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INTRODUCTION 

The East Texas Po' Kid 
Finds Poe and Hopes 
You Will Too 
by Joe R. Lansdale 

WHEN I WAS A KID IN EAST TEXAS, early 

on, before I outgrew it and became 

healthy as the proverbial horse, I was 

sickly and therefore spent a lot of time in- 

doors, away from Texas heat. 

You have to realize this was before air 

conditioning was readily available. I re- 

member when air conditioning first ap- 

peared in a local store, me and my 

nephew and niece —they were about my 

age, as my brother was seventeen when 1 

was born —used to go to the grocery store, 

Philip's Grocery to be exact, so we could 

stand inside and feel the cool and we'd 

buy these big soda pops called Top Colas 

and candy bars of mixed denominations, 

then we'd go over to Green's, which was a 

kind of catch-all store, buy comics and 

walk home in hellish heat that threatened 

to melt you. 

It was this kind of weather that kept me 

inside, especially mid-day, mid-summer, 

and when my nephew and niece were not 

visiting, I liked to lay up in my bed with 

the window fan on, the wet straw backing 

fueled by the water hose, and read 

comics. And when I wanted something 

stronger, well, I read Edgar Allan Poe. 

Let me tell you, Poe was nothing like 

East Texas. His world was dark and full of 

dusty rooms and old deeds, mad men and 

dead folks. Poe's tales twisted my little 

gourd like an old-fashioned wash ringer 

twists a wet rag. 

His was a world full of men on the 

edge, about to go off and go crazy. A 

world of beating hearts beneath floor 

boards, squawking black ravens that sig- 

naled doom, horrid red plagues, nasty 

black cats, and deformed men who wore 

jester outfits and hopped like frogs. 

For my taste, this was highly superior 

to a goat roping or a rodeo or some 

school function. Here was a world where 

some really nasty business went on that 

was interesting, and when you wanted to, 

all you had to do was close the book, and 

it went away. 

Well, you wanted it to go away. 

That was what was unique about Poe. 

Like Edgar Rice Burroughs, but in a totally 

different way, his worlds did not go away, 

they lingered. They were real. And maybe, 

just maybe, not really that far away. 

Add to this the Roger Corman films. 

With the assistance of such fantasy 

greats as Richard Matheson and Charles 

Beaumont, more noted for their work on 

the classic Twilight Zone television show, 

Corman was making a series of movies 

based on Poe stories. Well, loosely based. 

Very loosely. And there was a reason 

for this. Most of the Poe stories, like The 

Pit and the Pendulum, were brief, and what 

made them horrifying was the way the 

characters perceived the events, as well as 

mood and atmosphere. This was not 

enough for a full length feature, so the 
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stories were modified to make entertain- 

ing screen plays. 

I loved them. 

I loved a number of films based on 

Poe stories. 

But... they were not Poe. 

Poe was darker, and far more savage, 

and so far ahead of his time. I believe it is 

only now that we are beginning to catch 

up to and understand more fully the sav- 

age psychological impact of his tales, as 

opposed to more simplistic stories of mon- 

sters and booger bears. 

Poe was a madman, and he shared his 

madness with us through a series of tales 

and sketches and poems. The off-the-wall 

nature of his stories and the uncertainty of 

his characters7 perceptions were a great 

influence on me as a writer, and I thank 

Poe for that. Most of his stories were hor- 

rors of the mind, or physical horrors, like 

the plague in Masque of the Red Death. 

Yes, he was a great teacher to so many 

of us. 

But no one, absolutely no one, has 

come close to bearding Poe in his own 

den. 

No one can do what he did. No one 

can generate that absolute darkness better 

than he. 

As a kid in East Texas, lying there on 

my bed, mid-day, the window fan beating 

a numbing rhythm, my mind lost inside a 

Poe story, the world was a stranger and 

darker place, the atmosphere foggy and 

cold; odd things moved inside my head, 

needled little areas of my brain I had 

never purposely explored, and at that age, 

did not understand. 

Pm not sure I understand them now. 

But Poe did. Somewhere inside of him, 

and inside of those stories, he understood 

what some of us have felt. Not understood, 

but felt. 

Maybe it's best not to understand. Not 

to look too long into the abyss. 

Understanding drove Poe to drink, and 

maybe madness. 

This volume of Graphic Classics is dedi- 

cated to the work of that genteel mad 

man, Poe, and is illustrated by artists who, 

like me, love Poe. 

They get it. 

Poe, though well known, is not as ap- 

preciated today as he was when I was 

growing up. He was considered a major 

writer and his work was the first horror I 

ever remember reading, and it was given 

to me gladly by a librarian. His work was 

thought to be literature, and therefore 

good for you. 

And it is good for you. Disturbing. But 

good for you. 

For what it's worth, his work influenced 

me and many others who are currently 

acknowledged as writers of horror and/or 

suspense. He may be the reason I come 

back again and again to non-supernatural 

horror, to the horrors of the mind. 117s 

probably all Poe's fault. 

Damn he was good. 

I recommend everything he ever wrote. 

So, from all of us, this love letter to the 

man who gave America true horror, de- 

tective stories, and a literary legacy. 

We give you Edgar Allan Poe, the 

master. Enjoy. 

Award-winning author Joe R. Lansdale has written over thirty books in the horror, western, 

fantasy and mystery genres. Bubba Do-Tep, a film based on his novella of the same name, 

is currently making the rounds of arthouses throughout America. 
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By tDGAR ALLAN POfc 

Adapted and Illustrated by RICK GEARY 

TRUE/ I HAVE BEEN NERVOUS... 
VERY NERVOUS. BUT WHY PO 

YOU SAY THAT I AM MAP? 
MY SENSES HAVE NEVER BEEN 

SHARPER/OBSERVE HOW 
CALMLY X CAN TELL YOU , 

^ THE WHOLE STORY... 
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X CANNOT SAY WHERE THE 
IREA FIRST CAm FROM, 

BUT ONCE IT ENTERED MY 

BRAIN, IT HAUNTER ME 
RAY ANR NIOHT. 

um m 
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THE TELL-TALE HEART 

9 



GRAPHIC CLASSICS: EDGAR ALLAN POE 

10 



THE TELL-TALE HEART 

SO SLOWLY IT TOOK ME AN 
HOUR TO PLACE MY WHOLE 
HEAP WITHIN THE OPENING. 

WOULP A MAPMAN PO 
THIS? CAUTIOUSLY, I 
UNPIP THE POOR OF 

THE LANTERN... 
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THE TELL-TALE HEART 
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AT LENGTH, X OPENER 
THE LANTERN THE 

TINIEST OF CRACKS... 
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THE OLP M4N SHRIEKEP, AW 
X PULLEP HIM ONTO THE 

FLOOR, PR400IN0 THE HEAVY 
BEP OVER HIM. 



THE TELL-TALE HEART 
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X TOOK UP THREE 
PLONKS OF FLOORING AW 
PEP06ITEP ALL THEREIN. 
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THE TELL-TALE HEART 
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@5 . 

I 8APE THEM WELCOME. 
THE CRY HAP BEEN MY OWN, 

IN A PREAM, X 5AIP. 
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THE TELL-TALE HEART 
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SUT SOON X WISHEP THEM 
OONE. A MUFFLEP SOUNP 

CAME TO M/ EARS... 

IT WAS A LOW, PULL 8EATIN0. 
OROWINO STEAPIL/ LOUPER/ 
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THE TELL TALE HEART 
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THE MASQUE OF THE RED DEATH 

The 
“Red Death” 
had long 
devastated 
the country. 

No pestilence 
had ever been 
so fatal, or so hideous. 
Blood was its 
avatar and its 
seal-the redness 
and the horror 
of blood. 

There were sharp pains, and 
sudden dizziness, and then 
profuse bleeding at the pores, 
with dissolution. The scarlet 
stains upon the body and 
especially upon the face of the 
victim shut him out from the aid 
and from the sympathy of his 
fellow-men. 

the Masque of th 
by Edgar Allan Poe adapted by Stanley W. Shaw 

And the whole seizure, 
progress and termination of 
the disease were the 
incidents of half an hour. 
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But 
Prince Prospero 
was dauntless 
and sagacious. 
When his 
dominions 
were half depopulated 
he summoned a 
thousand 
friends from 
among the 
knights and 
dames of his 
court, and retired to 
the seclusion of 
one of his 
abbeys. 

The external 
world could take 
care of itself. In 
the meantime it 
was folly to 
grieve, or to 
think. 
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THE MASQUE OF THE RED DEATH 

Toward the close of the fifth 
month of his seclusion, while the 
pestilence raged, the Prince 
entertained his friends at a 
masked ball of the most 
unusual magnificence. 

But let me tell 
of the rooms 
in which it 
was held. 

There were seven. The windows were of 
stained glass whose color varied in 
accordance with the prevailing hue of the 
decorations of each chamber. That at the 
eastern extremity was hung in blue-and 
vividly blue were its windows. The second 
chamber was purple. The third was 
green.The fourth was orange-the fifth 

\mwu\ut avnr 
The seventh apartment was 
closely shrouded in black velvet 
tapestries that hung all over the 
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It was in this apartment that there stood a gigantic clock of ebony. Its pendulum swung to and fro with a 
heavy, monotonous clang; and at each lapse of an hour there came from the brazen lungs of the clock a 
sound which was of so peculiar a note that the musicians were constrained to pause in their performance. 

\ 

But when the 
echoes had 
ceased, a light 
laughter at 
once pervaded 
the assembly, 
and the 
musicians 
looked at each 
other and 
smiled as if at 
their own 
nervousness 
and folly. 

The waltzers ceased their revolutions; and 
there was a brief disconcert of the whole gay 
company; and, while the chimes rang, it was 
observed that even the giddiest grew pale 

A# 

0A:
J 

ft ft o 

Then, after the lapse of sixty 
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THE MASQUE OF THE RED DEATH 

In spite of 
these things, 
it was a gay 
and 
magnificent 
revel. There 
were much 
glare and 
glitter and 
piquancy and 
phantasm. 
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And thus, too, it happened, 
perhaps, that before the last 
echoes of the last chime had 
sunk into silence, there were 
many who had become aware 
of the presence of a masked 
figure which had arrested no 
attention before. 

Then the music ceased; the 
evolutions of the waltzers were 
quieted; and there was an uneasy 
cessation of all things as before. 
But now there were twelve 
strokes to be sounded by the 
clock; and thus it happened, 
perhaps, that more of thought 
crept into the meditations of the 
revellers. 

And the rumor of 
this new presence 
having spread itself 
whisperingly 
around, there arose 
at length from the 
whole company a 
murmur of 
disapprobation and 
surprise-then, 
finally, of horror, 
and of disgust. 
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THE MASQUE OF THE RED DEATH 

In an assembly of phantasms such as I have painted, it may well be supposed that no ordinary 
appearance could have excited such sensation. In truth the masquerade license of the night was 
nearly unlimited; but the figure in question had gone beyond the bounds of even the prince's 
indefinite decorum. 
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The figure was tall and gaunt, and shrouded from head to foot in the habiliments of the grave. The 
mask was made to resemble the countenance of a stiffened corpse. And yet all this might have been 
endured by the mad revellers. But the mummer had gone so far as to assume the type of the Red Death. 
His vesture was dabbled in blood-and his broad brow was besprinkled with the scarlet horror. 

When the eyes of Prince Prospero fell upon this spectral image, his brow reddened with rage. 



THE MASQUE OF THE RED DEATH 

Seize him and 

unmask him-that 

now whom we hav( 

at sunrise, from 

>. battlements 

we may 

hang to 

the 

Who dares 

insult us with this 

blasphemous 

mockery? 
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uinni 

Lin minimi 

It was in the eastern or blue chamber in which stood the Prince Prospero as he uttered these 
words. The/ rang throughout the seven rooms loudly and clearly-for the music had become 
hushed at the waving of his hand. 

GTEJILi 

O' 
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THE MASQUE OF THE RED DEATH 

As the prince spoke, the intruder was near at hand, and with deliberate and stately step, he made closer 
approach to the speaker. None put forth hand to seize him; unimpeded, 
he passed within a yard of the prince; 

and, while the vast assembly shrank away, he made his way with the same solemn and measured step 
which had distinguished him from the first, through the blue chamber to the purple-to the green-to 
the orange-through this again to the white-and even thence to the violet, ere a 
movement had been made to arrest him. 
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It was then that the Prince Prospero, maddening 
with rage and the shame of his own momentary 
cowardice, rushed through the six chambers, 
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THE MASQUE OF THE RED DEATH 

and, seizing the 
mummer, within 
the shadow of the 
ebony clock, 

gasped in unutterable 
horror at finding the 
cerements and mask 
which they handled 
with so violent a 
rudeness, untenanted 
by any tangible form. 
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And Darkness and 
Decay and the 
Red Death held 
illimitable dominion 
over all. 
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THE THOUSAND 
INJURIES OF 
FORTUNATO I HAP 
0ORNE AS I 0EST 
COULD; 3UT WHEN 
HE VENTURE? 
UPON INSULT, I 
VOWEP REVENUE/ 

[DOAN ALLAN f0[ f[«0 LflfEZ 

The Cash oF AmonFillado 

M/ PEAR FORTUNATO, 
YOU ARE LUCKILY MET 

I HAVE RECEIVE? A PIPE 
OF WHAT PASSES FOR 
AMONTILLADO, AND I 

HAVE My POU0TS. 

