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 Introduction

 


When I look back at the life of Edgar Allan
Poe it’s easy to see where the darkness that permeates his writing
stemmed from. Edgar Poe—born January 19, 1809, and dying October 7,
1849—suffered many tragedies within those scant forty years.
Abandoned by his father and facing his mother’s untimely death
shortly thereafter, he was taken in by John and Frances Allan who
never saw fit to legally adopt him. He enrolled in the University
of Virginia, but was forced to drop out due to financial concerns.
Unable to support himself, he enlisted in the army only to
fail—purposefully, I might add—as an officer’s cadet; and he lost
his beloved wife, Virginia Clemm, to tuberculosis after a
twelve-year romance. All these hardships shaped and defined the
man’s writing, poetry and prose, that, to this day, is cherished by
countless readers. Considered the inventor of the detective fiction
genre and credited with the emerging genre of science fiction,
Poe’s tales and poems have withstood the test of time and prove
poignant even today.

Unfortunately, though, for Poe, his work
never received the accolades it enjoys these days while he was
alive. During his life he was notable mainly as a literary critic.
His first collection of poetry was published under the byline “a
Bostonian”; his collection Tales of the Grotesque and
Arabesque received mixed reviews; and though “The Raven” made
him a household name, he earned a paltry nine dollars for its
publication.

Still, the man persevered, determined to make
a living at what he loved doing and had it been a different time, a
different place, surely he would have seen great success. One
thing’s for sure: had he given up, the world would be a duller
place.

I’d hate to think where I would be and what
kind of a man I’d see staring back in the mirror if it weren’t for
the writings of Poe. The darkness found in his words connected to
the darkness I tried so hard to bury and hide from the world in my
youth. His words reminded me I wasn’t alone and that there was an
outlet for it—and no, I’m not talking about alcohol, but
writing.

In my earlier school years I was too cool to
be caught reading, dismissed homework assignments, and barely
scraped by on my test scores. That all changed after an eighth
grade field trip to the Providence Performing Arts Center to see a
trio of plays based on short works of fiction. The teacher asked us
to read the stories we were to bear witness to so we could notice
the subtle, necessary changes made to the text for the translation
from paper to stage. In the days that led up to that class trip my
attitude was pretty much the same as all the other boys in my
class. Plays? Bleh! Poetry? That’s for girls. Movies is where it’s
at.

I didn’t read the stories beforehand and had
it not been mandatory and forced upon me, I probably never would
have gone to the Arts Center, and I would have missed out on a
truly wonderful experience. I have to say the Providence Performing
Arts Center is a grand building and I remember being awestruck as
we walked its halls before being ushered to our seats. When the red
velvet curtain finally went up, I watched, spellbound, as the
actors and actresses acted out “The Raven,” “The Monkey’s Paw,”
and, finally, “The Tell-Tale Heart.” The best was absolutely saved
for last and though, when it was said and done, most of the boys
still snubbed their noses, I was forever changed.

During the bus ride home I couldn’t stop
thinking about Poe and where I had read that name before; then it
dawned on me, and I couldn’t wait to get home. I can’t remember if
it was the week before the field trip or earlier, but we were given
order forms for a book drive and one of the books in the catalogue
just happened to be a small paperback collection of Poe tales:
Famous Tales of Mystery and Horror—which after twenty-plus
years still sits proudly on my bookshelf beside The Complete
Works of Edgar Allan Poe. As an adult, I can see those tales in
that little paperback were selected for a younger audience, but at
the time, I had to have it. I remembered the book from the
catalogue solely for its cover of a skull wearing a ballroom mask
and not for the author’s name, which I am ashamed of. If only I had
done my homework as asked, Poe would have entered my life
earlier.

When that book finally arrived, I devoured
every word and sought more. After reading all of his short stories,
I swallowed my pride and read some of his poetry. Suddenly, poetry
didn’t seem girly or un-cool to me, and when I tried to emulate
Poe’s poems, I had a deeper understanding of poetry’s intricate
qualities. Though I have a greater appreciation for the aesthetic
art and try my hand at it occasionally, I have yet to master the
form. I have resolved myself to the fact I lack rhythm; I simply
write them for fun or as exercises to get the creative juices
flowing.

Eventually I broke away from the other kids
who disagreed with my reading tastes, and after reading all of
Poe’s works, I branched out into novels with similar themes.
Slowly, but surely, my grades improved. I actually made the honor
roll in the last quarter of eighth grade, earning myself an elusive
Morton M—a patch that I still have to this day. Upon entering high
school, I took my studies seriously—most of the time, anyway. I
still slacked on occasion. After all, it’s what teenagers do.

