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> LASSICS ILLUSTRATED are

" adaptations of the world's
greatest works of literature, produced by some of the world’s most
talented writers and artists. Each lavishly illustrated volume is an
accurate representation of the original work — distinctive, fresh and
innovative, yet faithful to the book and true to the intentions of the
author.

‘here are reasons why the
original works are classics:
Each is unique, each has weathered the test of time, and each
continues to reflect and address the undying spirit of humanity in
today's world, CLASSICS ILLUSTRATED reflect those individual styles
that made the original works great — not just the stories, but the
nuances as well. These adaptations naturally are abridged, but care
has been taken to maintain the narrative sweep and as much of the
original dialogue and narration as possible.

‘thile they stand on their
~own merits, CLASSICS
ILLUSTRATED are not substitutes for the originals, Rather, they are
artistic interpretations, perfect introductions to an exciting world of
remarkable ideas and unlimited possibilities — the world of great
literature.
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M asterpieces of the macabre,
1" these elegant poems — drawn
from the most fertile period in Edgar Allan Poe's life — delve the dark
depths of the subconscious and trace the hidden horrors of the human
soul. Never before and rarely since has a writer captured so completely
the melancholy, the torment, the passion, the grotesque humer and the
suspense that is inherent in the battle between human good and evil,
between the rational and the irrational. With his contemporary,
Nathaniel Hawthorne, Poe was a founder of the American Gothic
movement that blossomed before the Civil War. Poe used his own
tortured life as an inspiration for his writing, the first volumes of which
appeared in 1831, In 1844, following bouts with poverty, alcoholism, and
romantic and professional failures, he produced the eerie poem The
Raven for tha New York Evening News. The popularity of that poem
briefly propelled Poe into the literary spotlight. For the most part,
though, he was criticized, demeaned and condemned as a lunatic and
literary fake: “the jingle man,” Ralph Waldo Emerson huffed, dismissing
Poe’s works as all style and little substance, Only after his death was
Poe recognized as a stylistic innovator and a master of language and
narrative. Later reassessments lauded Poe for his consistent command
ol mood, emotion and atmosphere; he was, judged William Yeats,
"always and for all lands a great lyric poet.” Not only are these
lascinating poems among the world's best-loved and most widely read,
but they have influenced several generations of writers. Haunting,
beautiful, full of rhythm and melody, Poe's forms, techniques and
theories inspired the post-Civil War American Bohemian writers, the
French Symbolists, and were also later echoed in the works of such
writers as T.S. Eliot and William Faulkner.
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THE RAVEN

weak and weary,
Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore—

While

hile I pondered

W

mi t

Once upon a

suddenly there came a tfapp

, nearly napp

I nodded

ing at my chamber door.
“tapping at my chamber door—

rapp

ng,

i

As of some one gently rapp

’

visitor,” | muttered

**Tis some

is and nothing more.”

Only th
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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 named 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.”

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.

Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there wondering, fearing,

Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortals 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.
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all my soul within me bu
I heard a tapping something louder than before.

rning,

into the chamber tu
again
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when, w

Open here I flung the shutter,

In there stepped a stately Raven of the

Not the least obeisance made he

te stopped or stayed he,
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perched above my chamber door—
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Then 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.”

Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so plainly,
Though its answer little meaning— little relevancy bore;

For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being

Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber door—
Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber door,

With such name as “Nevermore.”

But the Raven, sitting lonely on that placid bust, spoke only

That one word, as if his soul in that one word he did outpour.

Nothing farther then he uttered; not a feather then he fluttered—

Till I scarcely more than muttered: “Other friends have flown before—

On the morrow he will leave me as my Hopes have flown before.”
Then the bird said, “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 till his songs one burden bore—
Till the dirges of his Hope that melancholy burden bore

Of ‘Never— nevermore.'”
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But 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.”

This 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 Seraphim whose 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!
Quaff, oh qualff this kind nepenthe and forget this lost Lenore!”

Quoth the Raven, “Nevermore.”

“Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil!l— prophet still, if bird or devil!—
Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed 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.”



“Prophet!” said I, “thing of evill— 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.”

“Be that word our sign of parting, bird or fiend!" I shrieked, upstarting—

“Get thee back into the tempest and the Night’s Plutonian shore!

Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul hath spoken!

Leave my loneliness unbroken!— quit the bust above my door!

Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off my door!”
Quoth the Raven, “Nevermore.”

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’s 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!

10
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ANNABEL LEE

It was many and many a year ago,
In a kingdom by the sea,

That a maiden there lived whom you may know
By the name of Annabel Lee

And this maiden she lived with no other thought _
Than to love and be loved by me.