AMONTILLADO? 

IMPOSSIBLE/ 

ANP IN THE MIPPLE OF 
THE CARNIVAL/ 

* IT MUST SE 
UNDERSTOOD 
THAT NEITHER W 
WORD NOR DEED 
HAD I 6IVEN 
FORTUNATO 
CAUSE TO POUBT 
MY 600P WILL. 

X CONTINUED TO SMILE IN HIS 
FACE, AND HE DID NOT 
RERCEIVE THAT MY SMILE NOW 
WAS AT THE THOUGHT OF HIS 
IMMOLATION. 

HE HAP A WEAR POINT - THIS 
FORTUNATO - HE RRIDED HIMSELF 
ON HIS CONNOISSEURSHIR IN WINE. 

IT WAS A&OUT 
PUSR, ONE 
EVENINC DURINC 
THE CARNIVAL 
SEASON,THAT l 
ENCOUNTERED MY 
FRIEND 
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I HAVE My DOU0TS, MV l WAS SILLy 
ENOUGH TO PAy THE FULL PPI££ 

WITHOUT £0NSULTIN£ yOU IN THE 
MATTEP. 

AMONTILLAVO! 

1 HAVE My 
DOU0TS/ 

AMONTILLADO/ 

AS YOU ARE EN6A6ED, I AM 
OH MY NAY TO LU^HESI 

HE WILL TELL ME.. 

LU£H£SI CAHHOT 
TELL AMONTILLADO 
FPOM SHEPPy/ 

AND yET SOME FOOLS 
WILL HAVE IT, THAT HIS 
TASTE IS A MAT£H FOP 

youp OWN/ 
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THE CASK OF AMONTILLADO 

WE CAME AT LENGTH TO 
THE CATACOMB OF THE 
M0NTKE50KS. 

4/ 



THE PIPE?/ 
HOW L0N6 HAVE yOU 

HAP THAT COUGH? 
IT 15 NOTHING 

IT 15 FAPTHEP ON 

COME, WE WILL CO PACK; 
yOUP HEALTH 15 PPECI0U5 

yOU WILL PE ILL, ANP I 
CmOT PE PE^PON^LE. 

ENOUGH, I 
5HALL NOT PIE 

OF A COUGH/ 

GRAPHIC CLASSICS: EDGAR ALLAN POE 
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THE CASK OF AMONTILLADO 

THE5E VAULTS ARE 
EXTENSIVE. 

THE M0NTKE50KS 
WEKE A 6ZEAT AW 
HUMEZ0U5 FAMILY. 

I FOUET YOUR 
Am*?. 

A HU££ (>01VEW FOOT, 
CRUS HIM A SERFEHT 

WH05E FAN&5 ARE 
IM0EPPEP IN THE HEEL 

AW THE 
MOTTO? 
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W£ ?AF>F>EV THROU&H 
A RANCE OF LOW 
AP£H£5, ANP — 
p&cBHvm, ARRHIEV 

AT A (7££P CRYPT. 

I THP££ 5IP£5 OF TH£ CRYPT W£PE ORNAMENTEP 
WITH HUMAN REMAINI * * 4?. 

L—^—-—< £   r~][ 

FROM THE FOURTH THE 
ZONE4? HAP BEEN THROWN 
170WN, ANP LAY IN A 
MOUNP UPON THE £APTH. 

IT WA5 IN VAIN THAT FORTUNATO 
ENPEAVOREP TO 5££ INTO THE PEPTH5 
OF THE RECE55. 
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THE CASK OF AMONTILLADO 
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A5 I 5A\P THE5E W0PP5 I 
0U5IEP M/5ELF AM0N£ THE 
PILE OF 0ONE5. THROIAJINC 

THEM A9IPE, I 500N 
UNCOVEREP A QUANTITY OF 
miPINC 5T0NE ANP 
MORTAR. 

WITH THE5E MATERIALS ANP WITH THE 
Alt? OF A TPOWEL, I 5E6AN VIC0R0U5LY 
TO WALL UP THE ENTRANCE OF THE NICHE. 
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THE CASK OF AMONTILLADO 

X HAP SCARCELY LAIC7 THE FIPST TIEfK OF 
MY MASONRY WHEN I VISCOVEREV THAT 
THE INTOXICATION OF FORTUNATO WAV 
IN A CREAT MEASURE NORN OFF. 

THE EAPLIEST INVICATION I HAP OF THIS 
WAS A LOW MOANINC CRY FROM THE 
PEPTH OF THE P£££SS... 

ANP THEN I HEAPP THE FUPIOUS 
MIGRATIONS OF THE CHAIN. 

THE NOISE LAPTEV FOR SEVERAL 
MINUTED, VURINC miCH, THAT 
I MI6HT HEARKEN TO IT WITH 
THE MOPE SATISFACTION, I 
CEASEV My LA0OPS ANP SAT 
POWN UPON THE 0ONES. 

WHEN THE LAST 
CLANKINC SUSSIVEV, I 
TOOK UP My TPOWEL, 
ANP PESUMEP THE 
CONSTRUCTION. 
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XT WAS NOW MIPNI6HT, ANP MY TASK WAS PPAWIN6 TO A aOSE. I HAP7 £0MPLET£P THE TENTH 
TIER, ANP1 HAP7 FINI5HEP7 A PORTION Of THE LAST; THEPE REMAINS? &UT A SINGLE STONE TO 0£ 
FITTEP ANP7 PLASTEPEP IN. I STPU66LEP WITH ITS WEIGHT; I PLA££P IT PAPTIALL/ IN ITS 
PESTINEP POSITION. 
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WE WILL HAVE US MANY A 
PI£H LAU£H A&OUT IT AT 

THE PALAZZO - HE/ HE/ HE/ 

0UT IS IT HOT 6£TTIN£ 
LATE? LET US S£ 60NE/ 

^ r//£ 

60P, 
MO NT?£90?/ 

I HASTENED TO MAKE AN ENI? 
OF My LA0OP. I F0P££P THE 
LAST STONE INTO ITS 
POSITION; I PLASTEPEP IT UP. 
A&AIH5T THE NEW MASONPY X 
PE- £P££TEP THE OLP 
PAMPAPT OF 30NES. 

MAy HE PEST 
IN P£A££/ 

FOP THE HALF OF A CT.HTUP1 NO 
MOPTALHAS PISTUP0EP THEM. 
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✓ 

story by EDGAR ALLAN POE 
illustrated by LISA K. WEBER 

/ 

never knew anyone so keenly alive to a 

joke as tke king was. H e seemed to 

live only lor joking. lo tell a good story ol 

tke joke kind, and to tell it well, was tke 

surest road to In is lavor. 1 kus it kappened 

that k is seven ministers were all noted for 

tkeir aceompliskments as jokers. I key all 

took alter tke king, too, in being large, 

corpulent, oily men, as well as inimitakle 

jokers. Wketker people grow (at by jok- 

ing, or wketker tkere is something in (at 

it sell wkiek predisposes to a joke, I kave 

never keen cjuite able to determine; but 

certain it is tkat a lean joker is a rara avis 

in terris. 

Ak out tke refinements, or, as be called 

tbem, tke ghosts ol wit, tke k ing trou- 

bledb imsell very little, fie kad an especial 

admiration lor breadth in a jest, and would 

olten put up witk length, lor tke sake ol it. 

Over-niceties wearied kim, fie would 

bave preferred Rabelais (jargantua to tke 

Zaclig o f Volt aire: and, upon tke whole, 

practical jokes suited bis taste far better 

than verbal ones. 

At tbe date ol my narrative, professing 

jesters kad not altogether gone out ol 

lasbion at court. Several ol tke great con- 

tinental powers still retain tkeir lools, 

wko wore motley, witk caps and kells, and 

wko were expected to ke always ready 

witk skarp witticisms, at a moments no- 

tice, in consideration ol tke crumbs tkat 

1 el 1 from tke royal table. 

o ur king, as a matter ol course, re- 

tained kis loo 1.” Tbe lact is, ke required 

something in tke way ol lolly— il only to 

counterbalance tke keavy wisdom o f tbe 

seven wise men wko were bis ministers — 

not to mention himself 

His lool, or professional jester, was not 

only a lool, however, f 1 is value was trekled 

in tke eyes ol tke king, ky the fact ol kis ke- 

ing also a dwarl and a cripple. Dwarl s were 

as common at court, in those days, as fools; 

and many monarchs would bave found it 

dillicult to get through tkeir days (days are 

rather longer at court than elsewhere) 

without both a jester to laugh with, and a 

dwarl to laugh at. But, as I bave already 

5/ 



W I 

roat 

observed, your 

jesters, in ninety-nine cases | 

out ol a hundred, are (at, 

round, and unwieldy — so 

that it was no small source ol self- 

gratulation with our bin g that, in H op- 

Frog (th is was the lool s name), be possessed 

a triplicate treasure in one person. 

I believe the name “H op - Frog was not 

that g iven to the dwarl by bis sponsors at 

baptism, but it was conferred upon him, 

by general consent o( the several minis- 

ters, on account ol bis inability to walh as 

oth er men do. In fact, Hop-frog could 

only get along by a sort ol interjectional 

gait— something between a leap and 

a wri — a movement that all orded 

illimitable amusement, and of course con- 

solation. to the bing, for (notwithstanding 

the protuberance of bis stomach and a 

constitutional swelling of the bead) the 

bing, by bis whole court, was accounted a 

capital figure. 

But although Hop-Frog, through the 

distortion ol bis legs, could move only 

itb great pain and difficulty along a 

ad or floor, the prodigious mus- 

cular power which nature seemed 

to have bestowed upon bis arms, 

by way of compensation lor 

deficiency in the lower limbs, 

enabled him to perform 

many feats ol wonderful 

dexterity, where trees or 

ropes were in Question, 

or any th ing else to 

dim b. At such exercises 

be certainly much more 

resem hied a scjuirreb or 

a small monkey, th an 

a frog. 

I am not able to say, 

wi th precision, from 

what country H op- 

hrog originally came. 

It was from some bar- 

barous region, however, 

that no person ever beard 

of — a vast distance from 

the court of our king. 

H op-frog, and a young girl 

very little less dwarfish than himself 

(although ol excjuisite proportions, and a 

marvellous dancer), bad been forcibly 

carried oil from their respective homes in 

adjoining provinces, and sent as presents 

to the b mg, by one ol bis ever-victorious 

generals. 

Und er these circumstances, it is not to 

be wondered at that a close intimacy arose 

between the two little captives. Indeed, 

they soon became sworn friends. Hop- 

frog, who, a ltbougb be made a great deal 

ol sport, was by no means popular, bad it 

not in bis power to render lrippetta many 

services; but she, on account ol her grace 

and excjuisite beauty (although a dwarf), 

was universally admired and petted; so 

she possessed much influence; and never 

failed to use it, whenever she could, for the 

benefit of Hop-Frog. 
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On some £rand state occasion — I for- 

got what — the king determined to have a 

masquerade, and whenever a masquerade 

or anv th ino o f that 1 nnd occurred at our 

court, then the talents hoth ol Hop- Fro£ 

and Trippetta were sure to he called into 

play. Hop-frog, in especial, was so inven- 

tive in the way oi getting up pageants, 

su££estin£ novel characters, and arrang- 

ing costumes lor mashed halls, that 

nothing could he done, it seems, without 

his assistance. 

I he night appointed lor the fete had 

arrive d. A gorgeous hall had heen litted 

up, under 1 rippetta s eye, w ith every hind 

0 fd evice which could possibly £ive eclat to 

a masquerade. The w hole court was in a 

fever ol expectation. As lor costumes and 

characters, it might well he supposed that 

everybody had come to a decision on such 

points. Many had made up tk eir minds 

(as to w hat roles tk ey should assume) a 

weeh, or even a month, in advance; and, 

in tact, there was not a particle of indeci- 

sion anywhere — except in the case ol the 

hing and his seven minsters. Any they 

hesitated 1 never could tell, unless they did 

it by w ay ol a johe. More probably, they 

loun d it dillicult, on account ol bein£ so 

fat, to mahe up their minds. At all events, 

time flew; and, as a last resort they sent 

lor Trippetta and H op- Fro§. 

Wli en the two little friends obeyed the 

summons o 1 the h ing tk ey lound him 

sitting at his wine w ith the seven members 

01 his cabinet council; hut the monarch 

appeared to he in a very i il li umor, He 

hnewthat Hop-Prog w as not lond ol wine, 

lor it excited the poor cripple almost to 

madness; and madness is no comfortable 

leeling. But the hin£ loved his practical 

jokes, and took pleasure in forcing H op- 

frog to drinh and (as the hin£ called it) 

to he merry. 

Come here, Hop-Frosaid he, as 

the jester and his Iriend entered the room; 

FROG 

swallow this bumper to the h ea ltii ol 

your absent friends [here Hop-fro^ sighed] 

an dtk en let us have the benelit ol your in- 

vention. We want characters —characters, 

man — something novel — out ol the way. 

We are wearied w ith th is everlasting 

sameness. Come, drink! the wine will 

brighten your wits. 

