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Edgar Allan Poe s dead, . Ll 3

He dled In Baltimore the
day hefore yesterday.
(S0l J /f'k
This announcement will startle many, |
/7| but few will be grieved by It |
/ o o e X e i 1O
The poet was well known personally ‘

N

-8

or by reputation, In all thls country...
But he had few or no friends, E

] S K

The regrets for his death will
he suggested principally by the
consideration that In him literary
art lost one of lls most brililant,
but erratle stars,

GRANDFATHER OF HORROR
EPGAR ALLAN POE TIED QUITE
SUCDENY ON OCTOBER 7,
WHAT CAN ONLY BE DESCRIBE
AS HIGHLY.. MYSTERIOUS
CIRCUMSTANCES!

SUT EVEN MORE
MYSTERIOUS WAS HOW
THE WORK CONTINUED

AFTER THE WRITER PASSED
ON, IN THE STRANGE
AFFAIR OF ...

"HE HAD, TO A MORBID EXCESS, TMAT
PESIRE 70 RISE WHICH IS VWULGARLY

CALLED AMBITION..."

CAN YOU IMAGINE
|7, REVEREND GRISWOLD?! THAT
HORACE CREELEY WOULD ALLOW

OF LIES AND SLANDER TO STAIN
THE PAGES COF HIS TRIBUNE IN
THE FORM OF AN
OBITUARY?!

Wigslug

REVOLTING
ASSAULT=-THOLGH
ARTFULLY PHRASED,
FRIEND LEWIS.

WHO IS THE
AUTHOR OF THIS
VILE, HALUNTINGLY
ELOQUENT
ATTACK?
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IT'S JUST SIGNED “LUDWIG" = >
OF COURSE! THE SNAKE HAS I'

WELL, WHATEVER
YOU HAVE IN MIND,
LEWIS, I WISH YOU

GRISWOLD'S POETS AND
POETRY OF AMERICA.. . WHAT

TO HIPE 'S CHARACTER

ASSASSINATION BEHIND THE BEST OF QUTRAGECUS HUMBUG! THE
FSEUDONYMS--MR, POE'S | LUCK. SO0PD POCTOR PUFFS UP MIS |
FRIENDS--AND THOSE WHO

PAY FOR THE PRIVILEGE,
. OF COURSE!

FRIENDS WILL NOT ALLOW
THIS INSILT TO GO
UNANSWERED!

BUT IF YOU'LL
FORGIVE ME-~1
AM LATE FOR AN

AFPPOINTMENT! /5

THE REYEREND POCTOR RUFUS
WILMOT GRISWOLD WAS THE PREMIERE
EPITOR, ANTHOLOSIST, AND CRITIC OF
THE EARLY UNITED STATES-~

-=AND FOR THE
AFFECTIONS OF

--AND ONE OF
FPOE'S CHIEF RIVALS
AS A LITERARY
TASTEMAKER =~

PLEASE, GRIZ, CAN YOU GIVE ME AN
ADVANCE ON THE TALES AND POEMS
I'VE GIVEN YOU FOR THE NEXT
POETS AND POETRY?

MY WIFE, SHE
IS VERY SICK, AND
I AM ABSOLUTELY

FLAT ON MY~-

ALL RIGHT,
ALL RIGHT...

UNGR Fl7f.. >, |
PARASJTEJJ L

JUIST SOME OF

THE WORDS I
COULD HAVE
S‘Eb;m.@f

YOU WITH!
!

AS FAR AS
; I'M ;J\;L‘?\;r‘...

1, '»a ‘,\,. V‘F.*




® _ TRUE--NERVOUS,
'l VERY, VERY DREADFULLY
i NERYOUS T MAVE

. BEEN AND AM,

THE DISEASE
HAS SHARPENED
MY SENSES--NOT
PESTROYED--NOT

5\ DULLED THEM. ABOVE 14

A ALL iS THE SENSE OF
= HEARING ACUTE,

YOU DON'T

NEED TO KEEF

RINGING. T'
NOT DEAF

THINGS IN HEAVEN \\)
| AND EARTH. T HEAR }\
MANY THINGS IN

1




UNCLE CREEPY and COUSIN EERIES @ P

I(EPIIIG up wn' THE

THOUGH I1'M FLATTERED
8Y THE camm ISONy

" AuK, BUT A TIMELESS WORK m.
OF ART LIKE THIS DESERVES 70
BE CAREFVLLY MAINTAINED..,

T Tl ,

SO CREEPY THINKS
ONLY HE APPRECIATES OLD~
FASHIONED THINGS, EH?

