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INTRODUCTION 

The vampire has become big business in the 21st Century. Anne Rice super-
bestsellers, Blade movies with Wesley Snipes, Buffy the Vampire Slayer and the entire 



Goth fashion trend. Vampires are here to stay and in a big way. The vampire image today 
is one of coolness and power. Things were not always so. 

 

The first myths of vampires are hard to pin-point. The Greeks had the Lamia. In the 
Balkans there was the vapir. The vampire enters literature with the Germans, along with 
many other marchen and folklore monsters. Goethe wrote“The Bride of Corinth”.  In 
English, it was the Romantic poets who brought the vampire to light. Samuel Taylor 
Coleridge wrote of “Christabel”. Keats had his “Lamia”. And in prose, it took a friend 
of these gentlemen, John Polidori to give the vampire its suave and debonair manner. He 
did this by borrowing Lord Byron’s character. And to this day, the vampire is not an un-
dead corpse that sucks people’s blood, but something of a European lethario who wants 
to suck something on those beautiful young ladies. (You can read between the lines, I’m 
sure.)  

So, lets go back in time now. Forget Dracula, whether he be Bela Lugosi or Frank 
Langella or Gary Oldman. Forget Angel and Blade and even Scooby Doo. The vampires 
are coming and they aren’t your friends. It’s Sundown and you run home to lock your 
doors. Lock them tight.  

       G. W. Thomas 

 

JOHANN LUDWIG TIECK (1773-1853) was one of a number of German writers who 
popularized fairy tales and the Romantic vision in Germany. It was this “Gothic” 
movement that produced writers like E. T. A. Hoffman and Jeremias Gotthelf. The 
Germans had a profound effect upon the English Romantics as well, notably Byron and 
Shelley. Tieck remains well-anthologized in English translation, especially this tale with 
its advice about the undead. 

WAKE NOT THE DEAD 

"WILT thou for ever sleep? Wilt thou never more awake, my beloved, but 
henceforth repose for ever from thy short pilgrimage on earth? O yet once again return! 
and bring back with thee the vivifying dawn of hope to one whose existence hath, since 
thy departure, been obscured by the dunnest shades. What! dumb? for ever dumb? Thy 
friend lamenteth, and thou heedest him not? He sheds bitter, scalding tears, and thou 
reposest unregarding his affliction? He is in despair, and thou no longer openest thy arms 
to him as an asylum from his grief? Say then, doth the paly shroud become thee better 
than the bridal veil? Is the chamber of the grave a warmer bed than the couch of love? Is 
the spectre death more welcome to thy arms than thy enamoured consort? Oh! return, my 
beloved, return once again to this anxious disconsolate bosom."  



Such were the lamentations which Walter poured forth for his Brunhilda, the 
partner of his youthful passionate love; thus did he bewail over her grave at the midnight 
hour, what time the spirit that presides in the troublous atmosphere, sends his legions of 
monsters through mid-air; so that their shadows, as they flit beneath the moon and across 
the earth, dart as wild, agitating thoughts that chase each other o'er the sinner's bosom: -- 
thus did he lament under the tall linden trees by her grave, while his head reclined on the 
cold stone.  

Walter was a powerful lord in Burgundy, who, in his earliest youth, had been 
smitten with the charms of the fair Brunhilda, a beauty far surpassing in loveliness all her 
rivals; for her tresses, dark as the raven face of night, streaming over her shoulders, set 
off to the utmost advantage the beaming lustre of her slender form, and the rich dye of a 
cheek whose tint was deep and brilliant as that of the western heaven; her eyes did not 
resemble those burning orbs whose pale glow gems the vault of night, and whose 
immeasurable distance fills the soul with deep thoughts of eternity. but rather as the sober 
beams which cheer this nether world, and which, while they enlighten, kindle the sons of 
earth to joy and love. Brunhilda became the wife of Walter, and both being equally 
enamoured and devoted, they abandoned themselves to the enjoyment of a passion that 
rendered them reckless of aught besides, while it lulled them in a fascinating dream. 
Their sole apprehension was lest aught should awaken them from a delirium which they 
prayed might continue for ever. Yet how vain is the wish that would arrest the decrees of 
destiny! as well might it seek to divert the circling planets from their eternal course. Short 
was the duration of this phrenzied passion; not that it gradually decayed and subsided into 
apathy, but death snatched away his blooming victim, and left Walter to a widowed 
couch. Impetuous, however, as was his first burst of grief, he was not inconsolable, for 
ere long another bride became the partner of the youthful nobleman.  

Swanhilda also was beautiful; although nature had formed her charms on a very 
different model from those of Brunhilda. Her golden locks waved bright as the beams of 
morn: only when excited by some emotion of her soul did a rosy hue tinge the lily 
paleness of her cheek: her limbs were proportioned in the nicest symmetry, yet did they 
not possess that luxuriant fullness of animal life: her eye beamed eloquently, but it was 
with the milder radiance of a star, tranquillizing to tenderness rather than exciting to 
warmth. Thus formed, it was not possible that she should steep him in his former 
delirium, although she rendered happy his waking hours -- tranquil and serious, yet 
cheerful, studying in all things her husband's pleasure, she restored order and comfort in 
his family, where her presence shed a general influence all around. Her mild benevolence 
tended to restrain the fiery, impetuous disposition of Walter: while at the same time her 
prudence recalled him in some degree from his vain, turbulent wishes, and his aspirings 
after unattainable enjoyments, to the duties and pleasures of actual life. Swanhilda bore 
her husband two children, a son and a daughter; the latter was mild and patient as her 
mother, well contented with her solitary sports, and even in these recreations displayed 
the serious turn of her character. The boy possessed his father's fiery, restless disposition, 
tempered, however, with the solidity of his mother. Attached by his offspring more 
tenderly towards their mother, Walter now lived for several years very happily: his 
thoughts would frequently, indeed, recur to Brunhilda, but without their former violence, 



merely as we dwell upon the memory of a friend of our earlier days, borne from us on the 
rapid current of time to a region where we know that he is happy.  

But clouds dissolve into air, flowers fade, the sands of the hourglass run 
impeceptibly away, and even so, do human feelings dissolve, fade, and pass away, and 
with them too, human happiness. Walter's inconstant breast again sighed for the ecstatic 
dreams of those days which he had spent with his equally romantic, enamoured Brunhilda 
-- again did she present herself to his ardent fancy in all the glow of her bridal charms, 
and he began to draw a parallel between the past and the present; nor did imagination, as 
it is wont, fail to array the former in her brightest hues, while it proportionably obscured 
the latter; so that he pictured to himself, the one much more rich in enjoyment, and the 
other, much less so than they really were. This change in her husband did not escape 
Swanhilda; whereupon, redoubling her attentions towards him, and her cares towards 
their children, she expected, by this means, to reunite the knot that was slackened; yet the 
more she endeavoured to regain his affections, the colder did he grow, -- the more 
intolerable did her caresses seem, and the more continually did the image of Brunhilda 
haunt his thoughts. The children, whose endearments were now become indispensable to 
him, alone stood between the parents as genii eager to affect a reconciliation; and, 
beloved by them both, formed a uniting link between them. Yet, as evil can be plucked 
from the heart of man, only ere its root has yet struck deep, its fangs being afterwards too 
firm to be eradicated; so was Walter's diseased fancy too far affected to have its disorder 
stopped, for, in a short time, it completely tyrannized over him. Frequently of a night, 
instead of retiring to his consort's chamber, he repaired to Brunhilda's grave, where he 
murmured forth his discontent, saying: "Wilt thou sleep for ever?"  

One night as he was reclining on the turf, indulging in his wonted sorrow, a 
sorcerer from the neighbouring mountains, entered into this field of death for the purpose 
of gathering, for his mystic spells, such herbs as grow only from the earth wherein the 
dead repose, and which, as if the last production of mortality, are gifted with a powerful 
and supernatural influence. The sorcerer perceived the mourner, and approached the spot 
where he was lying.  

"Wherefore, fond wretch, dost thou grieve thus, for what is now a hideous mass of 
mortality -- mere bones, and nerves, and veins? Nations have fallen unlamented; even 
worlds themselves, long ere this globe of ours was created, have mouldered into nothing; 
nor hath any one wept over them; why then should'st thou indulge this vain affliction for 
a child of the dust -- a being as frail as thyself, and like thee the creature but of a 
moment?"  

Walter raised himself up: -- "Let yon worlds that shine in the firmament" replied 
he, "lament for each other as they perish. It is true, that I who am myself clay, lament for 
my fellow-clay: yet is this clay impregnated with a fire, -- with an essence, that none of 
the elements of creation possess -- with love: and this divine passion, I felt for her who 
now sleepeth beneath this sod."  



"Will thy complaints awaken her: or could they do so, would she not soon upbraid 
thee for having disturbed that repose in which she is now hushed?"  

"Avaunt, cold-hearted being: thou knowest not what is love. Oh! that my tears 
could wash away the earthy covering that conceals her from these eyes; -- that my groan 
of anguish could rouse her from her slumber of death! -- No, she would not again seek 
her earthy couch."  

"Insensate that thou art, and couldst thou endure to gaze without shuddering on 
one disgorged from the jaws of the grave? Art thou too thyself the same from whom she 
parted; or hath time passed o'er thy brow and left no traces there? Would not thy love 
rather be converted into hate and disgust?"  

"Say rather that the stars would leave yon firmament, that the sun will henceforth 
refuse to shed his beams through the heavens. Oh! that she stood once more before me; -- 
that once again she reposed on this bosom! -- how quickly should we then forget that 
death or time had ever stepped between us."  

"Delusion! mere delusion of the brain, from heated blood, like to that which arises 
from the fumes of wine. It is not my wish to tempt thee; -- to restore to thee thy dead; else 
wouldst thou soon feel that I have spoken truth."  

"How! restore her to me," exclaimed Walter casting himself at the sorcerer's feet. 
"Oh! if thou art indeed able to effect that, grant it to my earnest supplication; if one throb 
of human feeling vibrates in thy bosom, let my tears prevail with thee; restore to me my 
beloved; so shalt thou hereafter bless the deed, and see that it was a good work."  