I




I was a child and she was a child,
In this kingdom by the sea;

But we loved with a love that was more than love—
I and my Annabel Lee;

With a love that the winged seraphs of heaven
Coveted her and me.

And this was the reason that, long ago,
In this kingdom by the sea,

A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling
My beautiful Annabel Lee;

So that her highborn kinsman came
And bore her away from me,

To shut her up in a sepulchre
In this kingdom by the sea.

The angels, not half so happy in heaven,
Went envying her and me—

Yes!— that was the reason (as all men know,
In this kingdom by the sea)

That the wind came out of the cloud by night,
Chilling and killing my Annabel Lee.

13
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But our love it was stronger by far than the love

Of those who were older than we—

Of many far wiser than we—
d neither the angels in heaven above,

Nor the demons down under the s
an ever dissever my soul from the soul

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee.

For the moon never beams
without bringing me dreams

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee

ri

but I feel the b

Annabel Lee

d the stars never rise

ght eyes

Of the beautiful




And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side

Of my darling— my darling— my life and my bride,
In the sepulchre there by the sea,
In her tomb by the sounding sea.
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LINES ON ALE
Fill with mingled cream and amber,
I will drain that glass again.
Such hilarious visions clamber
Through the chamber of my brain—
Quaintest thoughts— queerest fancies
Come to life and fade away;
What care I how time advances?
I am drinking ale today.
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No rays from the holy Heaven come down :“ |
On the long night-time of that town; :?é
But light from out the lurid sea A
Streams up the turrets silently— EE:‘
Gleams up the pinnacles far and free— \3
Up domes— up spires— up kingly halls— ::
Up fanes— up Babylon-like walls— N
Up shadowy long-forgotten bowers ‘:

Of sculptured ivy and stone flowers—
Up many and many a marvellous shrine
Whose wreathed friezes intertwine
The viol, the violet, and the vine.
Resignedly beneath the sky

The melancholy waters lie.

So blend the turrets and shadows there
That all seem pendulous in air,

While from a proud tower in the town
Death looks gigantically down.

21



There open fanes and gaping graves

Yawn level with the luminous waves;
But not the riches there that lie

In each idol’s diamond eye—

Not the gayly-jewelled dead

Tempt the waters from their bed;

For no ripples curl, alas!
Along that wilderness of glass—
No swellings tell that winds may be
Upon some far-off happier sea—
No heavings hint that winds have been
On seas less hideously serene.
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But lo, a stir is in the air!
The wave— there is a movement there!
As if the towers had thrust aside,

In slightly sinking, the dull tide—

As if their tops had feebly given

A void within the filmy Heaven.

The waves have now a redder glow—
The hours are breathing faint and low—
And when, amid no earthly moans,
Down, down that town shall settle hence,
Hell, rising from a thousand thrones,
Shall do it reverence.
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Oh, lady bright! can it be right—
This window open to the night? =
The wanton airs, from the tree-top,
Laughingly through the lattice drop—
The bodiless airs, a wizard rout,
Flit through thy chamber in and out,
And wave the curtain canopy

So fitfully— so carefully—

Above the closed and fringed lid
'Neath which thy slumb’ring soul lies hid, 4
That, o’er the floor and down the wall, > -{;(”"‘:
Like ghosts the shadows rise and fall! \‘ @ G}% ‘

Oh, lady dear, hast thou no fear? \“ “m} !":',’f { )
Why and what art thou dreaming here? 7 d

Sure thou art come o’er far-off seas,

A wonder to these garden trees!

Strange is thy pallor! strange thy dress!
Strange, above all, thy length of tress,
And this all solemn silentness! W

< .'i
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The lady sleeps! Oh, may her sleep,
Which is enduring, so be deep!

Heaven have her in its sacred keep!

This chamber changed for one more holy,
This bed for one more melancholy,

I pray to God that she may lie

Forever with unopened eye,

While the dim sheeted ghosts go by!

My love, she sleeps! Oh, may her sleep,
As it is lasting, so be deep!

Soft may the worms about her creep!
Far in the forest, dim and old,

For her may some tall vault unfold—
Some vault that oft hath flung its black
And winged panels fluttering back,
Triumphant, o’er the crested palls,

Of her grand family funerals—

Some sepulchre, remote, alone,
Against whose portal she hath thrown,
In childhood, many an idle stone—
Some tomb from out whose sounding door
She ne'er shall force an echo more,
Thrilling to think, poor child of sin!

It was the dead who groaned within.

26
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ELDORADO

A gallant knight,

In sunshine and in shadow,
Had journeyed long,
Singing a song,

In search of Eldorado.




