Only four.

THEATRE DIRECTOR
Just four.

POE
Four . . .

I cannot speak. I have forgotten.
I am ill . . .

What voice is that?

GRISWOLD
No voice at all. A dream. Go on.

POE
Yes, yes, I must. I must . . .

GRISWOLD
Speak! The mystery of creation!

POE
Creation? You hear? You hear? (listening)

I cannot . . .

CHORUS
No more.

OFF-STAGE VOICE
It was many and many a year ago
In a kingdom by the sea.

OFF-STAGE VOICE
By the name of Annabel Lee.

CHORUS
The sea. Go on.
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[1|7] The lecture
POE (collecting himself, continuing his lecture)
Tonight I shall discuss the ‘poetic principle,’
the rationale of verse (the mystery of mys-
teries which binds me still).
And so I ask you then, when
is poetry most poetic? When allied to beauty
pure and holy. And what is purest beauty then?

That voice again!

THEATRE DIRECTOR
An echo merely, nothing more. Go on.

CHORUS (applauding)
We see. Go on.

OFF-STAGE VOICE
A kingdom by the sea . . .

CHORUS
What about “The Raven?”

POE
What of that? 

Jealous lies! 
Let me finish, let me speak! 

. . . when allied to beauty pure and holy . . . ‘
You hear that voice?

Slanders! Lies! Let me go on. 
The poetic principle . . . Slanders,
Lies! . . . When allied to beauty pure
and holy. And what is purest beauty then? The
death of a beautiful woman! The death of 
a beautiful woman! That alone is purest
beauty. That alone is truth in verse!
That alone! That alone! The death of a
beautiful woman . . .
Again that sound, a human cry . . . ‘

CHORUS
Is it yours, or did you steal it? 
Did you steal it as they claim? 
You love the women, is it true? Love them 
all, young and old, rich and poor, 
take them where and how you can? 
Did you desert from the army? 
Were you arrested on a charge of 
public drunkenness? Did the University 
dismiss you as a fraud, forger, cheat?

OFF-STAGE VOICE
I was a child and I am a child 
In this kingdom by the sea . . . 
Where we loved with a love 
That was much more than love . . .” 
I am that Annabel Lee

GRISWOLD
Beyond the grave. Calling you, calling you.

. . . my name is Annabel Lee . . .
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THEATRE DIRECTOR
The death of a beautiful maiden, no
doubt, by the name of Annabel Lee.

POE
Ah, yes. And who can speak of this?
Whose are the lips that best can speak, whose
lips alone best speak this holy, this melan-
choly verse? The bereaved lover’s lips. The
bereaved lover’s lips alone.

No, no, no, no! No!

CHORUS
Yes, yes, go on! Go on!
Of the death of Annabel Lee!

CHORUS (ad lib)
Hear, hear! A toast. To Rufus Poe.
Rufus Poe, king of poets! A toast!

Come, drink!

(The voice of VIRGINIA is now heard from off. POE listens to the disembodied sound as the others crowd round him, 
ultimately crowning him with sable hearse-plumes)

POE
No! 
(he listens)
Again that voice!
Virginia!
Do you not hear that voice?
HER voice?

VOICE OF VIRGINIA (off) .
. . . know 
By the name of Annabel Lee, 
In her tomb by the sounding sea. 
It was many and many a year ago 
In a kingdom by the sea, 
That a maiden there lived . . .

No! No! Slander!
Vicious lies!

Virginia! I tell you she is there!

CHORUS
Did you desert from the army? 
Cheated at the University. Public 
drunkenness. Immorality. 
Depravity. Perversity and worse. 
They say you are a coward, 
Untrustworthy. A gambler. 
Scandalous behavior. Given to 
vicious habits. A disgrace.

(POE listens intently to the distant voice as the other PASSENGERS dance and sway with the motion of the ship)

POE
My wife, my love, Virginia!

DOCTOR
The wind, the wind, the wind. 

POE
I hear you!

CHORUS
Nevermore.

THEATRE DIRECTOR
No, no, my son. No, no. Only one of my little troupe of players. A singer of ballads and such. My wife, in fact, preparing for 
her ‘role.’

POE
She sang that song as she lay dying, my darling Virginia, my love, my life, my bride.

THEATRE DIRECTOR
You doubt my word? A father’s word? See there, she comes.

(The BALLAD SINGER appears from behind the drapes. She bears a striking resemblance to POE’s MOTHER, and wears a 
‘King Pest’ costume. POE steps back, disoriented and confused)

THEATRE DIRECTOR
Come here, my love. Our dear son Poe appears to think you are his late deceased wife.

MRS POE
His wife? I, his wife? I? Ha, ha, ha. No, more like a mother to him than a wife, my dear. But I am alive and she is dead.

POE
But see, you wear a winding-sheet!

MRS POE
The very finest madras cloth. You think it somewhat degagé? (whirls about to display her garment)

POE
I feel an icy numbness in my heart.

THEATRE DIRECTOR
And so continue, Mr. Poe.
You spoke of death, I believe.

POE
The death of a beautiful woman . . .
Ah, yes . . .

MRS POE
It was many and many a year ago,
In a kingdom by the sea,
That a maiden there lived whom
you may know
By the name of Annabel Lee.
And this maiden she lived
with no other thought
Than to love and be loved by me.
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POE
She is here! She is here!
She lives!
My darling, my sister,
my bride!! She lives!

VIRGINIA (off)
His darling, his life, and 
his bride.

GRISWOLD
Dead! She’s gone!

POE
She lives! She lives!

GRISWOLD
Her shadow you hear. Her ghost
beyond the tomb. 

POE
She stands outside that door!

GRISWOLD
Above the wildly rising wind, 
her voice is calling you . . .

POE
She lives! My sister-bride!

GRISWOLD
Beyond the tomb . .  .
By the sounding sea . .  .

CHORUS
Over the mountains of the moon, 
Down the valley of the shadow, 
“Ride, boldly ride” 
The shade replied, 
“If you seek for Eldorado. 
Ride, boldly ride.”

SOLI
Where can it be? 
Where is this land 
All rich and gold, 
Where life is sweetest 
To behold? 
And wild delight! Strange 
sights and sounds. 
Enigmas! Charades!

CHORUS
Ride, boldly ride . .  .

Beyond the tomb . .  .
By the sounding sea . .  .

(The doors at rear fly open of their own accord as a rushing gust of wind floods the room. In the doorway stands VIRGINIA, 
dressed in her white bridal gown and veil, now streaked and spotted with blood. For a moment she remains trembling on 
the threshold, then with a low moaning sound she falls forward as POE rushes to take her in his arms. GRISWOLD and the 
PASSENGERS, dressed in their lurid ‘King Pest’ costumes, erupt in macabre laughter as VIRGINIA falls heavily downward in 
a death agony, bearing POE with her to the floor as the curtain falls)

POE
Virginia!
My bride . . .

You surely hear it now!

Virginia!
Madmen!
I tell you it is her voice!
My bride! 

VIRGINIA (off)
And this maiden she lived 
With no other thought 
Than to love and to be loved by him.

CHORUS
What about the women, Mr. Poe? Were 
they not young enough for you? Will 
only children do? 
Why do they call to you? Even now there 
is someone calling. 
The drawing of a cork is your poetic 
principle. Then come drink more wine, 
the better to hear your muse calling.

CHORUS
A toast to Edgar Allan Poe! A song for his coronation. Come, more wine! A drinking song for the maddest of the mad! “Ride, 
boldly ride,” the shade replied. (laughter)

SOLI
Gaily bedight, a gallant knight,
In sunshine and in shadow,
Had journeyed long, Singing a song
In search of Eldorado! “Where can it be?”

POE
Virginia! My life! My muse!

SOLI
He searched and searched,
But he grew old, this knight so bold,
And found no spot of ground
That looked like Eldorado. “Where can it be?”
And as his strength failed him at length,
He met a pilgrim shadow. “Shadow,” said he,
“Where can it be, this land of Eldorado?”

VIRGINIA (off)
I was a child . .

CHORUS
Where can it be, this
Eldorado? Where can it be?

VIRGINIA (off)
By the name of Annabel . .  .

CHORUS
Where can it be?
Where can it be?
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MRS CLEMM
He frightens me! It’s my belief he’s had too much to drink.

MRS ALLAN
I think he’s mad. It runs in his family, they say.

DOCTOR
He should be shut away! Locked up! His eyes are staring. You must be careful how you speak to him!

MRS CLEMM
I know he’s had too much to drink!

MRS POE
He interrupted our rehearsal.

THEATRE DIRECTOR
He did, my dear. So like our long lost son.

POE
I dreamed such dreams . . . A dark and naked sky. Thunder and rain. A ship on the track of the sea, flying down the wind, 
with sails torn, twisted and broken spars. Plunging uncontrolled through the wild waves of the night. Midnight, bells striking 
midnight in a raging storm. And laughter, ghostly laughter carried on the wind. And in this place, a lonely man: I, myself! 
I, alone, the centre of a maelstrom wherein Time eats my life and mortifies my soul. And who shall know where this dark 
bloom will find its soil? Then phantoms, hideous phantoms swarmed in humming madness, while all around I felt the foam 
and swirl of crashing seas! The sea! The sickly yellow moon sank down into that churning mass. Eternal night reigned. Still 
onward and onward the quivering vessel plunged and rose, plunged and rose. Oh, God! Onward, ever onward, ever onward! 
Farther, ever farther, ever farther through wild and strange disorders of my sinful world, and bearing me in madness toward 
that all enshrouding primal oneness, the all-absorbing darkness of the tomb! Oh, Lord, help my poor soul! I dreamed such 
dreams and saw myself the centre of that maelstrom, whirling, whirling dizzily, round and round. Sinking down and down. 
And then suddenly appeared before my eyes . . .

MRS POE
Your wife. You called her name.

POE
Virginia. It was her dying day. A dream so real and strange. I reached across to where she stood to pull her back from death. 
But then it all dissolved, and I awoke.

THEATRE DIRECTOR
And thus you interrupted the performance of our little play, this midnight presentation.