"A good work! a blessed deed!" -- returned the sorcerer with a smile of scorn; "for 
me there exists nor good nor evil; since my will is always the same. Ye alone know evil, 
who will that which ye would not. It is indeed in my power to restore her to thee: yet, 
bethink thee well, whether it will prove thy weal. Consider too, how deep the abyss 
between life and death; across this, my power can build a bridge, but it can never fill up 
the frightful chasm."  

Walter would have spoken, and have sought to prevail on this powerful being by 
fresh entreaties, but the latter prevented him, saying: "Peace! bethink thee well! and 
return hither to me tomorrow at midnight. Yet once more do I warn thee, 'Wake not the 
dead.' "  

Having uttered these words, the mysterious being disappeared. Intoxicated with 
fresh hope, Walter found no sleep on his couch; for fancy, prodigal of her richest stores, 
expanded before him the glittering web of futurity; and his eye, moistened with the dew 
of rapture, glanced from one vision of happiness to another. During the next day he 
wandered through the woods, lest wonted objects by recalling the memory of later and 
less happier times, might disturb the blissful idea. that he should again behold her -- again 
fold her in his arms, gaze on her beaming brow by day, repose on her bosom at night: 



and, as this sole idea filled his imagination, how was it possible that the least doubt 
should arise; or that the warning of the mysterious old man should recur to his thoughts?  

No sooner did the midnight hour approach, than he hastened before the grave-
field where the sorcerer was already standing by that of Brunhilda. "Hast thou maturely 
considered?" inquired he.  

"Oh! restore to me the object of my ardent passion," exclaimed Walter with 
impetuous eagerness. "Delay not thy generous action, lest I die even this night, consumed 
with disappointed desire; and behold her face no more."  

"Well then," answered the old man, "return hither again tomorrow at the same 
hour. But once more do I give thee this friendly warning, 'Wake not the dead.' "  

All in the despair of impatience, Walter would have prostrated himself at his feet, 
and supplicated him to fulfil at once a desire now increased to agony; but the sorcerer had 
already disappeared. Pouring forth his lamentations more wildly and impetuously than 
ever, he lay upon the grave of his adored one, until the grey dawn streaked the east. 
During the day, which seemed to him longer than any he had ever experienced, he 
wandered to and fro, restless and impatient, seemingly without any object, and deeply 
buried in his own reflections, inquest as the murderer who meditates his first deed of 
blood: and the stars of evening found him once more at the appointed spot. At midnight 
the sorcerer was there also.  

"Hast thou yet maturely deliberated?" inquired he, "as on the preceding night?"  

"Oh what should I deliberate?" returned Walter impatiently. "I need not to 
deliberate; what I demand of thee, is that which thou hast promised me -- that which will 
prove my bliss. Or dost thou but mock me? if so, hence from my sight, lest I be tempted 
to lay my hand on thee."  

"Once more do I warn thee." answered the old man with undisturbed composure, 
" 'Wake not the dead' -- let her rest."  

"Aye, but not in the cold grave: she shall rather rest on this bosom which burns 
with eagerness to clasp her."  

"Reflect, thou mayst not quit her until death, even though aversion and horror 
should seize thy heart. There would then remain only one horrible means."  

"Dotard!" cried Walter, interrupting him, 'how may I hate that which I love with 
such intensity of passion? how should I abhor that for which my every drop of blood is 
boiling?"  

"Then be it even as thou wishest," answered the sorcerer; "step back."  



The old man now drew a circle round the grave, all the while muttering words of 
enchantment. Immediately the storm began to howl among the tops of the trees; owls 
flapped their wings, and uttered their low voice of omen; the stars hid their mild, beaming 
aspect, that they might not behold so unholy and impious a spectacle; the stone then 
rolled from the grave with a hollow sound, leaving a free passage for the inhabitant of 
that dreadful tenement. The sorcerer scattered into the yawning earth, roots and herbs of 
most magic power, and of most penetrating odour. so that the worms crawling forth from 
the earth congregated together, and raised themselves in a fiery column over the grave: 
while rushing wind burst from the earth, scattering the mould before it, until at length the 
coffin lay uncovered. The moonbeams fell on it, and the lid burst open with a tremendous 
sound. Upon this the sorcerer poured upon it some blood from out of a human skull, 
exclaiming at the same time, "Drink, sleeper, of this warm stream, that thy heart may 
again beat within thy bosom." And, after a short pause, shedding on her some other 
mystic liquid, he cried aloud with the voice of one inspired: "Yes, thy heart beats once 
more with the flood of life: thine eye is again opened to sight. Arise, therefore, from the 
tomb."  

As an island suddenly springs forth from the dark waves of the ocean, raised 
upwards from the deep by the force of subterraneous fires, so did Brunhilda start from her 
earthy couch, borne forward by some invisible power. Taking her by the hand, the 
sorcerer led her towards Walter, who stood at some little distance, rooted to the ground 
with amazement.  

"Receive again," said he, "the object of thy passionate sighs: mayest thou never 
more require my aid; should that, however, happen, so wilt thou find me, during the full 
of the moon, upon the mountains in that spot and where the three roads meet."  

Instantly did Walter recognize in the form that stood before him, her whom he so 
ardently loved; and a sudden glow shot through his frame at finding her thus restored to 
him: yet the night-frost had chilled his limbs and palsied his tongue. For a while he gazed 
upon her without either motion or speech, and during this pause, all was again become 
hushed and serene; and the stars shone brightly in the clear heavens.  

"Walter!" exclaimed the figure; and at once the well-known sound, thrilling to his 
heart, broke the spell by which he was bound.  

"Is it reality? Is it truth?" cried he, "or a cheating delusion?"  

"No, it is no imposture; I am really living: -- conduct me quickly to thy castle in 
the mountains."  

Walter looked around: the old man had disappeared, but he perceived close by his 
side, a coal-black steed of fiery eye, ready equipped to conduct him thence; and on his 
back lay all proper attire for Brunhilda, who lost no time in arraying herself. This being 
done, she cried; "Haste, let us away ere the dawn breaks, for my eye is yet too weak to 
endure the light of day." Fully recovered from his stupor, Walter leaped into his saddle, 



and catching up, with a mingled feeling of delight and awe, the beloved being thus 
mysteriously restored from the power of the grave, he spurred on across the wild, towards 
the mountains, as furiously as if pursued by the shadows of the dead, hastening to recover 
from him their sister.  

The castle to which Walter conducted his Brunhilda, was situated on a rock 
between other rocks rising up above it. Here they arrived, unseen by any save one aged 
domestic, on whom Walter imposed secrecy by the severest threats.  

"Here will we tarry," said Brunhilda, "until I can endure the light, and until thou 
canst look upon me without trembling as if struck with a cold chill." They accordingly 
continued to make that place their abode: yet no one knew that Brunhilda existed, save 
only that aged attendant, who provided their meals. During seven entire days they had no 
light except that of tapers: during the next seven, the light was admitted through the lofty 
casements only while the rising or setting-sun faintly illumined the mountain-tops, the 
valley being still enveloped in shade.  

Seldom did Walter quit Brunhilda's side: a nameless spell seemed to attach him to 
her; even the shudder which he felt in her presence, and which would not permit him to 
touch her, was not unmixed with pleasure, like that thrilling awful emotion felt when 
strains of sacred music float under the vault of some temple; he rather sought, therefore, 
than avoided this feeling. Often too as he had indulged in calling to mind the beauties of 
Brunhilda, she had never appeared so fair, so fascinating, so admirable when depicted by 
his imagination, as when now beheld in reality. Never till now had her voice sounded 
with such tones of sweetness; never before did her language possess such eloquence as it 
now did, when she conversed with him on the subject of the past. And this was the magic 
fairy-land towards which her words constantly conducted him. Ever did she dwell upon 
the days of their first love, those hours of delight which they had participated together 
when the one derived all enjoyment from the other: and so rapturous, so enchanting, so 
full of life did she recall to his imagination that blissful season, that he even doubted 
whether he had ever experienced with her so much felicity, or had been so truly happy. 
And, while she thus vividly portrayed their hours of past delight, she delineated in still 
more glowing, more enchanting colours, those hours of approaching bliss which now 
awaited them, richer in enjoyment than any preceding ones. In this manner did she charm 
her attentive auditor with enrapturing hopes for the future, and lull him into dreams of 
more than mortal ecstasy; so that while he listened to her siren strain, he entirely forgot 
how little blissful was the latter period of their union, when he had often sighed at her 
imperiousness, and at her harshness both to himself and all his household. Yet even had 
he recalled this to mind would it have disturbed him in his present delirious trance? Had 
she not now left behind in the grave all the frailty of mortality? Was not her whole being 
refined and purified by that long sleep in which neither passion nor sin had approached 
her even in dreams? How different now was the subject of her discourse! Only when 
speaking of her affection for him, did she betray anything of earthly feeling: at other 
times, she uniformly dwelt upon themes relating to the invisible and future world; when 
in descanting and declaring the mysteries of eternity, a stream of prophetic eloquence 
would burst from her lips.  



In this manner had twice seven days elapsed, and, for the first time, Walter beheld 
the being now dearer to him than ever, in the full light of day. Every trace of the grave 
had disappeared from her countenance; a roseate tinge like the ruddy streaks of dawn 
again beamed on her pallid cheek; the faint, mouldering taint of the grave was changed 
into a delightful violet scent; the only sign of earth that never disappeared. He no longer 
felt either apprehension or awe, as he gazed upon her in the sunny light of day: it was not 
until now, that he seemed to have recovered her completely; and, glowing with all his 
former passion towards her, he would have pressed her to his bosom, but she gently 
repulsed him, saying: -- "Not yet -- spare your caresses until the moon has again filled her 
horn."  

Spite of his impatience, Walter was obliged to await the lapse of another period of 
seven days: but, on the night when the moon was arrived at the full, he hastened to 
Brunhilda, whom he found more lovely than she had ever appeared before. Fearing no 
obstacles to his transports, he embraced with all the fervour of a deeply enamoured and 
successful lover. Brunhilda, however, still refused to yield to his passion. "What!" 
exclaimed she, "is it fitting that I who have been purified by death from the frailty of 
mortality, should become thy concubine, while a mere daughter of the earth bears the title 
of thy wife: never shall it be. No, it must be within the walls of thy palace, within that 
chamber where I once reigned as queen, that thou obtainest the end of thy wishes, -- and 
of mine also," added she, imprinting a glowing kiss on the lips, and immediately 
disappeared.  