For me, the book you are holding in your
hands or on your eReader is more than a gimmick, it’s a way for me
to say thank you to Edgar, and to keep his spirit alive and well in
the hearts of future readers. When I was approached by Coscom
Entertainment to do a literary mash-up, I turned it down. It didn’t
feel right for me, especially considering how many original ideas I
have of my own. But A.P. Fuchs was persistent and eventually wore
me down—after almost a year—when he asked if I’d be interested in
doing something with Edgar Allan Poe, my immediate reaction was
blasphemy. But I knew if I didn’t do it, someone else would
and I wasn’t about to let just anyone hack ‘n’ slash my beloved
treasures. Before responding to his email, Poe’s Lighthouse
edited by Christopher Conlon and published by Cemetery Dance
Publications came to mind. After Poe’s death, an untitled story
fragment was found in his papers. Conlon invited twenty-three
authors to finish the tale. Each one is unique in tone and theme,
and though well worth the read, the collection is pricey, but the
idea was solid. And sadly, no, I was not one of the invited. And
now thanks to Beating Windward Press, the book is getting a second
chance.

“The Black Cat” was, for me, the one piece of
Poe’s that felt unfinished. In “The Black Cat” our narrator is an
unnamed man, and the story’s precise locale is also unknown. It
dawned on me to use this opportunity to answer all the nagging
questions the story left me with. It is the opening to my novella,
in its original text, and used as a springboard. Whether or not I
took the story in a natural direction, one worthy of Poe, is up to
you, the reader. Though I love Poe’s work, my continuation of his
story is written in my voice with selective words Poe would have
used. This was done with younger readers in mind, to hopefully not
bore or bog them down with the use of old language. Considering all
of Poe’s work is short, save for The Narrative of Arthur Gordon
Pym of Nantucket—Poe’s only novel—I feel taken in small doses,
the old language adds to the allure, and should not hamper anyone’s
enjoyment of the works. However, I have seen many shy away from his
work because of it, which is a shame, really.

Included with this novella is my poem
“Cemetery,” inspired by the novella I wrote and one of my favorite
Poe poems, “The City in the Sea.” It was difficult to choose just
one of Poe’s poems to include, but it is the one that best
represents the overall theme of this book. If you enjoy it, I
recommend searching for “Alone,” “Annabel Lee,” and “Spirits of the
Dead,” all favorites of mine and all free to read online. Also, of
course, Poe’s “The Tell-Tale Heart” just because of how special it
is to me. Also included, my short story homage to one of horror’s
finest masters, “Broken” which was originally published in
Dreaded Pall, 2007.

I hope in reading this, my enthusiasm for
Poe’s work shines through and rubs off on you.

Until next time, nevermore.
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 Cemetery

by

Keith Gouveia

 


There is a place, so dark and cruel

Where shadows dance and lurk and rule

Where dead men reside and lovers dwell

And Insects cause decay’s excel

 


Once confined in this dreary place

There are two paths that one may grace

Resting in glory of Heaven’s sacred keep

Or screaming in fire of Hell’s black deep

 


The living dare not venture through

While in the earth we silently brood

Is it fear or shame keeping them away?

I wonder, does their guilt heavily weigh?

 


No more wanderers through these rows

We do not ask for much, why oppose?

Just one visit, or have you forgotten?

Living life while our bodies rotten

 


No one sees the spirits’ restlessness

But not all the residents are motionless

I have discarded death’s loathsome throes

So I may appease their lonely woes

 


At night I visit the graves one-by-one

And return to my crypt at the rising sun

I hunger, over living flesh I drool

You can call me undead, zombie, or ghoul
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 The
City in the Sea

by

Edgar Allan Poe

 


Lo! Death has reared himself a throne

In a strange city lying alone

Far down within the dim West,

Where the good and the bad and the worst and
the best

Have gone to their eternal rest.

There shrines and palaces and towers

(Time-eaten towers that tremble not!)

Resemble nothing that is ours.

Around, by lifting winds forgot,

Resignedly beneath the sky

The melancholy waters lie.

 


No rays from the holy heaven come down

On the long night-time of that town;

But light from out the lurid sea

Streams up the turrets silently—

Gleams up the pinnacles far and free—

Up domes- up spires- up kingly halls—

Up fanes- up Babylon-like walls—

Up shadowy long-forgotten bowers

Of sculptured ivy and stone flowers—

Up many and many a marvellous shrine

Whose wreathed friezes intertwine

The viol, the violet, and the vine.

Resignedly beneath the sky

The melancholy waters lie.

So blend the turrets and shadows there

That all seem pendulous in air,

While from a proud tower in the town

Death looks gigantically down.

 


There open fanes and gaping graves

Yawn level with the luminous waves;

But not the riches there that lie

In each idol’s diamond eye—

Not the gaily-jewelled dead

Tempt the waters from their bed;

For no ripples curl, alas!

Along that wilderness of glass—

No swellings tell that winds may be

Upon some far-off happier sea—

No heavings hint that winds have been

On seas less hideously serene.

 


But lo, a stir is in the air!

The wave- there is a movement there!

As if the towers had thrust aside,

In slightly sinking, the dull tide—

As if their tops had feebly given

A void within the filmy Heaven.

The waves have now a redder glow—

The hours are breathing faint and low—

And when, amid no earthly moans,

Down, down that town shall settle hence,

Hell, rising from a thousand thrones,

Shall do it reverence.
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