HopTro^ endeavored, as usual, to £et 

up a jest in reply to these advances from 

the king; hut the effort was too much. It 

happened to he the poor dwarl s birthday, 

and the command to drink to his absent 

Irien ds lorce d the tears to his eyes. M any 

large, hitter drops 1 ell into the goblet as 

he took it, humbly, from the hand ol the 

tyrant. 

Ah! ha! ha! roared the latter, as the 

dwarf reluctantly drained the beaker — 

See what a ^lass ol good wine can do! 

Adi y, your eyes are shining already! 
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ratker tkan skone; for tke effect of wine 

on kis excitakle krain was not more pow- 

erful tkan instantaneous. He placed tke 

goklet nervously on tke takle, and looked 

round upon tke company wi tk a hall- 

insane stare. 1 key all seeme d kigkly 

amused at tke success ol tke king s joke. 

And now to kusiness, said tke prime 

minister, a very lat man. 

“Yes,” sai d tke K ing; come lend us 

your assistance. Ckaracters, my line 

fellow; we stand in need of ckaracters — 

all of us — ka! ka! ka! and as tkis was 

seriously meant for a joke, kis laugk was 

ckorused ky tke seven. 

1 lop-frog also laugked altkougk feekly 

and somewkat vacantly. 

“Co me, come, said tke king, impa- 

tiently, kave you not king to suggest? 

I am endeavoring to tkink of some- 

tking novel, replied tke dwarf, akstractedly, 

lor ke was cjuite kewildere d ky tk e wine. 

Itndeavoring! cried tke tyrant, fiercely; 

wkat do you mean ky thcil? Ak, I perceive. 

\ou are sulky, and want more wine. Here, 

anotker goklet full and offered it 

to tk e cripp le, wk o merely gaze “d at 

it, gasping for kreatk. 

Drink, I say! skouted tke monster, 

or ky tke fiends — 

1 ke dwarf kesitated. 1 ke king grew 

purple wi .tk rage. Tke courtiers smii Ted. 

lrippetta, pale as a corpse, advanced to 

tke monarck s seat, and, falling on ker 

knees kef ore kim, implored kim to spare 

ker friend. 

1 ke tyrant regarded ker, for some mo- 

ments, in evident wonder at ker audacity. 

He seemed cjuite at a loss w kat to do or 

say— kow most kecomingly to express kis 

indignation. At last, witkout uttering a 

syllakle, ke pusked ker violently from kim, 

an cl tk rew tke contents of tke krimming 

goklet in ker face. 

1 ke poor girl got up tke kest ske could, 

and, not daring even to sigk, resumed ker 

position at tke loot of tke takle. 

1 kere was a dead silence for akout kalf 

a minute, during wkick tke falling of a 

leal, or of a leatker, migkt kave keen 
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heard. It was interrupted hy a low, hut 

harsh and protracted grating sound which 

seemed to come at once from every corner 

o( the room. 

W hat — what — what are you making 

that noise for? demanded the kin£, turn- 

ing furiously to the dwarf. 

I he latter seemed to have recovered, in 

6reat measure, from his intoxication, and 

looking lixedly hut cjuietly into the 

tyrants face, merely ejaculated: 

I — I? How could it have heen me? 

I he sound appeared to come Irom 

without, observed one of the courtiers. I 

laney it was the parrot at the window, 

whetting his hill upon his ca^e-wires. 

True, replied the monarch, as il much 

relieve d hy the suggestions hut, on the 

honor ol a knight, I could have sworn that 

it was the gritting ol this vagabond s teeth. 

Hereupon the dwarf laughed (the kin^ 

was too confirmed a joker to object to any 

one s laughing), and displayed a set of 

large, powerful, and very repulsive teeth. 

IMoreover, he avowed his perfect willing- 

ness to swallow as much wine as desired. 

The monarch was pacified; and having 

drained another bumper with no very 

pereepti hie ill effect, H op-Fro^ entered at 

once, and with spirit, into the plans lor 

the mascjuerade. 

I cannot tell what was the association 

of idea,” observed he, very trancjuilly, 

and as il he had never tasted wine in 

his life, hut just after your majesty 

had struc h the girl and thrown the 

wine in her face—just after your 

majesty kad done this, and w bile the 

parrot was making that odd noise 

outsi de th e window, there came into 

my mind a capital diversion — one of 

my own country frolics — often enacted 

amon£ us, at our mascjuerades: hut here it 

will he new altogether. Unfortunately, 

however, it recjuires a company ol ei^ht 

persons and — 

Here we are! cried the kin£, lau^hin^ 

at his acute discovery of the coincidence; 

ei^ht to a Iraction — 1 and my seven min- 

isters. Come! what is the d iversion? 
4 We call it,” replied the cripp le, “the 

Ei^ht C hained Ouran^-Outan^s, and it 

really is excellent sport il well enacted. 

We will enact it,’ remarked the kin£, 

drawing himself up, and lowering his eye- 

lids. 

1 he beauty o P the £ame, continued 

1 lop-Fro^, lies in the fright it occasions 

amon£ the women. 

Capital! roared in chorus the 

monarch and his ministry. 

I will ecjuip you as ouran^-outan^s, 

proceeded the dwarf; leave all that to me. 

1 he resemblance shall he so strikin g, that 

the company of mascjuer- 

aders will take you lor 

real beasts — and ol 

course, they will he 

as much terrilied as 

astonished. 

55 



GRAPHIC CLASSICS EDGAR ALLAN POE 

r^lit 

56 



H O P - F R O G 

“OK, tliis is excjuisite! exclaimed the 

kin£. I i op-Fro 1 will make a man of you. 

“The cl lams are lor tl le purpose o f 

increasing the confusion hy their jan^lin^. 

\ou are supposed to have escaped, en 

masse, from your keepers. Your majesty 

cannot conceive the effect produced, at a 

mascjuerade, hy eight chained ouran^- 

outan^s, imagined to he real ones hy most 

ol tK e company; and rushing in with 

savage cries, amon^ tKe crowd ol delicately 

and ^or^eously hahited men and women. 

The contrast is inimitable! 

It must he, said the kin£: and the 

council arose hurrie clly (as it was ^rowin^ 

late), to put in execution the scheme of 

H op-Fro£. 

H is mode of ecjuippin^ tKe party as 

ourang-outangs was very simple, hut 

effective enough for his purposes. 1 he an- 

imals in Question had, at the epoch ol my 

story, very rarely heen seen in any part ol 

the civilized world; and as the imitations 

made hy the dwarf were sufliciently beast - 

like and more than sulficiently hideous, 

th eir trutKfulness to nature was tKus 

tK ou ght to he secured. 

TKe kin£> and his ministers were first 

encased in tight-fitting stockinet shirts 

and drawers. They were then saturated 

with tar. At this sta^e ol the process, some 

one of the party su^ested leathers; hut the 

su^estion was at once overruled hy the 

dwarf, who soon convinced the ei ^ht, hy 

ocular demonstration, that the hair ol such 

a brute as tKe ouran^-outan^ was much 

more efficiently represented hy flax. A 

thick coating of the latter was accordingly 

plastered upon the coating ol tar. A lon£ 

chain was now procured. First, it was 

passed about the waist of the kin£, ancl tied, 

then about ano tK er ol the party, and also 

tied; then about all successively, in the same 

manner. When this chaining arrangement 

was comi iplete, and the party stood as far 

apart from each other as possible, th ey 

formed a circle; and to make all tK in^s 

appear natural, Hop-Fro^ passed the 

residue ol the chain in two diameters, at 

ri oKi angles, across tKe circle, alter tKe 

fashion adopted, at the present day, hy 

those who capture Chimpanzees, or other 

lar^e apes, in Borneo. 

(the season lor which the apartment was 

especially desi^ne d) it was illuminated 

principally hy a lar^e chandelier, depend- 

ing hy a chain from tKe centre ol the sky- 

light, and lowered, or elevated, hy means 

ol a counter-balance as usual; hut (in or- 

der not to look unsightly) this latter passed 

outside the cupola and over the roof. 

TKe arrangements of the room had 

heen left to 1 rippetta s superintendence; 

hut, in some particulars, it seems, she had 

heen guided hy the calmer judgment ol 

her Iriend the dwarf. At his su^estion it 

was that, on tK is occasion, the chandelier 

was removed. Its waxen drippings (which, 

in weather so warm, it was cjuite impossi- 

ble to prevent) would have heen seriously 
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detrimental to the rich dresses ol the 

guests, who, on account of the crowded 

state of the saloon, could not all he ex- 

pected to keep from out its center—that 

is to say, from under the chandelier. 

Additional sconces were set in various 

parts ol the hall, out of the way, and a 

(lamheau, emitting sweet odor, was placed 

in the right hand of each o ['the caryatides 

that stood against the wall — some lifty or 

sixty altogether. 

! he eight ourang-outangs, taking 

Hop-Frog s advice, waited patiently until 

midn i ght ( when the room was thoroughly 

filled wi th masqueraders) before making 

their appearance. N o sooner had the clock 

ceased striking, however, than they rushed, 

or rather rolled in, all together— lor the 

impediments ol their chains caused most 

of the party to fall, and all to stumble as 

they entered. 

I he excitement am on g the masquer- 

aders was prodigious, and 1 i 1 led the heart 

of the king with glee. As had been antici- 

pated, there were not a few of the guests 

who supposed the lerocious-looking crea- 

tures to he beasts of some kind in rea lity, if 

not precisely ourang-outangs. Many ol 

the women swooned w ith affright ; and 

had not the k ing taken the precaution to 

exclude all weapons from the saloon, his 

party might soon have expiated their frolic 

in th eir blood. As it was, a general rush 

was made lor the doors; hut the king had 

ordere d th em to he locked immediately 

upon his entrance; and, at the dwarl s 

suggestion, the keys had been deposited 

with him. 

While the tumult was at its height, and 

each masquerader attentive only to his 

own safety (lor, in fact, th ere was much 

real danger from the pressure of the excited 

crowd), the chain by which the chandelier 

ordinarily hung, and which had been 

drawn up on its removal, might have been 

seen very gradually to descend, until its 

hooked extremity came within three feet 

of the floor. 

Soon after this, the king and his seven 

friends having reeled about the hall in all 

directions, found themselves, at length, in 

its centre, and, of course, in immediate 

contact with the chain. While they were 

thus situated, the dwarf, who had fol- 

lowed noiselessly at their heels, inciting 

th em to keep up the commotion, took 

hold ol their own chain at the intersec- 

tion ol the two portions which crossed 

the circle diametrically and al right an- 

gles. H ere, w ith the rapidity ol thou ght, 

he inserted the hoo h f rom w h i c h the 

chandelier had been wont to depend; and, 

in an instant, hy some unseen agency, the 

chandelier-chain was drawn so lar up- 

ward as to take th e hook out of reach, 

and, as an inevitable consequence, to drag 

the ourang-outangs together in close 

connection, and face to face. 

1 he masqueraders, hy this time, had 

recovered, in some measure, from their 

alarm; and, beginning to regard the whole 

matter as a well-contrived pleasantry, set 

up a loud shout of laughter at the predica- 

ment of the apes. 

Leave them to me! now screamed 

H op-Frog, his shrill voice making itself 

easily heard through a 11 the d in. Leave 

them to me. I fancy / know them. If I can 

only gel a good look at them, / can soon 

tell who they are. 

Here, scrambling over the heads ol the 

crowd, he managed to get to lhe wall; when, 

seizing a flambeau from one of the cary- 

atides, he returned, as he went, to the center 

ol the room—leaping, with the agility of 

a monkey, upon the king s head, and 

thence clambered a lew leet up the chain; 

holding down the torch to examine the 

group ol ourang-outangs, and still scream- 

ing: I shall soon find out who they are! 

And now, w h;l e the whole assembly 

(the apes included) were convulsed wi th 
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laughter, ike jester suddenly uttered a skrill 

wkistle; wken the ckain (lew violently up 

lor akout tkirty leet — dra^^in^ witk it tke 

dismayed and stru^lin^ ouran^-outan^s, 

and leaving tkem suspended in mid-air 

k etwee n tke sky-li^kt an dthefl oor. Hop- 

Fro£, clin^in^ to tke ckain as it rose, still 

maintained kis relative position in respect 

to tke ei ^kt maskers, and still (as il notkin^ 

w ere tke matter) continued to tkrust kis 

torck dow n toward tkem, as tkou^k en- 

deavoring to discover wko tkey were. 

So tkorou^kly astonisked was tke wkole 

company at tkis ascent, tkat a dead silence, 

ol akout a minute s duration, ensued. It was 

kroken ky just suck a low, karsk, grating 

sound, as kad kefore attracted tke atten- 

tion ol tke kin^ and kis councillors wken 

tke former th rew the wine in tke face of 

Irippetta. But, on tke present occasion, 

tkere could ke no Question as to whence the 

sound issued. It came from th e fan^- 

like teetk ol tke dwarf, wko 

ground tkem and ^nasked tkem 

as ke foamed at tke moutk, and 

glared, witk an expression of 

maniacal ra^e, into tke up- 

turned countenances ol tke kin£ 

an d k is seven companions. 