(The musicians on the small stage resume upon a signal from the THEATRE DIRECTOR)

ACT II

[2|1] Scene Six: The ship’s lounge

(Blackness. There is a crash of thunder and a driving force of wind and rain, subsiding as the light comes up to reveal the 
scene as before, except that the PASSENGERS are now dressed in normal clothing, and are seated at tables, playing cards 
and gambling in desultory fashion. There is no suggestion of hallucination. The PASSENGERS regard POE with curiosity 
as he lies upon the floor, clutching a blood-stained bridal veil. There is no other trace of VIRGINIA. As POE, obviously 
disoriented and baffled, struggles to an upright position, the BALLAD SINGER is heard performing, accompanied by a viola 
and ’cello, on the small stage)

BALLAD SINGER (Mrs. Poe)
Lo! ’tis a gala night tonight
Within the lonesome latter years!
An angel throng, bewinged, bedight
In veils and drowned in tears,
Sit in a theatre to see
A play of hopes and fears
While the orchestra breathes fitfully 
The music of the spheres. 
Lo! ’Tis a gala night!
And the angels all pallid and wan,
Unveiling, affirm that our play
Is the tragedy, “Man,”
Our hero the Conquering Worm.

POE
Help me . . .
Help me, I am ill . . .

Have I gone mad?
And now am dead?

GRISWOLD (in his role of Ship’s Captain)
We must excuse our friend’s behavior. He is not himself as you can . . .

POE
I dreamed such dreams. Do I address imagined things? Or are you real?

MRS ALLAN
Lunatic. I say he’s madder than . . .
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THEATRE DIRECTOR (Dupin)
Perhaps the mad have pleasures we vulgar sane can never comprehend. (to POE) May I not plead your case before the bar, 
my dear Poe? A simple trial to judge your life?

POE
I welcome it! I beg you pity me.
Give me relief from all this misery.

CHORUS
He’s mad!
And yet must answer to the charge.

[2|2] The trial begins

(With a change of lighting, the outlines of the lounge become indistinct. The PASSENGERS, now wearing black 
robes, arrange themselves as a jury. GRISWOLD, in scarlet and wearing judicial wig, mounts the bench. The THEATRE 
DIRECTOR, dapper and dandified as Poe’s defender, DUPIN, addresses GRISWOLD/JUDGE)

THEATRE DIRECTOR
My lord, members of the jury: the case of Edgar Poe. Accused of madness.

CHORUS
Madman, monster, Poe, Poe, Poe, Poe. Edgar Poe!

GRISWOLD
The accused will face the court and answer to the charge. But let me warn you here and now: in this game the stakes 
are high and I hold all the winning cards. I am the eye into your mind, your anima and nemesis, seeing all and knowing all, 
observer of your secret heart even as it soars like some dark bird high in the cordage of the vessel, or sinks in horror, as the 
black hull sways beneath your feet. No matter how the voyage starts, no matter where the journey leads, it always ends in 
discovery of the self.

CHORUS, SOLI
And so begin, Monsieur Dupin, detective.

THEATRE DIRECTOR
The charge is madness. How say you, Poe?

POE
A state of being, but so is health, only more craven, and surely more mundane!

THEATRE DIRECTOR
Riposte facile. A clever mind. Perhaps unhinged. I say perhaps.

CHORUS, SOLI
Quite clearly mad. He has visions. Insane hallucinations!

POE
What play is this?

THEATRE DIRECTOR
Adventure.
Discovery.
A city in the sea,
Where death has reared himself a throne.
And where the past is gathered into
hallucination.
Our play is the tragedy, “Man,”
Our hero the Conquering Worm.

POE
What place is this? Hospital? Brothel? Prison?

GRISWOLD
Shipboard, sir. We make a voyage . . .

POE
To hell! Where evil rises softly like a flower.

MRS POE
Mere puppets come and go,
The scen’ry shifting to and fro,
Music of the spheres,
A play of hopes and fears.
Lo, ’tis a gala night tonight,
And angels affirm
That our play is the tragedy, “Man,”
Our hero the Conquering Worm.

GRISWOLD
Indeed an underworld wherein you seek what you
have lost, that flower of youthful love and
beauty which you destroyed forever. Your own
Eurydice.

POE
My bride. My love. I beg you, pity me.
Give me relief from all this misery.
Grant absolution for my crimes.

CHORUS, SOLI
Madonna. Muse. Your love, your bride.
She’s lost forever.
Evermore.

SOLI
He is mad, his mind unhinged.

CHORUS
No, no, he’s mad and damned forever.

GRISWOLD
Judgment here on earth? For crimes as great as yours?

(The THEATRE DIRECTOR steps between POE and GRISWOLD, assuming the role and costume of AUGUSTE DUPIN, 
Poe’s detective creation. The CHORUS and SOLI begin to put on black robes)
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POE
I have thoughts I cannot banish! Visions which will never vanish. I look into the human heart and do not flinch to tell the 
dreadful truth.

CHORUS
You dredge up evils in ourselves? Is that your aim? You murder for your art! You murder for your vile art! Worst crime of all: 
you murder all that you love to make a sacrifice to your muse!

THEATRE DIRECTOR
You see: they say you murder for your art, that death itself is your true muse.

POE
Not so! I deny it!

THEATRE DIRECTOR
Not so, you say? (He approaches POE, draws from his pocket 
the bloodstained bridal veil)
My Lord, observe this piece of evidence.
See this bloodstained bridal veil.
It was his wife’s!

GRISWOLD
His wife’s? (to POE) Can you deny the crime?
Can you deny it?

POE (in desperation)
I fed on her vitality! She nourished my creations.

GRISWOLD
And lives forever in your art?
She had to die for you to live?

POE
She died. But I never killed her. No, never.

THEATRE DIRECTOR (placatingly)
But what means her death, my LORD? Surely, all is
life. Life within life. The less within the greater.

CHORUS
The case is proved! Evidence in hand!
He killed her!
He killed her! A heinous crime!
Murdered by this monster!

Confess!
Confess you wished her dead.
Thus you killed her! You wished her dead
And killed her!

THEATRE DIRECTOR
Hallucinations? Can this be true, my dear Poe? 

POE
I welcome visions! I cast out reason.

THEATRE DIRECTOR
And give yourself to madness, then?

CHORUS
You see? He condemns himself!

POE
Is this a crime? To go into the private world of visionary art?

THEATRE DIRECTOR
Aha! All artists, then, are mad?

POE
They are! And choose the pain and
shadows as others do the light. They choose
the pain and shadows . . .

GRISWOLD
You condemn yourself!

CHORUS
And surely that is lunacy, madness,
insanity!

Edgar Poe, you prove your madness

POE
As others do the light, I choose the pain.
I choose the shadows. I do not see as other
men; I can not bring passions from a common
spring! I look into the human soul, the human
heart, and do not flinch to tell the dreadful
truth I find, the dreadful truth . . .

Edgar Poe!

You yourself proclaim your guilt.

THEATRE DIRECTOR
Enough, enough, enough. You condemn yourself.

POE
I have a burning and a fever which cling to me forever.

THEATRE DIRECTOR
No more! No more! My dear Poe, no more!



66 67

VIRGINIA
For his sake, yes. If I but can. I dreamed once more.
It was many and many a year ago, 
In a kingdom by the sea,
That a maiden there lived whom he did know
By the name of Annabel Lee.
This maiden she lived with no other thought
Than to love and be loved by him.

(The light dims around the figures grouped at the bedside and grows brighter on the figures of POE and GRISWOLD /
PRIEST. GRISWOLD whispers insidiously into POE’s ear)

GRISWOLD
You did not love her.

POE
I loved her!

GRISWOLD
Could not love her. Never loved her.

POE
I loved her!

GRISWOLD
Really loved her.

POE
I loved her! I loved her! My bride!

VIRGINIA
For she was a child,
And he was a child
In this kingdom by the sea,
But they loved with a love
that was more than love,
Both he and his Annabel Lee.

GRISWOLD
But the woman, the bride-child you abhorred, now in death shall be adored.

POE
Speak not of this to me! I loved her! Who gives you leave to speak of this?

GRISWOLD
I am your priest, absolver, judge: The eye into your mind.

(GRISWOLD melts back into the shadows as POE, visibly shaken, steps into the scene and stands behind the DOCTOR as 
he ministers to the dying VIRGINIA)

POE (seemingly possessed)
And all within the Heart Divine! 
the heart, the heart . . . 
All is life within the Heart Divine!

THEATRE DIRECTOR
All is life, life within life.

GRISWOLD
And now condemned forever to a house of woe.

Assassin. Fiend.
You killed your bride and buried her
beside the sea, there beside the
sounding sea.

THEATRE DIRECTOR
But wait, my Lord. We act too hastily. In his defense ’tis only fair we see the truth as it took place. Let us invoke the past, 
and reconstruct once more the simple cottage in which his childlike bride lies dying . . .

[2|3] Scene Seven: Poe’s cottage

(The light begins to change, gradually revealing the Poe cottage at Fordham with VIRGINIA lying on her deathbed. The 
DOCTOR, MRS CLEMM and a NEIGHBOR LADY stand by the bed. Shortly, POE and GRISWOLD appear on the periphery of 
the scene, watching but not yet a part of the action. GRISWOLD is now dressed as a priest)

VIRGINIA (awakening)Is it dawn yet?

MRS CLEMM
Not yet, my love. You want your dolls? The cat for warmth?

VIRGINIA
What is it like outdoors?

MRS CLEMM
There is a mist. A day of days . . .

VIRGINIA
To die.

MRS CLEMM
You must live, my love. You must live.
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Chilling and killing his Annabel Lee. 
Neither the angels in heaven above,
Nor the demons down under the sea . . .

Upon this very night of last year
That I brought a dread burden with me
Here to this legended tomb by the sea!’

DOCTOR
We can do nothing more. She is drowning. This is her dying day.

(The DOCTOR and MRS CLEMM step back into shadows, leaving POE alone kneeling at the bedside)

VIRGINIA
Take this kiss upon thy brow.

POE
My life, my bride!

VIRGINIA
And in parting from you now . . .

POE
My only love!

VIRGINIA
Thus much let me avow: 
That all we see or seem, is but a dream. 
That all my days have been a dream 
within a dream. 
And hope itself has flown away.

POE
You are that all to me, 
An island in the sea, 
For which I pine: 
A fountain and a shrine. 
Yet I too avow: 
All we see or seem is but a dream, 
A dream within a dream. 
And hope itself has flown away.