SHC IS IN
GREAT SHAPE,
1 MUST SAY.
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PHE NEXT DAY 7
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LIHE D
CAR

-
As A v/'0 STOP TO CHATS THEE
MATTER  BUT BRAWES HADN'T™ L, Goop
OF FACT, BELN INVENTED SR’

THINK YOUVE 5 8
BESTED ME IN THE OLD - THINK
PF_.Q FASHIONED DEPT,, euf.; AGAIN!

DAISY, DRISY,
GIVE mE YOUR | OFF OF THIS
ANSWER DO... THING!

AmISH, 1 6O FULL
AmisH !

)

Ll

’ SNT my STYLE .
UNC.)

»
; i

b - ‘
(THIS GOMNET

14

| whee'! How ¥ (Don'T LET GO,

\DELIGHTFULLY CHARLAMAGNE=nty
\ANTIQUATED... FEET DONT REACH
THE PEDALS’ )

OF ALL

vouVE ForcED me To
GO MEDIEVAL ON YA,
CREEPY .




BrenT iLLV""H/ou‘VC LEFT ME NO CHOICE
BUT 70 GO PREHISTORIC ON YA, COUSIN, BY
GENETICALLY RE-LREQTING AND DONMESTICAT
ING THIS UOOLLY MAMMNOTH...

YouU THINK A~ BEHOLD —4
MAMMOTH |5 TYRANNOSA
IMPRESSIVE ?

I'D SUGGEST wou
STICH WITH YouR PRIVS,




" A WUSTY BREEZE HAD
| BEGUN TC BLOW I FRCM
| THE ARID WASTELANDS TO
THE SOUTH, _

THREE SCABEAROS
AND TWO CROWNS ! IT
APPEARS 1YE Wow,

FRIEND GART!

-

FOUR MANWK'S AND
A SILVER CRESENT..THE

GILPENS AND CALL YOU!
A SHOW YOUR CARDS !

WINNEII TAKE ALL!
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WALT, BARBARIAN!
ANOTHER NAND 1 8EG
CF You!

YOU'VE WON EVERY-
THING T OWN! YOU AT LEAST
OWE ME THE CHANCE TO WIN
IT 8ACK!

PON'T 8E RIDICULOUS,
OLD FOOL! 1F I'VE WON
EVERYTHING YOU OWN, YOU
HAVE NOTHNG LEFT TO
WAGER !

B-8uT YOURE
WRONG, GART--T
PO HAVE GME THING |

e

MY MOST PRECIOUS
POSSESSION OF ALL!

I WON HER INA
CARD GAME MYSELF!
NOW I ORFER HER 10

rou!

WOMAN AGAINST ALL

BEHOLD KATIKA -~
MY PERSONAL
SLAVE !

LOCK ATHER
CAREFULLY, GART -~
SOF T+ SUPPLE ! COULD

18



AYE, OLD MAN. ..
BUT FOR THE WORSE!

I MAVE THREEF
CROWN'S, SKRZ! IT'M
AFRAID YOU'YE LOST

AGAmw!

QUT OF MY WAy,
OLD FOOL ! IVE STOLEN
GART=- MAWK'S AND BRAGONS !
IT SEEMS MY LUCK HAS A

. FINALLY TURNED! #o! ITS NOT YOU MADE THE
POSSIBLE! T WONT OFFER == AND YOU/ SET

LET YOU CHEAT ME THIS f | THE STAKES ! YOU WOLD
YOUVE TAKEN MY WAY! PO WELL TC REMEMBER
MONEY, SARBARIAN--
BUT 1 WONTLET YOU

STEAL MY sowe !