Ak, ka! said at len^tk tke 

infuriated jester. Ak, ka! I 

ke^in to see wko tkese people 

are now ! Here, pretending to 

scrutinize tke kin£ more 

closely, ke keld tke flamkeau 

to tke flaxen coat wkick en- 

veloped kim, and wkick 

instantly kurst into a 

skeet of vivid flame. 

In less th an half a 

minute tke wkole 

ei^kt ouran^-out- 

an£s were klazin£ 

fiercely, amid the skrieks o fth emu Ititude 

wko £azed at tkem from kelow, korror- 

stricken, and witkout tke power to render 

tkem tke sli^ktest assistance. 

At 1 en £tk tke fl ames, suddenly in- 

creasing in virulence, forced tke jester to 

climk kicker up tke ckain, to ke out ol 

tkeir reack; and, as ke made tkis move- 

ment, tke crowd a^ain sank, for a krief 

instant, into silence. Thed warf seized kis 

opportunity, and once more spoke: 

I now see distinctly, ke said, wkat 

manner of people tkese maskers are. 

I key are a ^reat kin£ and kis seven 

privy-councillors,— a kin£ wko does not 

scruple to strike a defenseless £irl and kis 

seven councillors wko a ket k im in tke 

outrage. As for myself, I am simply H op- 

Fro£, tke jester — cm d th is is my last jest. 

Owin^ to tke ki^k comku stikility of 

kotk tke flax an d the tar to wkick it ad- 

kered, tke dwarf kad scarcely made 

an end o fh is krief speeck ke- 

fore th e work of vengeance 

was complete. I ke ei^kt 

corpses swung in tk eir 

ckains, a fetid, klackened, 

kideous, and indistin^uisk- 

akle mass. Fke cripple 

kur led h is torck at th em, 

clamkered leisurely to the 

ceiling, and disappeared 

tkrou^k tke skylight. 

It is supposed tkat 

Irippetta, stationed on 

tk e roof of tke saloon, 

kad keen tke accomplice 

of ker friend in kis fiery 

revenue, an d tkat, to- 

£etker, tkey effected 

tkeir escape to tkeir 

own country; for nei- 

tker was seen a£ain. 
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THE BELLS 

"HOW THE/ TINKLE, TINKLE, TINKLE, 
IN THE IO/ A\R OF NIGHT.' 
WHILE THE STARS THAT OVERSPRINKLE 
ALL THE HE/WENS, SEEM TO TWINKLE 
WITH A CRYSTALLINE DELIGHT; 

"KEEPING TIME, TIME, TIME, IN /A SORT OF RUNIC 
RHYME, 
TO THE TINTINN/ABUL/ATION THAT SO MUSIC/ALLY WELLS 
FROM THE BELLS, BELLS, BELLS, BELLS, BELLS, BELLS, 
BELLS'- 

"FROM THE JINGLING ANO 
THE TINKLING OF THE BELLS. 
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THE BELLS 

/HYP 
BLAH BLAH 

BLAH BLAH /3/H4Z/A/<5 
BLAH BLAH BLAH BLAH 

BLAH BLAH 
V BLAH 

BLAH 
r BLAH &6Y1/S BLAH ^ 

BLAH BLAH BLAH BLAH 
BLAH G£/V/PS BLAH BLAH 
^ BLAH BLAH A 
Ifew BLAH 

"HEAP. THE MELLOW WEDDING 
BELLS" 

BOLDEN BELLS! 

BLAH ^<4,/ 
BLAH /H/P. PP£ BLAH 

BLAH BLAH BLAH BLAH 
BLAH &/?/£l//3Arr BLAH 

BLAH BLAH BLAH 
BLAH ^7 

"WHAT A WORLD OF HAPPINESS 
THEIR HAR/AONy FORETELLS! 

r HA ^ 
HAH HA 
HA HA 

HAHAHA 
v HA . 

"THROUGH THE BAL/VW 
AIR OF NIGHT 

"HOW THEy RING OUT THEIR 
DELIGHT!" 
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|""FRO/V\ THE MOLTEN-GOLDEN NOTES 
AND ALL IN TUNE, 

Tongs?' 

vvri/*l /H L.ItVUtL-' W\ t \ 7 

TO THE TURTLE-DOVE THAT LI5TENS WHILE SHE GLOATS 
ON THE MOON! 

' 

"ON THE FUTURE! --HOW IT TELLS 
OF THE RAPTURE THAT IMPELS 
TO THE SWINGING AND THE RINGING 
OF THE BELLS, BELLS, BELLS/-- 

"TO THE RHy/VSING 
AND THE CHIMING 
OF THE BELLS/" 
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"HEAR THE LOUD 
ALARUM BELLS— 

"WHAT TALE OF TERROR, 
NOW, THEIR TURSULENC/ 
TELLS? 

"IN THE STARTLED EAR OF NIGHT 
HOW THE/ SCREAM OUT THEIR AFFRIGHT! 

"TOO MUCH HORRIFIED TO SPEAK, 
THE/ CAN ONLY SHRIEK, SHRIEK, 
OUT OF TUNE, 

"IN A CLAMOROUS APPEALING TO 
THE MERC/ OF THE FIRE" 
IN A MAD EXPOSTULATION WITH 
THE DEAF AND FRANTIC FIRE, 
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"YET THE EAR, IT FULLY 
KNOWS, 
BY THE TWANGING 
AND THE CLANGING, 

CHUCKLE 

"HOW THE DANGER EBBS 
/AND FLOWS: — 
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THE BELLS 

"AND THB PEOPLE— AH, THE PEOPLE 
THEY THAT DWELL UP IN THE STEEPLE 
ALL ALONE, 

Mm 

i.'vnv 

mm 
tiNWft 
WH1W 

pW-v* 

"AND WHO, TOLLING, TOLLING, 
TOLLING, 
IN THAT MUFFLED MONOTONE, 
FEEL A GLORY IN SO ROLLING, ON 
THE HU/AAN HEART A STONE-- 
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THE BELLS 

"KEEPING TIME, TIME, TIME, 
AS HE KNELLS, KNELLS, KNELLS 
IN A HAPPY RUNIC RHYME, 
TO THE ROLLING OF THE BELLS 

"OF THE BELLS, BELLS, BELLS.-- 
TO THE TOLLING OF THE BELLS 
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Spirits of the Dea4 
by EDGAR ALLAN POE 
illustrated by ANDY IL\\ E N 

Be silent in that solitude, 

Which is not loneliness—for then 

I he spirits of the dead who stood 

In life before thee are a£ain 

In death around thee, and their will 

Shall then overshadow thee: he still. 

I hy soul shall find itself alone 

Mid darh th oughts ol the ^rey tomh-stone; 

Not one, of all the crowd, to pry 

Into thine hour of secrecy. 
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SPIRITS OF THE DEAD 

N ow are thoughts thou shalt not hanish, 

Now are visions neer to vanish; 

From thy spirit shall they pass 

N o more, like dew-drop from the ^rass. 

e 

For the night, though clear, shall Irown, 

And the stars shall look not down 

From their hi^h thrones in the H eaven 

NVrth Iight like h ope to mortals given, 

But their red orhs, without heam, 

lo thy weariness shall seem 

As a burning and a fever 

Wh ich would clin£ to thee for ever. 

1 he h reeze, the hreath o 1 God, is still, 

And the mist upon the kill 

Shadowy, shadowy, yet unbroken, 

Is a symbol and a token. 

H ow it han^s upon the trees, 

A mystery of mysteries! 

ILLUSTRATIONS ©2001 ANDY EWEN 
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L be ilAxxt-4xed 
illustrated by John Coulthart 
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In the greenest of our valleys 

By good angels tenanted. 

Once a fair and stately palace— 

Radiant palace—reared its head 

In the monarch Thought s 

dominion— 

It stood there! 

Never seraph spread a pinion 

Over fabric half so fair! 

Banners yellow, glorious, golden 

On its roof did float and flow, 

(Th is—all this—was in the olden 

Time long ago,) 

And every gentle air that dallied, 

In that sweet day. 

Along the ramparts plumed 

and pallid, 

A winged odor went away. 
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And all with pearl and ruby glowing 

Was the fair palace-door. 

Through which came flowing, 

flowing, flowing. 

And sparkling evermore, 

A troop of Echoes, whose sweet duty 

Was but to sing. 

In voices of surpassing beauty. 

The wit and wisdom of their king. 

Wanderers in that happy valley. 

Through two luminous windows, saw 

Spirits moving musically. 

To a lute’s well-tuned law. 

Round about a throne where, sitting 

(Porphyrogene!) 

In state his glory well-befitting. 

The ruler of the realm was seen. 
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And travellers, now, 

within that valley. 

Through the red-litten windows see 

Vast forms, that move fantastically 

To a discordant melody. 

While, like a ghastly rapid river. 

Through the pale door 

A hideous throng rush out forever 

And laugh—but smile no more. C 

But evil things, in robes of sorrow. 

Assailed the monarch’s high estate. 

(Ah, let us mourn!— 

for never morrow 

Shall dawn upon him desolate!) 

And round about his home the glory 

That blushed and bloomed. 

Is but a dim-remembered story 

Of the old time entombed. 
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During the whole of a dark and soundless day in the autumn of the year, 
I had been passing alone, on horseback, through a singularly dreary tract of country; 

and at length found myself within view of the melancholy House of Usher. 
With the first glimpse of the building, a sense of insufferable gloom pervaded my spirit. 

Its proprietor, Roderick Usher, had been one of my 
companions in boyhood; but many years had elapsed 
since our last meeting. A letter, however, had lately 
reached me which, in its wildly importunate nature, 
had admitted of no other than a personal reply. The 
writer spoke of acute bodily illness-of a mental 
disorder which oppressed him-and of an earnest 
desire to see me, as his best, and indeed his only 
personal friend. I accordingly obeyed forthwith what 
I considered a very singular summons. 

Nevertheless, in this mansion of gloom I now 
proposed to myself a sojourn of some weeks. 
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THE FALL OF THE HOUSE OF USHER 

Although, as boys, we had been 
intimate associates, I really knew 
little of my friend. His reserve had 
been always excessive and habitual. 

I was aware, however, of the very remarkable fact that the 
entire Usher family lay in the direct line of descent, and had 
always so lain. The undeviating transmission, from sire to 
son, of the patrimony with the name had, at length, merged 
the two in the quaint appellation of the "House of Usher"- 
which seemed to include both the family and the mansion. 

Shaking off the depression of my spirit 
I scanned the building. Its principal ^ 
feature seemed to be that of an W 
excessive antiquity. 

Yet beyond the indication of extensive 
decay, the fabric gave little token of 
instability. The exception was a barely 
perceptible fissure, extending down the 
wall in a zigzag direction, until it became 
lost in the sullen waters of the tarn. 

11 IM- I .1 
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I rode over a short causeway to the 
house. A servant in waiting took my 
horse, and I entered the Gothic 
archway of the hall. 

A valet thence conducted me, in silence, 
through many dark and intricate passages 

to the studio of his master. 

Much that I encountered on the way contributed to heighten 
the vague sentiments of which I have already spoken. 

On one of the staircases, I met the 
physician of the family. He accosted 
me with trepidation and passed on. 
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The valet now threw open a door and ushered me 
into the presence of his master. An air of deep and 
irredeemable gloom hung over all. 

Upon my entrance, Usher arose and greeted me with 
a vivacious warmth. I gazed upon him with a feeling 
half of pity, half of awe. Surely, a man had never 
before so terribly altered, in so brief a period, as had 
Roderick Usher! 

In the manner of my friend I 
was at once struck with an 
incoherence arising from a 
series of feeble and futile 
struggles to overcome an 
excessive nervous agitation 
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It was thus that he spoke of the object of my 
visit, and of the solace he expected me to 
afford him. He entered, at some length, into 
what he conceived to be the nature of his 
malady, i ■ ' ^ 

He suffered much from a morbid acuteness of the senses; the most insipid food was 
alone endurable; he could wear only garments of certain texture; the odors of all flowers 
were oppressive; his eyes were tortured by even a faint light; and there were but peculiar 

sounds, and these from stringed instruments, which did not inspire him with horror. 
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He admitted, although with hesitation, that much of the 
peculiar gloom which thus afflicted him could be traced 
to a far more palpable origin-to the severe and 
long-continued illness of a beloved sister-his sole 
companion for long years, and his last relative on earth. 

While he spoke, the lady Madeline passed slowly through the apartment. 
I regarded her with an astonishment not unmingled with dread. 
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She disappeared, without having When my glance sought the countenance of the brother, 
he had buried his face in his hands, and tears trickled 

■■■■ ' | through his emaciated fingers. 

The disease of the lady Madeline had long baffled the skill of her physicians. A settled apathy, 
a gradual wasting away of the person, and frequent although transient affections of a cataleptical 
character were the unusual diagnosis. Hitherto she had steadily borne up against the pressure 

of her malady; but, on the evening of my arrival at the house, she succumbed (as her brother told 
me with inexpressible agitation) to the power of the destroyer; and I learned that the glimpse 

I had obtained of her person would thus probably be the last I should obtain. 
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For several days ensuing, her name 
was unmentioned by either Usher or 
myself; and during this period I was 
busied in earnest endeavors to 
alleviate the melancholy of my friend. 

