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 At the corner of Green and North 7th Street is a small brick building with an excessive 

amount of windows overlooking residential homes in the bustling city, Philadelphia. Although 

there are records that he has lived in other states on the eastern coast, this was at one point a 

place Edgar Allen Poe called home. Today, his house is open to the public and a part of the 

National Park Service. When given the opportunity to visit his home and learn more about his 

life firsthand, I quickly hopped on a bus to Philadelphia with other students sharing the same 

interest. 

 Famous for improving the gothic horror genre, Poe revolutionized the 1800’s. Through 

his poetry and short stories, Poe wrote many pieces reflecting his life. Some of which were 

written in that very house I visited.  

Since I enjoy Edgar Allen Poe as an author, I had high hopes for this trip. The house 

looked surprisingly cheerful from the outside; not what I expected from an author who created 

grotesque pieces. One of which featured his home and spoke a lot about his basement, a story 

called “The Black Cat.” 

Poe had a strong love toward his cat Pluto, in the story. After going out one night and 

coming back drunk, he ended up cutting out Pluto’s eye because the cat irritated him. The cat 

lived, but Poe couldn’t come to terms with what he had done and decided to kill the cat as a way 

to put him out of his misery. Later in the story, Poe gets a new cat similar to Pluto but doesn’t 
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realize this cat is also missing an eye until a little while after. When Poe goes to kill the second 

cat in his cellar, his wife steps in and he lunges an axe at her head. He hid the corpse in the walls 

of his basement and when cops came knocking on his door to investigate, Poe confidently 

showed them around. In the cellar, Poe shows his arrogance by knocking on the wall where his 

dead wife was lodged and eventually the walls crumble down from an outside source and the 

black cat sat on top of the corpse.  

Having this background knowledge made the descent into the cellar much more 

invigorating. Although we weren’t able to use the stairwell due to its fragile structure I could still 

hear the creaking wood echoing through the empty room, as the cops from “The Black Cat” 

stood astonished. The wooden beams supporting the floor above us was home to hundreds of 

cobwebs with various insects scurrying around. The window allowed in light from the world 

above us and illuminated one corner of the room where a wall was obvious eroded. The tour 

guides assured my group this was only coincidental, however I did catch glimpses of students 

shuddering. This could have been from the lack of warmth in Poe’s cellar, or the eerie current 

passing through the travelers.  

 The rest of Poe’s home consisted of plain white walls with the occasional recreated life-

sized images of a fireplace or other furniture. I experienced nothing less than a constant ominous 

feeling as I walked through several rooms in Poe’s home. There weren’t many artifacts at this 

specific location, but the recreated images provided a depiction of how Poe lived. With very little 

in the images, there’s an idea he had a seldom life.  

 There was a lot of unnerving history during his brief stay in Philadelphia. Throughout the 

six years Poe lived there with his wife Virginia, and her mother Maria, he struggled with late 

nights on the town and destructive drinking habits.  
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 It only seemed fitting that Poe wrote graphic stories and poetry about death because of 

his tormenting past. Virginia suffered from tuberculosis and Poe did as much as he could to help 

her. In the end it wasn’t enough and Virginia died, leaving him behind to deal with whatever the 

world had in store for him. 

 It was an interesting experience when visiting the Poe house. I had expected to encounter 

more of his famous pieces, along with the different artifacts he had during his stay in 

Philadelphia. As I previously stated, Poe’s house was very plain, but it was a good sized home 

for the three people living there at the time. The general structure and decorations of his home 

didn’t exhibit a gloomy, dark individual and according to the tour guide, it’s because the six 

years he spent in Philadelphia were some of his better, happier moments in his life. 

 Upon arriving at his home, I was taken to a room with the other literary students and 

watched a short film about Poe and his life. The tour guide kept a close eye on the students and 

warned us not to touch the walls. While walking through Poe’s house, I had a sudden rebellious 

urge and grazed my hand against a bumpy, rigid white wall where I imagined Poe slouched 

against in an inebriated state. Bits of the aged white wall crumbled to the ground, leaving behind 

a powder marking my defiant actions.  

 The group traveled through Poe’s parlor, and kitchen on the first floor. Upstairs, we read 

verses from “The Tell-Tale Heart” and cautiously walked into the master bedroom. His closet 

wasn’t filled with old, stale mothball scented trousers, but instead of his laminated works. There 

were criticisms from his days as “the man with the tomahawk.” This nickname was given to him 

because of Poe’s harsh literary criticisms. 

  Poe had accomplished a lot in his life and greatly influenced the literary and 

fictional writing world. True Poe fanatics flaunt the fact that he created the modern detective 
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story when he wrote, “The Murders in the Rue Morgue.” This was another popular piece 

published while living in Philadelphia. In 1932 this short detective story became a popular movie 

choice in early cinema.  

 Although I wasn’t as impressed with Poe’s house as I expected to be, it was still an 

interesting trip. There is something satisfying about visiting famous author’s homes because as a 

fan, one can see the setting in which certain pieces were written, and how those times influenced 

great writers. When I stepped foot into this house I was a tourist. As I walked out the door, I 

stood next to a giant raven statue and looked back at the house where I had now become a part of 

Edgar Allen Poe’s history. 