GRISWOLD (as Priest)
Sancta Maria . .
He stands amid the roar
Of a surf-tormented shore.
Sancta Maria . .
He holds within his hand
Grains of the golden sand.
O, Sancta Maria, how few! 
Yet how they creep
Through his fingers to the deep,
While we can but weep!

Sancta Maria . . .
How precious few!
Can he not grasp them
With a tighter clasp?
O, Sancta Maria, fons bonitas . . .
Can he not save one
From the pitiless wave?
Sancta Maria
Is all we see or seem
But a dream?
Is all this nothing more
Than a dream within a dream?
Gloria Patri, et Filio et Spiritui Sancto
et nunc, et semper, et in saecula
saeculorum. Amen.

VIRGINIA
With a love that the winged seraphs
of heaven coveted her and . . (she coughs,
gasps for air)

DOCTOR
She cannot breathe; she gasps for  
air.

MRS CLEMM 
She turns her eye to heaven’s gate. 
May it receive my poor child . . .

VIRGINIA
Eddie, my dearest heart, Eddie! O, God!

DOCTOR (taking her pulse)
Pulse very faint. Failing rapidly.

VIRGINIA
Where is my Eddie? 

 

CHORUS
Ulalume.
Ulalume.

NEIGHBOR LADY
The poor child, she is dying. 
She will not last another night.

CHORUS
Ulalume. 
Ulalume.

Ulalume.
Ulalume.

Ulalume.
Ulalume.

POE (sinking down beside her)
Beloved wife, I’m here beside you.

MRS CLEMM
Here on this bed of pain, surrounded
by her family . . . 

VIRGINIA
Eddie, my precious Eddie! My love! 

POE
My darling wife, my bride.

VIRGINIA (taking his head in her arms) 
Eddie! Darling! Brother!
And this was the reason that long ago,
In this kingdom by the sea,
A wind blew out of a cloud,

NEIGHBOR LADY
O, holy Mary, Mother of God, 
pray for us in this hour . . .

DOCTOR
Nothing now can save her . . .

GRISWOLD
Your lost Ulalume. Her death is 
nothing but a dream . . 
a dream within a dream.

FEMALE CHORUS (off)
Then his heart it grew ashen and sober,
As the leaves that were crispèd
and sere,
And he cried, ‘It was surely October
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GRISWOLD
You wished her dead.

POE
Not I!

GRISWOLD
Confess it. Confess.

POE
I see her on our bridal day, a world of love . .

ECHO CHORUS
. . . shiver with affright . . .

GRISWOLD
Or death. And here she lies, your holy bride,
your one and only truest gift! And at last you
have your secret wish. Your lifeless muse!

POE
Let her but live again! My bride, my life!

GRISWOLD
Your corpse, your death! 
The long-imprisoned secret bursts from out 
your soul! The hidden knowledge of the heart:

POE
My one and only truest gift, Creation!

GRISWOLD
Your one and only truest gift, Destruction! 
From this time on you’ll seek another muse, 
and kill that too!

CHORUS
Hear the tolling of the bells . . .

ECHO CHORUS
. . . bells. .  .

CHORUS
Bells!

ECHO CHORUS
. . . bells . . .

CHORUS
Ah, broken is the golden bowl!

ECHO CHORUS
. . . the golden bowl . . .

DOCTOR (stepping to bedside)
She is gone. The fever called living is conquered at last.

POE
Dead.

MRS CLEMM
Sleep in peace.

POE
My love lies dead.

MRS CLEMM
And the spirit of love rules all.

POE
Am I to blame?

MRS CLEMM
You are absolved.

GRISWOLD
Not so! He bears the guilt for her untimely
death! And the funeral pall comes
down with a silent silken rush.
Let the funeral bell toll.
Let the iron-hearted bell toll!

CHORUS
His love lies dead,
and his the blame.
Dark angels veil the scene.

In the silence of the night . . .

(The black-robed CHORUS accompany their music with appropriate action, draping the room with funeral cloths, 
enshrouding the body on a bier)

POE
She died too young, and I am left alone.

GRISWOLD
And yet you longed with all-consuming thirst
for this moment of her death.

POE
No, never!

ECHO CHORUS
. . . silence of the night . . .

CHORUS
How we shiver with affright!



72 73

[2|4] Scene Eight: The auction

(On the opposite side of the stage we now see a small platform with PASSENGERS grouped around a large mirror-frame. 
Before it are seated the THEATRE DIRECTOR and the DOCTOR, who is now dressed as ‘POE.’ GRISWOLD, in the guise of 
an ‘auctioneer,’ prepares to auction off women as possible muses for Poe’s imagination. The PASSENGERS assume the 
roles of women in Poe’s final years, including Mrs. Richmond, Mrs. Shew, Mrs. Osgood, Elmira, Annie, and Mrs. Whitman. 
Each poses in turn behind the mirror-frame, then steps through the frame to POE. The costumes, wigs and make-up are 
garish and expressionistic in the extreme. Several of the male passengers impersonate women. There is a wild and bizarre 
atmosphere.)

GRISWOLD (as Auctioneer)
Step up! Step up! Step up, good ladies, one by one. Step up! Let us show our wares. The poet’s muse is dead, and he must 
find himself another. Step up!

MRS POE (impersonating Mrs. Richmond)
Will I suffice, dear Edgar? (she poses in mirror-frame) Dear Edgar, will I suffice?

DOCTOR (as Poe)
You are the world to me, dear Morelia.

GRISWOLD
Yes, take her. She’s rich, they say.

MRS POE
I’ll be your slave. But Missus Richmond, not Morelia, is the name.

GRISWOLD
Very rich.

DOCTOR
T-t-t-take this k-kiss upon thy brow. 

MRS POE, GRISWOLD
Is all we see or seem
A dream within a dream?

(With a grotesque shriek, ‘Mrs.Richmond’ leaps through the mirror-frame and attempts to embrace POE/DOCTOR. He 
seizes her and bites her throat in the manner of a vampire, then throws her aside. She dances a wild tarantella around him 
as the others jeer and clap in rhythm.)

THEATRE DIRECTOR
What ho! What ho! This lady is dancing mad! She has been bitten by the Tarantula! What ho!

POE
No! There is no other! She is my life, my soul!

GRISWOLD
You can’t deny a power greater than yourself!

POE
I do! I do deny it!

SOLI
Let the funeral bell toll!

GRISWOLD
Ah, no! You’ll seek a second bride, another  
muse, and then a third, a fourth, a fifth . . .

POE
Never! I am not mad! She is my life, my soul, 
my island in the sea.

GRISWOLD
Come see your future course. Admit the truth 
you now deny.

POE
No!

GRISWOLD
I’ll conjure up these other ghosts, and prove
at last your dark desire! 

CHORUS
The spirit flown forever more!

SOLI
Let the funeral bell toll!

ECHO CHORUS
. . . forever more . . .

SOLI
More! More!

CHORUS
The sea, with dark unfathomed tide,
the perfumed sea has borne her to
the land beyond.

(POE remains at the bedside of VIRGINIA as the light dims down to blackness)
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Sighed for the lovely light and dew that blessed my elder sisters.
Ah, me! Ah, wo  is me, that I ere yet my leaves unclose,
With all my wealth of sweets must die before I am a rose.”

GRISWOLD
Eureka! She’ll do! You’ve found your Muse!

DOCTOR
I am suddenly ill; I have a chill. No more of
this, I beg you.

GRISWOLD
But what of Elmira!

DOCTOR
Elmira? Elmira?
“Ah, Helen, thy beauty was to me
Like those Nicean barks of yore.”

CHORUS (ad lib)
A masterpiece! Take her!
He’s found a new muse!

CHORUS
Elmira! Your own Elmira!

“Thy beauty was to me
Like those Nicean barks of yore.”

(laughter)

(A FOURTH WOMAN, the Theatre Director, grotesquely dressed, struggles for attention)

THEATRE DIRECTOR
My beauty was to you? My beauty was, did you say? My beauty is!

GRISWOLD
Take her! Take her: lovely Helen!

(The scene becomes progressively more lurid as various women struggle to be noticed. Passengers involved are beginning 
to change costumes and wigs)

ANOTHER WOMAN
You’d not forget your own darling Annie,
now would you, Mr. Poe?

DOCTOR
I saw thee once, once only, all clad in pink.

CHORUS
Helen,

Elmira,

GRISWOLD
Red! All clad in red! But take her! take her,
your own darling Annie. Take her!

Annie,

Annabel

CHORUS
Take her, take her, take her, take her. The wedding banns! Ah!

(A SECOND WOMAN — Mrs. Clemm — appears in mirror-frame)

MRS CLEMM
Let us have a conversazione, Mister Poe. Is it true your wife is dead, and now you seek another muse? Will I suffice?

DOCTOR (distractedly)
You suffice? You are the very world to me, Ligeia, my love!

MRS CLEMM
You are mistaken, I believe. I am Morelia, not Ligeia.

DOCTOR
Oh do forgive me. I saw thee but once, once only, all clad in blue.

MRS CLEMM
I toast you, Mister Poe, for I have cherished you these many happy years.

CHORUS
All clad in grey.

GRISWOLD
Take her! Take her, she’ll inspire you!

DOCTOR (more and more confused)
I saw thee once, once only, all clad in grey.

GRISWOLD
’Twas green.

CHORUS
Or gold.

(The SECOND WOMAN leaps through the frame and dances wildly around POE as a THIRD WOMAN - Mrs Allan - replaces 
her)

MRS ALLAN
Please judge my rime, dear Edgar Poe. “The Dying Rosebud’s Lament.”

“Ah me! Ah, wo is me, that I should perish now,
With the dear sunlight just let in upon my balmy brow.
My leaves, instinct with glowing life, were quivering to unclose:
My happy heart with love was rife; I was almost a rose.
And pressing up and peeping through to spy the precious vistas,
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DOCTOR (wildly)
Ghosts! Phantoms! Revenants!
Morelia!
Ligeia!
Elmira!

DOCTOR
I saw thee once, but only once.
Just once. All clad in blue . .
In white. Which? Which one?
Which of you? I’ll take you all!
A bit of each!
I’ll have you all!

SOLI, CHORUS
Ha-ha! Ha-ha!
His ardor is indeed extreme!
Annie, Fanny, Ulalume . . (laughter)
Oh marry me! No, marry me!

