
INTRODUCTION // EDGAR ALLAN POE’S SNIFTER OF TERROR 
 
Edgar Allan Poe was born during a dreary Boston January in 1809. Two hundred years later, 
sitting some twenty miles northwest of that fabled city, here in the Literature Department at St. 
Thecla’s, I am able to picture precisely the unrelenting gray of the skies at that particular time of 
the year. When I think of the frigid atmosphere which descends upon New England in winter, 
and which I imagine must have only been exacerbated by the urban grime of Poe’s infancy, it 
seems to me no miracle at all that these conditions led to the creation of America’s first, and to 
date only, dark Romantic Genius. 
 
Poe’s gloomy birth seemed to seal his fate: his parents were actors, his father abandoning the 
family when Poe was only a year old; his mother died of consumption the following year, and 
Poe was taken in by a wealthy Virginian named John Allan, from whom Poe would derive his 
middle name, yet who neglected to formally adopt the boy and ensure his future comfort. From 
the harshness of his life the Artist turned to drink, a fact that is made much of in the pages you 
are regrettably about to read. Indeed, I suspect now that the “Snifter of Terror” of the title is 
intended not, as I initially thought, as a warning of the tragedies visited upon our poor Genius by 
a world that failed to appreciate him and his gifts but—in the words of my singularly untalented 
and unhireable former graduate student Michael Lutz, whom I’ve been told suggested my name 
for this introduction—“a joke.” 
 
Imagine my confusion, furthermore, when I saw the book I had been asked to introduce featured 
not only words, but accompanying illustrations, like some sort of tale for children. Indeed, the 
pictures in most of the contributions outnumber the words considerably! The reader should be 
cautioned against placing too much hope in the occasional short stories and poems that appear, 
which are unfortunately just as dreadful as the rest of it. What is so terrible, you might wonder? 
What harm could this volume inflict on me, a reader with sensibilities hardened to the bleak 
truths of the decadent cosmos, a disposition that inclines me in the first place to supplicate at 
the altar of the Almighty Poe? 
 
Well, not only is this book seemingly “joking” in its appreciation of the Artist (he is shown to 
vomit a number of times, which I cannot argue did not happen or is inaccurate in any way, yet I 
must wonder at its inclusion here), but its attempts to retell his classic sketches of the macabre 
are quite simply wrong. How is the masterful story of double identity and suspense, “William 
Wilson”, here so badly misread that it takes place on modern Wall Street, and includes female 
characters with agency? Why does the undeniable classic of mounting dread “The Fall of the 
House of Usher” become a murderous farce that, if I dare say it, might be commenting on the 
state of today’s politics? 
 
Indeed, a favored target in this volume, aside from the Poet himself, is our democratically 
elected President and his supporters, who are portrayed uniformly as grotesque neanderthals, 
despite the reality that several esteemed literature professors are among their ranks. When Poe 
or the leader of the free world are not in the crosshairs, we are treated to even more bizarre 
inclusions: manglings of Verne and Goethe, pseudo-original tales preoccupied with breakfast 



foods, and even several examples of vomiting people who are not gross bastardizations of one 
of the greatest creative minds to ever live. 
 
It would seem that when Poe died in 1849, forsaken by the world and delirious on the streets of 
Baltimore, the worst had passed. The tragedy was consummated. But I regret to report this may 
not be the case: for what is the book in your hands but that tragedy extended, yet another 
tiresome volley in the contemporary siege against intelligent, sensitive, but deeply 
misunderstood white men who marry 13-year-old girls? 
 
I write this introduction not to praise the collection that follows, but to warn you. Indeed, had the 
contract not already been signed, I suspect the editors would not let my words see the light of 
day. But I have done my duty, and informed you of the peril you face. I trust, dear reader, that 
you will make the right choice, and turn your eyes to better matters. 
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