Heated with passion, and determined to sacrifice everything to the 
accomplishment of his desires, Walter hastily quitted the apartment, and shortly after the 
castle itself. He travelled over mountain and across heath, with the rapidity of a storm, so 
that the turf was flung up by his horse's hoofs; nor once stopped until he arrived home.  

Here, however, neither the affectionate caresses of Swanhilda, or those of his 
children could touch his heart, or induce him to restrain his furious desires. Alas! is the 
impetuous torrent to be checked in its devastating course by the beauteous flowers over 
which it rushes, when they exclaim: -- "Destroyer, commiserate our helpless innocence 
and beauty, nor lay us waste?" -- the stream sweeps over them unregarding, and a single 
moment annihilates the pride of a whole summer.  

Shortly afterwards did Walter begin to hint to Swanhilda that they were ill-suited 
to each other; that he was anxious to taste that wild, tumultuous life, so well according 
with the spirit of his sex, while she, on the contrary, was satisfied with the monotonous 
circle of household enjoyments: -- that he was eager for whatever promised novelty, 
while she felt most attached to what was familiarized to her by habit: and lastly, that her 
cold disposition, bordering upon indifference, but ill assorted with his ardent 
temperament: it was therefore more prudent that they should seek apart from each other 
that happiness which they could not find together. A sigh, and a brief acquiescence in his 
wishes was all the reply that Swanhilda made: and, on the following morning, upon his 
presenting her with a paper of separation, informing her that she was at liberty to return 
home to her father, she received it most submissively: yet, ere she departed, she gave him 



the following warning: "Too well do I conjecture to whom I am indebted for this our 
separation. Often have I seen thee at Brunhilda's grave, and beheld thee there even on that 
night when the face of the heavens was suddenly enveloped in a veil of clouds. Hast thou 
rashly dared to tear aside the awful veil that separates the mortality that dreams, from that 
which dreameth not? Oh! then woe to thee, thou wretched man, for thou hast attached to 
thyself that which will prove thy destruction."  

She ceased: nor did Walter attempt any reply, for the similar admonition uttered 
by the sorcerer flashed upon his mind, all obscured as it was by passion, just as the 
lightning glares momentarily through the gloom of night without dispersing the obscurity.  

Swanhilda then departed, in order to pronounce to her children, a bitter farewell, 
for they, according to national custom, belonged to the father; and, having bathed them in 
her tears, and consecrated them with the holy water of maternal love, she quitted her 
husband's residence, and departed to the home of her father's.  

Thus was the kind and benevolent Swanhilda driven an exile from those halls 
where she had presided with grace; -- from halls which were now newly decorated to 
receive another mistress. The day at length arrived on which Walter, for the second time, 
conducted Brunhilda home as a newly made bride. And he caused it to be reported among 
his domestics that his new consort had gained his affections by her extraordinary likeness 
to Brunhilda, their former mistress. How ineffably happy did he deem himself as he 
conducted his beloved once more into the chamber which had often witnessed their 
former joys, and which was now newly gilded and adorned in a most costly style: among 
the other decorations were figures of angels scattering roses, which served to support the 
purple draperies whose ample folds o'ershadowed the nuptial couch. With what 
impatience did he await the hour that was to put him in possession of those beauties for 
which he had already paid so high a price, but, whose enjoyment was to cost him most 
dearly yet! Unfortunate Walter! revelling in bliss, thou beholdest not the abyss that yawns 
beneath thy feet, intoxicated with the luscious perfume of the flower thou hast plucked, 
thou little deemest how deadly is the venom with which it is fraught, although, for a short 
season, its potent fragrance bestows new energy on all thy feelings.  

Happy, however, as Walter was now, his household were far from being equally 
so. The strange resemblance between their new lady and the deceased Brunhilda filled 
them with a secret dismay, -- an undefinable horror; for there was not a single difference 
of feature, of tone of voice, or of gesture. To add too to these mysterious circumstances, 
her female attendants discovered a particular mark on her back, exactly like one which 
Brunhilda had. A report was now soon circulated, that their lady was no other than 
Brunhilda herself, who had been recalled to life by the power of necromancy. How truly 
horrible was the idea of living under the same roof with one who had been an inhabitant 
of the tomb, and of being obliged to attend upon her, and acknowledge her as mistress! 
There was also in Brunhilda much to increase this aversion, and favour their superstition: 
no ornaments of gold ever decked her person; all that others were wont to wear of this 
metal, she had formed of silver: no richly coloured and sparkling jewels glittered upon 
her; pearls alone, lent their pale lustre to adorn her bosom. Most carefully did she always 



avoid the cheerful light of the sun, and was wont to spend the brightest days in the most 
retired and gloomy apartments: only during the twilight of the commencing or declining 
day did she ever walk abroad, but her favourite hour was when the phantom light of the 
moon bestowed on all objects a shadowy appearance and a sombre hue; always too at the 
crowing of the cock an involuntary shudder was observed to seize her limbs. Imperious 
as before her death, she quickly imposed her iron yoke on every one around her, while 
she seemed even far more terrible than ever, since a dread of some supernatural power 
attached to her, appalled all who approached her. A malignant withering glance seemed 
to shoot from her eye on the unhappy object of her wrath, as if it would annihilate its 
victim. In short, those halls which, in the time of Swanhilda were the residence of 
cheerfulness and mirth, now resembled an extensive desert tomb. With fear imprinted on 
their pale countenances, the domestics glided through the apartments of the castle; and in 
this abode of terror, the crowing of the cock caused the living to tremble, as if they were 
the spirits of the departed; for the sound always reminded them of their mysterious 
mistress. There was no one but who shuddered at meeting her in a lonely place, in the 
dusk of evening, or by the light of the moon, a circumstance that was deemed to be 
ominous of some evil: so great was the apprehension of her female attendants, they pined 
in continual disquietude, and, by degrees, all quitted her. In the course of time even 
others of the domestics fled, for an insupportal horror had seized them.  

The art of the sorcerer had indeed bestowed upon Brunhilda an artificial life, and 
due nourishment had continued to support the restored body: yet this body was not able 
of itself to keep up the genial glow of vitality, and to nourish the flame whence springs all 
the affections and passions, whether of love or hate; for death had for ever destroyed and 
withered it: all that Brunhilda now possessed was a chilled existence, colder than that of 
the snake. It was nevertheless necessary that she should love, and return with equal 
ardour the warm caresses of her spell-enthralled husband, to whose passion alone she was 
indebted for her renewed existence. It was necessary that a magic draught should animate 
the dull current in her veins and awaken her to the glow of life and the flame of love -- a 
potion of abomination -- one not even to be named without a curse -- human blood, 
imbibed whilst yet warm, from the veins of youth. This was the hellish drink for which 
she thirsted: possessing no sympathy with the purer feelings of humanity; deriving no 
enjoyment from aught that interests in life and occupies its varied hours; her existence 
was a mere blank, unless when in the arms of her paramour husband, and therefore was it 
that she craved incessantly after the horrible draught. It was even with the utmost effort 
that she could forbear sucking even the blood of Walter himself, reclined beside her. 
Whenever she beheld some innocent child whose lovely face denoted the exuberance of 
infantine health and vigour, she would entice it by soothing words and fond caresses into 
her most secret apartment, where, lulling it to sleep in her arms, she would suck form its 
bosom the war, purple tide of life. Nor were youths of either sex safe from her horrid 
attack: having first breathed upon her unhappy victim, who never failed immediately to 
sink into a lengthened sleep, she would then in a similar manner drain his veins of the 
vital juice. Thus children, youths, and maidens quickly faded away, as flowers gnawn by 
the cankering worm: the fullness of their limbs disappeared; a sallow line succeeded to 
the rosy freshness of their cheeks, the liquid lustre of the eye was deadened, even as the 
sparkling stream when arrested by the touch of frost; and their locks became thin and 



grey, as if already ravaged by the storm of life. Parents beheld with horror this desolating 
pestilence devouring their offspring; nor could simple or charm, potion or amulet avail 
aught against it. The grave swallowed up one after the other; or did the miserable victim 
survive, he became cadaverous and wrinkled even in the very morn of existence. Parents 
observed with horror this devastating pestilence snatch away their offspring -- a 
pestilence which, nor herb however potent, nor charm, nor holy taper, nor exorcism could 
avert. They either beheld their children sink one after the other into the grave, or their 
youthful forms, withered by the unholy, vampire embrace of Brunhilda, assume the 
decrepitude of sudden age.  

At length strange surmises and reports began to prevail; it was whispered that 
Brunhilda herself was the cause of all these horrors; although no one could pretend to tell 
in what manner she destroyed her victims, since no marks of violence were discernible. 
Yet when young children confessed that she had frequently lulled them asleep in her 
arms, and elder ones said that a sudden slumber had come upon them whenever she 
began to converse with them, suspicion became converted into certainty, and those whose 
offspring had hitherto escaped unharmed, quitted their hearths and home -- all their little 
possessions -- the dwellings of their fathers and the inheritance of their children, in order 
to rescue from so horrible a fate those who were dearer to their simple affections than 
aught else the world could give.  

Thus daily did the castle assume a more desolate appearance; daily did its 
environs become more deserted; none but a few aged decrepit old women and grey-
headed menials were to be seen remaining of the once numerous retinue. Such will in the 
latter days of the earth be the last generation of mortals, when childbearing shall have 
ceased, when youth shall no more be seen, nor any arise to replace those who shall await 
their fate in silence.  

Walter alone noticed not, or heeded not, the desolation around him; he 
apprehended not death, lapped as he was in a glowing elysium of love. Far more happy 
than formerly did he now seem in the possession of Brunhilda. All those caprices and 
frowns which had been wont to overcloud their former union had now entirely 
disappeared. She even seemed to doat on him with a warmth of passion that she had 
never exhibited even during the happy season of bridal love; for the flame of that 
youthful blood, of which she drained the veins of others, rioted in her own. At night, as 
soon as he closed his eyes, she would breathe on him till he sank into delicious dreams, 
from which he awoke only to experience more rapturous enjoyments. By day she would 
continually discourse with him on the bliss experienced by happy spirits beyond the 
grave, assuring him that, as his affection had recalled her from the tomb, they were now 
irrevocably united. Thus fascinated by a continual spell, it was not possible that he should 
perceive what was taking place around him. Brunhilda, however, foresaw with savage 
grief that the source of her youthful ardour was daily decreasing, for, in a short time, 
there remained nothing gifted with youth, save Walter and his children, and these latter 
she resolved should be her next victims.  