SOLI, CHORUS
All clad in green! In pink!
In black! Gold! Blue.
Which muse? Which muse?
A slice of her. One half of this!
A piece of me! A part of me!

(The WOMEN begin divesting themselves of their ‘parts’, handing POE a wig here, a leg there, an arm, a torso. The cries and 
ribald laughter rise as POE whirls madly from one to another)

DOCTOR
What is this? An arm? A hand?
A painted face? A wig!
You hag!
Your teeth? This leg?
A heart!
An eye.
Away! Away! Away! Away!

Away!

SOLI, CHORUS
Take my lips, take part of me!
Take my arm,
Take my face,
Take all, take all! Marry me! Marry me!
Take my heart, take my foot!
Murder me!
Take my yellow skin, my raven hair,
my scarlet tongue!
my pearly teeth!

(Parts of bodies fly through the air as the scene climaxes in frenzy. POE utters a terrifying final shriek as the scene dissolves into 
blackness and the phantom women disappear. GRISWOLD’s hyena-like laughter is heard in the dark)

STILL ANOTHER WOMAN
No crumb for me? Sarah,

DOCTOR
I saw thee, all clad in brown . . .

GRISWOLD
Gold! Grey! White!

THEATRE DIRECTOR
Which of us, Mister Poe? Which?

MRS POE
Which of us, Mister Poe, which?

SOLI.

Madeline,

Francis,

Rowena,

Ligeia,

Morelia,

Berenice,

Which will you favor? Which muse?
You must choose!

DOCTOR, SOLI
Now all my days are trances;
Now all my nightly dreams
Are where your dark eye glances,
And where your footstep gleams.

Ulalume
Which muse?
Please choose, which muse?
Which muse?

Ulalume.
Ulalume.
Ulalume.
Ulalume.

(The WOMEN, dancing wildly, surround POE, whirling him rapidly from one to another. GRISWOLD observes the scene, laughing 
maniacally)

DOCTOR (turning madly)
I love you! I love you! And you! etc.

SOLI
Then marry me! Marry me! Then marry me!
And me! And me!

CHORUS
Ha-ha! Ha-ha!
Take her! Take her!
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POE
No! No more, no more!

GRISWOLD
Lie down by the side of your darling, your bride.

POE
My life, my art . .  .

GRISWOLD
Now dare to wake her; take her in your arms.

POE
Dead and gone.

GRISWOLD
Embrace your love, sad cripple.

POE
Eyes so lifeless, glassy white. Shrunken lips.

GRISWOLD
But strain to hear the slightest sound, detect the slightest breath . . .

POE (leaning over bier)
None, nothing.

GRISWOLD
No sob, no sigh? No tinge of color growing on her cheek?

POE
No!

GRISWOLD
No eyelid moves along the sunken vein?

POE
Wait! A sound! You hear? . . . There is a sound! The heart! The heart! The heart within her beats!

GRISWOLD
As the soul within you shakes!

POE (with rising exaltation)
She lives! She lives again! My life! My art! Her heart is beating, beating. My bride! My life! Virginia! Alive!

[2|5] Scene Nine: Virginia’s bier

(The light gradually returns to the bedroom scene. VIRGINIA lies on a bier. The room is draped in black cloth. POE still 
kneels at her side, with GRISWOLD, as Priest, behind him, half hidden in shadow)

POE
Show me no more, I beg you! No more. No more.

GRISWOLD
You wished her dead. And others too. You longed for it with all-consuming lust, and cursed the hours she lived. The hidden 
secret out at last!

POE
I am possessed.

GRISWOLD
You need the dead to nourish that dark stain within your soul.

POE (almost whispered)
I must not think, I must not remember!

GRISWOLD
And she was conscious of that wish.

POE
The memory of her voice, her face . . . No more! Please, no more!

GRISWOLD
And pined away. In time the crimson markings grew upon her cheek.

POE
Oh God, forgive me!

GRISWOLD
The veins stood out, a milky blue, against her marble skin and coal-black eyes. You gazed upon her as she lay . .  .

POE
I must not think, must not remember!

GRISWOLD
And lusted after death!
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VIRGINIA
I must not speak.

POE
I must know more! I must know more!

VIRGINIA
Where strange star-shaped blossoms burst out upon fantastic trees, creating a wilderness of dazzling dreams. And
tremulous flowers, brilliant green and ruby red, bend and sway in the gentle zephyrs, bowing like a million silken serpents 
paying homage to their sovereign, the blazing sun . . . I must not speak!

POE
You must!

VIRGINIA
I am afraid.

POE
You must tell all! You must tell all!

VIRGINIA
And clouds all gorgeous crimson gold float out and settle down amid the glory of the hills about the valley of the many-
colored grass . . (again faltering) No more! No more! The pain . . .

POE
I will hear all! No matter what!

VIRGINIA (continuing)
Hand in hand we will roam across the river of . . . (she falters, clutching her throat) where gold and silver fish swim through 
the river of silence. Unseen glowing birds drift in the wind. In the valley . . . in the valley . . . in the val —

(Her voice soars out, then abruptly ceases as she clutches at her throat and falls back lifeless in POE’s arms)

POE
My love! My life! Dead! Twice dead. And it is I who have killed her. Myself alone.

GRISWOLD
A rupture in the throat.

POE
She had to die for me to live!

GRISWOLD
Virginia! Now sudden fire consumes your brain. 
Your bride, your life, your truest gift, your truest love!

POE
My bride, my life, my truest gift, my truest love!

GRISWOLD (warningly)
But dare not ask her of that other land beyond the grave. Never seek to know!

(The body of VIRGINIA slowly returns to life in POE’s fierce embrace. She rises in his arms)

POE
You are my own once more!

VIRGINIA (with an ethereal quality)
Why have you called me from beyond, my dearest love? And broken my voyage . . .

POE
Because I seek to know the deepest mystery of all. And you must speak, and tell me now. I will not be denied . . .

GRISWOLD
You must not ask, nor seek to know.

VIRGINIA (hesitantly)
The land beyond . . .

POE
Yes, yes! The land beyond!

VIRGINIA
The land beyond . . . where gold and silver fish swim through the river of silence, and the tall flamingo flaunts his scarlet 
plumage, and unseen glowing birds drift slowly in the quiet wind, in the valley of the many-colored grass . . . You cannot 
follow, you must not ask.

POE
I must and will! I must! I must!

VIRGINIA
Across the river of sil . . . (she falters) . . . of . . .

GRISWOLD
Silence.
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POE
Have mercy on my life. For all I touched turned autumn in my hand. My youth, a fragile vessel caught upon the waves of 
a savage sea. My heart, my heart a ravaged garden without a single bloom. Look upon this ruin mocked by starless skies. 
How else shall I speak, how shall I speak my soul’s pain? The buried loves of these sad eyes? I live within the storm. Pity 
me! I cannot write; I cannot think; I cannot love as others do. It is true. It is true! I murdered for my art! I killed all that I most 
loved, and sacrificed remembered bliss to feed my muse. It had to be. Have mercy on my life.

GRISWOLD
Mercy for such crimes as these? It can never be!

POE
I searched the unknown land . . .

GRISWOLD
Of night and darkness!

POE
I am the secret voice, whispering, whispering . . .

GRISWOLD
Of all our nightmare fears, our most forbidden fantasies and dreams.

POE
I shape the other world . .

GRISWOLD
Of dark desire and lust.

POE
Yes! And I forge it into art!

GRISWOLD
Destroying all you touch! And now you too must be destroyed, lest you go on to kill again.

POE
I am Edgar Poe! I have no equal!

GRISWOLD
You are insane!

POE
Who dares judge me thus!

GRISWOLD
And you have surely killed her!

POE
My muse, a phantom lost to me!
My heart, a lute suspended . . .

(The deathbed scene disappears in darkness)

[2|6] Scene Ten: The trial resumes

(The scene of Poe’s trial resumes, with DUPIN speaking in Poe’s defense. He is reading the inscription to “The Fall of the 
House of Usher”)

THEATRE DIRECTOR (Dupin)
“Son coeur est un luth suspendu; Sitôt qu’on le touche il résonne.” Alas, poor Orpheus, ever searching the unknown land for 
his dead Eurydice, and finding her only to lose her again. And with that loss, creation, too, is lost. His lute falls silent. Pity 
him, I beg you, pity him.

GRISWOLD (Judge)
You ask an act of charity for this sick mind? Let goodness flow from evil? And all for art? For art? What art? The works of 
his imagination are sickly blooms of darkness! Expose them to the light!

(The PASSENGERS, as jurors, circle POE like dark bacchants, taking up manuscripts, and as quickly throwing them aside)

SOLI
What tales are these? Horror, pain, and madness. A tortured cat. Murdered wives. Buried alive. Both sane and mad. He 
commits the crime, then accuses the self. Twice doomed. Imp of the perverse.

GRISWOLD
He looks into the human soul and finds all black! Through murder, hate, and madness, he seeks his fame! His fame! What 
fame! Then strip him bare of reputation. Divest him now of greatness. Let this be his absolution.

(The PASSENGERS remove POE’s outer garments)

GRISWOLD
Edgar Poe, you stand condemned. Now before judgment, have you naught to say?
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(With a welcoming gesture, the DOCTOR/POE stretches out his arms to receive the blows. There is a sudden blackout.)

CHORUS
To sea. Discovery. Infinity. The sea.

[2|7] Epilogue: A dock in Baltimore

(The light gradually reveals the dock as in Act I, scene i. It is dawn. Mist rises from the harbor. POE is discovered wandering 
alone, now dressed in GRISWOLD’s gray alpaca coat, without tie or vest, clutching manuscripts in his hand. There is no 
suggestion of a ship. The dock is empty. Nearby on the ground is the Doctor’s malacca cane. A boisterous male chorus is 
heard distantly, indistinctly.)

MALE CHORUS (off)
Gaily bedight, a gallant knight,
In sunshine and in shadow,
Had journeyed long, singing a song,
In search of Eldorado. “Where can it be?”

POE (dazedly)
I am safe, safe at last.

(GRISWOLD emerges from the shadows, unseen by POE, observing him carefully)

GRISWOLD (sotto voce)
Where gold and silver fish swim through the river of silence . . .

