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Having been rejected in marriage by Miss Royster in the fall of 1849 my brother, Edgar Allan Poe resolved to return to the small cottage he had been letting in Fordham, New York. He had allowed his mother-in-law, Maria Clemm, whom he called Muddy, to live there in his absence. She followed when Poe moved his young wife into the house three years previous. Muddy was very talented in the kitchen, so I imagine Edgar thought this the tonic that might lift his spirits. 

I have no idea if Edgar collected a rental fee from Muddy to keep current on his rent for the property, although I’m doubting it. When he first took up residence, he was paying Mr. Valentine $100 per year. After Edgar passed, Maria moved out of the home which indicated to me she had not been paying rent. I was told she lived off Edgars’ friends' goodwill, including Henry Wadsworth Longfellow. Edgar had important friends and I didn’t care for Muddy begging them for money or board. 

In my opinion, Edgar impetuously married our cousin, Virginia, when the lass was only thirteen years old. He was eleven years her senior at the time, which I gander caused the wagging of a few old crones’ tongues. Edgar and Virginia, he called her Sissy, never had children of their own, I suppose because of her persistent ill health and early demise. I wondered if they even consummated the marriage, a thought I never shared with a living soul. Sadly, Sissy died of consumption at just twenty-four years old, only one year after moving into the house. 

That house seemed to offer Edgar a great amount of comfort though I was never sure if it was the house itself, the rural setting, or perhaps its close proximity to the New York literary establishments. He never confided the reason to me. 

As for myself, I am Miss Rosalie Mackenzie Poe, the youngest of the three Poe children. We were the offspring of David Poe, who deserted us before I was born, and Eliza Poe, who died of consumption while I was an infant.

It always annoyed me when people claimed my two brothers and I did not have the same father. It was really none of their business and somewhat of an insult to our mother. Having said that, it should have been more obvious to me since Joseph Gallego from Richmond Virginia left me $2,000 in his will when he died in 1818. I did not know the bloke but have come to the realization that he was most likely my biological father. If Edgar or David knew, they never shared that information with me.

I was sent to live with William and Jamie Mackenzie from Richmond Virginia. Edgar went to live with the Allan family and just as I became a Mackenize, so he an Allan, although my brother never used the middle name “Allan, as he had had a falling out with Mr. Allan while attending university.” 

Edgar sometimes visited our school where he would read to my class, but that ended abruptly. The silly hussies in my class always flirted with him to no end which only served to embarrass him.  Anyway, enough about me, you are most likely interested in knowing about the great poet and storyteller, my brother Edgar. Seems that is all most folks ask me about is my brother even though I established myself as a poet as well. 

Both Edgar’s great works and his tragic life are well documented. But his death is shrouded in mystery and has been distracting me ever since I learnt he passed. I was able to gain much more information about that tragic night when I made a wellness check to Baltimore for my Church to call on a past deacon who was ailing. This was in 1850, the year after Edgar died. I arrived a few days early to question those who knew Edgar and perhaps might have more information on his demise. I paid for a room at the Fells Point Inn, nearby to Gunners Hall, where Edgar frequented and was last seen alive. Gunners served both as a bar and a polling place. 

In correspondence with Miss Royster, I learnt Edgar had been in Richmond from July through September of 1849. He had been looking at a potential magazine venture which, like most business matters in Edgar’s life, didn’t happen due to lack of funds. At the time he arrived in Richmond, he was ill with cholera which he claimed gave him hallucinations. It was thought by some though, including Miss Royster, that he had been drinking again. Edgar denied this claim vociferously. Miss Royster, a lady of social stature in Richmond, simply could not chance to marry an alcoholic. 

Edgar’s health improved enough to give lectures to earn money to return to New York. Whether true or just swanking, he told friends he had an editor’s position and a potential wife there. But alas, he never made it to New York. 

After checking into the Inn I made my way to Gunner’s tavern, through the dense fog that forever blanketed the city in a hazy shroud of dull brown. It had been election day on October 3rd, 1849, the date Edgar was last seen alive. As circumstances would have it, it was another election day when I arrived. 

Business had been good for Gunners according to a woman just leaving. I stopped and asked her a few questions, but she was in a hurry to get back home before her husband arrived. Since women weren’t allowed to vote, at least in a public election I wondered what she had been doing there in the first place. 

The combination tavern and election hall was filled with people. I couldn’t get anyone to speak to me, and even if they did, I doubt I would have heard what they said. When a barstool opened up on the far end, I sat in it, much to the horror of the barkeep behind the bar. I ordered a sarsaparilla. 

“Hold on there, ma’am,” he stated. “Women don’t sit at the bar, It’s... it's considered... unladylike,” he stammered through perhaps the thickest handlebar mustache I had ever laid eyes on. 

“Sir,” I replied, using my best lady-like voice, whatever that is, “I require information from you. I have ordered a beverage so there can be no reason why I cannot sit here to enjoy my beverage and wait for your reply. So please, my good man, fetch my sarsaparilla.”

We exchanged hard stares for a moment. Finally, he smiled and left to fetch my sarsaparilla. In a few moments, he was back and set the beverage in front of me. I handed him one of those new half-cent coins for my drink and then slid another across the bar at him. Looking up into his eyes, I said, “Sir, about that information if you would be so inclined.”
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