On her first return to the castle, she had felt an aversion towards the offspring of 
another, and therefore abandoned them entirely to the attendants appointed by Swanhilda. 
Now, however, she began to pay considerable attention to them, and caused them to be 
frequently admitted into her presence. The aged nurses were filled with dread at 
perceiving these marks of regard from her towards their young charges, yet dared they 
not to oppose the will of their terrible and imperious mistress. Soon did Brunhilda gain 
the affection of the children, who were too unsuspecting of guile to apprehend any danger 
from her; on the contrary, her caresses won them completely to her. Instead of ever 
checking their mirthful gambols, she would rather instruct them in new sports: often too 
did she recite to them tales of such strange and wild interest as to exceed all the stories of 
their nurses. Were they wearied either with play or with listening to her narratives, she 
would take them on her knees and lull them to slumber. Then did visions of the most 
surpassing magnificence attend their dreams: they would fancy themselves in some 
garden where flowers of every hue rose in rows one above the other, from the humble 
violet to the tall sunflower, forming a parti-coloured broidery of every hue, sloping 
upwards towards the golden clouds where little angels whose wings sparkled with azure 
and gold descended to bring them delicious cakes or splendid jewels; or sung to them 
soothing melodious hymns. So delightful did these dream in short time become to the 
children that they longered for nothing so eagerly as to slumber on Brunhilda's lap, for 
never did they else enjoy such visions of heavenly forms. They were they most anxious 
for that which was to prove their destruction: -- yet do we not all aspire after that which 
conducts us to the grave -- after the enjoyment of life? These innocents stretched out their 
arms to approaching death because it assumed the mask of pleasure; for, which they were 
lapped in these ecstatic slumbers, Brunhilda sucked the life-stream from their bosoms. On 
waking, indeed, they felt themselves faint and exhausted, yet did no pain nor any mark 
betray the cause. Shortly, however, did their strength entirely fail, even as the summer 
brook is gradually dried up: their sports became less and less noisy; their loud, frolicsome 
laughter was converted into a faint smile; the full tones of their voices died away into a 
mere whisper. Their attendants were filled with horror and despair; too well did they 
conjecture the horrible truth, yet dared not to impart their suspicions to Walter, who was 
so devotedly attached to his horrible partner. Death had already smote his prey: the 
children were but the mere shadows of their former selves, and even this shadow quickly 
disappeared.  

The anguished father deeply bemoaned their loss, for, notwithstanding his 
apparent neglect, he was strongly attached to them, nor until he had experienced their loss 
was he aware that his love was so great. His affliction could not fail to excite the 
displeasure of Brunhilda: "Why dost thou lament so fondly," said she, "for these little 
ones? What satisfaction could such unformed beings yield to thee unless thou wert still 
attached to their mother? Thy heart then is still hers? Or dost thou now regret her and 
them because thou art satiated with my fondness and weary of my endearments? Had 
these young ones grown up, would they not have attached thee, thy spirit and thy 
affections more closely to this earth of clay -- to this dust and have alienated thee from 
that sphere to which I, who have already passed the grave, endeavour to raise thee? Say is 
thy spirit so heavy, or thy love so weak, or thy faith so hollow, that the hope of being 
mine for ever is unable to touch thee?" Thus did Brunhilda express her indignation at her 



consort's grief, and forbade him her presence. The fear of offending her beyond 
forgiveness and his anxiety to appease her soon dried up his tears; and he again 
abandoned himself to his fatal passion, until approaching destruction at length awakened 
him from his delusion.  

Neither maiden, nor youth, was any longer to be seen, either within the dreary 
walls of the castle, or the adjoining territory: -- all had disappeared; for those whom the 
grave had not swallowed up had fled from the region of death. Who, therefore, now 
remained to quench the horrible thirst of the female vampire save Walter himself? and his 
death she dared to contemplate unmoved; for that divine sentiment that unites two beings 
in one joy and one sorrow was unknown to her bosom. Was he in his tomb, so was she 
free to search out other victims and glut herself with destruction, until she herself should, 
at the last day, be consumed with the earth itself, such is the fatal law to which the dead 
are subject when awoke by the arts of necromancy from the sleep of the grave.  

She now began to fix her blood-thirsty lips on Walter's breast,when cast into a 
profound sleep by the odour of her violet breath he reclined beside her quite unconscious 
of his impending fate: yet soon did his vital powers begin to decay; and many a grey hair 
peeped through his raven locks. With his strength, his passion also declined; and he now 
frequently left her in order to pass the whole day in the sports of the chase, hoping 
thereby to regain his wonted vigour. As he was reposing one day in a wood beneath the 
shade of an oak, he perceived, on the summit of a tree, a bird of strange appearance, and 
quite unknown to him; but, before he could take aim at it with his bow, it flew away into 
the clouds; at the same time letting fall a rose-coloured root which dropped at Walter's 
feet, who immediately took it up and, although he was well acquainted with almost every 
plant, he could not remember to have seen any at all resembling this. Its delightfully 
odoriferous scent induced him to try its flavour, but ten times more bitter than wormwood 
it was even as gall in his mouth; upon which, impatient of the disappointment, he flung it 
away with violence. Had he, however, been aware of its miraculous quality and that it 
acted as a counter charm against the opiate perfume of Brunhilda's breath, he would have 
blessed it in spite of its bitterness: thus do mortals often blindly cast away in displeasure 
the unsavoury remedy that would otherwise work their weal.  

When Walter returned home in the evening and laid him down to repose as usual 
by Brunhilda's side, the magic power of her breath produced no effect upon him; and for 
the first time during many months did he close his eyes in a natural slumber. Yet hardly 
had he fallen asleep, ere a pungent smarting pain disturbed him from his dreams; and. 
opening his eyes, he discerned, by the gloomy rays of a lamp, that glimmered in the 
apartment what for some moments transfixed him quite aghast, for it was Brunhilda, 
drawing with her lips, the warm blood from his bosom. The wild cry of horror which at 
length escaped him, terrified Brunhilda, whose mouth was besmeared with the warm 
blood. "Monster!" exclaimed he, springing from the couch, "is it thus that you love me?"  

"Aye, even as the dead love," replied she, with a malignant coldness.  



"Creature of blood!" continued Walter, "the delusion which has so long blinded 
me is at an end: thou are the fiend who hast destroyed my children -- who hast murdered 
the offspring of my vassels." Raising herself upwards and, at the same time, casting on 
him a glance that froze him to the spot with dread, she replied. "It is not I who have 
murdered them; -- I was obliged to pamper myself with warm youthful blood, in order 
that I might satisfy thy furious desires -- thou art the murderer!" -- These dreadful words 
summoned, before Walter's terrified conscience, the threatening shades of all those who 
had thus perished; while despair choked his voice.  

"Why," continued she, in a tone that increased his horror, "why dost thou make 
mouths at me like a puppet? Thou who hadst the courage to love the dead -- to take into 
thy bed, one who had been sleeping in the grave, the bed-fellow of the worm -- who hast 
clasped in thy lustful arms, the the corruption of the tomb -- dost thou, unhallowed as 
thou art, now raise this hideous cry for the sacrifice of a few lives? -- They are but leaves 
swept from their branches by a storm. -- Come, chase these idiot fancies, and taste the 
bliss thou hast so dearly purchased." So saying, she extended her arms towards him; but 
this motion served only to increase his terror, and exclaiming: "Accursed Being," -- he 
rushed out of the apartment.  

All the horrors of a guilty, upbraiding conscience became his companions, now 
that he was awakened from the delirium of his unholy pleasures. Frequently did he curse 
his own obstinate blindness, for having given no heed to the hints and admonitions of his 
children's nurses, but treating them as vile calumnies. But his sorrow was now too late, 
for, although repentance may gain pardon for the sinner, it cannot alter the immutable 
decrees of fate -- it cannot recall the murdered from the tomb. No sooner did the first 
break of dawn appear, than he set out for his lonely castle in the mountains, determined 
no longer to abide under the same roof with so terrific a being; yet vain was his flight, 
for, on waking the following morning, he perceived himself in Brunhilda's arms, and 
quite entangled in her long raven tresses, which seemed to involve him, and bind him in 
the fetters of his fate; the powerful fascination of her breath held him still more 
captivated, so that, forgetting all that had passed, he returned her caresses, until 
awakening as if from a dream he recoiled in unmixed horror from her embrace. During 
the day he wandered through the solitary wilds of the mountains, as a culprit seeking an 
asylum from his pursuers; and, at night, retired to the shelter of a cave; fearing less to 
couch himself within such a dreary place, than to expose himself to the horror of again 
meeting Brunhilda; but alas! it was in vain that he endeavoured to flee her. Again, when 
he awoke, he found her the partner of his miserable bed. Nay, had he sought the centre of 
the earth as his hiding place; had he even imbedded himself beneath rocks, or formed his 
chamber in the recesses of the ocean, still had he found her his constant companion; for, 
by calling her again into existence, he had rendered himself inseparably hers; so fatal 
were the links that united them.  

Struggling with the madness that was beginning to seize him, and brooding 
incessantly on the ghastly visions that presented themselves to his horror-stricken mind, 
he lay motionless in the gloomiest recesses of the woods, even from the rise of sun till the 
shades of eve. But, no sooner was the light of day extinguished in the west, and the 



woods buried in impenetrable darkness, than the apprehension of resigning himself to 
sleep drove him forth among the mountains. The storm played wildly with the fantastic 
clouds, and with the rattling leaves, as they were caught up into the air, as if some dread 
spirit was sporting with these images of transitoriness and decay: it roared among the 
summits of the oaks as if uttering a voice of fury, while its hollow sound rebounding 
among the distant hills, seemed as the moans of a departing sinner, or as the faint cry of 
some wretch expiring under the murderer's hand: the owl too, uttered its ghastly cry as if 
foreboding the wreck of nature. Walter's hair flew disorderly in the wind, like black 
snakes wreathing around his temples and shoulders; while each sense was awake to catch 
fresh horror. In the clouds he seemed to behold the forms of the murdered; in the howling 
wind to hear their laments and groans; in the chilling blast itself he felt the dire kiss of 
Brunhilda; in the cry of the screeching bird he heard her voice; in the mouldering leaves 
he scented the charnel-bed out of which he had awakened her. "Murderer of thy own 
offspring," exclaimed he in a voice making night, and the conflict of the element still 
more hideous, "paramour of a blood-thirsty vampire, reveller with the corruption of the 
tomb!" while in his despair he rent the wild locks from his head. Just then the full moon 
darted from beneath the bursting clouds; and the sight recalled to his remembrance the 
advice of the sorcerer, when he trembled at the first apparition of Brunhilda rising from 
her sleep of death; -- name]y, to seek him at the season of the full moon in the mountains, 
where three roads met. Scarcely had this gleam of hope broke in on his bewildered mind 
than he flew to the appointed spot.  