But he grew old—

This knight so bold—
And o’er his heart a shadow

Fell as he found

No spot of ground
That looked like Eldorado.

29



And, as his strength
Failed him at length,
He met a pilgrim shadow—
“Shadow,” said he,
“Where can it be—
This land of Eldorado?”

30



“Over the Mountains
Of the Moon,

Down the Valley of the Shadow,

Ride, boldly ride,”
The shade replied—

“If you seek for Eldorado!”

3l




From childhood’s hour I have not been

As others were— I have not seen

As others saw— I could not bring

My passions from a common spring.
From the same source | have not "'3,:7 :

My sorrow; I could not awaken




-
Then— in my childhood— in the dawn

0f a most stormy life— was drawn

From ev'ry depth of good and ill

The mystery which binds me still:

1 From the torrent, or the fountain,
From the red cliff of the mountain,
From the sun that 'round me roll’d

{Inits autumn tint of gold—

From the lightning in the sky

TAS it pass’d me flying by—

{From the thunder and the storm,

|And the cloud that took the form

(When the rest of Heaven was blue)
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THE HAUNTED PALACE

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,
(This— 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.
34
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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.

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.

30




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.

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.
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THE CONQUEROR WORM
Lo! 'tis a gala night
Within the lonesome latter years!
An angel throng, bewinged, bedight
In veils, and drowned in tears,
Sit in a theatre, to see
A play of hopes and fears,
While the orchestra breathes fitfully
The music of the spheres.

)
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Mimes, in the form of God on high,
Mutter and mumble low,
And hither and thither fly—
Mere puppets they, who come and go
At bidding of vast formless things
That shift the scenery to and fro,
Flapping from out their Condor wings
Invisible Woe!

40
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That motley drama—oh, be sure
It shall not be forgot!

With its Phantom chased for evermore,
By a crowd that seize it not,

Through a circle that ever returneth in
To the self-same spot,

And much of Madness, and more of Sin,
And Horror the soul of the plot.

—
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But see, amid the mimic rout
A crawling shape intrude!
A blood-red thing that writhes from out
The scenic solitude!
It writhes!—it writhes!—with mortal pangs
The mimes become its food,
And the angels sob at vermin fangs
In human gore imbued.
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Comes down with the rush of a storm,

And the angels,
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And its hero the Conqueror Worm.
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i DGAR ALLAN POE was born
- in Boston on January 19,
1809, tha son of itinerant actors, Before he was three, Poe, his oldar
brother and his younger sister were orphaned. They were taken in by
John Allan, a Richmond, Virginia, merchant; naver legally adopted, Poe
employed his foster father's surname as his middle name. With the
Allans, he spent five years (1815-1820) in England. After returning to
Richmond, Poe attended a private school and then entered the
University of Virginia at the age of 17. After accumulating heavy
gambling debts, he withdrew less than a year later, fled to Boston and
enlisted in the army. Anonymously and at his own expense, Poe
published Tamerlane, his first poetry collection, in 1827, He entered
Wast Point in 1830 following his discharge from the army, but was
dismissed as a troublemaker the following year. Poe continued to write
poems and short fiction, but labored unsuccessiully until MS. Found in
a Bottle won a short-story contest and landed him a job with the
Southern Literary Messenger. In 1836, Poe married his 14-year-old
cousin, Virginia Clemm, and settled in Richmond with his new bride and
her mother. They moved to New York in 1837, where Poe, supporting
his family by taking hack writing jobs, published The Narrative of Arthur
Gordon Pym. In 1838, the family moved to Philadelphia and Poe briefly
served as co-editor of Burton's Gentleman's Magazine, to which he
contributed The Fall of the House of Usher, and, later, as literary editor
ol Graham's Magazine, which published The Masque of the Red Death
and other stories. Tales of the Grotesque and Arabesque, Poe's first
short-story collection, appeared in 1840, During the next six years, Poe,
briefly associated with several other periodicals, published a number of
poems and stories, including The Raven, The Pit and the Pendulum
and The Cask of Amontillado. Poe's wifa died in 1847; in his griel, Poe
embarked upon several disastrous love affairs, attempted suicide, and
drank heavily. During his last two years, Poe's entire literary output
consisted of four poems: Eldorado, The Bells, Annabel Lee and
Ulalume. In 1849, travelling by train from Richmond to New York, Poe
disappeared in Baltimore. Five days later, he was found delirious in the
streets. Poe died less than a week later, on October 7, 1849, and was
buried in Baltimore beside his wife.