POE (groping at his garments)
Whose clothes are these I wear? They are not mine. If only Mother Clemm would come . . I must take ship! Must take ship.

(The disembodied voice of VIRGINIA is heard from far off. POE listens intently.)

VIRGINIA
It was many and many a year ago
In a kingdom by the sea
That a maiden there lived
Whom you may know
By the name of Annabel Lee . . .

POE
For the moon never beams without bringing me dreams . . . Hand in hand we’ll roam, where silver fish swim through the 
river of silence . . .

GRISWOLD
Myself. The guardian of your fame. Your anima and nemesis. The eye into your mind. I am your soul. Your secret self.

POE
My secret self. Now at last I know you.

(The DOCTOR, as POE and wearing POE face-mask, stands directly behind GRISWOLD, hidden from POE for the moment, 
but mirroring GRISWOLD’s actions)

GRISWOLD
And thus you judge yourself. You are guilty.

POE
I am guilty.

DOCTOR (echoing)
Guilty.

GRISWOLD
And thus your voyage ends in 
Discovery.  

DOCTOR
Discovery. 

CHORUS
Discovery! Discovery!
On desperate seas long wont to roam
The hyacinth hair, the classic face,
The Naiad airs have brought you home:
Homeward to the sea, the infinite sea.

(GRISWOLD has abruptly disappeared, replaced immediately by the DOCTOR as POE in the mirror-frame so that POE 
faces himself)

DOCTOR
The secret knowledge whose attainment is
Destruction. 

POE
Destruction!

(In a sudden uncontrollable fury of realization, POE seizes up the malacca sword-cane and with a vicious lunge stabs at 
the image of himself in the mirror-frame.)

POE (wildly)
Then die. Die. Die! My absolution! Die!
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MALE CHORUS (off)
A shadow fell as he found
No spot of ground
That looked like Eldorado.
“Where can it be?”

POE
Where can it be? 
Where can it be? 
. . Can it be? . . by the side
Of my darling, my darling, 
my life and my bride, 
in her sepulchre here by the sea. 
In her tomb by the side of the . . .
(he falters) All is life, life within life . . .
(he sinks down) Lord help my poor soul.

VIRGINIA
And so all the night-tide,
Lie down by the side,
Of your darling, your darling,
your life and your bride,
In her sepulchre here by the sea.

(The manuscripts fall from POE’s hands as he falls lifeless on the dock. GRISWOLD steps forward, looking down at the 
body. The DOCTOR is heard calling from off)

DOCTOR
Mister Poe . . Mister Poe . . (the DOCTOR
enters, sees GRISWOLD) Who is there? 

GRISWOLD
Friend.

MALE CHORUS (off)
“Shadow,” said he, “Where can it be,
This land of Eldorado?”

DOCTOR
Have you seen Poe? A man all dressed black? Dangerously ill. He must be helped.

GRISWOLD
All clad in black? (pointing to body) Here is a man rather the worse for wear.

(The DOCTOR bends down to listen for a heartbeat)

DOCTOR
Cold as ice.

GRISWOLD
The cause? Visitation by God?

DOCTOR (staring at Griswold)
He wished to take a ship last night.

GRISWOLD
A ship last night?

DOCTOR
To make a voyage.

GRISWOLD
But no ship sailed. Of that I’m sure. 

MALE CHORUS (off)
“Over the mountains of the moon,
Down the valley of the shadow,
Where can it be?” . . .

DOCTOR
Those voices there?

GRISWOLD
A gang of double-voters. Election thugs. Filled with drink, and doubtless voting derelicts like this along the riverfront, 
(he indicates Poe’s body.)

DOCTOR
And you, sir? Who are you?

GRISWOLD
A friend? Guardian of his fame? (he stoops to pick up Poe’s manuscripts and cane) Griswold is the name.

DOCTOR (coldly) 
I believe you have my cane, sir.

GRISWOLD
Why, so I have. A fine malacca cane. 

(With a courtly bow to the DOCTOR, GRISWOLD hands him the malacca cane, then disappears into the shadows with an 
ironic smile. The DOCTOR stares after him, then kneels down to the body of POE as the curtain falls)

THE END
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Dominick Argento�, considered to be America’s pre-eminent 
composer of lyric opera, was born in York, Pennsylvania in 
1927. At Peabody Conservatory, where he earned his bach-
elor’s and master’s degrees, his teachers included Nicholas 
Nabokov, Henry Cowell, and Hugo Weisgall. Argento received 
his PhD from the Eastman School of Music, where he studied 
with Alan Hovhaness and Howard Hanson. Fulbright and 
Guggenheim Fellowships allowed him to study in Italy with 

Luigi Dallapiccola and to complete his first opera, Colonel Jonathan the Saint. Following his 
Fulbright, Argento became music director of Hilltop Opera in Baltimore, and taught theory 
and composition at the Eastman School. In 1958, he joined the faculty of the Regents School 
of Music at the University of Minnesota, where he taught until 1997.

Although Argento’s instrumental works have received consistent praise, the great majority of 
his music is vocal, whether in operatic, choral, or solo context. This emphasis on the human 
voice is a facet of the powerful dramatic impulse that drives nearly all his music, both instru-
mental and vocal. Writer Heidi Waleson has described Argento’s work as “richly melodic…
[his] pieces are built with wit and passion, and always with the dramatic shape and color that 
make them theater. They speak to the heart.”

During his years at Eastman, Argento composed his opera, The Boor (1957), which has 
remained in the repertoire; John Rockwell of The New York Times, writing of a 1985 produc-
tion, stated that “[it] taps deep currents of sentiment and passion.” Following his arrival in 
Minnesota, the composer accepted numerous commissions from significant organizations in 
his adopted state. Among these were the Saint Paul Chamber Orchestra, who commissioned 
his suite Royal Invitation (1964); and the Civic Orchestra of Minneapolis, who commissioned 
Variations for Orchestra [The Mask of Night] (1965). Argento’s close association with Sir 
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Tyrone Guthrie and Douglas Campbell, directors of the Minnesota Theatre Company, led to 
his composing incidental music for several Guthrie productions, as well as a ballad opera, The 
Shoemaker’s Holiday (1967).

The 1970s and 1980s saw the composer working increasingly in the song cycle form, while 
still writing operas and orchestral music. Among his major song cycles are: Letters from 
Composers (1968); To Be Sung Upon the Water (1973); From the Diary of Virginia Woolf 
(1975); the choral cycle I Hate and I Love (1982); The Andrée Expedition (1983); and Casa 
Guidi (1983). His most recent song cycles, both premiered in 1996, are A Few Words About 
Chekhov (mezzo-soprano, baritone, and piano), premiered by Frederica von Stade, Håkan 
Hagegård, and accompanist Martin Katz at the Ordway Theater in St. Paul; Walden Pond 
(mixed chorus, harp, and three cellos), commissioned and premiered by the Dale Warland 
Singers; and Miss Manners on Music, to texts by the noted advice columnist.

Since the early 1970s the composer’s operas, which have always found success in the 
US, have been heard with increasing frequency abroad. Nearly all of them, beginning with 
Postcard from Morocco (1971), have had at least one European production. Among these 
are The Voyage of Edgar Allan Poe (1976), Miss Havisham’s Wedding Night (1981), and 
Casanova’s Homecoming (1984); Robert Jacobson of Opera News described the latter work 
as “a masterpiece.” The Aspern Papers was given its premiere by Dallas Opera in November 
1988 to great acclaim, was telecast on the PBS series Great Performances, and was again 
presented, to critical praise, by the Washington National Opera in 1990. It has since been 
heard in Germany and in Sweden; June 1998 brought a performance at the Barbican Center 
in London.

Dominick Argento examined fame and the immigrant experience in the opera, The Dream of 
Valentino, set in the early days of Hollywood. Washington National Opera gave the work its 
premiere under the baton of Christopher Keene in January 1994, followed by its co-commis-
sioning company, Dallas Opera, in 1995. The production featured special multi-media sets by 
John Conklin and costumes by the couturier Valentino. Writing of the premiere, Peter G. Davis 
of New York Magazine stated, “What a pleasure to encounter a real opera composer, one who 
has studied and learned from his predecessors, loves the form, understands its conven-

tions, has mastered them, and then lets his imagination take wing.” The Dream of Valentino 
received its European premiere in February 1999 in Kassel, Germany.

Other works include Four Seascapes for SATB chorus and orchestra (2004), commissioned 
by the Hanson Institute of American Music, University of Rochester, New York, and dedicated 
to the Silbey Music Library of Eastman School of Music for their 100th Anniversary; Three 
Sonnets of Petrarch for baritone and piano (2007), commissioned by the Cheltenham Music 
Festival in the UK; and Evensong: Of Love and Angels for solo treble voice, solo soprano, 
reader, mixed chorus, and orchestra (2007), and commissioned by the National Cathedral 
in Washington, DC for the cathedral’s 100th Anniversary. Premieres also include Cenotaph 
for chorus and orchestra, commissioned by the American Choral Directors Association for 
its 50th anniversary, and performed in March 2009 at its annual conference in Oklahoma. 
In addition to new pieces, a volume of Argento’s collected writings about his works entitled 
Catalog Raisonné as Memoir was published by the University of Minnesota Press in 2005.

Among other honors and awards, Dominick Argento has received the Pulitzer Prize for Music, 
given in 1975 for his song cycle From the Diary of Virginia Woolf. He received the 2004 
GRAMMY Award for “Best Classical Contemporary Composition,” awarded for Frederica von 
Stade’s recording of Casa Guidi on the Reference Records label. He also received the 2006 
World of Songs Award from the Lotte Lehmann Foundation. He was elected to the American 
Academy of Arts and Letters in 1979, and in 1997 was honored with the title of Composer 
Laureate to the Minnesota Orchestra, a lifetime appointment.
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	  Charles Nolte� (1923–2010) was born in Duluth, Minnesota, and moved to the 
Twin Cities in the 1930s. He received his bachelor’s degree in 1947 from Yale 
University and his master’s in 1963 and Ph.D. in 1965 from the University of 
Minnesota. For eight years after college graduation Nolte was a professional 
actor in New York City and appeared in many Broadway productions. He had 
the title role in Billy Budd, was Willie Keith in The Caine Mutiny Courtmartial, 

Silius in Antony and Cleopatra, and Payne in Mister Roberts. He last appeared as an actor in 
New York in 1965 in his own drama Do Not Pass Go, produced at the Cherry Lane Theatre. He  
also performed in London, Munich, Stockholm, and many other cities in the United States, 
appearing with Henry Fonda, Katharine Cornell, Sir Godfrey Tearle, Judith Anderson, and 
Christopher Plummer among others.

