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WLELQLIME&&
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THE RAVEN, THE TELL-TALE HEART, THE BLACK CAT AND MORE!
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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.
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DURING THE HOLIDAY
SEASON OF 1835, T
ATTENDED A LOT OF
PARTIES. T WAS REST-
LESS, WEARY OF THE
NEVER-ENDING NEW
ENGLAND WINTER. FEW
' THINGS SATISFIED ME.

THE ROUGE ON THE
CHEEKS OF THE LADIES
WAS GLARINGLY ARTIFI-
CIAL, THE SMILES OF THE
MEN WERE FORCED TO

M

TELL ME,
WHERE ARE You
PLANNING TO
VACATION NEXT IN THIS WORLD,

THE POINT WHERE THEY - SUMMER? ANYONE UNIQUE
APPEARED AS MERE MADE AN IMPACT.
PUPPETS, RULED BY THE ;

CONVENTIONS OF SOCIETY.

W CONVERSATIONS Were

‘y STILTED BECAUSE NO
ONE HAD ANYTHING

INTERESTING TO SAY.

Ry WE ALWAYS
START IN
NEWPORT, THEN
END UP IN




MORELLA

HER ALABASTER
SKIN HELD AN
OTHERWORLDLY
GLOW. HER PALE
EYES WERE
FRAMED BY THICK
BLACK LASHeES,
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 LAND-
SCAPE IS FAR MORE
BEWITCHING THAN
THE SURFACE.

GOOD EVENING,
MADAM.

IsIT?
THAT DEPENDS
ON ONE’S
PERCEPTION.

WHAT IS YOUR
NAME?

THERE ARE VERY
DISTINCT MOMENTS
THAT CHANGE

EVERYTHING. THIS
WAS ONE OF THEM.

You HAVE THE
MOST HYPNOTIC
EYes I'VE eVER

SEEN.

IT’S A FAMILY
TRAIT. FOLKS HAVE
ALWAYS SAID THAT

WE LOOK AS THOUGH

WE SEE THINGS THAT

OTHERS DO NOT.

AND DO
Yyouz

THAT’S A
CONVERSATION
BEST
RESERVED FOR
ANOTHER

TIME.
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HOW 1S IT
THAT T 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.




MORELLA

SIR,
MR CLIVE
STEVENS IS
Here TO
SEE YOU.

SMASHING,
AS ALWAYS.
DID You HAvE
A GOOD TIME
AT THE
VANDERWOOD
SEN SOIREE
THE OTHER
NIGHT?

WHAT DO
You KNow
ABOUT HerR?

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
RecCLUsSE.

I MusT
SAY, You
SEEMED QRUITE
TRANSFIXED
BY MORELLA
GRAVES.

WAS
IT THAT
oBvious?

YOUu HARDLY
SPOKE TO ANYONE
ELSE ALL NIGHT.
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To see Her || -

AGAIN. I 1;
PERHAPS

vou'LL B€ THE
LUCKY ONE...
WHO KNows?

EDGAR ALLAN POE

THEY SAY SHE "\
DIDN'T HAVE MUCH X N
USE FOR MOST OF THE ‘
SUITORS THAT CHASED i
AFTER HER. WITHOUT .\ﬁ
ENCOURAGEMENT, S\
MEN GIVE UP. B\

\[%

EVER SINCE T MET
MORELLA, TNE DREAMT
: ING BEYOND

| HER PALE SKIN AND
BLACK HAIR. AND
THOSE EYES... EYES THAT
SEEMED TO REFLECT
DESIRES WITHIN ME SO
HIDDEN THAT T WAS
BARELY AWARE THEY
L e

MAKE HER HAPPY, T ALSO

SENSED THAT SHE WoulLD
UNDERSTAND ME IN A WAY
NO WOMAN EVER HAD.
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HOW KIND
OF You To
CALL. PLEASE,
JOIN ME FOR
TEA.

MORELLA

YES, IT’S
MY GREATEST
YOoUu Seem PASSION.

