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It is not long before my limbs are stirring once more 
and my mind comes to a clicking, clattering beginning. 

My first conscious realization is the weight of my 
tongue, pressed against the inside of my lips. I force 
the slab of muscle from between my teeth. At this 
movement, a sound befalls my ears. Curiosity piqued, 
I attempt to discern what noise had just been made. 
After a mere second of questioning, I am able to place a 
name upon the uttered sound: a gasp. A gasp is a sound 
to recognize shock, appreciation, or horror – right? I 
nod to myself in my mind, thinking, right as I suddenly 
become aware of the foul stench assaulting my nose.

Oh! What an awful stench. I wrinkle my nose against 
it, wishing to spat and splutter out against such a putrid 
smell. The shock of the stench forces my eyes open. I 
blink back goo and fog as my mind works to remember 
how to process all of the information that is flooding 
through my brain. Lights pool around me and I set to 
work upon adapting to the sudden change of light. I 
wonder what dark, dank hole I must have been stuffed 
in to be so unaccustomed to such seemingly dim lights! 

“Dear Lord,” a voice whispers frightfully. 

As my eyes begin to work out the patterns of lights, 
two looming, foreboding shadows are cast over me. 
I become fearful as to where I am – has Hell finally 
called upon me, and are these my tormentors? – but my 
fears are relinquished when the voice speaks again. If 
my ears do not deceive me, the voice certainly comes 
from one of the shadows – most likely the one from my 

right. “Should we ask him questions?” 

The second voice scoffs. “Well, almost certainly, yes. 
To assess whether he has full consciousness or not.” 

I attempt to make sense of what the voices are discuss-
ing when a question is fired at me. “What year were 
you born!?” The voice is forceful and abrupt. I fight 
against grinding my teeth together in sheer disgust; no 
man, woman, or child speaks to me in such a manner! 
It was as if he thought I was lower than him. Although 
I am merely a poor, drunken writer, I have no doubts 
that I at the very least deserve the respect and common 
decency to be addressed as a human being rather than a 
mere object. 

While contemplating whether to grace this obtrusive 
shadow with an answer to his intrusive question, the 
second shadow begins to drawl. “It doesn’t seem as if 
the brain cells were preserved enough.” He mutters a 
light curse beneath his breath at that. 

There is almost a detached sigh that comes from the 
shadow closest to me. Contours are beginning to de-
velop and I am able to mark out the distinct shape and 
characteristic of a man. The man is roughly six foot, 
while his companion is arguably three to four inches 
shorter than he. His face is coming into a sharp focus. It 
is long and angular, with a lean nose and dark eyes. 

“But the last few specimens worked.” His words are 
almost sulking. “Even the ones that had been dead for 
10, 20 years – “

I begin to tune him out after the word “dead.” Dead? 
What in any name is he talking about?

“I never said there was a guarantee,” the latter of the 
two retorts calmly. “You are the one who got your 
own hopes up. I will not allow you to pin the blame of 
disappointment upon me!” The first of the two simply 
makes a harrumph noise, and I see that he has crossed 
his arms across his chest in a rude, childish gesture.

The second of the two is small, with fair, blond hair and 
startling blue eyes. His eyes are hidden behind wide 



and round spectacles. I regard him warily and blink, 
before locking gazes with the tall and brooding man. I 
expel a bit of air that was held in my lungs, and I cough 
– almost as if cobwebs were being formed inside my 
lungs. 

I begin to form the words to answer the skulking ques-
tion, but as I open my mouth to speak, no words come 
out. A searing sting rises from my throat and grips me 
with terror and pain. Have I lost the ability to talk!? 

A low, gurgling sound bursts forth from my lips. Both 
of the men’s eyes suddenly light up with interest, and 
the pair lean in closer to me. “What was that?” the 
blond man asks stoically. 

I push the words out. “January 19th.” It comes out as 
a low, throaty croak; Jahhn-yew-airy. Naiinteen-thuh. 
Both the men cast an almost furtive glance at each 
other, before the tall one breaks out into a grin. “By the 
great Cthulhu,” he murmurs. “It is his birthday.” 

The sudden need to sit up seizes me, and I attempt to 
force my stomach muscles to move in a manner as to 
help my body sit upright, but the muscles refuse to 
work. I am exasperated with the condition of my body. 
Where in the world am I, and why does everything feel 
so stale and unused?