On his arrival, Walter found the old man seated there upon a stone as calmly as 
though it had been a bright sunny day and completely regardless of the uproar around. 
"Art thou come then?" exclaimed he to the breathless wretch, who, flinging himself at his 
feet, cried in a tone of anguish: -- "Oh save me -- succour me -- rescue me from the 
monster that scattereth death and desolation around her.  

"Wherefore a mysterious warning? why didst thou not rather disclose to me at 
once all the horrors that awaited my sacrilegious profanation of the grave?"  

"And wherefore a mysterious warning? why didst thou not perceivest how 
wholesome was the advice -- 'Wake not the dead.'  

"Wert thou able to listen to another voice than that of thy impetuous passions? 
Did not thy eager impatience shut my mouth at the very moment I would have cautioned 
thee?"  

"True, true: -- thy reproof is just: but what does it avail now; -- I need the 
promptest aid."  

"Well," replied the old man, "there remains even yet a means of rescuing thyself, 
but it is fraught with horror and demands all thy resolution."  

"Utter it then, utter it; for what can be more appalling, more hideous than the 
misery I now endure?"  



"Know then," continued the sorcerer, "that only on the night of the new moon 
does she sleep the sleep of mortals; and then all the supernaturural power which she 
inherits from the grave totally fails her. 'Tis then that thou must murder her."  

"How! murder her!" echoed Walter.  

"Aye," returned the old man calmly, "pierce her bosom with a sharpened dagger, 
which I will furnish thee with; at the same time renounce her memory for ever, swearing 
never to think of her intentionally, and that, if thou dost involuntarily, thou wilt repeat the 
curse."  

"Most horrible! yet what can be more horrible than she herself is? -- I'll do it."  

"Keep then this resolution until the next new moon."  

"What, must I wait until then?" cried Walter, "alas ere then. either her savage 
thirst for blood will have forced me into the night of the tomb, or horror will have driven 
me into the night of madness."  

"Nay," replied the sorcerer, "that I can prevent;" and, so saying, he conducted him 
to a cavern further among the mountains. "Abide here twice seven days," said he; "so 
long can I protect thee against her deadly caresses. Here wilt thou find all due provision 
for thy wants; but take heed that nothing tempt thee to quit this place. Farewell, when the 
moon renews itself, then do I repair hither again." So saying, the sorcerer drew a magic 
circle around the cave, and then immediately disappeared.  

Twice seven days did Walter continue in this solitude, where his companions 
were his own terrifying thoughts, and his bitter repentance. The present was all desolation 
and dread; the future presented the image of a horrible deed which he must perforce 
commit; while the past was empoisoned by the memory of his guilt. Did he think on his 
former happy union with Brunhilda, her horrible image presented itself to his imagination 
with her lips defiled with dropping blood: or, did he call to mind the peaceful days he had 
passed with Swanhilda, he beheld her sorrowful spirit with the shadows of her murdered 
children. Such were the horrors that attended him by day: those of night were still more 
dreadful, for then he beheld Brunhilda herself, who, wandering round the magic circle 
which she could not pass, called upon his name till the cavern reechoed the horrible 
sound. "WaIter, my beloved," cried she, "wherefore dost thou avoid me? art thou not 
mine? for ever mine -- mine here, and mine hereafter? And dost thou seek to murder me? 
-- ah! commit not a deed which hurls us both to perdition -- thyself as well as me." In this 
manner did the horrible visitant torment him each night, and, even when she departed, 
robbed him of all repose.  

The night of the new moon at length arrived, dark as the deed it was doomed to 
bring forth. The sorcerer entered the cavern; "Come," said he to Walter, "let us depart 
hence, the hour is now arrived:" and he forthwith conducted him in silence from the cave 
to a coal-black steed, the sight of which recalled to Walter's remembrance the fatal night. 



He then related to the old man Brunhilda's nocturnal visits and anxiously inquired 
whether her apprehensions of eternal perdition would be fulfilled or not. "Mortal eye," 
exclaimed the sorcerer, "may not pierce the dark secrets of another world, or penetrate 
the deep abyss that separates earth from heaven." Walter hesitated to mount the steed. 
"Be resolute," exclaimed his companion, "but this once is it granted to thee to make the 
trial, and, should thou fail now, nought can rescue thee from her power."  

"What can be more horrible than she herself? -- I am determined:" and he leaped 
on the horse, the sorcerer mounting also behind him.  

Carried with a rapidity equal to that of the storm that sweeps across the plain they 
in brief space arrived at Walter's castle. All the doors flew open at the bidding of his 
companion, and they speedily reached Brunhilda's chamber, and stood beside her couch. 
Reclining in a tranquil slumber; she reposed in all her native loveliness, every trace of 
horror had disappeared from her countenance; she looked so pure, meek and innocent that 
all the sweet hours of their endearments rushed to Walter's memory, like interceding 
angels pleading in her behalf. His unnerved hand could not take the dagger which the 
sorcerer presented to him. "The blow must be struck even now:" said the latter, "shouldst 
thou delay but an hour, she will lie at daybreak on thy bosom, sucking the warm life 
drops from thy heart."  

"Horrible! most horrible!" faltered the trembling Walter, and turning away his 
face, he thrust the dagger into her bosom, exclaiming -- "I curse thee for ever! -- and the 
cold blood gushed upon his hand. Opening her eyes once more, she cast a look of ghastly 
horror on her husband, and, in a hollow dying accent said -- "Thou too art doomed to 
perdition."  

"Lay now thy hand upon her corpse," said the sorcerer, "and swear the oath." -- 
Walter did as commanded, saying, "Never will I think of her with love, never recall her to 
mind intentionally, and, should her image recur to my mind involuntarily, so will I 
exclaim to it: be thou accursed."  

"Thou hast now done everything," returned the sorcerer; -- "restore her therefore 
to the earth, from which thou didst so foolishly recall her; and be sure to recollect thy 
oath: for, shouldst thou forget it but once, she would return, and thou wouldst be 
inevitably lost. Adieu -- we see each other no more." Having uttered these words he 
quitted the apartment, and Walter also fled from this abode of horror, having first given 
direction that the corpse should be speedily interred.  

Again did the terrific Brunhilda repose within her grave; but her image 
continually haunted Walter's imagination, so that his existence was one continued 
martyrdom, in which he continually struggled, to dismiss from his recollection the 
hideous phantoms of the past; yet, the stronger his effort to banish them, so much the 
more frequently and the more vividly did they return; as the night-wanderer, who is 
enticed by a fire-wisp into quagmire or bog, sinks the deeper into his damp grave the 
more he struggles to escape. His imagination seemed incapable of admitting any other 



image than that of Brunhilda: now he fancied he beheld her expiring, the blood streaming 
from her beautiful bosom: at others he saw the lovely bride of his youth, who reproached 
him with having disturbed the slumbers of the tomb; and to both he was compelled to 
utter the dreadful words, "I curse thee for ever." The terrible imprecation was constantly 
passing his lips; yet was he in incessant terror lest he should forget it, or dream of her 
without being able to repeat it, and then, on awaking, find himself in her arms. Else 
would he recall her expiring words, and, appalled at their terrific import, imagine that the 
doom of his perdition was irrecoverably passed. Whence should he fly from himself? or 
how erase from his brain these images and forms of horror? In the din of combat, in the 
tumult of war and its incessant pour of victory to defeat; from the cry of anguish to the 
exultation of victory -- in these he hoped to find at least the relief of distraction: but here 
too he was disappointed. The giant fang of apprehension now seized him who had never 
before known fear; each drop of blood that sprayed upon him seemed the cold blood that 
had gushed from Brunhilda's wound; each dying wretch that fell beside him looked like 
her, when expiring, she exclaimed, -- "Thou too art doomed to perdition"; so that the 
aspect of death seemed more full of dread to him than aught beside, and this 
unconquerable terror compelled him to abandon the battle-field. At length, after many a 
weary and fruitless wandering, he returned to his castle. Here all was deserted and silent, 
as if the sword, or a still more deadly pestilence had laid everything waste: for the few 
inhabitants that still remained, and even those servants who had once shewn themselves 
the most attached, now fled from him, as though he had been branded with the mark of 
Cain. With horror he perceived that, by uniting himself as he had done with the dead, he 
had cut himself off from the living, who refused to hold any intercourse with him. Often, 
when he stood on the battlements of his castle, and looked down upon desolate fields, he 
compared their present solitude with the lively activity they were wont to exhibit, under 
the strict but benevolent discipline of Swanhilda. He now felt that she alone could 
reconcile him to life, but durst he hope that one, whom he so deeply aggrieved, could 
pardon him, and receive him again? Impatience at length got the better of fear; he sought 
Swanhilda, and, with the deepest contrition, acknowledged his complicated guilt; 
embracing her knees as he beseeched her to pardon him, and to return to his desolate 
castle, in order that it might again become the abode of contentment and peace. The pale 
form which she beheld at her feet, the shadow of the lately blooming youth, touched 
Swanhilda. "The folly," said she gently, "though it has caused me much sorrow, has never 
excited my resentment or my anger. But say, where are my children?" To this dreadful 
interrogation the agonized father could for a while frame no reply: at length he was 
obliged to confess the dreadful truth. "Then we are sundered for ever," returned 
Swanhilda; nor could all his tears or supplications prevail upon her to revoke the sentence 
she had given.  