TO BE QUITE
THE READER.
i |

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, T
BECAME HER PUPIL.
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FATE BOUND US
TOGETHER AT THE
ALTAR. SHE
SHUNNED SOCIETY,
AND, ATTACHING
HERSELF TO ME
ALONE, RENDERED
ME HAPPY.

HER INTERESTS
BECAME MY OWN,
WHICH sHouLD Be
ATTRIBUTED TO
THE SIMPLE BUT
EFFECTUAL INFLU-
ENCE OF HABIT AND
EXAMPLE.

MORELLA,
You HAVE MY
HEART. _
I Love
You LIKE
LIFE.

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.
MORELLA,
YOUW'VE MADE ME
I ABANDONED THE HAPPIEST MAN!
MYSELF BUT You DON’T
IMPLICITLY TO SEEM YOURSELF
THE GUIDANCE OF LATELY. YOU'RE

MY WIFE, AS SHE
CONTINUED TO
HYPNOTIZE ME.

SO PALE.

My Love, T FEAR

I AM NOT LONG

MEANT FOR THIS
WORLD...




MORELLA

HUSBAND,

T AM NOT WELL.
OUR CHILD STIRS IT IS A DAY

WILDLY WITHIN ME, EITHER TO LIvE
WITH A STRONG ORDIE.IT IS A

FAIR DAY FOR THE
SONS OF EARTH
i AND LIFE - AH,

MORE FAIR FOR
THE DAUGHTERS
OF HEAVEN AND

QDEATH!

DARLING, YOU'RE

EXHAUSTED...
PLEASE, REST.

I AM DYING,
YET SHALL T

You LoveD
ME WeLL. BUT T
SWEAR THAT IN

DEATH You SHALL
ADORE ME EVEN
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SHE DIED JUST AS OUR
DAUGHTER WAS BORN.
FOR AN ETERNITY, T
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.

THE CHILD GREW IN
STATURE AND INTELLI-
GENCE, AND T DAILY
DISCOVERED IN THE
CONCEPTIONS OF THE
TAKE HeR CHILD THE ApuLT
AWAY. T CANNOT POWERS AND FACULTIES
DECIDE WHO sHe OF THE WOMAN I’D
wiLL B WITHOUT MARRIED.
HER MOTHER
HereE. FATHER, PLEASE
INFORM ME OF YOUR
SCHeDULE THIS WEEK SO
THAT I CAN ORGANIZE
YOUR APPOINTMENTS
ACCORDINGLY.
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IT’S TIME
FOR YOU TO
BE BAPTIZED,
CHILD.

MY HEART WAS
BROKEN, SO I HAD
NOT PREVIOUSLY
THE WHEREWITHAL
TO NAME HeER
PROPERLY.

“MmY CHILD,” AND
“MY LOVE,” WERE
THE DESIGNATIONS
USUALLY PROMPTED
BY A FATHER’S
AFFECTION,

\

THAT HER SMmiLE
WAS LIKE HeR
MOTHER’S T COULD
BEAR; BUT THEN T
SHUDDERED AT

ITS TOO PERFECT
IDENTITY.

THAT HER EYES
WERE LIKE
MORELLA’S T
COULD ENDURE;
BUT THEN THEY
TOO OFTEN
LOOKED DOWN
INTO THE DEPTHS
OF MY souL
WITH MORELLA’S
OWN INTENSITY.

AZEEEEEEEY
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MY DAUGHTER REMAINED NAMELESS UPON THE
EARTH. OF THE MOTHER T HAD NEVER SPOKEN
TO THE DAUGHTER - IT WAS IMPOSSIBLE TO
SPEAK. WHAT PROMPTED ME, THEN, TO DIS-
TURB 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 - ‘T AmM HERE!”

WITH MY OWN HANDS T BORE HER TO
THE TOMB, AND T LAUGHED WITH A
LONG AND BITTER LAUGH AS T FOUND
NO TRACES OF THE FIRST BODY
IN THE CRYPT WHERE T LAID HER CHILD,
THE SECOND MORELLA.
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