“What is your name?” the blond man asks edgily. 

“Edgar Poe,” I retort back, just as edgily as he. I 
grimace as I flex my fingers. They creak and crack in 
protest at the abuse. 

“Name one city in which you have lived,” the tall one 
asks cautiously. I ponder for a moment that he would 
know of my whereabouts enough as to ask the name 
of one city that I have lived in – almost as if he knows 
I’ve lived in numerous cities! Nonetheless, I chose to 
answer him, albeit begrudgingly. Such personal ques-
tions coming from complete strangers. However, I am 
aware that I am completely at their mercy, and that they 
could strike me dead if they so desired. 

“How does Philadelphia sound to you?” 

The tall man nods. “Yes, that is one of the cities,” he 
breathes. “Are you conscious, uh, Mr. Poe?” 

“If by ‘conscious,’ you mean, ‘thinking plainly,’ then 
yes, yes I am.”Having worked out most of the kinks in 
my fingers, I begin to flick my wrists back and forth. 

Suddenly – as if the tall man was suddenly gripped 
with an unending amount of energy – he begins to jump 
up and down, evidently out of excitement. “It’s really 
him! It is truly the Edgar Allan Poe! Herbert, we have 
succeeded in bringing back one of the most influential 
writers of America!” 

“What do you mean, ‘we,’” the man (palpably called 
“Herbert”) mumbles beneath his breath. But I am too 
focused on his statement of, “one of the most influen-
tial writers of America.” I try to remember when I have 
ever been considered a truly influential writer. Mostly, 
my works have been unread. I cannot even begin to 
fathom what this man is thinking of if he is to call me 
“influential!” 

As I begin to work my ankles into a circle, the tall man 
grabs my hand and pumps it up and down furiously. “It 
is a pleasure to meet you, Mr. Poe,” he nearly gushes. I 
feel as if my arm is about to pop off as he continues to 
yank my arm up and down. “I have waited for nearly 
20 years, you see, to actually get the chance to talk to 
you – you have influenced my own writing in so many 
ways, Mr. Poe, I cannot even begin to thank you – what 
has it been like? What is the last thing you remember? 
What day is it, at least in your perception? Who is 
President from your memory? What was the last war? 
What – “

“You’re going to put him in cardiac arrest if you con-
tinue abusing his arm and asking him so many ques-
tions in such quick succession.” The one called Herbert 
gently pries the tall one’s hand away from my own 
hand (a gesture which I will always be thankful for) 
and turns his eyes to me. “What year is it?”

I cough and wheeze. “If you do not stop asking me so 
many questions without, at the very least, introducing 
yourselves, than I will refuse to answer any more until 
proper customaries are met.” 

Herbert nods curtly. “My name is Herbert West. I cur-
rently work for the military in the, ah, war.” (I wonder 
which country I am in momentarily – there is no war 
going on in America currently! – but I ignore my con-
fusion in order to be introduced to the next male.)

“And I am Howard Lovecraft,” the tall one with brood-
ing eyes says. “I am a writer, primarily crossing into 
the genre of science fiction, and I consider you to be a 
great influence upon my life.” 

I nod at both of them. “Will one of you help me sit 
up straight? For some reason, I cannot sit up on my 



own.” Howard promptly agrees, seeming almost eager. 
He palms my arm and my shirt eagerly, touching me 
entirely too much for such a simplistic job. I think 
about commenting upon the inappropriate touching, but 
decide against it. To do such would mean being a rude 
guest, and I surely am a guest in this home. 

“I am Edgar Poe, as I have mentioned previously.” 
Howard nods enthusiastically, whereas Herbert seems 
curious and thoughtful.

Herbert leans in closer to me, examining my face and 
my neck. “The decay is almost complete in so many 
separate patches,” he notes. Decay? What decay? I 
raise a hand to finger my neck, but Howard quickly 
slaps my hand away. 

“Keep your hands by your side,” he warns. “You may 
not feel too pleasant once…. Just keep them by your 
side.” 

I choose not to question such complete advice from the 
kindly – if not passionate – Howard. “What is the last 
thing you remember?” Herbert asks me, his voice mus-
ing and inquisitive. 