We painted and read together; or I 
listened, as if in a dream, to the wild 
improvisations of his guitar. And thus, 
as a closer intimacy admitted me 
more unreservedly into the recesses 
of his spirit, the more bitterly did I 
perceive the futility of all attempt at 
cheering a mind from which darkness, 
as if an inherent positive quality, poured 
forth upon all objects of the moral and 
physical universe. 

I shall ever bear a memory of the solemn 
hours I thus spent alone with the master 
of the House of Usher. 

His long, improvised dirges will ring forever 
in my ears. Among other things, I hold 

painfully in mind a particular piece entitled 
"The Haunted Palace." I was, perhaps, the 

more forcibly impressed with it because, in 
the undercurrent of its meaning, I fancied 

that I perceived for the first time a full 
consciousness on the part of Usher of the 

tottering of his lofty reason upon her throne. 

The paintings over which his elaborate 
fancy brooded grew, touch by touch, into 
vaguenesses at which I shuddered 
thrillingly. 
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There arose out of the abstractions which 
the hypochondriac contrived to throw upon 
his canvas, an intensity of intolerable awe. 
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The books which, for years, had formed no small portion 
of the mental existence of the invalid were, as might be 
supposed, in strict keeping with this character of phantasm. 
His chief delight was an exceedingly rare and curious book 
-the manual of a forgotten church-the "Vigiliae Mortuorum 
Secundum Chorum Ecclesiae Maguntinae." fnnr 

TjfM!! 
j !"• 

I could not help thinking of the wild ritual of this work, and of 
its probable influence upon the hypochondriac, when, one 

evening, having informed me abruptly that the lady Madeline 
was no more, he stated his intention of preserving her corpse 

for a fortnight (previous to its final interment), in one of the 
numerous vaults within the main walls of the building. 

The reason for this proceeding was a consideration of the 
unusual character of the malady of the deceased, of certain 

obtrusive inquiries on the part of her medical men, and of 
the remote and exposed situation of the burial-ground of the 

family. I had no desire to oppose what I regarded as 
at best but a harmless precaution. 
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Having deposited our mournful burden within this region 
of horror, we partially turned aside the lid of the coffin, and 

looked upon the face of the tenant. A striking similitude 
between the brother and sister arrested my attention; and 

Usher, divining my thoughts, murmured that the deceased 
and himself had been twins, and that sympathies of a scarcely 

intelligible nature had always existed between them. 

We replaced and screwed down 
the lid, and, having secured the 
door of iron, made our way into 
the scarcely less gloomy 
apartments of the upper portion 
of the house. 
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And now, some days of bitter grief having elapsed, my friend's ordinary manner had vanished. 
He roamed from chamber to chamber with hurried and objectless step. The pallor of his 

countenance had assumed, if possible, a more ghastly hue, and the luminousness of his eye 
had utterly gone out. There were times, indeed, when I thought his unceasingly agitated mind was 
laboring with some oppressive secret, to divulge which he struggled for the necessary courage. 

At times, I beheld him gazing upon vacancy 
for long hours, in an attitude of the profoundest 

oc if iir-i/-i 

It was no wonder that his condition infected 
me. I felt creeping upon me, by slow yet 
certain degrees, the wild influences of his 
own fantastic superstitions. 
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It was upon retiring to bed late in the night of the seventh or eighth day after the placing of the 
lady Madeline within the dungeon, that sleep came not near my couch. I struggled to reason off the 
nervousness which had dominion over me. I endeavored to believe that much, if not all of what I felt, 

was due to the bewildering influence of the gloomy furniture of the room-of the dark and tattered 
draperies, which, tortured into motion by the breath of a rising tempest, swayed fitfully upon the 

walls. I listened earnestly, within the intense darkness of the chamber, to low and indefinite 
sounds which came, through the pauses of the storm, at long intervals, I knew not whence. 

Overpowered by an intense sentiment 
of horror, I threw on my clothes and 

endeavored to arouse myself by pacing 
to and fro through the apartment. 

I had taken but few turns in this manner when Usher 
^ rapped at my door and entered, bearing a lamp. His 

countenance was, as usual, cadaverously wan-but, 
moreover, there was a restrained hysteria in his 
whole demeanor which appalled me. 
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The impetuous fury of the entering gust nearly lifted us from 
our feet. It was, indeed, a tempestuous night, wildly singular 

in its terror and its beauty. There were frequent and violent 
alterations in the direction of the wind; and the clouds flew 
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The antique volume which I had taken up was the 
"Mad Trist" of Sir Launcelot Canning. It was the only 
book immediately at hand; and I indulged a vague 
hope that the excitement which now agitated the 
hypochondriac, might find relief even in the 
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At the termination of this sentence I started, and for a moment, paused; for it appeared to me 
(although I at once concluded that my excited fancy had deceived me)-that, from some very 

remote portion of the mansion, there came what might have been the echo of the sound 
which Sir Launcelot had described. 

It was, beyond doubt, the coincidence alone which had arrested my attention; for, amid the rattling 
of the sashes of the casements, and the ordinary noises of the still-increasing storm, the sound, 

in itself, had nothing which should have disturbed me. 
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I continued the story: 
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"But the 
champion 
Ethelred, 

now entering, 
perceived 

a dragon of a 
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Here again I paused abruptly, and now with a feeling of amazement-for there 
could be no doubt whatever that I did actually hear a distant screaming 
sound-the exact counterpart of what my fancy had already conjured up 

for the dragon's unnatural shriek as described by the romancer. 

Oppressed with fear as I certainly was, upon the occurrence 
of this second and most extraordinary coincidence, I still 
retained sufficient presence of mind to avoid exciting the 

sensitive nervousness of my companion. I was by no means 
certain that he had noticed the sounds in question. He had 
gradually brought round his chair, so as to sit with his face 

to the door of the chamber. 

Thus I could but partially perceive 
his features, although I saw that 
his lips trembled as if he were 
murmuring inaudibly. 
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I resumed the narrative 
of Sir Launcelot: 
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No sooner had these syllables passed my lips, than I became aware of a distinct, 
hollow, metallic, reverberation. Completely unnerved, I leaped to my feet. 

As I placed my hand upon his shoulder, there 
came a strong shudder over his whole person; 

and he spoke in a gibbering murmur, 
as if unconscious of my presence. 

Bending closely over him, I drank in the 
hideous import of his words. 
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As if in the superhuman energy of his utterance there had been found the potency of a spell, 
the huge antique panels to which the speaker pointed threw back their ebony jaws. 

It was the work of the rushing gust-but then without those doors there did stand the lofty 
and enshrouded figure of the lady Madeline of Usher. There was blood upon her white robes, and 

the evidence of some bitter struggle upon every portion of her emaciated frame. 
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i 

For a moment 
she remained trembling 
and reeling to and fro 
upon the threshold. 

Then, with a low moaning cry, fell heavily inward upon the person of her brother, 
and in her violent and now final death-agonies, bore him to the floor a corpse! 
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From that chamber, and from that 
mansion, I fled aghast. The storm 
was still abroad in all its wrath as 
I found myself crossing the 
old causeway. 

Suddenly there shot along the path a wild light, 
and I turned to see whence a gleam so unusual 
could have issued. The radiance was that of the 

full, blood-red moon, which now shone vividly 
through that once barely-discernible fissure that 

extended from the roof of the building to the base 

While I gazed, this fissure 
rapidly widened, and my brain 

reeled as I saw the mighty walls 
rushing asunder-there was a 

long tumultuous sound like the 
voice of a thousand waters... 

And the deep and dank tarn at my 
feet closed sullenly and silently over 
the fragments of the House of Usher. 
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poem by 

Edgar Allan Poe Unce upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, 
weak and weary, Over many a quaint and curious 
volume of forgotten lore. While I nodded nearly 
napping, suddenly there came a tapping. As of some 
one gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door. 
" Tis some visitor," I muttered, "tapping at my 
chamber door. Only this and nothing more." 

illustrated by 

J.B. Bonivert 
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Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then no longer, 
"Sir," said I, "or Madam, truly your forgiveness I implore; 
But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came rapping, 
And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber door, 
That I scarce was sure I heard you "—here I opened wide the door; 

 Darkness there and nothing more. 

Ah, distinctly I remember it was in the bleak December, 
And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the floor. 
Eagerly I wished the morrow; vainly I had sought to borrow 
From my books surcease of sorrow-sorrow for the lost Lenore 
For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore. 

Nameless here for evermore. 

And the silken sad uncertain rustling of each purple curtain 
Thrilled me-filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before; 
So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood repeating: 
" 'Tis some visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door 
Some late visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door; 

This it is, and nothing more." 
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THE RAVEN 

Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there wondering, fearing, 
Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to dream before; 
But the silence was unbroken, and the stillness gave no token, 
And the only word there spoken was the whispered word, "Lenore!" 
This I whispered, and an echo murmured back the word, "Lenore!" 

Merely this, and nothing more. 

Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me burning, 
Soon again I heard a tapping somewhat louder than before. 
"Surely," said I, "surely that is something at my window lattice; 
Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this mystery' explore 
Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore; 

" ’Tis the wind and nothing more!" 

Upen here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and flutter, 
In there stepped a stately raven of the saintly days of yore; 
Not the least obeisance made he; not a minute stopped or stayed he, 
But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door. 
Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my chamber door; 

Perched, and sat, and nothing more 
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I hen this ebony bird beguiling my sad 
fancy into smiling, By the grave and stern 
decorum of the countenance it wore, 
"Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, 
thou," I said, "art sure no craven, Ghastly 
grim and ancient raven wandering from 
the Nightly shore. Tell me what thy lordly 
name is on the Night's Plutonian shore!" 

Quoth the raven"Nevermore." 

  

Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken, 
"Doubtless," said I, "what it utters is its only stock and store 
Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful Disaster 
Followed fast and followed faster so when Hope he would adjure 
Stern Despair returned, instead of the sweet Hope he dared adjure 

That sad answer, "Never nevermore." 

110 



THE RAVEN 

Dut the raven still beguiling all my sad soul into smiling, 
Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird, and 
bust and door; Then, upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself 
to linking. Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of yore 
What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt and ominous bird of yore 

  Meant in croaking "Nevermore.1 

I his I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing 
To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burned into my bosom's core; 
This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease reclining 
On the cushion's velvet lining that the lamp-light gloated o'er, 
But whose velvet violet lining with the lamp-light gloating o'er, 

 She shall press, ah, nevermore! 

Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen censer 
Swung by Angels whose faint foot-falls tinkled on the tufted floor. 
"Wretch," I cried, "thy God hath lent thee by these angels he hath sent thee. 
Respite respite and nepenthe, from thy memories of Lenore; 
Let me quaff this kind nepenthe and forget this lost Lenore!" 

Quoth the raven "Nevermore." 
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IIQ 

r rophet!" said I, "thing of evil! prophet still, if bird or devil! 
WhetherTemptersent,orwhethertempesttossed thee here ashore, 
Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted. 
On this home by Horror haunted tell me truly, I implore 
Is there is there balm in Gilead? tell me tell me, I implore!" 

Quoth the raven "Nevermore.” 

r rophet!" said I, "thing of evil-prophet still, if bird or devil! 
By that Heaven that bends above us, by that God we both adore, 
Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the distant Aidenn, 
It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore 
Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore." 

Quoth the raven "Nevermore 
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And the raven, never flitting, still is sitting, 
still is sitting. On the pallid bust of Pallas just 
above my chamber door; And his eyes have 
all the seeming of a demon that is dreaming, 
And the lamp-light o'er him streaming throws 
his shadow on the floor; And my soul from ^ 

out that shadow that lies floating 
on the floor 

Shall be lifted nevermore! 
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GAILY 8EPHSHT, 
A GALLANT KNIGHT, 

IN SUKJSHINE AND IN 
SHADOW, 

HAD JOUPNEYFD LONG, 
SINGING A SONG, 
IM SEARCH OF.., 

WORDS BY EDGAR ALLAN POE PICTURED BY ROGER LAN6RIDGE 
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illustrated by RICHARD SAL A 

l^tor the most wild, yet most homely 

narrative which I am about to pen. 

I neither expect nor solicit belie f. M ad 

indeed wou Id I be to expect it, in a case 

where my, very senses reject their own 

evidence. Yet, mad am I not — and very 

surely do I not dream. But tomorrow I die, 

and today I would unburden my sou 1. My 

immediate purpose is to place belore the 

world, plainly, succinctly, and without com- 

ment, a series of mere household events. 

In their consequences, these events 

have terrified — have tortured — have de- 

stroyed me. Yet I will not attempt to ex- 

pound them. To me, they have presented 

little hut horror — to many they will seem 

less terrible than barocjues. Hereafter, per- 

haps, some intellect may he found which 

will reduce my phantasm to the common- 

place— some intellect more calm, more 

logical, and far less excitable than my own, 

which will perceive, in the circumstances I 

detail with awe, nothing more than an or- 

dinary succession of very natural causes 

an d effects. 

From my infancy I was noted for the 

docility and humanity of my disposition. 

Nly tenderness of heart was even so con- 

spicuous as to make me the jest ol my 

companions. I was especially fond of ani- 

mals, and was indulged by my parents 

with a j^reat variety of pets. With these I 

spent most of my time, and never was so 

happy as when feeding and caressing them. 