Stripped of his last earthly hope, bereft of his last consolation, and thereby 
rendered as poor as mortal can possibly be on this side of the grave. Walter returned 
homewards; when, as he was riding through the forest in the neighbourhood of his castle, 
absorbed in his gloomy meditations, the sudden sound of a horn roused him from his 
reverie. Shortly after he saw appear a female figure clad in black, and mounted on a steed 
of the same colour: her attire was like that of a huntress, but, instead of a falcon, she bore 
a raven in her hand; and she was attended by a gay troop of cavaliers and dames. The first 



salutations bring passed, he found that she was proceeding the same road as himself; and, 
when she found that Walter's castle was close at hand, she requested that he would lodge 
her for that night, the evening being far advanced. Most willingly did he comply with this 
request, since the appearance of the beautiful stranger had struck him greatly; so 
wonderfully did she resemble Swanhilda, except that her locks were brown, and her eye 
dark and full of fire. With a sumptous banquet did he entertain his guests, whose mirth 
and songs enlivened the lately silent halls. Three days did this revelry continue, and so 
exhilarating did it prove to Walter that he seemed to have forgotten his sorrows and his 
fears; nor could he prevail upon himself to dismiss his visitors, dreading lest, on their 
departure, the castle would seem a hundred times more desolate than before hand his 
grief be proportionally increased. At his earnest request, the stranger consented to stay 
seven, and again another seven days. Without being requested, she took upon herself the 
superintendence of the household, which she regulated as discreetly and cheerfully as 
Swanhilda had been wont to do, so that the castle, which had so lately been the abode of 
melancholy and horror, became the residence of pleasure and festivity, and Walter's grief 
disappeared altogether in the midst of so much gaiety. Daily did his attachment to the fair 
unknown increase; he even made her his confidant; and, one evening as they were 
walking together apart from any of her train, he related to her his melancholy and 
frightful history. "My dear friend," returned she, as soon as he he had finished his tale, "it 
ill beseems a man of thy discretion to afflict thyself on account of all this. Thou hast 
awakened the dead from the sleep of the grave and afterwards found, -- what might have 
been anticipated, that the dead possess no sympathy with life. What then? thou wilt not 
commit this error a second time.  

Thou hast however murdered the being whom thou hadst thus recalled again to 
existence -- but it was only in appearance, for thou couldst not deprive that of life which 
properly had none. Thou hast, too, lost a wife and two children: but at thy years such a 
loss is most easily repaired. There are beauties who will gladly share thy couch, and 
make thee again a father. But thou dreadst the reckoning of hereafter: -- go, open the 
graves and ask the sleepers there whether that hereafter disturbs them." In such manner 
would she frequently exhort and cheer him, so that, in a short time. his melancholy 
entirely disappeared. He now ventured to declare to the unknown the passion with which 
she had inspired him, nor did she refuse him her hand. Within seven days afterwards the 
nuptials were celebrated, and the very foundations of the castle seemed to rock from the 
wild tumultuous uproar of unrestrained riot. The wine streamed in abundance; the goblets 
circled incessantly; intemperance reached its utmost bounds, while shouts of laughter 
almost resembling madness burst from the numerous train belonging to the unknown. At 
length Walter, heated with wine and love, conducted his bride into the nuptial chamber: 
but, oh! horror! scarcely had he clasped her in his arms ere she transformed herself into a 
monstrous serpent, which entwining him in its horrid folds, crushed him to death. Flames 
crackled on every side of the apartment; in a few minutes after, the whole castle was 
enveloped in a blaze that consumed it entirely: while, as the walls fell in with a 
tremendous crash, a voice exclaimed aloud -- "Wake not the dead!"  

 



Lake Diodati in Switzerland has become famous for at least one event. While staying 
there in 1816, two classics were begun there, when Lord Byron challenged his guests to 
write a Germanic tale of horror. Percy Shelley and Byron himself produced little of note 
but Mary Shelley conceived what would become Frankenstein. The other tale was “The 
Vampyre” by Dr. John Polidori (1795-1821), Byron’s traveling companion and 
physician. This tale is fascinating as a portrait of Byron but is also an important step 
towards later classics such as “Carmilla” and Dracula. Polidori, himself, was an 
unfortunate who was robbed of his fame. The anonymously published tale was attributed 
to Byron for many decades. 

 

THE VAMPYRE 

By John Polidori 

 

IT happened that in the midst of the dissipations attendant upon London winter, 
there appeared at the various parties of the leaders of the ton a nobleman more 
remarkable for his singularities, than his rank. He gazed upon the mirth around him, as if 
he could not participate therein. Apparently, the light laughter of the fair only attracted 
his attention, that he might by a look quell it and throw fear into those breasts where 
thoughtlessness reigned. Those who felt this sensation of awe, could not explain whence 
it arose: some attributed it to the dead grey eye, which, fixing upon the object's face, did 
not seem to penetrate, and at one glance to pierce through to the inward workings of the 
heart; but fell upon the cheek with a leaden ray that weighed upon the skin it could not 
pass. His peculiarities caused him to be invited to every house; all wished to see him, and 
those who had been accustomed to violent excitement, and now felt the weight of ennui, 
were pleased at having something in their presence capable of engaging their attention. In 
spite of the deadly hue of his face, which never gained a wanner tint, either from the 
blush of modesty, or from the strong emotion of passion, though its form and outline 
were beautiful, many of the female hunters after notoriety attempted to win his attentions, 
and gain, at least, some marks of what they might term affection: Lady Mercer, who had 
been the mockery of every monster shewn in drawing-rooms since her marriage, threw 
herself in his way, and did all but put on the dress of a mountebank, to attract his notice -- 
though in vain; -- when she stood before him, though his eyes were apparently fixed upon 
hers, still it seemed as if they were unperceived; -- even her unappalled impudence was 
baffled, and she left the field. But though the common adultress could not influence even 
the guidance of his eyes, it was not that the female sex was indifferent to him: yet such 
was the apparent caution with which he spoke to the virtuous wife and innocent daughter, 
that few knew he ever addressed himself to females. He had, however, the reputation of a 
winning tongue; and whether it was that it even overcame the dread of his singular 
character, or that they were moved by his apparent hatred of vice, he was as often among 
those females who form the boast of their sex from their domestic virtues, as among those 
who sully it by their vices.  



About the same time, there came to London a young gentleman of the name of 
Aubrey: he was an orphan left with an only sister in the possession of great wealth, by 
parents who died while he was yet in childhood. Left also to himself by guardians, who 
thought it their duty merely to take care of his fortune, while they relinquished the more 
important charge of his mind to the care of mercenary subalterns, he cultivated more his 
imagination than his judgment. He had, hence, that high romantic feeling of honour and 
candour, which daily ruins so many milliners' apprentices. He believed all to sympathise 
with virtue, and thought that vice was thrown in by Providence merely for the picturesque 
effect of the scene, as we see in romances: he thought that the misery of a cottage merely 
consisted in the vesting of clothes, which were as warm, but which were better adapted to 
the painter's eye by their irregular folds and various coloured patches. He thought, in fine, 
that the dreams of poets were the realities of life. He was handsome, frank, and rich: for 
these reasons, upon his entering into the gay circles, many mothers surrounded him, 
striving which should describe with least truth their languishing or romping favourites: 
the daughters at the same time, by their brightening countenances when he approached, 
and by their sparkling eyes, when he opened his lips, soon led him into false notions of 
his talents and his merit. Attached as he was to the romance of his solitary hours, he was 
startled at finding, that, except in the tallow and wax candles that flickered, not from the 
presence of a ghost, but from want of snuffing, there was no foundation in real life for 
any of that congeries of pleasing pictures and descriptions contained in those volumes, 
from which he had formed his study. Finding, however, some compensation in his 
gratified vanity, he was about to relinquish his dreams, when the extraordinary being we 
have above described, crossed him in his career.  

He watched him; and the very impossibility of forming an idea of the character of 
a man entirely absorbed in himself, who gave few other signs of his observation of 
external objects, than the tacit assent to their existence, implied by the avoidance of their 
contact: allowing his imagination to picture every thing that flattered its propensity to 
extravagant ideas, he soon formed this object into the hero of a romance, and determined 
to observe the offspring of his fancy, rather than the person before him. He became 
acquainted with him, paid him attentions, and so far advanced upon his notice, that his 
presence was always recognised. He gradually learnt that Lord Ruthven's affairs were 
embarrassed, and soon found, from the notes of preparation in ---- Street, that he was 
about to travel. Desirous of gaining some information respecting this singular character, 
who, till now, had only whetted his curiosity, he hinted to his guardians, that it was time 
for him to perform the tour, which for many generations has been thought necessary to 
enable the young to take some rapid steps in the career of vice towards putting 
themselves upon an equality with the aged, and not allowing them to appear as if fallen 
from the skies, whenever scandalous intrigues are mentioned as the subjects of pleasantry 
or of praise, according to the degree of skill shewn in carrying them on. They consented: 
and Aubrey immediately mentioning his intentions to Lord Ruthven, was surprised to 
receive from him a proposal to join him. Flattered such a mark of esteem from him, who, 
apparently, had nothing in common with other men, he gladly accepted it, and in a few 
days they had passed the circling waters.  



Hitherto, Aubrey had had no opportunity of studying Lord Ruthven's character, 
and now he found, that, though many more of his actions were exposed to his view, the 
results offered different conclusions from the apparent motives to his conduct. His 
companion was profuse in his liberality; -- the idle, the vagabond, and the beggar, 
received from his hand more than enough to relieve their immediate wants. But Aubrey 
could not avoid remarking, that it was not upon the virtuous, reduced to indigence by the 
misfortunes attendant even upon virtue, that he bestowed his alms; -- these were sent 
from the door with hardly suppressed sneers; but when the profligate came to ask 
something, not to relieve his wants, but to allow him to wallow in his lust, to sink him 
still deeper in his iniquity, he was sent away with rich charity. This was, however, 
attributed by him to the greater importunity of the vicious, which generally prevails over 
the retiring bashfulness of the virtuous indigent. There was one circumstance about the 
charity of his Lordship, which was still more impressed upon his mind: all those upon 
whom it was bestowed, inevitably found that there was a curse upon it, for they were all 
either led to the scaffold, or sunk to the lowest and the most abject misery. At Brussels 
and other towns through which they passed, Aubrey was surprised at the apparent 
eagerness with which his companion sought for the centres of all fashionable vice; there 
he entered into all the spirit of the faro table: he betted and always gambled with success, 
except where the known sharper was his antagonist, and then he lost even more than he 
gained; but it was always with the same unchanging face, with which he generally 
watched the society around: it was not, however, so when he encountered the rash 
youthful novice, or the luckless father of a numerous family; then his very wish seemed 
fortune's law -- this apparent abstractedness of mind was laid aside, and his eyes sparkled 
with more fire than that of the cat whilst dallying with the half-dead mouse. In every 
town, he left the formerly affluent youth, torn from the circle he adorned, cursing, in the 
solitude of a dungeon, the fate that had drawn him within the reach of this fiend; whilst 
many a father sat frantic, amidst the speaking looks of mute hungry children, without a 
single farthing of his late immense wealth, wherewith to buy even sufficient to satisfy 
their present craving. Yet he took no money from the gambling table; but immediately 
lost, to the ruiner of many, the last gilder he had just snatched from the convulsive grasp 
of the innocent: this might but be the result of a certain degree of knowledge, which was 
not, however, capable of combating the cunning of the more experienced. Aubrey often 
wished to represent this to his friend, and beg him to resign that charity and pleasure 
which proved the ruin of all, and did not tend to his own profit; but he delayed it -- for 
each day he hoped his friend would give him some opportunity of speaking frankly and 
openly to him; however, this never occurred. Lord Ruthven in his carriage, and amidst 
the various wild and rich scenes of nature, was always the same: his eye spoke less than 
his lip; and though Aubrey was near the object of his curiosity, he obtained no greater 
gratification from it than the constant excitement of vainly wishing to break that mystery, 
which to his exalted imagination began to assume the appearance of something 
supernatural.  