I strain my memory. “Darkness,” I finally respond. 
“I recall falling…as if slipping into a deep tunnel of 
black. I feel as if I fell into a gutter of some sorts, but 
for reasons I cannot remember. I remember a dream 
in which I discussed matters of my own impending 
maladies with doctors, before finally collapsing back 
into black. Then the moment in which I awoke in this 
room.” 

“Fascinating,” Herbert mutters, while Howard looks 
pensive but not the least bit surprised. In fact, he almost 
looks resolved – as if I have merely confirmed some-
thing that he has always thought. 

How I do wonder what is happening! These two men 
seem so completely fascinated by me. I appear to be in 
some sort of medical hall – I will assume I am in a hos-
pital of sorts – but these two men, one of them clearly a 
doctor, do not seem to be asking me what is ailing me. 
I wonder why they have been called to help me through 
the trauma I am apparently being gripped with. I do 
wish to ask them what it is exactly they are here for, 
but once again, I do not wish to be rude, so I bite my 
tongue and allow them to explain it in their own time. 

“What year is it?” Howard asks eagerly after a few 
silent, pensive moments where the air was thick with 
reflection. 

I hesitate a moment, before saying, “1849. I was never 
good with dates, but give or take a few years – that 
should be appropriate.”

Both of the men break into astonished smiles. Howard 
casts a glance upon Herbert. “Should we talk to him 
about what we have done?” he implores, stealing a 
quick look at me before focusing his attention once 
again upon Herbert. Herbert frowns and looks down at 
the examination table.

“The last few times I have spoken the truth,” he says in 
a slow and clear voice, “the men have questioned their 
own sanity and my sanity. They have not believed it. 
One, as I’m sure I have told you numerous times, even 
killed himself. That one was at 20 years,” he adds. “At 
nearly 100, I do not know what he is going to do.” 

“What are you talking about?” I deadpan. Nearly 100? 
I’m barely 40.

The two men share one more, quick look before 
Howard turns to me. “Edgar,” he says gently – almost 
lovingly. “It is not 1849.” 

“No?” I ask, tilting my head to the side. A feeling of 
guilt and dread rises in my gut, but I quickly squash it. 
“What year is it, then?”

“It is 1935,” Howard says.

For a moment, I think I have heard Howard wrongly; I 
laugh. My laugh sounds startled and forced, for I know 
I have not heard the man wrong. Perhaps he is the one 
that is mad? But at the serious, resolute stares of both 
Howard and Hebert, I know that the both of them – 
one a level headed scientist, the other a free thinking 
science fiction writer – truly believe that is 1935. “You 
cannot be serious.” 

Herbert hands over a newspaper, in which the date is 
clearly spread across the page, with the year in clear 
black ink. 1935. I gawp at the page, unable to take in 
that so many years have passed since I was last con-
scious and able to think. Darkness, darkness – how 
long had I sat in darkness? 86 years? I feel my face 
pale as I attempt to wrap my mind around such a num-
ber. 

“How the hell did you make 86 years go by!?” I yelp 
at the both of them. I cannot even begin to comprehend 
what is happening around me. It must be an elaborate 
prank pulled by the grim Griswold - yes, I decide. The 



angry and bitter Griswold has concocted this whole 
set up in order to tarnish my reputation and to have an 
excuse to cast me aside as a madman. He believed that 
he had been transported 86 years into the future, I can 
almost hear him mock. Why do you admire his writing 
so when he is clearly ill of the mind? 

The pair sigh collectively. Herbert pushes his spectacles 
up upon the bridge of his nose and stares at me. “We 
did not make 86 years go by. We did not transport you 
into the future. We brought you back from the dead.” 

There is silence following his bold statement. I am not 
sure what I am having a harder time accepting – the 
idea that he has brought someone back from the dead, 
or the idea that I have been dead for 86 grueling years! 
How much history have I missed? Has my writing 
faded into oblivion? (Obviously not, if the over exuber-
ant Howard was so eager and pleased to meet me.) I 
grapple with words, trying to formulate a statement, a 
question – anything – but all that I can muster out of 
my thick throat is a whimpering “oh.” 