g% AHAN WILSON, whose work
™ appears regularly in The New
Yorker and Playboy, is among the country’s best-known and most
popular cartoonists. Wilson's macabre cartoons and illustrated storles
also have appeared in numerous collections and anthologies, and in
publications as diverse as Omni, Fantasy & Science Fiction, National
Lampoon, Weird Tales, Gourmet, Punch and Paris Match magazines.
He also has written and illustrated several children's books, including a
series on Harry, the Fat Bear Spy, and has written two mystery books:
Eddy Deco's Last Caper and Everybody's Favorite Duck. In his own
words: "Gahan Wilson is descended from such authentic American folk
heroes as circus and Ireak king P.T. Barnum and silver-tongued orator
William Jennings Bryan. He was officially declared born dead by the
attending physician in Evanston, lllinois. Rescued by another medico
who dipped him alternately in bowls of hot and cold water, he survived
to become the first student at the School of the Art Institute of Chicago
to admit he was going there to learn how to bacome a carteonist,”
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— Don Thompson, Comics Buyer's Guide ‘

rom the publishers of
CLASSICS ILLUSTRATED
comes an all-new series
of original Oz adventures
founded on and
continuing the

famous OZ

stories of
L. Frank

Written and illustrated
by master storyteller

Eric Shanower, cach perfect bound
48 page volume is lavishly illustrated
in full color and measures a large 8"x11."

Phae-mdmlhctolbwlngan nchzboohbancshanmr

I have checked my selections below and have added $2.00 per title U.S. (63,00 per title
Canadian) for postage and handling (1liinofs residents must add 8% sales tax. | have
enclosed my check or moncy order tn ULS, funds $

___The Enchanted Apples of Oz $7.95 US $10.95 CANADA
—_The Secret Island of Oz, 87.95 $10.95

__The lce King of Oz, $7.95 $10.95

__The Forgotten Forest of Oz. $4.95 $10.95

No foreign orders, Make checks payable to First Publishing, Inc. Allow 6-8 weeka for delivery.
Name Address

City State Zip

Mall to: OZ Dept. GE, First Publishing Inc. 435 North LaSalle Strect Chicago, IL 60610
Offer Explres April 30, 1950
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WATCH FOR THESE NEW

CLASSICS ILLUSTRATEDe

Classics Ilustrated #5:
HAMLET. William Shakespeare's
great tragedy of murder and
madness, adapted by Steven
Grant and moodily illustrated by
Tom Mandrake. $3.75.

Classics Illustrated #6:

THE SCARLET LETTER.

Nathaniel Hawthorne's portrait of

the effects of sin, ndapted by

P. Craig Russell and beautifully

i‘llustratod by Jill Thompson.
3.75.

n the months to come, the bur-
geoning roster of artists and
writers who are adapting the
greatest stories ever told for the
all-new Classics Illustrated
includes Steven Grant and Dan Spiegle

on Alexandre Dumas’ The Count of Monte
Cristo; John K. Snyder III on Robert Louis
Stevenson's Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde; Mike
Ploog on Mark Twain's The Adventures of
Tom Sawyer; Chuck Dixon and Ricardo
Villagran on Jack London's The Call of the
Wild; Grant and Eric Vincent on H.G. Wellg'
The Island of Dr. Moreau; P. Craig Russell
and Jay Geldhof on Edgar Alan Poe's The
Fall of the House of Usher; Joe Staton on
Charles Dickens' A Christmas Carol; Matt
Wagner on Alexandre Dumas’ The Three
Musheteers; additional titles by Gahan
Wilson, Rick Geary and Bill Sienkiewicz;
and many more surprises!

Classic Reading « Classic Entertainment « Classics Illustrated.
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Tho Raven, Annabel Lee,

Eldorado, The Sleeper, The

Haunted Palace, The Conqueror Worm, The Clty in the Sea. Here are

some of the world's most fascinating, best-loved poems. Edgar Allan

Poe's verses — masterpieces of mystery, horror, melancholy and

haunting meloedy — grip the imagination and fuel the emotions. World-

famous artist Gahan Wilson, whose work finds the eerie in the most

common of situations, brings the perfect, surreal touch 1o Poe's
elagantly dark poems,

Watch for these other great
CLASSICS ILLUSTRATED!

Great Expectations — Charles Dickens
Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde — Robert Louis Stevenson
Moby Dick — Herman Malville
Through the Looking-Glass — Lawis Carroll
The Scarlet Letter — Nathaniel Hawthorne
Hamlet — William Shakespeare
The Count of Monte Cristo — Alexandre Dumas
The Island of Dr. Moreau — H.G. Walls
The Adventures of Tom Sawyer — Mark Twain

The Call of the Wild — Jack London
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