A5 FOR ME,IVE : . MARK ME, GART=~
A THREE JONTH JOURNEY . YoULL RUE THE DAY
1 A 70 AAROATH, DE - L7 YOU FIRST SET EYES
O1TY OF SPEARS --AND THE ON THAT WOMAN'!
GIRL WL MAKE A FINE
COMPANION 1O PASS GO0D -8Y8, O SKRID SHALL WAVE
) MAN! ITS BEEN A , HIS VENSEANCE.
PEASURE POING BUSIVESS [ el BARBARAN-+T

WITH YOUu! SWEAR 1T!




THE AMERICAN

oREAM CALLS oot THE MAN WHO
TO INVMIGRANTS FROM

TUNITIES WERE
& TSTHER, SNDCK
A, HIS EFFORTS 10

I E MAY HAYE
EE? SCIENTIFIC
' 8 - - K.—Aﬁbv
D'SAV'EAR \'O rl S ‘E
TY AS...
Y

EUREKA! IT WORKS! AM GENILS,
LIKE MAMA SAIP. NOW SBORDPA WILL
GET WHAT HE PESERVES..

gLTHY ¥ YOU BAY FOR
/A SLUKA!  KEEPING aom

AP
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YOU ALTHY Pi&! YOU W O YEAH,
STINK UP THE WHOLE GOT ALETTER
PLACE! YOU'RE &IX
MONTHS LATE, YOU
UGLY BUM! _

——
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WORLD LAUGHED
AT CONSTANTINE BORDA
HE WANTED REVENGE,
BUT ULTIMATELY THE JOKE
WAS ON KIM. IN FACT, IT
WAS SIPDESPLITTING.
HEE MEE HEE!

THE END
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. A A mm— CAREFUL, :-f LISA 7 WHAT
\ PRO = THAT ONE'S ARE YOU POING
/- OUND # - BREAKABLE! OVER THEREZ
=" ) SUIR AND
~ " ’
¥ L/ 9, ¥
L ' . ?
P O - AN
BE MO o
X A (W[4 ¢ ) :

W
L]

\\
3
")

Al

§

i - 3 - YOU'RE IN THE
. ; . ¥' - WAY! YOU GIRLS

WE'RE CARRY IN YOUR

- ! D DOLLHOUSE.
[ l H$é‘§,"?‘6 THEN GO PLAY IN
THE BACKYARD,

e

FOR HEAVEN'S
saxs:_//

BY MYSELR

g TOWARDS
\ \ THE TREE!
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WHAT A CHARMING
HOUSE YOU HAVE THERE.

h WOULD YOU
TPACVITOMVEMN A yom ME be SOMS

H REFRESHMENTZ
T

R HIM, TO.

e

GRACIOUS LIVING, UNLESS
YOU ARE A BIRD. OF COURSE
T COULP GO OVER THE
RIVER, BUT THAT'S
SUCH A LONELY

TOURNEY... ~ b

NO RIVER NEAR
HERE,..

LU WE BUT IT'S BEEN SO LONG e
ARE YOU, gy OF AN AGE SHOULDN'T SINCE T'VE HAD COMPANY!
MISSZ L FOR SUCH TALK TO TREES PO NOT MAKE FOR

THERE'S

GO WITH YOU!
THEN YOU N

WOULDN'T BE A
LONELY. P\

‘\V Y THAT WOULD BE
FINE! LET'S SHAKE

v 2fd ON IT AND SEAL THE

|\ DEAL. T'M GETTING
PRETTY TIRED OF
THIS PERCH.
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( _you GirLs

STAY INSIPE;
YOU HEARZ

? You
WON'T

HURT HIM,
P WILL YOU,
- \/' b DADE
P \ : VO

KA.
¥ THERE'S
NOBOTY HERE

r ny

|

|

FUNNY. T LIKED HIM.

WAS NICE. AND HF TALKED

‘QE WASN'T SCARY! HE

YOu
SHOULDN'T BE
PLAYING WITH THIS

||

~ & - ‘
' OUT HERE ANYWAY. .
/) 1 YOU'D BE SAD IF IT
. GOT BROWKEN,
HOW "BOUT

T TAKE IT
— \ TO YOUR NEW

R z

e