Herbert seems to notice my struggle. He graciously 
explains the answers to the questions I cannot ask. “As 
I’ve explained previously, I work for the military. We 
are facing a second World War.” He ignores my gaping 
expression. “For the past 30 or so years, I have been 
obsessed with the prospect of reanimating corpses. 
Dear Howard has been my assistant throughout the 
whole process, right back to the time when we would 
animate mere animal corpses.

“The process has been long and grueling,” he contin-
ues. “At the point in my younger days when I began 
to experiment with human corpses, I could not get the 
solutions correct and I would wind up creating essential 
monsters. After a few painful mishaps and an almost 
fatal collision, I finally mastered the formula balance 
to bring a corpse back to near pristine condition. I 
was able to animate corpses that were days old, until I 
finally began perfecting it further, until I branched out 
upon corpses that were nearly 20, 30 years old. Corpses 
older than my own body is today.” 

Howard stands beside the mad scientist Herbert, nod-
ding enthusiastically, as if punctuating each of his state-
ments. “It’s all true,” he nods. As if I had any reason to 
disbelieve him! 

Herbert continues, “as repayment for his years of 
loyalty, I promised that, once I perfected reanimating 
long decayed corpses, we would attempt to reanimate 
your corpse. I, of course, had Howard dig up your 

corpse from the grave. I hope you don’t mind.” The last 
comment was uttered innocently, almost sarcastically. 
I think about feeling angry that Howard disturbed my 
grave – but at the look of complete awe and adoration 
on Howard’s face, my minimal anger melts away. All 
that is left is shock. Dead? Me? 

“What about my writings?” I croak out.

Howard bounces to answer this one. “You are famous, 
now,” he says with a broad smile. “Children read your 
stories in their classes all around the world. You are 
recognized as one of the best writers America has ever 
seen.” His face falls slightly. “Too bad no one recog-
nized your genius in your own time.

“Yeah,” I murmur. “Too bad.” I attempt to roll my 
shoulders, and am slightly satisfied and distracted by 
the popping and crackling as I force my old, withered 
bones to move. I bring a hand up to my neck and finger 
the fleshy holes there that reveal bone and charcoaled, 
crumbling muscles. Oh. Decay. 

As if reading my mind, Howard begins to go on a quick 
history synopsis of the past 100 years. “Well, there was 
this gigantic war. It’s called the Civil War. It freed the 
slaves.” Howard’s face turns into a sour grimace and I 
cannot say I disagree with his distaste. What a change 
in history! But his face quickly molds back to that of 
extreme joy when he realizes who his company is. 
“Many, many other wars have occurred. Most notably, 
the first World War, which has invariably lead us into 
the second World War, which is right around the corner 
as we speak – but happening overseas. At the moment 
we’re neck deep into a depression. President Roosevelt 
is pulling us out of it, albeit slowly. So much has hap-
pened all around the world.” 

War? Civil war? What does that mean? A kind war? 
Who lead this war? I burn with questions for Howard, 
but do not ask them. If I could, I would listen to an oral 
history of the past 100 years until I died once again. 
However, I doubt that is what Howard and Herbert 
want to do with me. “Why did you bring me back?” I 
ask them almost warily. 

Herbert’s eyes twinkle just as much as Howard’s do. 
“I have not gone public with my scientific discover-
ies,” he says. “I have been waiting for a big bang, so 
to speak. You, of course, will be the catalyst to speed 
up the process. Many will be disgruntled with my, ah, 
findings. But to give someone such as yourself back the 
gift of life – why, that is a marvelous feat. You could 
continue writing…give seminars to prodigal writers…



you will be regarded as royalty.” 

The idea excites me slightly. In a life where my writ-
ing has been cast aside, it is intriguing to know that 
people actually value what I have written! It is a surreal 
thought. But the idea of giving seminars on how to 
write, and the concept of actually being able to survive 
off of my writing propel me forward. I am suddenly 
giddy with anticipation for such a life! I turn to both 
Howard and Herbert, grinning. They both smile back at 
me, Howard just as eagerly as I am smiling.

“Would you mind signing a book for me?” he asks 
abruptly. He turns behind him and pulls out a weather-
worn copy of a book titled, “the Complete Anthology 
of Edgar Allan Poe” and a pen.