In Hollywood from 1953 to 1955 and then in Europe for the next seven years, Nolte was in 
numerous film and television productions, including Under Ten Flags, Ten Seconds to Hell, 
Armored Command, The Day Lincoln was Shot, and The Caine Mutiny Courtmartial. While 
abroad, he began his playwriting career.

He returned to Minneapolis in 1962 and taught at the University of Minnesota as Professor 
in the Department of Theatre Arts, leading seminars in playwriting, directing, and theater 
history. He also continued to act, write, and direct in the Twin Cities and elsewhere. Nolte 
directed all of his own plays in the Twin Cities area, and several were seen in other cities in the 
United States and Europe. Those included Do Not Pass Go, End of Ramadan, The Boarding 
House, Sea Change, Sister Heeno’s Warm Elbow, The Summer People, Bacchae ‘65, and A 
Night at the Black Pig.

The libretto for The Voyage of Edgar Allan Poe represented the author’s first experience in 
the opera field — but not the last; he collaborated with Argento again as the librettist for the 
opera The Dream of Valentino (1993).
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S 	  Peter Tantsits� Having given the world premieres of more than 50 new 

works for the opera and concert stage, tenor Peter Tantsits began his training 
as a violinist before graduating in musicology and vocal studies from Yale 
University and the Oberlin Conservatory. His career in opera includes 
engagements at the Teatro alla Scala in Milan, the Grand Théâtre de Genève, 
the Bayerische Staatsoper in Munich, the Royal Opera House in London, the 

Salzburger Festspiele, the Semperoper in Dresden, La Monnaie in Brussels, the Gran Teatre 
del Liceu in Barcelona, the Staatsoper Hamburg, Theater Basel, the New National Theater in 
Tokyo, and others primarily throughout Europe and Asia. Peter works with some of the world’s 
leading conductors including Sakari Oramo, Sir Simon Rattle, Kirill Petrenko, Thomas Adès, 
and Joana Mallwitz and stage directors including Calixto Bieito, Lydia Steier, Peter Sellars, 
Milo Rau, Ivo van Hove, William Kentridge, and others.

As a concert artist, he has performed with many of the world’s leading orchestras including 
the Berlin Philharmonic, the London Symphony Orchestra, the New York Philharmonic, and 
the Los Angeles Symphony Orchestra. A founding member of the International Contemporary 
Ensemble in New York, Peter frequently works with groups such as l’Ensemble intercontem-
porain in Paris, Ensemble Modern in Frankfurt, and the London Sinfonietta.

His recent creation of Max Aue (Hèctor Parra’s Les Bienveillantes based on the novel by 
Jonathan Littell) at the Opera Ballet Vlaanderen in Antwerp earned him exceptional criti-
cal acclaim, including nomination for Opernwelt’s “Singer of the year.” His vast repertoire 
includes roles such as such as Luigi Nono’s Emigrante (Intolleranza), Herodes (Salome), 
Desportes (Die Soldaten), Aegisth (Elektra), Piet vom Fass (Le Grand Macabre), Alviano (Die 
Gezeichneten), Erik (Der fliegende Holländer), Eumolpe (Perséphone) to Gandhi (Satyagraha), 
Perelà in Duspain’s Perelà - Uomo di Fumo, and Michael in Stockhausen’s Donnerstag 
aus Licht. His most recent role creations include Walter Benjamin in Antoni Ros-Marbà’s 
Benjamin a Portbou for the Liceu, Oscar Ekdahl in Mikael Karlsson’s Fanny and Alexander for 
La Monnaie, Le Directeur in Parra’s Justice for the Grand Théâtre de Genève, and Maurice 
Ravel in Ramon Lazkano’s La Main gauche for the Festival Ravel Saint-Jean-de-Luz.
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	  American baritone Thomas Meglioranza was a winner of the Walter W. 
Naumburg, Concert Artists Guild, Franz Schubert/Music of Modernity, and 
Joy In Singing competitions. Highlights from past seasons include an 
all-Hugo Wolf recital at Lincoln Center’s Mostly Mozart Festival, the role of 
Lord Henry in Lowell Liebermann’s The Picture of Dorian Gray with Odyssey 
Opera, and Saint John in Louis Karchin’s Jane Eyre with the Center for 

Contemporary Opera. He also sang Handel’s Messiah at Saint Thomas Church in New York 
City and debuted with Ars Lyrica Houston, singing J.C.F. Bach’s solo cantata, Pygmalion. 
More recently, he sang the role of Wreck in Bernstein’s Wonderful Town with the Seattle 
Symphony, Bach’s solo bass cantatas with Lyra Baroque in Minneapolis and performances of 
Schubert’s Die schöne Müllerin with Reiko Uchida and Winterreise with fortepianist David 
Breitman.

Described in The New Yorker as an “immaculate and inventive recitalist,” his Songs from the 
WWI Era program was named one of the “Top Ten Best Classical Performances of the Year” 
in the Philadelphia Inquirer. His discography includes the Schubert cycles and assorted lieder, 
French mélodies with pianist Reiko Uchida, songs of Virgil Thomson with the Boston Modern 
Orchestra Project, and Bach cantatas with the Taverner Consort.

He has been an oratorio and pops soloist with many of America’s leading orchestras: singing 
Copland’s Old American Songs with the National Symphony, Peter Maxwell Davies’ Eight 
Songs for a Mad King with the Los Angeles Philharmonic, John Harbison’s Fifth Symphony 
with the Boston Symphony, Milton Babbitt’s Two Sonnets with the MET Chamber Ensemble, 
Roberto Sierra’s Missa Latina with the Houston Symphony, and Bach cantatas with Les 
Violons du Roy and the Orpheus Chamber Orchestra. He has also appeared with many 
period instrument ensembles, including the American Bach Soloists, Philharmonia Baroque, 
Portland Baroque, the New York Collegium, the Waverly Consort, and Apollo’s Fire.

Some of his most noteworthy operatic roles include Fritz in Die tote Stadt, Mozart’s Don 
Giovanni, Count Almaviva in Le Nozze di Figaro, as well as Chou Enlai in Nixon in China, Prior 
Walter in Eötvös Peter’s Angels in America, and Oedipus in Ruth Schönthal’s Jocasta. He 

also regularly performs with the Mark Morris Dance Group, including the role of Aeneas in 
Dido and Aeneas.

A native New Yorker of Thai, Italian, and Polish heritage, Meglioranza graduated from Grinnell 
College and the Eastman School of Music. His non-musical interests include cooking and 
fungi.

	  GRAMMY® nominated soprano Maggie Finnegan has been hailed by Opera 
News for her “bright coloratura” and “finely tuned high soprano” and The 
Washington Post for her “silvery, pitch-perfect voice.” Ms.Finnegan has 
performed with Boston Lyric Opera, Brooklyn Art Song Society, Odyssey 
Opera, the Belgian National Orchestra, Andriessenfest, Opera Parallele, 
Experiments in Opera, Center for Contemporary Opera, Paper Mill Playhouse, 

Boston Baroque, the New England Philharmonic, MIT Media Lab, the PyeongChang Winter 
Music Festival, The Metropolitan Opera Guild’s School Touring Program, Isabella Stewart 
Gardner Museum, White Snake Projects, and Vancouver Symphony. Career highlights include 
the Queen of the Night with Mass Opera and On Site Opera, Danica in Boston Lyric Opera’s 
film of Ana Sokolović’s Svadba, Anya in the world premiere film of Everything For Dawn 
(Experiments in Opera), Sophia in the West Coast premiere of Lembit Beecher’s opera 
Sophia’s Forest with Opera Parallèle, L’Enfant et les Sortileges with the Belgian National 
Orchestra, Louis Andriessien’s Odysseus’ Women / Anais Nin (Center for Contemporary 
Opera, Andriessenfest), repeat engagements in Carmina Burana, and a world premiere duo 
recital with Mezzo-Soprano Stephanie Blythe with Sparks and Wiry Cries. She adores 
partnering with composers and librettists to help bring their works to life and is thrilled to be 
on this recording of The Voyage of Edgar Allan Poe. Opera recordings include Anthony Davis’ 
X:The Life and Times of Malcolm X (BMOP Sound), David Hertzberg’s opera The Wake World 
(Tzadik), and Mark Adamo’s Lysistrata with Odyssey (Pentatone). www.maggiefinneganso-
prano.com
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	  Praised for his “rich, powerful voice” and “bravura-filled stage presence,” 
Neal Ferreira is a nationally recognized lyric tenor known for his cultivated 
vocalism and eloquent expression. Dubbed a “Boston mainstay” by The 
Boston Globe, he recently appeared with Boston Lyric Opera in the New 
England premiere of Rhiannon Giddens’ and Michael Abels’ Pulitzer 
Prize-winning opera, Omar (Auctioneer/Taylor). The tenor regularly appears 

with the Boston Symphony Orchestra and returned in 2024 for performances of Lady 
MacBeth of Mtsensk at Symphony Hall and Carnegie Hall, under the baton of Maestro Andris 
Nelsons.

A much sought-after interpreter of new music, Mr. Ferreira made his European debut in 2021 
as Laertes in the world premiere of Joseph Summer’s Hamlet with State Opera Rousse, 
Bulgaria. His successful performance as the Visitor in Boston Lyric Opera’s production 
of Philip Glass’ In the Penal Colony was called “poignant” by the Wall Street Journal and 
“perfect” by Opera News. The tenor can be heard on the premiere recordings of numer-
ous operas, including Charles Wuorinen’s Haroun and the Sea of Stories (BMOP/Sound), 
James MacMillan’s Clemency (BIS), Joseph Summer’s The Tempest (Albany), and Mario 
Castenuovo Tedesco’s The Importance of Being Earnest (Odyssey Opera).