They soon arrived at Rome, and Aubrey for a time lost sight of his companion; he 
left him in daily attendance upon the morning circle of an Italian countess, whilst he went 
in search of the memorials of another almost deserted city. Whilst he was thus engaged, 
letters arrived from England, which he opened with eager impatience; the first was from 



his sister, breathing nothing but affection; the others were from his guardians, the latter 
astonished him; if it had before entered into his imagination that there was an evil power 
resident in his companion these seemed to give him almost sufficient reason for the 
belief. His guardians insisted upon his immediately leaving his friend, and urged that his 
character was dreadfully vicious, for that the possession of irresistible powers of 
seduction, rendered his licentious habits more dangerous to society. It had been 
discovered, that his contempt for the adultress had not originated in hatred of her 
character; but that he had required, to enhance his gratification, that his victim, the 
partner of his guilt, should be hurled from the pinnacle of unsullied virtue, down to the 
lowest abyss of infamy and degradation: in fine, that all those females whom he had 
sought, apparently on account of their virtue, had, since his departure, thrown even the 
mask aside, and had not scrupled to expose the whole deformity of their vices to the 
public gaze.  

Aubrey determined upon leaving one, whose character had not shown a single 
bright point on which to rest the eye. He resolved to invent some plausible pretext for 
abandoning him altogether, purposing, in the mean while, to watch him more closely, and 
to let no slight circumstances pass by unnoticed. He entered into the same circle, and 
soon perceived, that his Lordship was endeavouring to work upon the inexperience of the 
daughter of the lady whose house he chiefly frequented. In Italy, it is seldom that an 
unmarried female is met with in society; he was therefore obliged to carry on his plans in 
secret; but Aubrey's eye followed him in all his windings, and soon discovered that an 
assignation had been appointed, which would most likely end in the ruin of an innocent, 
though thoughtless girl. Losing no time, he entered the apartment of Lord Ruthven, and 
abruptly asked him his intentions with respect to the lady, informing him at the same time 
that he was aware of his being about to meet her that very night. Lord Ruthven answered, 
that his intentions were such as he supposed all would have upon such an occasion; and 
upon being pressed whether he intended to marry her, merely laughed. Aubrey retired; 
and, immediately writing a note, to say, that from that moment he must decline 
accompanying his Lordship in the remainder of their proposed tour, he ordered his 
servant to seek other apartments, and calling upon the mother of the lady informed her of 
all he knew, not only with regard to her daughter, but also concerning the character of his 
Lordship. The assignation was prevented. Lord Ruthven next day merely sent his servant 
to notify his complete assent to a separation; but did not hint any suspicion of his plans 
having been foiled by Aubrey's interposition.  

Having left Rome, Aubrey directed his steps towards Greece, and crossing the 
Peninsula, soon found himself at Athens. He then fixed residence in the house of a Greek; 
and soon occupied himself in tracing the faded records of ancient glory upon monuments 
that apparently, ashamed of chronicling the deeds of freemen only before slaves, had 
hidden themselves beneath the sheltering soil or many coloured lichen. Under the same 
roof as himself, existed a being, so beautiful and delicate, that she might have formed the 
model for a painter, wishing to portray on canvass the promised hope of the faithful in 
Mahomet's paradise, save that her eyes spoke too much mind for any one to think she 
could belong to those who had no souls. As she danced upon the plain, or tripped along 
the mountain's side, one would have thought the gazelle a poor type of her beauties; for 



who would have exchanged her eye, apparently the eye of animated nature, for that 
sleepy luxurious look of the animal suited but to the taste of an epicure. The light step of 
Ianthe often accompanied Aubrey in his search after antiquities, and often would the 
unconscious girl, engaged in the pursuit of a Kashmere butterfly, show the whole beauty 
of her form, boating as it were upon the wind, to the eager gaze of him, who forgot the 
letters he had just decyphered upon an almost effaced tablet, in the contemplation of her 
sylph-like figure. Often would her tresses falling, as she flitted around, exhibit in the 
sun's ray such delicately brilliant and swiftly fading hues, as might well excuse the 
forgetfulness of the antiquary, who let escape from his mind the very object he had before 
thought of vital importance to the proper interpretation of a passage in Pausanias. But 
why attempt to describe charms which all feel, but none can appreciate? -- It was 
innocence, youth, and beauty, unaffected by crowded drawing-rooms and stifling balls. 
Whilst he drew those remains of which he wished to preserve a memorial for his future 
hours, she would stand by, and watch the magic effects of his pencil, in tracing the scenes 
of her native place; she would then describe to him the circling dance upon the open 
plain, would paint to him in all the glowing colours of youthful memory, the marriage 
pomp she remembered viewing in her infancy; and then, turning to subjects that had 
evidently made a greater impression upon her mind, would tell him all the supernatural 
tales of her nurse. Her earnestness and apparent belief of what she narrated, excited the 
interest even of Aubrey; and often as she told him the tale of the living vampyre, who had 
passed years amidst his friends, and dearest ties, forced every year, by feeding upon the 
life of a lovely female to prolong his existence for the ensuing months, his blood would 
run cold, whilst he attempted to laugh her out of such idle and horrible fantasies; but 
Ianthe cited to him the names of old men, who had at last detected one living among 
themselves, after several of their near relatives and children had been found marked with 
the stamp of the fiend's appetite; and when she found him so incredulous, she begged of 
him to believe her, for it had been remarked, that those who had dared to question their 
existence, always had some proof given, which obliged them, with grief and 
heartbreaking, to confess it was true. She detailed to him the traditional appearance of 
these monsters, and his horror was increased by hearing a pretty accurate description of 
Lord Ruthven; he, however, still persisted in persuading her, that there could be no truth 
in her fears, though at the same time he wondered at the many coincidences which had all 
tended to excite a belief in the supernatural power of Lord Ruthven.  

Aubrey began to attach himself more and more to Ianthe; her innocence, so 
contrasted with all the affected virtues of the women among whom he had sought for his 
vision of romance, won his heart and while he ridiculed the idea of a young man of 
English habits, marrying an uneducated Greek girl, still he found himself more and more 
attached to the almost fairy form before him. He would tear himself at times from her, 
and, forming a plan for some antiquarian research, would depart, determined not to return 
until his object was attained; but he always found it impossible to fix his attention upon 
the ruins around him, whilst in his mind he retained an image that seemed alone the 
rightful possessor of his thoughts. Ianthe was unconscious of his love, and was ever the 
same frank infantile being he had first known. She always seemed to part from him with 
reluctance; but it was because she had no longer any one with whom she could visit her 
favourite haunts, whilst her guardian was occupied in sketching or uncovering some 



fragment which had yet escaped the destructive hand of time. She had appealed to her 
parents on the subject of Vampyres, and they both, with several present, affirmed their 
existence, pale with horror at the very name. Soon after, Aubrey determined to proceed 
upon one of his excursions, which was to detain him for a few hours; when they heard the 
name of the place, they all at once begged of him not to return at night, as he must 
necessarily pass through a wood, where no Greek would ever remain, after the day had 
closed, upon any consideration. They described it as the resort of the vampyres in their 
nocturnal orgies and denounced the most heavy evils as impending upon him who dared 
to cross their path. Aubrey made light of their representations, and tried to laugh them out 
of the idea; but when he saw them shudder at his daring thus to mock a superior, infernal 
power, the very name of which apparently made their blood freeze, he was silent.  

