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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.

The Raven and Other Pooms
Classics Hustrated, Number 1

Wade Roberts, Editorial Director
Alex Wald, Art Director

PRINTING HISTORY
15t edition published February 1990

Copyright © 1990 by The Berkley Publishing Group and First Publishing, Inc. All
rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any
form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying,
racording, or by information stornge and retrieval system, without express written
parmission from the publishers.

For information, address: The Barkley Publishing Group, 200 Madison
Avenue, New York, New Yark 10016,

ISBN 0-425-12020-1

TRADEMARK NOTICE: Classics lustrated® is a registered tradomark of Frawloy
Corporation, The Classics lllustrated logo is a trademark of The Barkley Publishing
Group and First Publishing, Inc. “Berkley” and the stylized "B* are trademarks of
The Berkley Publishing Group. “First Publishing® and the stylized "1F" are
trademarks of First Publishing, Inc.

Distributed by Berkley Sales & Marketing, a division of The Berkley Publishing
Group, 200 Madison Avenue, New York, New York 10016,

Printed In the United States of America
1234567890



A o

bt 22

o

s
o

TABLE OF CONTENTS

The Raven

9

I~

ines on Ale

L

8

in the Sea

The C

24

The Sleeper

8

2

Eldorado

52

Alone

!

>

The Haunted Palace

58

The Conquerer Worm



OO
AAL

00

~ W

- \.\.'

o

.
N
o
"

- P S " 5
o e e e S

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 fapp

, 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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Open here I flung the shutter,

In there stepped a stately Raven of the
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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.'”