1 his peculiarity of character £rew with my 

£row tli, and, in my manhoo d, I derived 

Irom it one of my principal sources ol 

pleasure, lo those who have cherished an 

affection for a faithful and sagacious do£, 1 

need hardly he at the trouble of explaining 

the nature of the intensity of the gratifica- 

tion thus derivable. There is something in 

the unselfish and self-sacrificing love of a 

brute, which qoes directly to the heart of 

him who has had frequent occasion to test 

th e paltry friendship and gossamer fidelity 

of mere Man. 

1 married early, and was happy to find 

in my wife a disposition not uncongenial 

wi tk my own. Observing my partiality lor 

domestic pets, she lost no opportunity of 

procuring tk ose o f tke most agreeable 

hind. ^Ve had birds, goldfish, a fine doq, 

rabbits, a small monkey, and a cat. 

This latter was a remarkably lar^e and 

beautiful animal, entirely black, and saga- 

cious to an astonishing decree. In speak- 

ing of his intelligence, my wife, who at 

heart was not a little tinctured wi tk su- 

perstition, made frequent allusion to the 

ancient popular notion, which regarded all 

black cats as witches in disg uise. Not that 

she was ever serious upon this point — and 

I mention the matter at all for no better 

reason tk an that it h appens, just now, to 

he remembered. 

Pluto —this was the cat s name — was 

my favourite pet and playmate. 1 alone fed 

him, and he attended me wherever I went 

about the house. It was even with difficulty 

that 1 could prevent him from following 

me tk rou qh the streets. 

Our friendship lasted, in this manner, 

for several years, during which my general 

temperament and character—through the 

instrumentality of the fiend Intemperance 

— had (I blush to confess it) experienced a 

radical alteration for the worse. I qrew, day 

by day, more moody, more irritable, more 

regardless of the feelings of others. 
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I suffered mysell to use intemperate lan- 

guage to my wile. At len £th, I even ollered 

her personal violence. My pets, o( course, 

were made to leel tke change in my disposi- 

tion. I not only neglected, hut ill-used them. 

For Pluto, however, 1 still retained su llicient 

regard to restrain me Irom maltreating him, 

as I made no scruple ol maltreating the rah- 

hits, the monkey, or even the dog, when hy 

accident, or through affection, they came in 

my way. But my disease grew upon me — 

lor what disease is like alcohol?—and at 

length even Pluto, who was now becoming 

old, and consequently somewhat peevish — 

even Pluto began to experience the effects 

of my ill-temper. 

o ne night, returning home, much in- 

toxicated, from one ol my haunts about 

town, I fancied that the cat avoided my 

presence. I seized him; when, in his (right 

at my violence, he inflicted a slight wound 

upon my hand with his teeth. I he fury of a 

demon instantly possessed me. I knew my- 

self no longer. My original soul seemed, at 

once, to take its flight from my body; and 

a more than fiendish malevolence, gin- 

nurtured, thri lied every fibre of my frame. I 

took from my waistcoat pocket a pen-knife, 

opened it, grasped the poor beast hy the 

throat, and deliberately cut one of its eyes 

from the socket! I blush, I burn, I shudder, 

while I pen the d amnable atrocity. 

When reason returned wi th the morn- 

ing— when 1 had slept off the fumes of the 

nights debauch — I experienced a senti- 

ment ka'lf of horror, half of remorse, for tke 

crime of which I had been guilty; hut it 

was, at best, a feeble and equivocal feeling, 

and the soul remained untouched. 1 again 

plunged into excess, and soon drowned in 

wine all memory ol the deed. 

In the meantime the cat slowly recov- 

ered. I he socket ol the lost eye presented, 

it is true, a frightful appearance, hut he no 

longer appeared to suffer any pain. He 

went about the house as usual, hut, as 

might he expected, fled in extreme terror 

at my approach. I had so much of my old 

heart left, as to he at first grieved hy this 

evident dislike on the part of a creature 

which had once so loved me. But th is feel- 

ing soon gave place to irritation. And then 

came, as if to my final and irrevocable 

ove rthrow, tke spirit of PERVERSE- 

NESS. Of this spirit philosophy takes no 

account. Yet I am not more sure that my 

soul lives, than I am that perverseness is 

one ol the primitive impulses of the human 

heart — one ol the indivisible primary fac- 

u lties, or sentiments, which give direction 

to the character of man. Who has not, a 

hundred times, found himself committing 

a vile or a silly action, for no other reason 

th an because he knows he should not? 

Have we not a perpetual inclination, in the 

teeth ol our best judgment, to violate that 

which is Law, merely because we under- 

stand it to he such? I his spirit of per- 

verseness, I say, came to my final 

overthrow. It was this unfathomable long- 

ing of the soul to vex itself—to offer vio- 

lence to its own nature — to do wrong for 

the wrong s sake only — that urged me to 

continue and finally to consummate the 

injury I had inflicted upon tke uno ('fend- 

ing brute. One morning, in cool blood, I 

slipped a noose about its neck and hung it 

to tke I imh of a tree — hung it w ith the 

tears streaming from my eyes, and wi tk 

the bitterest remorse at my heart — hung 

it because I knew that it had loved me, and 

because I felt it had given me no reason ol 

offence — hung it because I knew that in so 

doing I was committing a sin — a deadly 

sin that would so jeopardize my immortal 

soul as to place it — if such a thing were 

possible — even beyond the reach of the 

infinite mercy of the Most Merciful and 

Most lerrible (jod. 

o n the night of the day on whic h this 

cruel deed was done, I was aroused from 

sleep by the cry ol Fire! 1 he curtains of 
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my Led were in flames. 1 lie whole house 

was blazing. It was wi tk £reat difficulty 

tkat my wife, a servant, and myself, made 

our escape from tke conflagration. I ke de- 

struction was complete. My entire worldly 

wealtk was swallowed up, and I resigned 

myself tkencelorward to despair. 

I am akove tke weakness of seeking to 

estaklisk a sequence ol cause and effect 

ketween tke disaster and tke atrocity. But 1 

am detailing a ckain ol (acts, and wisli not 

to leave even a possikle link imperfect. On 

tke day succeeding tke lire, I visited tke ru- 

ins. Tke walls, wi tk one exception, kad 

fall en in. Tkis exception was found in a 

compartment wall, not very tkick, wkick 

stood akout tke mi ddle of tke kouse, and 

against wkick kad rested tke kead of my 

ked. Tke plastering kad kere, in £reat 

measure, resisted tke action ol tke fire — a 

fact which I attrikuted to its having keen 

recently spread. Akout tkis wall a dense 

crowd were collected, and many persons 

seemed to ke examining a particular por- 

tion ol it witk very minute and ea^er 

attention. Tke words strange! singular! 

and otker similar expressions, excited my 

curiosity. I approacked and saw, as il graven 

in bas-relief upon tke w kite surface, the fig- 

ure of a gigantic cat. 1 ke impression was 

£iven witk an accuracy truly marvellous. 

1 kere was a rope akout tke animal s neck. 

ATen 1 first hekeld tkis apparition — 

for I could scarcely regard it as less — my 

wonder and my terror were extreme. But 

at length reflection came to my aid. Tke 

cat, I rememkered, kad keen kun£ in a 

garden adjacent to tke kouse. Upon tke 

alarm ol fire, tkis garden kad keen imme- 

diately filled ky tke crowd — ky some one 

of wkom the animal must kave keen cut 

from tke tree and tkrown, th rou^k an 

open window, into my chamker. 1 his kad 

probably keen done w itk tk e view ol 

arousing me from sleep. 1 ke falling of 

otker walls kad compressed tke victim of 

my cruelty into tke substance o f the 

freskly-spread plaster; tke lime of wkick, 

wi th the fl allies and the ammonia from 

th e carcass, kad then accomplished tke 

portraiture as I saw it. 

Although I thus readily accounted to 

my reason, il not altogether to my con- 

science, for tke startling lact just detailed, 

it did not tke less fail to make a deep 

impression upon my fancy. For mon ths I 

could not rid myself ol tke phantasm of 

tke cat; and, during th is perio d, tk ere 

came hack into my spirit a half -sentiment 

that seemed, but was not, remorse. I went 

so (ar as to regret tke loss of tke animal, 

and to look akout me, among th e vile 

haunts wkick 1 now habitually frequented, 

for another pet of tke same species, and of 

somewhat similar appearance, witk wkick 

to supply its place. 

One ni^ht as I sat, kali-stupe lied. in a 

den ol more than infamy, my attention was 

suddenly drawn to some black object, 

reposing upon tke kead of one of tke im- 

mense hogsheads of ^in, or of rum, wkick 

constituted tke chief furniture ol tke apart- 

ment. I had keen looking steadily at tke top 

of tkis hogshead lor some minutes, and 

wkat now caused me surprise was tke lact 

that I kad not sooner perceived tke object 

thereupon. I approacked it, and touched it 

witk my hand. It was a black cat — a very 

lar^e one — lully as lar^e as Pluto, and 

closely resembling him in every respect but 

one. Pluto kad not a white hair upon any 

portion ol kis body; hut tkis cat kad a large, 

although indefinite, splotch of white, cov- 

ering nearly the whole region ol the breast. 

Upon my touching him, ke immedi- 

ately arose, purred loudly, rubbed against 

my hand, and appeared delighted witk my 

notice. Tk is, tken, was tke very creature of 

wkick I was in search. 1 at once offered to 

purchase it ol the 1 and lord; but th is per- 

son made no claim to it—knew nothing 

of it — kad never seen it before. 
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I continued my caresses, and when I 

prepared to go home, the animal evinced 

a disposition to accompany me. I permit- 

ted it to do so; occasionally stooping and 

patting it as I proceeded. When it reached 

the house it domesticated itself at once, 

and became immediately a great lavourite 

with my wile. 

For my own part, I soon lound a dislike 

to it arising within me. 1 his was just the 

reverse of what I had anticipated; hut — I 

know not how or why it was — its evident 

fondness lor mysell rather disgusted and 

annoyed me. By slow degrees, these feel- 

ings of disgust and annoyance rose into the 

bitterness of hatred. I avoided the creature; 

a certain sense ol shame, and the remem- 

brance of my former deed ol cruelty, pre- 

venting me Irom physically abusing it. I 

did not, for some weeks, strike, or other- 

wise violently ill-use it; hut gradually — 

very gradually— I came to look upon it 

with unutterable loathing, and to llee 

silently Irom its odious presence, as Irom 

the breath of a pestilence. 

What added, no doubt, to my hatred ol 

the beast, was the discovery, on the morn- 

ing after I brou ght it home, that, like 

Pluto, it also had been deprived ol one ol 

its eyes. Th is circumstance, however, only 

endeared it to my wile, who, as 1 have al- 

ready said, possessed, in a high degree, that 

humanity ol feeling which had once been 

my distinguishing trait, and the source ol 

many ol my simplest and purest pleasures. 

With my aversion to this cat, however, 

its partiality lor myself seemed to increase. 

It followed my footsteps with a pertinacity 

which it would he difficult to make the 

reader comprehend. W hen ever I sat, it 

would crouch beneath my chair, or spring 

upon my knees, covering me with its 

loathsome caresses. II I arose to walk, it 

would get between my leet, and thus 

nearly throw me down, or, fastening its 

long and sharp claws in my dress, clamber, 

in this manner, to my breast. At such 

times, althou gh I longed to destroy it with 

a blow, I was yet w ithheld Irom so doing, 

partly by a memory ol my former crime, 

hut chiefly — let me confess it at once — 

by absolute dread ol the beast. 

1 his dread was not exactly a dread ol 

physical evil — and yet I should he at a loss 

how oth erwise to del ine it. I am almost 

ashamed to own — yes, even in this felon s 

cell, I am almost ashamed to own—that 

the terror and horror with which the ani- 

mal inspired me, had been heightened by 

one of the merest chimeras it wou Id he 

possible to conceive. My wile had called 

my attention, more than once, to the char- 

acter of the mark ol white hair, ol which I 

have spoken, and which constituted the 

sole visible difference between the strange 

beast and the one I had destroyed, d he 

reader will remember that this mark, 

although large, had been originally very 

indefinite; hut, by slow degrees — degrees 

nearly imperceptible, and which lor a long 

time my reason struggled to reject as 

(ancilul — it had, at len gth, resumed a rig- 

orous distinctness ol outline. It was now 

the representation ol an object that I shud- 

der to name — and for this, above all, I 

loathed, and dreaded, and wou id I lave rid 

myself of the monster had / dared — it was 

now, I say, the image of a hideous — ol 

a gh as tly thing — of the CJALLCAVS! 

— oh, mournful and terrible engine ol 

horror and ol crime — ol agony and death! 

And now was I indeed wretched be- 

yond the wretchedness ol mere humanity. 

And a brute beast — whose fellow I had 

contemptuously destroyed — a brute beast 

to work out lor me — lor me, a man, fash- 

ioned in the image ol the High Ciod — so 

much ol insufferable woe! Alas! neither by 

day nor by night knew I the blessing ol 

rest anv more! During the former the 
•J ” 

creature left me no moment alone; and, in 

the latter, I started, hourly, Irom dreams o 
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unutterable (ear, to lincl the hot breath of 

the th ing upon my Face, and its vast 

weight =—an incarnate nightmare th at I 

had no power to shake oil — incumbent 

eternally upon my heart! 

