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There are certain monumental nights that you reflect
upon, years later. You may not recall the weather, but
you will always remember the way the full moon bathed
the night with its silver dust.

MORELLA
Adapted by Andrea Grant
Illustrated by Arnold Arre

During the holiday
season of 1835, I
attended a lot of
parties. I was restless, weary of the
never-ending New
England winter. Few
things satisfied me.

The rouge on the
cheeks of the ladies
was glaringly artificial, the smiles of the
men were forced to
the point where they
appeared as mere
puppets, ruled by the
conventions of society.

Tell me,
where are you
planning to
vacation next
summer?

We always
start in
Newport, then
end up in
Europe.

Conversations were
stilted because no
one had anything
interesting to say.
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In this world,
anyone unique
made an impact.

M O R E L L A

Her alabaster
skin held an
otherworldly
glow. Her pale
eyes were
framed by thick
black lashes,
and she had the
gaze of one who
walks mostly in
the dreamworld.
A beautiful
woman, certainly.

It was her brain
which intrigued
me most, because
the interior landscape is far more
bewitching than
the surface.

Good evening,
Madam.

Is it?
That depends
on one’s
perception.

What is your
name?

Morella.

There are very
distinct moments
that change
everything. This
was one of them.

You have the
most hypnotic
eyes I’ve ever
seen.

And do
you?

That’s a
conversation
best
reserved for
another
time.

It’s a family
trait. Folks have
always said that
we look as though
we see things that
others do not.
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How is it
that I have
never seen you
before?
I prefer a
quiet existence
at home rather
than the fevered
excitement of
parties.

What made
you attend
tonight?
The moon beckoned,
and it seemed a
shame to stay in on
such a brilliant
evening.

My soul, from that
first meeting, burned
with fires it had
never before known.
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Clive,
old boy –
how are
things?

Sir,
Mr. Clive
Stevens is
here to
see you.

Send
him in.

Smashing,
as always.
Did you have
a good time
at the
Vanderwood
sen soiree
the other
night?

Of
course.

What do
you know
about her?

She is said to have descended from
a powerful Celtic bloodline, but she is
the only one still living. Her parents
died when she was a child, and
Morella was primarily raised by her
grandmother, who passed on a couple
of years ago.

So she’s
alone in the
world?
That seems to be
the case. She’s got
enough of an
inheritance to live a
comfortable life, but
people say that she
prefers books to
social interaction, and
is something of a
recluse.
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I must
say, you
seemed quite
transfixed
by Morella
Graves.

Was
it that
obvious?

You hardly
spoke to anyone
else all night.
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Why hasn’t
she married?

They say she
didn’t have much
use for most of the
suitors that chased
after her. Without
encouragement,
men give up.

I have
to see her
again.
Perhaps
you’ll be the
lucky one…
who knows?

Ever since I met
Morella, I’ve dreamt
of nothing beyond
her pale skin and
black hair. And
those eyes… eyes that
seemed to reflect
desires within me so
hidden that I was
barely aware they
even existed.

As much as I wanted to
make her happy, I also
sensed that she would
understand me in a way
no woman ever had.
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Morella…

How kind
of you to
call. Please,
join me for
tea.

You seem
to be quite
the reader.

Morella’s erudition was
profound. Her talents were
of no common order, and
her powers of
mind were
gigantic.

Her knowledge
seemed infinite. She
delved into studies
of the German
philosophers Fichte
and Schelling. In
many matters, I
became her pupil.
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Yes, it’s
my greatest
passion.

G R A P H I C

Her interests
became my own,
which should be
attributed to
the simple but
effectual influence of habit and
example.
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Fate bound us
together at the
altar. She
shunned society,
and, attaching
herself to me
alone, rendered
me happy.

Morella,
you have my
heart.
I’m
glad.

I love
you like
life.
As I do
you.

It is a happiness
to dream. And we
walked on that
terrain, on the
thin, graveled path
between dreams
and awakening.

I finally attained
happiness on the
day she agreed
to be mine.

I abandoned
myself
implicitly to
the guidance of
my wife, as she
continued to
hypnotize me.

Morella,
you’ve made me
the happiest man!
But you don’t
seem yourself
lately. You’re
so pale.

My love, I fear
I am not long
meant for this
world…
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Husband,
I am not well.
Our child stirs
wildly within me,
with a strong
spirit.

It is a day
either to live
or die. It is a
fair day for the
sons of earth
and life — ah,
more fair for
the daughters
of heaven and
death!

Darling, you’re
exhausted…
please, rest.

I am dying,
yet shall I
live…

You loved
me well. But I
swear that in
death you shall
adore me even
more…
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She died just as our
daughter was born.
For an eternity, I
lingered by her side,
dwelling upon the
music of her voice.

The heaven of our
pure affection
became darkened, and
gloom, and horror,
and grief, swept over
it in clouds.

Take her
away. I cannot
decide who she
will be without
her mother
here.

The child grew in
stature and intelligence, and I daily
discovered in the
conceptions of the
child the adult
powers and faculties
of the woman I’d
married.
Father, please
inform me of your
schedule this week so
that I can organize
your appointments
accordingly.
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As years rolled
away, I gazed, day
after day, upon
her mild, eloquent
face, and pored
over her maturing
form. Day after
day did I discover
new points of
resemblance in
the child to her
mother, the melancholy and the dead.

M O R E L L A

My heart was
broken, so I had
not previously
the wherewithal
to name her
properly.
“My child,” and
“my love,” were
the designations
usually prompted
by a father’s
affection,

It’s time
for you to
be baptized,
child.

That her smile
was like her
mother’s I could
bear; but then I
shuddered at
its too perfect
identity.

that her eyes
were like
Morella’s I
could endure;
but then they
too often
looked down
into the depths
of my soul
with Morella’s
own intensity.

AIEEEEEEE!
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Dear
God!
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My daughter remained nameless upon the
earth. Of the mother I had never spoken
to the daughter — it was impossible to
speak. What prompted me, then, to disturb the memory of the buried dead and
whisper within the ears of the holy man
the syllables — “Morella”? What more
than fiend convulsed the features of my
child, and overspread them with hues of
death, as she responded — “I am here!”

With my own hands I bore her to
the tomb, and I laughed with a
long and bitter laugh as I found
no traces of the first body
in the crypt where I laid her child,
the second Morella.
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