I nod and grab the pen and book from his hands. I open 
it to the front cover, quickly scrawl my name, and hand 
it back to him. The expression on his face is one that 
reminds me of a young child receiving a bag of candies 
and chocolates.

Herbert holds his hand out to me. “Would you like to 
attempt to walk?” he asks. I take his hand – a gesture 
that means “yes, of course!” – and swing my legs 
around the gurney. My legs are stiff from the disuse. 
I slide off of the table and onto the ground, stumbling 
slightly. Herbert grips me tightly, careful not to let go 
of me. Howard drops the book off to a secure location 
and then grabs my other arm.

“Where are we going to go first?” Howard asks excit-
edly. 

“Let’s go to the college,” Herbert says thoughtfully. 
Howard nods, and the two help me walk. At first, we 
begin to walk in circles – just to get my legs adjusted. 
Once I feel sufficient enough, they let go of me. I 
wobble as I stand on my own two feet for the first time, 
but I quickly gain balance. 

I look around me, taking in my surroundings for the 
first time. I am not in a hospital as I had once imagined; 
I am more in a laboratory. There are vats of chemicals 
all around, some taller than I, some small enough that 
they barely reach my knee. I glance around the room 
and turn towards the two men. “Would you mind if I 
have a look around the room? I would love to see the 
scientific advancements humanity has made since I 
have last known the world.” 

The two nod at my request. Herbert walks towards one 
of the vats, as if a tour guide, and begins to explain it 

all to me. The vats are filled with acids. He rattles off 
the names of the chemical compounds, but the nomen-
clature is lost upon my ears. I merely nod and smile 
and take interest in the way some must be boiled while 
others are iced over. 

He shows me to the instruments, and explains to me 
what each thing does. He explains to me the recent 
scientific discoveries. I stand, fascinated at the ad-
vances in electricity. As if sharing in my excitement, 
he shows me how a “flashlight” flickers on and off. I 
nearly jump out of my own skin due to the shock and 
the brightness of the light! Howard grins and laughs 
along with Herbert and I at how startled and amazed I 
am at the discoveries. I am excited to be a part of this 
new century! 

As I turn to follow Herbert towards the next invention, 
my foot gets snagged. My body is still old and decrepit, 
after so many years left to rot in the earth. I am unsur-
prised when I hear the crunch of bone. I wince – more 
at the shock of what I know is about to happen than at 
the pain – and I look down to assess the damage. My 
ankle has snapped clean off of my leg. The bones click 
together as my leg swings helplessly against the ankle. 

At that moment, I realize I’m balancing on one ankle 
alone. As if just to spite me, I begin to lose balance. I 
flail my arms wildly. Both Herbert and Howard – who 
are on the other side of the room, not having noticed 
the trauma I am going through – turn around at my 
startled yelp as I begin to fall. Howard’s face crumples 
when he sees that my ankle has simply snapped off 
of my leg! Herbert’s jaw is dropped, and I am flailing 
madly as I hop around wildly on one foot. 

It isn’t long until even I can see my new fate. Although 
I attempt to avoid it, I am hopping blindly towards a 
vat of acid. Oh, how I wish I knew the name of this 
acid! Perhaps it will not hurt me? But I know that there 
is no hope for me at this point. I try to steady myself 
as I draw closer to this vat. I am about three feet 
away from the vat, crawling ever closer to it as I 
attempt to balance myself out on one foot. Howard 
and Herbert are both rushing towards me, but it is 
almost as if they’re in slow motion.

My arms windmill wildly and I fall, face forward, 
into the vat of acid. As I fall, hear Howard scream, 
“NO! EDGAR, COME BACK!” (As if I could 
simply fly over the vat!) 

I topple in and the first thing to hit the acid is my 



head. The acid sizzles happily and begins crunching 
away at hair and bone. (How thankful I am that there is 
no skin there – merely skull – so I do not have to suffer 
this pain!) 

I feel pressure on my foot but know that it is a hope-
less cause. I think I can hear both Howard and Herbert 
mewling pitifully at my disastrous end, but we all know 
what fate has befallen me: a second death, this time 
much more gruesome than the first. At my first chance 
of life, I fell face first into a gutter; now, as my second 
chance, I have fallen face first into a vat of acid!

And, just like that, I blink out of existence once more.
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