Beneath the pressure ol torments such 

as these, the (' eehle remnant o f the good 

wi th in me succum hed. E vil thoughts 

became my sole intimates — the darkest 

and most evil ol thoughts. I he moodiness 

ol my usual temper increased to hatred ol 

all things and ol all mankind; while, Irom 

the sudden, Irecjuent, and ungovernable 

outbursts of a fury to which I now hlin dly 

ah andoned myself, my uncomplaining 

wife, alas! was the most usual and the most 

patient ol sufferers. 

o ne day she accompanied me, upon 

some household errand, into the cellar ol 

the o id b u i Id in o which our poverty com- 

pelled us to inhabit. I he cat lollowed me 

down the steep stairs, and, nearly th rowing 

me headlong, exasperated me to madness. 

Uplifting an axe, and forgetting, in my 

wra th, the child ish dread which had hith- 

erto stayed my hand, I aimed a blow at the 

animal which, ol course, would have 

proved instantly latal had it descended as 1 

wished. But this blow was arrested by the 

hand of my wife. Goaded, hy the interfer- 

ence, into a rage more than demoniacal, I 

withdrew my arm Irom her grasp, and 

buried the axe in her brain. She fell dead 

upon the spot, without a groan. 

I his hideous murder accomplished, 1 

set mysell forthwi th, and with entire de- 

liberation, to the task ol concealing the 

body. I knew that I could not remove it 

from the house, either by day or by night, 

wi th out the risk ol being observed by the 

neighbors. Many projects entered my 

mind. At one period I thou ght of cutting 

the corpse into minute fragments and 

destroying them hy lire. At another, I 

resolved to dig a grave lor it in the floor 

ol the cellar. Again, I deliberated about 

casting it into the well in the yard — about 

packing it in a box, as if merchandise, with 

the usual arrangements, and so getting a 

porter to take it from the house, finally I 

hit upon w hat I considered a lar better 

expedient than either ol these. I deter- 

mined to wall it up in the cellar — as the 

monks ol the Middle Ages are recorded 

to have walled up their victims. 

for a purpose such as this the cellar 

was well adapted. Its walls were loosely 

constructed, and had lately been plastered 

throughout with a rough plaster, which 

the dampness of the atmosphere had pre- 

vented from hardening. M oreover, in one 

0 f the walls was a projection, caused by a 

false chimney, or fire-place, that had been 

filled up and made to resemble the rest of 

the cellar. I made no doubt that I could 

readily displace the bricks at this point, in- 

sert the corpse, and wall the whole up as 

before, so that no eye could detect any- 

thing suspicious. 

And in this calculation I was not de- 

ceived. By means ol a crowbar 1 easily 

dislodged the bricks, and having carefully 

deposited the body against th e inner wall, 

1 propped it in that position, while, with 

little trouble, 1 relaid the whole structure 

as it originally stoo d. H aving procured 

mortar, sand, and hair, with every possible 

precaution, 1 prepared a plaster which 

could not be distinguished from the old, 

and with this I very carefully went over the 

new brickwork. W hen I bad finished, I lelt 

satisfied that all was right. I he wall did 

not present the slightest appearance ol 

having been disturbed. The ru hb ish on the 

floor was picked up wi th the minutest 

care. I looked aroun d tr iumphantly, and 

said to myself, 1 Iere at least, th en, my 

labour bas not been in vain. 

My next step was to look lor tbe beast 

which had been the cause ol so much 

wretchedness; lor 1 had, at len gth, 1 irmly 

resolved to put it to death. Had I been able 
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to meet with it at the moment, there could 

have heen no douht of its late; hut it ap- 

peared that the crafty anima 11, a j b een 

alarmed at the violence of my previous 

anger, and forbore to present itself in my 

present mood. It is impossible to describe, 

or to imagine, the deep, the blissful sense 

ol relief which the absence of the detested 

creature occasioned in my bosom. It did 

not make its appearance during the night 

— and thus for one night at least, since its 

introduction into the house, I soundly and 

trancjui lly si ept; aye, slept even with the 

burden of murder upon my soul! 

The second an d the th ird day passed, 

and still my tormentor came not. Once 

again I breathed as a free man. 1 he mon- 

ster, in terror, had fled the premises 

forever! I should behold it no more! My 

happiness was supreme! The g uilt of my 

dark deed disturbed me hut little. Some 

few inquiries had heen made, hut these had 

heen readily answered. Even a search had 

heen instituted — hut of course nothing 

was to he discovered. I looked upon my fu- 

ture felicity as secured. 

Upon the fourth day of the assassina- 

tion, a party of the police came, very unex- 

pectedly, into the house, and proceeded 

again to make rigorous investigation of the 

premises. Secure, however, in the in- 

scrutability of my place ol concealment, 

I felt no embarrassment whatever. The 

o ffic ers hade me accompany them in their 

searc h. I hey left no nook or corner unex- 

plore d. At length, for the third or fourth 

time, they descended into the 

cellar. I cjuivered not in a muscle. My 

heart heat calmly as that of one who slum- 

bers in innocence. I walked the cellar Irom 

end to end . I fo lded my arms upon my 

bosom, and roamed easily to and fro. The 

police were th oroughly satisfied, and pre- 

pared to depart. I he glee at my heart was 

too strong to he restrained. I burned to say 

if hut one word, by way of triumph, and to 

render doubly sure their assurance of my 

guiltlessness. 

Gentlemen, I said at last, as the party 

ascended the steps, 1 delight to have al- 

laved laved your suspicions. I wish you a 

health, an d a little more courtesy. By the 

by, gentlemen, this—this is a very well- 

constructed house/ (In th e rabid desire to 

say something easily, I scarcely knew what 

I uttered at all.) I may say an excellently 

well-constructed house. Th ese walls — 

are you going, gentlemen? — these walls 

are so lidly put together ; and here, 

throu gh th e mere frenzy of bravado, I 

rapped heavily, with a cane which I held 

in my hand, upon that very portion of the 

brickwork behind which stood the corpse 

f the wife of my bosom. 

But may G ocl shield and deliver me 

rom the fanPS on the A rch-Fien d! N O 

O 

f, 

sooner had tl heration of my hi le reverberation ot my blows 

sunk into silence, than 1 was answered by a 

voice from within the tomb! — by a cry, at 

first muffled and broken, like the so hh ing 

of a child, and then cjuickly swelling into 

one long, loud, and continuous scream, half' 

of h orror an cl half of triumph, such as 

might have arisen only out ol hell, con- 

jointly from the throats of the damned in 

their agony and of the demons that exult 

in the damnation. 

Of my own thoughts it is foil y to speak. 

Swooning, I staggered to the opposite wall. 

For one instant the party upon the stairs 

remained motionless, through extremity ol 

terror and ol awe. In the next, a dozen 

stout arms were toiling at the wall. It fell 

bodily. I he corpse, already greatly decayed 

and clotted with gore, stood erect before 

the eyes of the spectators. Upon its head, 

with red extended mouth and solitary eye 

of fire, sat the hideous beast whose craft 

had seduced me into murder, and whose 

informing voice had consigned me to the 

hangman. I had walled the monster up 

within the tc >m f>! 
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EDGAR ALLAN POE 

Edgar Allan Poe, the orphaned son of itinerant 

actors, led a tumultuous adolescence of drink 

and gambling, which resulted in the failure of 

both his university and military careers. 

Throughout his life he was plagued by poverty, 
poor health, insecurity, and depression, much 

by his own doing and a result of his continuing 

problems with alcohol. He struggled unsuccess- 

fully as a writer until winning a short story contest 

in 1833. Poe's subsequent writing ranged from 

his rigorously metrical poetry to short stories, 

from journalism and distinguished literary criti- 

cism to the pseudo-scientific essays of Eureka. 

Today he is generally acknowledged as the 
inventor of both the gothic short story and the 

detective story, a pioneer of early science fiction 

and the founding father of the horror genre. 
Fittingly, there is still much mystery associated 

with his death at age forty in 1849, as told in 

comics by John Esposito and Roger Langridge 

in Rosebud 19, and even in his choice for an 

executor of his literary estate, as told by Spain 

Rodriguez in this volume. 

SKOT OLSEN ( cover) 

While growing up in Connecticut, Skot and his 

parents spent their summers sailing up and 

down the coast of New England and all over 

the West Indies. It was on these long trips that 

he developed his love for the sea which forms 

the basis for much of his work. A 1991 gradu- 

ate of the Joe Kubert School of Cartoon and 

Graphic Art, Skot now lives on the edge of the 

Florida Everglades, where he concentrates on 
paintings which have been featured in numer- 

ous publications and exhibited in galleries in 

Florida, New York and California. His illustra- 

tions are printed in Graphic Classics: H.P. 

Lovecraft and Graphic Classics: Bram Stoker, 

and a large collection of his work is online at 
www.skotolsen.com. 

MAXON CRUMB (pages 1, 4, 144) 

Maxon will be familiar to many readers from his 

appearance in Terry Zwigoff's 1994 award- 

winning film, Crumb. While his older brother 

Robert's work may be more well-known, Maxon 

is equally talented as both a writer and 
artist. His gritty fantasy story, Stigmata, 

appears in Crumb Family Comics, and his 

illustrated novel of sex, violence and incest, 

Hard Core Mother, was published in 2000 by 
CityZen Books. The illustrations reproduced 

here are from his first book, Maxon's Poe (1997, 

Cottage Classics). New work by Maxon appears 

in Graphic Classics: H.P. Lovecraft, Graphic 

Classics: Bram Stoker, and in the forthcoming 

Graphic Classics: Robert Louis Stevenson. 

RICHARD CORBEN (page 2) 

One of the most enduring cult favorites in 

comics, Richard Corben is also an "artist's artist," 

widely respected by his peers, which made him 

the perfect choice for the lead spot in Graphic 

Classics: H.P. Lovecraft's unique four-artist 
adaptation of Herbert West: Reanimator. 

Richard's first underground comic, Fantagor, was 
self-published in 1970. He has since worked for 

all the major comics publishers including Warren, 

Metal Hurlant, Dark Horse, Marvel and DC. He 

has a lifelong interest in film and animation and 

his "Den" character was adapted in the first 

Heavy Metal movie. Corben's interests in making 

movies and drawing comics have always com- 

plemented each other, and he calls his comic 

work "a detailed storyboard for a movie." 

Richard resides in Kansas City, where he contin- 

ues to work on animation, illustration, and 

comics. His sketch of Poe's Masque of the Red 

Death was done specifically for this volume. 

JOE R. LANSDALE (page 5) 

Texas author Joe Lansdale has written over thir- 

ty books in the horror, western, fantasy and 
mystery genres. His versatility extends to comics, 

where he has written for series including Batman 

and Jonah Hex, and animation, where he has 

scripted episodes of the Batman and Superman 

TV series. As Joe declares, "I am my own 

genre." Two short films have been made of his 

stories, The Job, and Drive-In Date. A number of 

other books have been optioned by Hollywood, 

and Bubba Ho-Tep, a tale of a seventy-year-old 

Elvis, is in current release. Joe has won numer- 

ous honors including the British Fantasy Award, 

the American Mystery Award, the International 

Crime Writer's Award, the Booklist Editors' 

Choice Award, The New York Times Notable 

Book Award, the Edgar Allan Poe Award and 

six Bram Stoker awards. His latest books are A 

Fine Dark Line, a national bestseller, High 

Cotton, a collection of his best short stories, 

and Zeppelins West, an outrageous alternate 
history tale illustrated by Mark Nelson and 

designed by Tom Pomplun. Joe's next novel will 

be Sunset and Sawdust, due from Alfred A. 
Knopf in February 2004. 

RICK GEARY (page 7) 

Rick is best known for his thirteen years as a 
contributor to The National Lampoon. His work 

has also appeared in Marvel, DC, and Dark 

Horse comics, Rolling Stone, Mad, Heavy 

Metal, Disney Adventures, The Los Angeles 

Times, and The New York Times Book Review. 

He is a regular cartoonist in Rosebud. Rick has 
written and illustrated five children's books and 

published a collection of his comics, Housebound 
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with Rick Geary. The fifth volume in his contin- 

uing book series A Treasury of Victorian Murder 

is The Beast of Chicago. More of his work has 
appeared in the Graphic Classics anthologies 
Arthur Conan Doyle, H.G. Wells, H.R Lovecraft, 

Jack London, Ambrose Bierce and Mark Twain. 

Rick completely redrew his adaptation of The 

Tell-Tale Heart for this new Poe edition. You can 

also view his art at www.rickgeary.com. 

STANLEY W. SHAW (page 25) 

Stan Shaw illustrates for various clients all over 

the country including The Village Voice, 

Esquire, Slate, Starbucks, The Seattle Mariners, 

Nintendo, Rhino Records, Microsoft, B.E.T., DC 

Comics, ABCNEWS.com, Wizards of The Coast, 
Amazing Stories, Vibe, The Flying Karamazov 

Brothers and Willamette Week. His illustrations 

for Moxon's Master appear in Graphic Classics: 

Ambrose Bierce. In addition to practicing illus- 
tration, Stan teaches it; at Cornish School of the 

Arts, School of Visual Concepts and Pacific 

Lutheran University. He is now part of a group 

of artists advising on an illustration textbook. 
Stan can be reached at drawstanley@harbor- 

net.com. 