In a professional career spanning two decades, Ferreira has appeared with an array of compa-
nies including Florida Grand Opera, the Glimmerglass Festival, Opera Colorado, Virginia Opera, 
Anchorage Opera, Syracuse Opera, American Repertory Theatre, Handel and Haydn Society, 
Odyssey Opera, Boston Modern Orchestra Project, Emmanuel Music, and Guerilla Opera.

Some of the tenor’s most recent engagements include the role of Aubrey in Ulysses Kay’s 
Frederick Douglass with the Boston Modern Orchestra Project as well as a return to Boston 
Lyric Opera as Loud Stone in Matthew Aucoin’s Eurydice, conducted by the composer. Mr. 
Ferreira holds degrees from Providence College and New England Conservatory of Music, and 
he is a student of renowned operatic tenor, Frank Lopardo. In addition to performing, he is 
also an Assistant Professor of Voice at Berklee College of Music.

	  Kirsten Chambers is most known for her portrayal of the title role of 
Salome, which she performed at the Metropolitan Opera, Opera Hong Kong, 
Florida Grand Opera, and most recently at San Diego Opera. She made her 
Carnegie Hall debut singing Maria in Strauss’ Friedenstag with the American 
Symphony Orchestra. At the Metropolitan Opera, she covered leading and 
supporting roles, including Isolde in Tristan und Isolde, Marie in Wozzeck, and 

Helmwige in Die Walküre. Internationally, she debuted as Elsa in Lohengrin at the Savonlinna 
Opera Festival, reprising the role at the Hong Kong Arts Festival and Opéra de Rennes.

Favorite opera engagements include the Angel in Angels in America for New York City Opera 
as well as Ms. Chambers’ performances as the title role in Strauss’ Die ägyptische Helena, 
Infantin in Der Zwerg, and Mrs. Poe in The Voyage of Edgar Allan Poe with Odyssey Opera; 
She sang the Foreign Princess in Rusalka at the Lyric Opera of Kansas City and Wichita 
Grand Opera, performed Leonore in Fidelio with St. Petersburg Opera and New Amsterdam 
Opera, the title role of Tosca with Opera Florham, Opera Saratoga, and Martha Cardona 
Opera, where she also performed Santuzza in Cavalleria Rusticana. At Indianapolis Opera, she 
performed Donna Anna in Don Giovanni and with Opera Orlando, Marchesa del Poggio in Un 
giorno di regno. She covered the title role of Turandot with Arizona Opera and the title role in 
Ariadne auf Naxos at Toledo Opera. Her NYC debut was singing Nedda in Pagliacci with the 
Bronx Opera.

International concert engagements include appearing as a featured soloist in excerpts from 
Lohengrin with the Oulu Symphony Orchestra in both Oulu and Helsinki and later at the 
Mikhailovsky Theatre in St. Petersburg in concerts for Savonlinna Opera Festival. She also 
performed Isolde’s Liebstod from Tristan und Isolde with the Hong Kong Philharmonic. 
Favorite regional concerts include Erwartung with The Orchestra Now, the title role of 
Loreley by Catalani for Teatro Grattacielo, and Brünnhilde’s Entrance from Die Walküre with 
Orchestra Kentucky. A champion of new music, she has recorded on the Newport Classics 
label, appeared with American Lyric Theater and American Opera Projects, and created a new 
opera with White Snake Projects and a feature opera film, Fryedis and Gudrid, available for 
purchase on Amazon.
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	  Acclaimed as “sensitive and impassioned” by Opera News, Italian American 
mezzo-soprano Felicia Gavilanes is gaining a reputation as an exciting and 
versatile singing actress. An Emerging Artist Alumna with Boston Lyric 
Opera, Felicia is a frequent performer in both mainstage and concert roles in 
Boston and throughout New England. As The Double in Poul Ruders’ The 
Handmaid’s Tale with Boston Lyric Opera, the Wall Street Journal wrote 

“Felicia Gavilanes brought a poignant innocence to Offred in the Time Before” and Opera 
Magazine praised her “touching vulnerability.”

Felicia recently made her Jordan Hall debut as Ino in Boston Modern Orchestra Project and 
Odyssey Opera’s East Coast Premiere of John Corigliano’s The Lord of Cries starring Anthony 
Roth Costanzo, and she returned to Latin America as an invited soloist with the National 
Conservatory Symphony Orchestra of the Dominican Republic in an evening of opera arias 
and duets.

2024 brought the release of Felicia’s first full-length album La Sera, a celebration of art song 
from Italy’s golden salon age. Felicia was then seen onstage as Sandman in Hansel and Gretel 
with Boston Lyric Opera. Recent company and role debuts include Boston Modern Orchestra 
Project, Salt Marsh Opera (Mercedes in Carmen), Teatro Lírico Nacional de Cuba (Dido in Dido 
and Aeneas), Odyssey Opera (Léoena in La Belle Hélène), Winter Opera St. Louis (Zulma in 
L’Italiana in Algeri), and Gulfshore Opera (Maria in Lauda per la Natività).

Felicia is a recipient of Berklee College’s Faculty Recording Grant, Boston Lyric Opera’s 
Stephen Shrestinian Award for Excellence, Opera America’s Career Blueprints grant, the 
Beaulieu Award in Opera, the Gallaher Award, and the Edith S. Joel Fellowship in Opera. 
Felicia is a recent finalist in the MetroWest Opera Vocal Competition for Emerging Artists and 
a prize winner of Mobile Opera’s Madame Rose Competition.

A dual citizen of the U.S. and Italy, Felicia completed her Bachelor of Arts in Italian Literature 
and Music from Dartmouth College. She received her Master of Music with Honors from the 
New England Conservatory and her Doctorate from Florida State University.

	  Noted for her “rich and mellifluous” voice (Opera News) and “striking” 
presence (The Arts Fuse), mezzo-soprano Christina English brings musical 
sensitivity and dramatic commitment to a versatile array of concert, opera, 
and musical theater stages. Her 2023-24 appearances included Beethoven’s 
Symphony No. 9, Handel’s Messiah, and Mozart’s Don Giovanni with the 
ensemble of Boston Baroque; soloist in A Heavenly Baroque Christmas with 

Musicians of the Old Post Road; soloist in Charpentier’s Messe de minuit pour Noël and Il 
Pastor Fido with Arcadia Players; and soloist in Haydn’s Nelson Mass with Back Bay Chorale.

She is a long-time member of the Boston Baroque chorus and a founding core member of 
Lorelei Ensemble. Highlights with Lorelei include Julia Wolfe’s Her Story with the Boston, 
Chicago, Nashville, and San Francisco Symphony Orchestras; the premiere of choreogra-
pher Nanine Linning’s La Mer with Boston Ballet; collaborations with GRAMMY-nominated 
ensembles Cantus and A Far Cry; and appearances at the Isabella Stewart Gardner Museum, 
Carnegie Hall, the Metropolitan Museum of Art, and Tanglewood Festival of Contemporary 
Music.

Favorite opera and musical theater roles include the Pilot in Rachel Portman’s The Little 
Prince with NEMPAC Opera Project; the Housekeeper in Man of La Mancha with New 
Repertory Theater; Miss Prism in The Importance of Being Earnest with Odyssey Opera; and 
the nursing sister in Puccini’s Suor Angelica with the Boston Symphony Orchestra. Other 
theater and opera appearances include Lyric Stage Company of Boston, Guerilla Opera, 
Boston Modern Orchestra Project, Boston Midsummer Opera, Boston Opera Collaborative, 
and Intermezzo Opera.

A passionate believer in music’s ability to foster connection and spark dialogue, for several 
years Christina was Executive Director of Sheffield Chamber Players, an ensemble devoted 
to creating connection and community through intimate chamber music performances. She 
is also a member of Beyond Artists, a coalition of performers who support causes they care 
about through their work. She supports the Planned Parenthood League of Massachusetts 
and the Environmental Defense Fund through her performances.
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	  David Salsbery Fry continues to captivate audiences with each role. 
Acclaimed for his expressive, powerful bass voice, wide range and nuanced 
versatility, along with an authentic and engaging stage presence, Fry enjoys a 
diverse career as singer, actor, narrator, and recording artist.

A frequent collaborator with conductor Gil Rose, this is Mr. Fry’s fifth record-
ing for BMOP/sound. He can be heard as the narrator in Fussell’s Cymbeline 

(BMOP/sound 1059), Butt the Hoopoe in Wuorinen and Fenton’s Haroun and the Sea of 
Stories (BMOP/sound 1075), The Earl of Pembroke in Rosner and Stevenson’s The Chronicle 
of Nine (BMOP/sound 1081), and The Stranger in Foss and Karsavina’s The Jumping Frog of 
Calaveras County (BMOP/sound 1102). He also appears as Méthousaël and Sadoc in La reine 
de Saba (Odyssey Opera 1004) and has recorded for the Albany, Navona, Naxos, and New 
World labels.

A passionate advocate for performers with disabilities, Fry has written articles for and been 
featured in such media outlets as HowlRound, Classical Singer, The Liberated Voice, and 
Opera and Disability. A supporter of inclusion and diversity in all art forms, particularly the 
classical music industry, he believes in the importance of accessibility in the arts for artists 
with disabilities.

Born in Pennsylvania, David Salsbery Fry studied at Juilliard, the University of Maryland, and 
Johns Hopkins and apprenticed at The Santa Fe Opera and Tanglewood. Among his numer-
ous awards are Semifinalist, Concours Musical International de Montréal, Finalist, Middle 
Atlantic Region, The Metropolitan Opera National Council Auditions, and the Grand Prize of 
the Bidu Sayão International Vocal Competition.

	  Andrew Clark (Chorus Master) is Director of Choral Activities and Senior 
Lecturer on Music at Harvard University, where he conducts the Harvard Glee 
Club, Radcliffe Choral Society, Harvard-Radcliffe Collegium Musicum, 
Harvard Summer Chorus, and Cambridge Common Voices. He teaches 
conducting, choral literature, and music and disability studies.

Clark’s ensembles have performed on five continents and at major venues 
including Carnegie Hall, Boston Symphony Hall, and the Kennedy Center. His choral-
orchestral interpretations—from Baroque masterworks to 21st-century premieres—have been 
described as “passionate, convincing, adrenaline-filled and coherent” (Worcester Telegram), 
“cohesive and exciting” (Opera News), and “beautifully blended” (Providence Journal).