PEDRO LOPEZ (page 39) 

Born in Denmark in 1974, Pedro says he is 

inspired mostly by spaghetti westerns (his 

father's fault), Italian crime thrillers, and dark 

scifi movies. His passion about these movies is 

obvious when you read his comics. He is also 
inspired by French comic artists such as Tardi, 
Hermann, and Mezieres. He claims "Dark 

Humor" and "Irony" as his middle names. 

Pedro has published comics in Denmark, and 
he is now adapting The Suicide Club for 

Graphic Classics: Robert Louis Stevenson. You 
can see samples of his work on his site: 

www.pedrolopez.dk. 

LISA K. WEBER (page 50) 

Lisa is a graduate of Parsons School of Design 
in New York City, where she is currently 

employed in the fashion industry, designing 
prints and characters for teenage girls' jam- 

mies, while freelancing work on children's 

books and character design for animation. 
Other projects include her "creaturized" opera 

posters and playing cards. Lisa has provided 

illustrations for Graphic Classics: H.R Lovecraft, 

Graphic Classics: Ambrose Bierce, Graphic 

Classics: Bram Stoker and Graphic Classics: 

Mark Twain. Illustrations from her in-progress 

book The Shakespearean ABCs were printed in 

Rosebud 25. More of Lisa's art can be seen 

online at www.creatureco.com. 

RAFAEL NIEVES (page 62) 

Rafael has for fifteen years created and written 
numerous comics, including Hellstorm, Orlak, 

Nosferatu, Arianne, the critically-acclaimed Tales 

from the Heart (co-written with Cindy Goff), 

and a series based on White Wolf's Vampire: 

The Masquerade. His latest is Mr. Moto, a 

three-issue miniseries illustrated by Tim 
Hamilton and published by Moonstone Books. 

Of his imaginative interpretation of Poe's The 

Bells, Nieves says, "I had my work cut out for 

me, because the poem didn't lend itself to easy 

adaptation. It has a very musical quality to it, a 

definite rhythm that I had to preserve, at the 

same time wrapping a dramatic storyline 

around it. And of course, I had to be true to the 
spirit of Poe, where happy endings are few and 

far between." Rafael says he has another Poe 

adaptation in the works, this time an animated 
version of The Raven, and The Bells will also 

soon see life as a cartoon short. 

JUAN GOMEZ (page 62) 

Juan is a Chicago-based animator who cites 

Tim Burton, European comics, and Rugrats 

among his many influences. The illustrator of 

Rafael Nieves' adaptation of The Bells has also 

collaborated with him on Chillin's (Moonstone 

Comics, 1997), an anthology of horror stories 

about terrible tykes. Gomez's clean, simple 

style strikes just the right balance between 

humorous cartooning and more serious tradi- 

tional illustration which is a perfect match for 

Nieves' vision of The Bells. The version 

presented here has been digested from the full 
25-page original, published by Tome Press in 
1999, and available at www.calibercomics.com. 

Currently, Juan is deeply involved in his creator- 

owned project Who? The Hex!, in collaboration 
with itoons, a Chicago internet animation and 

game studio. 

ANDY EWEN (page 78) 

Andy's illustrations have appeared in The 

Progessive, Isthmus, and The New York Times 

Book Review. He was the featured artist in 

Rosebud 10 and Rosebud 22. His personal, 

dreamlike drawings also appear in Graphic 

Classics: H. P. Lovecraft and Graphic Classics: 

Ambrose Bierce. In addition to his ability as a 

graphic artist, Andy is also a talented musician. 
For nearly twenty years he has been the lead 

singer, guitarist and songwriter for Honor Among 

Thieves, one of the Madison, Wisconsin area's 
most respected bands. 

JOHN COULTHART (page 80) 

John Coulthart lives in Manchester, England 

and divides his time as an illustrator, comic 
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artist, and CD and book designer. Since 1989 

he has worked with Savoy Books on David 

Britton's controversial Lord Horror comic series 
and more recently has been responsible for the 

packaging of their new line of prestigious book 

reprints. His adaptations of H.P. Lovecraft sto- 

ries were collected as The Haunter of the Dark 

and other Grotesque Visions by Oneiros Books 
in 1999, and he adapted An Occurrence at Owl 

Creek Bridge for Graphic Classics: Ambrose 

Bierce. Future projects include Savoy's illustrat- 

ed edition of The House on the Borderland by 
William Hope Hodgson, Luvkraft vs Kthulhu, an 

illustrated novella by Grant Morrison and The 

Soul, a comic series with Alan Moore. 

MATT HOWARTH (page 83) 

Matt Howarth has spent his career mixing the 

genres of science fiction, comic books, and 
alternative music. Probably best known for his 

Those Annoying Post Bros, comic book series, 

lately he has been doing a variety of graphic 

adaptations of stories by Greg Bear and Vernor 

Vinge. Other adaptations appeared in Graphic 

Classics: Arthur Conan Doyle, Graphic Classics: 

H.P. Lovecraft and Graphic Classics: Jack 

London. Matt continues to explore the digital 

genre with a variety of online comics, plus his 

weekly music review column (at www.sonic- 

curiosity.com). Currently, he is working on a new 

Bugtown comic book series for MU Press, and 
collaborating with New Zealander electronic 

musician Rudy Adrain on an upcoming album. 

You are invited to visit www.matthowarth.com 

for more entertainment. 

J.B. BONIVERT (page 107) 

Jeffrey Bonivert is a Bay Area native who has 

contributed to independent comics as both 

artist and writer, in such books as The Funboys, 

Turtle Soup and Mister Monster. His unique 

adaptation of The Raven originally appeared in 

1979 in Star*Reach, and was revised for the first 

edition of this volume in 2001. Jeff's art is pub- 

lished in Graphic Classics: Arthur Conan Doyle, 

Graphic Classics: Jack London, Graphic 

Classics: Ambrose Bierce and Graphic Classics: 

Bram Stoker, and he was part of the unique 

four-artist team on Reanimator in Graphic 

Classics: H.P. Lovecraft. Jeff's biography of 

artist Murphy Anderson appears in Spark 

Generators, and Muscle and Faith, his Casey 

Jones/Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles epic, can 

be seen online at www.flyingcolorscomics.com. 

ROGER LANGRIDGE (page 114) 

New Zealand-born artist Roger Langridge is the 

creator of Fred the Clown, whose online comics 

appear every Monday at www.hotelfred.com. 

Fred also shows up in print three times a year 

in Fred the Clown comics. With his brother 

Andrew, Roger's first comics series was Zoot! 

published in 1988 and recently reissued as 

Zoot Suite. Other titles followed, including 

Knuckles, The Malevolent Nun and Art d'Ecco. 

Roger's work has also appeared in numerous 
magazines in Britain, the U.S., France and 

Japan, including Deadline, Judge Dredd, 

Heavy Metal, Comic Afternoon, Gross Point 

and Batman: Legends of the Dark Knight. He 

adapted Master, a rare Doyle poem in Graphic 

Classics: Arthur Conan Doyle, and collaborat- 

ed with Mort Castle on a comics bio for 

Graphic Classics: Jack London. Called "insanely 
hardworking," Roger now lives in London, 

where he divides his time between comics, 

children's books and commercial illustration. 

RICHARD SALA (page 116) 

A master of gothic humor in the tradition of 

Charles Addams and Edward Gorey, Richard 
Sala creates stories filled with mystery, adven- 

ture, femmes fatales and homicidal maniacs. 

Richard is the artist and author of several col- 

lections, Hypnotic Tales, Black Cat Crossing, 

Thirteen O'Clock, The Chuckling Whatsit, plus 

an homage to Gorey titled The Ghastly Ones. 

His work has appeared in RAW, Blab!, Esquire, 

Playboy, The New York Times, Graphic Classics: 

Arthur Conan Doyle, Graphic Classics: Bram 

Stoker and his current, critically-acclaimed 

comic series, Evil Eye. His illustrations for The 

Black Cat are new for this Poe edition. Richard 

also created Invisible Hands, which ran on 

MTV's animation show, Liquid Television. Recent 

projects include the children's book It Was a 

Dark and Silly Night and illustrations for a previ- 

ously unpublished screenplay by Jack Kerouac 

titled Dr. Sax and the Great WorldSnake. Visit 

Richard's website at www.richardsala.com for 

"lots of wonderfully creepy things to look at." 

SPAIN RODRIGUEZ (page 124) 

Manuel "Spain" Rodriguez, born 1940 in 

Buffalo, New York, first gained fame as one of 

the founders of the underground comix move- 

ment of the 1960s. After drawing comics in New 

York for the East Village Other, he moved to 

San Francisco where he joined Robert Crumb 

and other artists on Zap Comix. Spain's early 

years with the Road Vultures Motorcycle Club 

and his reportage of the 1968 Democratic 

Convention in Chicago are chronicled in the 

comics collection, My True Story. Along with 

autobiographical stories and politically-oriented 

fiction featuring his best-known character, 

Trashman, Spain has produced a number of his- 

torical comics. His story of Poe's astonishing 

choice for a posthumous literary agent, The 
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Inheritance of Rufus Griswold, first appeared 

in Arcade in 1976. Spain's work can also be seen 
in the online comic The Dark Hotel at 
www.salon.com, Graphic Classics: Jack London, 

and in Graphic Classics: Brann Stoker. 

MILTON KNIGHT (page 127) 

Milton Knight claims he started drawing, paint- 

ing and creating his own attempts at comic 
books and animation at age two. "I've never 
formed a barrier between fine art and cartoon- 

ing," says Milt. "Growing up, I treasured Chinese 
watercolors, Breughel, Charlie Brown and 

Terrytoons equally." His work has appeared in 
magazines including Heavy Metal, High Times, 

National Lampoon and Nickelodeon Magazine, 

and he has illustrated record covers, posters, 

candy packaging and T-shirts, and occasionally 
exhibited his paintings. Labor on Ninja Turtles 

comics allowed him to get up a grubstake to 

move to the West Coast in 1991, where he 

became an animator and director on Felix the 

Cat cartoons. Milt's comics titles include Midnite 

the Rebel Skunk, Hinkley, and Slug and Ginger 

and Hugo. He has appeared in Graphic Classics: 

H. G. Wells, Graphic Classics: Jack London, 

Graphic Classics: Ambrose Bierce, and Graphic 

Classics: Mark Twain. Check for the latest news 

at www.miltonknight.net. 

SPENCER WALTS (page 140) 

Spencer is a Madison-based designer and illus- 

trator whose award-winning work has appeared 
in numerous periodicals and books. He is a fre- 

quent contributor to Rosebud, including the 
"Cartoon Special", Rosebud 18. In 2000 Spencer 

founded Eyewerks Studio, where he creates ani- 
mation as well as illustration and design. 

TOM POMPLUN 

The designer, editor and publisher of Graphic 

Classics, Tom has a background in both fine 
and commercial arts and a lifelong interest in 

comics. He designed and produced Rosebud, a 

journal of fiction, poetry and illustration, from 
1993 to 2003, and in 2001 he founded Graphic 

Classics. Tom is currently working on the ninth 

book in the series, Graphic Classics: Robert 

Louis Stevenson, featuring The Strange Case of 

Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, The Bottle Imp, The 

Suicide Club, and a collection of Stevenson's 
poems and short fables. The book is scheduled 

for release in June 2004. You can see previews 

and much more at www.graphicclassics.com. 
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South San 
Francisco 
Public 

Library 

Satire and the 
Supernatural! 
Graphic Classics: Ambrose 
Bierce presents stories of humor, 
horror and politics by a master of 
short fiction. It features Bierce’s 
most famous story, An Occurrence 
at Owl Creek Bridge, nine other 
great tales, excerpts from The 
Devil’s Dictionary, and a collec- 
tion of 29 illustrated “Fables.” 
With over forty great artists. 

144 pages, $10 

atp and tie 
M . 

Graphic Classics: Bram 
Stoker features Lair of the White 
Worm in comics by South African 
artist Rico Schacherl, with two 
excerpts from Dracula, and seven 
™'''>re tales of horror, fantasy 

; comedy. With Glenn Barr, 
nt Emerson, Richard Sala, 
dn Rodriguez, Michael 
nning and Maxon Crumb. 

X pages, $10 

it and Wonder! 
aphic Classics: 
irk Twain has Rick 
ary’s comics adaptation 
The Mysterious Stranger, 
is A Ghost Story, The 
lebrated Jumping Frog, 
rnival of Crime in Connecticut 
d much more. Artists include 

Lance Tooks, Shary Flenniken, 
Simon Gane and Milton Knight. 

144 pages, $10 

Order via credit card at 
www.graphicclassics.com 
If you prefer to order by mail, 
please add #3 s/h (#10 for 
international shipping). WI 
residents please add 5% sales 
tax. Orders will be shipped via 
U S Post Media Mail. Allow 
4 weeks for delivery. Send 
check or money order payable 
to Eureka Productions. 

Eureka Productions 
8778 Oak Grove Road 
Mount Horeb, WI 53572 
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