His studio recording of Dominick Argento’s Jonah and the Whale with the Boston Modern 
Orchestra Project and Providence Singers was hailed as “excellent” (Fanfare), “idiosyncratic, 
colorful, stylistically varied” (Opera News), and “a coup for the Boston ensemble… vivid and 
subtle… led with fine sense of balance and pacing by Andrew Clark” (Gramophone).

A committed artist-educator and advocate for equity in the arts, Clark has developed 
partnerships with schools, shelters, correctional institutions, and care facilities. He has com-
missioned over fifty new works and launched the Harvard Choruses New Music Initiative to 
support undergraduate composers.

At Harvard, Clark has curated residencies with luminaries such as Sweet Honey in the Rock, 
The Crossing, the Aeolians, Lorelei Ensemble, Sir John Eliot Gardiner, Maria Guinand, Harry 
Christophers, Rosephanye Powell, and Craig Hella Johnson.

Before joining Harvard, Clark directed the Providence Singers and led the choral program at 
Tufts University. He is a founding faculty member of Notes from the Heart, a music camp 
for youth with disabilities and chronic illness. He holds degrees from Wake Forest, Carnegie 
Mellon, and Boston University.
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an international roster of singers and directors, Odyssey has presented more than 35 operas 
in Boston, with innovative, thematically linked seasons. The company has also established 
itself as a leader of modern opera in the United States, having given three world premieres 
and numerous U.S. premieres. 

Beyond Boston, Gil Rose enjoys a busy schedule as a guest conductor and educator. Equally 
at home on the podium in both symphonic and operatic repertoire, Rose has led perfor-
mances by the Tanglewood Opera Orchestra, the Netherlands Radio Symphony Orchestra, 
the American Composers Orchestra, the National Symphony Orchestra of Ukraine, the 
Matsumoto Festival of Japan, the New York City Opera, and the Juilliard Symphony Orchestra 
among others. In addition to being former faculty at Tufts University and Northeastern 
University, Rose has worked with students across the U.S. at institutions such as Carnegie 
Mellon University, MIT, New England Conservatory, and the University of California at 
San Diego. He is a visionary curator of music, inaugurating the Ditson Festival of Music 
at Boston’s Institute of Contemporary Art and programming three seasons for the Fromm 
Concerts at Harvard series.

In the 2022/2023 Season, Gil Rose led Odyssey Opera in a concert performance of three 
one-act operas by Rachmaninoff and brought John Corigliano and Mark Adamo’s new opera, 
The Lord of Cries to Boston audiences and, in April, Gil and BMOP traveled to Carnegie Hall 
for the orchestra’s debut performance and celebration of the culmination of their 25th sea-
son. This season, BMOP and Odyssey produced Ulysses Kay’s Frederick Douglass, the second 
opera in As Told By: History, Race, and Justice on the Opera Stage, a five-year initiative 
highlighting Black composers and vital figures of Black liberation and thought.

Gil Rose� is one of today’s most trailblazing conductors, 
praised as “amazingly versatile” (The Boston Globe) with “a 
sense of style and sophistication” (Opera News). Equally at 
home performing core repertoire, new music, and lesser-
known historic symphonic and operatic works, “Gil Rose is 
not just a fine conductor but a peerless curator, sniffing out—
and commissioning—off-trend, unheralded, and otherwise 
underplayed repertoire that nevertheless holds to unfailingly 
high standards of quality. In doing so, he’s built an indefin-
able, but unmistakable, personal aesthetic” (WXQR).

A global leader in American contemporary music, Rose is 
the founder of the performing and recording ensemble the Boston Modern Orchestra Project 
(BMOP), who “bring an endlessly curious and almost archaeological mind to programming… 
with each concert, each recording, an essential step in a better direction” (The New York 
Times), as well as the founder of Odyssey Opera, praised by The New York Times as “bold and 
intriguing” and “one of the East Coast’s most interesting opera companies.”

Since its founding in 1996, the “unique and invaluable” (The New York Times) BMOP has 
grown to become the premier orchestra in the world for commissioning, recording, and 
performing music of the twentieth and twenty-first centuries. Under Rose’s leadership, 
BMOP has won seventeen ASCAP Awards for Adventurous Programming, been selected as 
Musical America’s Ensemble of the Year in 2016, and in 2021 was awarded a Gramophone 
Magazine Special Achievement Award in recognition of its extraordinary service to American 
music of the modern era. Under Rose’s baton, BMOP has been featured at numerous festivals 
including the Festival of New American Music (Sacramento, CA), Concerts at the Library of 
Congress (Washington, DC), and the MATA Festival in New York. In 2022, Gil was named 
the Director of Opera and Sonic Exploration at Artpark in Lewiston NY. His tenure there was 
launched with a performance of a staged version of Carmina Burana.

In 2013, Gil Rose expanded his musical vision with the founding of Odyssey Opera, a com-
pany dedicated to eclectic and underperformed operatic repertoire from all eras. Working with 
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BMOP/sound, BMOP’s independent record label, was created in 2008 by Gil Rose to pro-
vide a platform for BMOP’s extensive archive of music as well as to provide widespread, top-
quality, permanent access to both classics of the 20th century and the music of today’s most 
innovative composers. BMOP/sound has garnered praise from the national and international 
press. It is the recipient of a 2020 GRAMMY® Award for Tobias Picker: Fantastic Mr. Fox as 
well as nine GRAMMY® nominations, and its releases have appeared on the year-end “Best 
of” lists of The New York Times, The Boston Globe, National Public Radio, American Record 
Guide, DownBeat, WBUR, NewMusicBox, and others. Admired, praised, and sought after by 
artists, presenters, critics, and audiophiles, BMOP and BMOP/sound are uniquely positioned 
to redefine the new music concert and recording experience. BMOP.org

A unique institution of crucial artistic importance to today’s musical world, the Boston 
Modern Orchestra Project (BMOP) is the premier orchestra in the United States dedi-
cated exclusively to commissioning, performing, and recording music of the twentieth and 
twenty-first centuries. Founded by Artistic Director Gil Rose in 1996, BMOP has championed 
the works of composers whose careers span nine decades.

Each season, Rose brings BMOP’s award-winning orchestra, renowned soloists, and 
influential composers to the city’s most prestigious halls in a series that offers orchestral 
programming of unrivaled eclecticism. Musical America’s 2016 Ensemble of the Year, BMOP 
was awarded the 2021 Special Achievement Award from Gramophone magazine as “an 
organization that has championed American music of the 20th and 21st century with passion 
and panache.”

In its extended quarter-century season celebration, which kicked off in February 2022 at 
Boston’s Symphony Hall, BMOP has inaugurated As Told By; visited Carnegie Hall for its 
debut performance; and released its 100th recording on BMOP/sound.
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Cover art: Edgar Allan Poe, June 1849. Daguerreotype “Annie”, given to Poe’s friend Mrs. Annie 
L. Richmond; probably taken in June 1849 in Lowell, Massachusetts, photographer unknown; 
superimposed with 19th C. wood engraving of ships in harbor, artist unknown.

© 2025 BMOP/sound 1107

Design: John Kramer 
Editor: Eric Hollander

Dominick Argento 
The Voyage of Edgar Allan Poe: An Opera in Two Acts

Producer: Gil Rose
Recording and postproduction engineer: Joel Gordon 
SACD authoring: Brad Michel

The Voyage of Edgar Allan Poe is published by Boosey & Hawkes, Inc.

The Voyage of Edgar Allan Poe was recorded on April 6th and 7th, 2024 at the Huntington Theatre in Boston, MA.

The production of The Voyage of Edgar Allan Poe received funding from OPERA America’s Next Stage program, 
supported by Gene Kaufman, Terry Eder-Kaufman, and New Vision for Opera. This recording was made possible 
through the generous support of Gordon P. Getty, Paul and Catherine Buttenwieser Foundation, and an 
anonymous donor.

Special thanks to Phillip Brunelle, Matthew Mehaffey, and Thaddeus Strassberger for their insight into the work and 
its history; Paul Schwimming at the University of Minnesota for helping with our research; and to Anne Harley who 
helped us bring it all to life.

ODYSSEY OPERA CHORUS Andrew Clark, Chorus Master

SOPRANO
Grace Anderson
Alecia Batson
Jennifer Burks
Jessica Graves
Janet Stone
Laura McHugh
Erin Nelson
Kay Patterson

ALTO
Darby Cliard
Jade Espina
Ashley Gryta
Sara Mitnik
Alexis Rodda
Madison Smith
Mauri Tetreault
Hilary Walker

TENOR
Charles Blandy
Quinn Cason
Daon Drisdom
Joel Edwards
Fausto Miro
Ehimemen Omigie
Srinivasan Raghuraman
Eduardo Ramos

BASS
Thaddeus Bell
Joshua Belt
Anthony Garza
Stephan Griffin
Nathan Halbur
Anthony Pilcher
Will Prapestis
Marcus Schenck

ORCHESTRA

FLUTE
Sarah Brady*
Rachel Braude (piccolo)
OBOE
Laura Pardee-Schaefer 

(English horn)
Jennifer Slowik*
CLARINET
Amy Advocat 

(bass clarinet)
Jan Halloran*
BASSOON
Ronald Haroutunian*
Michael Mechanic
HORN
Neil Godwin
Whitacre Hill*
Sarah Sutherland

TRUMPET
Eric Berlin
Terry Everson*
TENOR TROMBONE
Hans Bohn
BASS TROMBONE
Christopher Beaudry
TUBA
Benjamin Vasko
TIMPANI
Craig McNutt
PERCUSSION
Robert Schulz*
Nicholas Tolle
PIANO
Yoko Hagino (celeste)

HARP
Amanda Romano
VIOLIN I
Jessica Amidon
Heidi Braun-Hill*
Benjamin Carson
Betsy Hinkle
Susan Jensen
Yumi Okada
Maiani da Silva
VIOLIN II
Colleen Brannen*
Paola Andrea Caballero
Colin Davis
Lilit Hartunian
Judith Lee
Kay Rooney

VIOLA
Noriko Futagami
Samuel Kelder
Emily Rideout
Peter Sulski*
Alexander Vavilov
CELLO
Nicole Cariglia
Nicholas Johnson
Jing Li
David Russell*
BASS
Anthony D’Amico*
Bebo Shiu
Pete Walsh

*Principals
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