Next morning Aubrey set off upon his excursion unattended; he was surprised to 
observe the melancholy face of his host, and was concerned to find that his words, 
mocking the belief of those horrible fiends, had inspired them with such terror. When he 
was about to depart, Ianthe came to the side of his horse, and earnestly begged of him to 
return, ere night allowed the power of these beings to be put in action; -- he promised. He 
was, however, so occupied in his research, that he did not perceive that day-light would 
soon end, and that in the horizon there was one of those specks which, in the warmer 
climates, so rapidly gather into a tremendous mass, and pour all their rage upon the 
devoted country. -- He at last, however, mounted his horse, determined to make up by 
speed for his delay: but it was too late. Twilight, in these southern climates, is almost 
unknown; immediately the sun sets, night begins: and ere he had advanced far, the power 
of the storm was above -- its echoing thunders had scarcely an interval of rest; -- its thick 
heavy rain forced its way through the canopying foliage, whilst the blue forked lightning 
seemed to fall and radiate at his very feet. Suddenly his horse took fright, and he was 
carried with dreadful rapidity through the entangled forest. The animal at last, through 
fatigue, stopped, and he found, by the glare of lightning, that he was in the 
neighbourhood of a hovel that hardly lifted itself up from the masses of dead leaves and 
brushwood which surrounded it. Dismounting, he approached, hoping to find some one to 
guide him to the town, or at least trusting to obtain shelter from the pelting of the storm. 
As he approached, the thunders, for a moment silent, allowed him to hear the dreadful 
shrieks of a woman mingling with the stifled, exultant mockery of a laugh, continued in 
one almost unbroken sound; -- he was startled: but, roused by the thunder which again 
rolled over his head, he, with a sudden effort, forced open the door of the hut. He found 
himself in utter darkness: the sound, however, guided him. He was apparently 
unperceived; for, though he called, still the sounds continued, and no notice was taken of 
him. He found himself in contact with some one, whom he immediately seized; when a 
voice cried, "Again baffled!" to which a loud laugh succeeded; and he felt himself 
grappled by one whose strength seemed superhuman: determined to sell his life as dearly 
as he could, he struggled; but it was in vain: he was lifted from his feet and hurled with 
enormous force against the ground: -- his enemy threw himself upon him, and kneeling 
upon his breast, had placed his hands upon his throat when the glare of many torches 
penetrating through the hole that gave light in the day, disturbed him; -- he instantly rose, 
and, leaving his prey, rushed through the door, and in a moment the crashing of branches, 
as he broke through the wood, was no longer heard. The storm was now still; and 



Aubrey, incapable of moving, was soon heard by those without. They entered; the light of 
their torches fell upon mud walls, and the thatch loaded on every individual straw with 
heavy flakes of soot. At the desire of Aubrey they searched for her who had attracted him 
by her cries; he was again left in darkness; but what was his horror, when the light of the 
torches once more burst upon him, to perceive the airy form of his fair conductress 
brought in a lifeless corpse. He shut his eyes, hoping that it was but a vision arising from 
his disturbed imagination; but he again saw the same form, when he unclosed them, 
stretched by his side. There was no colour upon her cheek, not even upon her lip; yet 
there was a stillness about her face that seemed almost as attaching as the life that once 
dwelt there: -- upon her neck and breast was blood, and upon her throat were the marks of 
teeth having opened the vein: -- to this the men pointed, crying, simultaneously struck 
with horror, "A Vampyre! a Vampyre!" A litter was quickly formed, and Aubrey was laid 
by the side of her who had lately been to him the object of so many bright and fairy 
visions, now fallen; with the flower of life that had died within her. He knew not what his 
thoughts were -- his mind was benumbed and seemed to shun reflection and take refuge 
in vacancy; -- he held almost unconsciously in his hand a naked dagger of a particular 
construction, which had been found in the hut. They were soon met by different parties 
who had been engaged in the search of her whom a mother had missed. Their lamentable 
cries as they approached the city, forewarned the parents of some dreadful catastrophe. -- 
To describe their grief would be impossible; but when they ascertained the cause of their 
child's death, they looked at Aubrey and pointed to the corpse. They were inconsolable; 
both died brokenhearted.  

Aubrey being put to bed was seized with a most violent fever, and was often 
delirious; in these intervals he would call upon Lord Ruthven and upon Ianthe -- by some 
unaccountable combination he seemed to beg of his former companion to spare the being 
he loved. At other times he would imprecate maledictions upon his head, and curse him 
as her destroyer. Lord Ruthven chanced at this time to arrive at Athens, and from 
whatever motive, upon hearing of the state of Aubrey, immediately placed himself in the 
same house, and became his constant attendant. When the latter recovered from his 
delirium, he was horrified and startled at the sight of him whose image he had now 
combined with that of a Vampyre; but Lord Ruthven, by his kind words, implying almost 
repentance for the fault that had caused their separation, and still more by the attention, 
anxiety, and care which he showed, soon reconciled him to his presence. His lordship 
seemed quite changed; he no longer appeared that apathetic being who had so astonished 
Aubrey; but as soon as his convalescence began to be rapid, he again gradually retired 
into the same state of mind, and Aubrey perceived no difference from the former man, 
except that at times he was surprised to meet his gaze fixed intently upon him, with a 
smile of malicious exultation playing upon his lips: he knew not why, but this smile 
haunted him. During the last stage of the invalid's recovery, Lord Ruthven was apparently 
engaged in watching the tideless waves raised by the cooling breeze, or in marking the 
progress of those orbs, circling, like our world, the moveless sun; -- indeed, he appeared 
to wish to avoid the eyes of all.  

Aubrey's mind, by this shock, was much weakened, and that elasticity of spirit 
which had once so distinguished him now seemed to have fled for ever. He was now as 



much a lover of solitude and silence as Lord Ruthven; but much as he wished for 
solitude, his mind could not find it in the neighbourhood of Athens; if he sought it amidst 
the ruins he had formerly frequented, Ianthe's form stood by his side; -- if he sought it in 
the woods, her light step would appear wandering amidst the underwood, in quest of the 
modest violet; then suddenly turning round, would show, to his wild imagination, her 
pale face and wounded throat, with a meek smile upon her lips. He determined to fly 
scenes, every feature of which created such bitter associations in his mind. He proposed 
to Lord Ruthven, to whom he held himself bound by the tender care he had taken of him 
during his illness, that they should visit those parts of Greece neither had yet seen. They 
travelled in every direction, and sought every spot to which a recollection could be 
attached: but though they thus hastened from place to place, yet they seemed not to heed 
what they gazed upon. They heard much of robbers, but they gradually began to slight 
these reports, which they imagined were only the invention of individuals, whose interest 
it was to excite the generosity of those whom they defended from pretended dangers. In 
consequence of thus neglecting the advice of the inhabitants, on one occasion they 
travelled with only a few guards, more to serve as guides than as a defence. Upon 
entering, however, a narrow defile, at the bottom of which was the bed of a torrent, with 
large masses of rock brought down from the neighbouring precipices, they had reason to 
repent their negligence; for scarcely were the whole of the party engaged in the narrow 
pass, when they were startled by the whistling of bullets close to their heads, and by the 
echoed report of several guns. In an instant their guards had left them, and, placing 
themselves behind rocks, had begun to fire in the direction whence the report came. Lord 
Ruthven and Aubrey, imitating their example, retired for a moment behind the sheltering 
turn of the defile: but ashamed of being thus detained by a foe, who with insulting shouts 
bade them advance, and being exposed to unresisting slaughter, if any of the robbers 
should climb above and take them in the rear, they determined at once to rush forward in 
search of the enemy. Hardly had they lost the shelter of rock, when Lord Ruthven 
received a shot in the shoulder, which brought him to the ground. Aubrey hastened to his 
assistance; and, no longer heeding the contest or his own peril, was soon surprised by 
seeing the robbers' faces around him -- his guards having, upon Lord Ruthven's being 
wounded, immediately thrown up their arms and surrendered.  

By promises of great reward, Aubrey soon induced them to convey his wounded 
friend to a neighbouring cabin; and having agreed upon a ransom, he was no more 
disturbed by their presence -- they being content merely to guard the entrance till their 
comrade should return with the promised sum, for which he had an order. Lord Ruthven's 
strength rapidly decreased; in two days mortification ensued, and death seemed 
advancing with hasty steps. His conduct and appearance had not changed; he seemed as 
unconscious of pain as he had been of the objects about him: but towards the close of the 
last evening, his mind became apparently uneasy, and his eye often fixed upon Aubrey, 
who was induced to offer his assistance with more than usual earnestness -- "Assist me! 
you may save me -- you may do more than that -- I mean not life, I heed the death of my 
existence as little as that of the passing day; but you may save my honour, your friend's 
honour." -- "How? tell me how? I would do any thing," replied Aubrey. -- "I need but 
little, my life ebbs apace -- I cannot explain the whole -- but if you would conceal all you 
know of me, my honour were free from stain in the world's mouth -- and if my death 



were unknown for some time in England -- I -- I -- but life." -- "It shall not be known." -- 
"Swear!" cried the dying man raising himself with exultant violence. "Swear by all your 
soul reveres, by all your nature fears, swear that for a year and a day you will not impart 
your knowledge of my crimes or death to any living being in any way, whatever may 
happen, or whatever you may see." -- His eyes seemed bursting from their sockets; "I 
swear!" said Aubrey; he sunk laughing upon his pillow, and breathed no more.  

Aubrey retired to rest, but did not sleep; the many circumstances attending his 
acquaintance with this man rose upon his mind, and he knew not why; when he 
remembered his oath a cold shivering came over him, as if from the presentiment of 
something horrible awaiting him. Rising early in the morning, he was about to enter the 
hovel in which he had left the corpse, when a robber met him, and informed him that it 
was no longer there, having been conveyed by himself and comrades, upon his retiring, to 
the pinnacle of a neighbouring mount, according to a promise they had given his lordship, 
that it should be exposed to the first cold ray of the moon that rose after his death. Aubrey 
astonished, and taking several of the men, determined to go and bury it upon the spot 
where it lay. But, when he had mounted to the summit he found no trace of either the 
corpse or the clothes, though the robbers swore they pointed out the identical rock on 
which they had laid the body. For a time his mind was bewildered in conjectures, but he 
at last returned, convinced that they had buried the corpse for the sake of the clothes.  

Weary of a country in which he had met with such terrible misfortunes, and in 
which all apparently conspired to heighten that superstitious melancholy that had seized 
upon his mind, he resolved to leave it, and soon arrived at Smyrna. While waiting for a 
vessel to convey him to Otranto, or to Naples, he occupied himself in arranging those 
effects he had with him belonging to Lord Ruthven. Amongst other things there was a 
case containing several weapons of offence, more or less adapted to ensure the death of 
the victim. There were several daggers and ataghans. Whilst turning them over, and 
examining their curious forms, what was his surprise at finding a sheath apparently 
ornamented in the same style as the dagger discovered in the fatal hut; -- he shuddered; 
hastening to gain further proof, he found the weapon, and his horror may be imagined 
when he discovered that it fitted, though peculiarly shaped, the sheath he held in his hand. 
His eyes seemed to need no further certainty -- they seemed gazing to be bound to the 
dagger, yet still he wished to disbelieve; but the particular form, the same varying tints 
upon the haft and sheath were alike in splendour on both, and left no room for doubt; 
there were also drops of blood on each.  

He left Smyrna, and on his way home, at Rome, his first inquiries were 
concerning the lady he had attempted to snatch from Lord Ruthven's seductive arts. Her 
parents were in distress, their fortune ruined, and she had not been heard of since the 
departure of his lordship. Aubrey's mind became almost broken under so many repeated 
horrors; he was afraid that this lady had fallen a victim to the destroyer of Ianthe. He 
became morose and silent; and his only occupation consisted in urging the speed of the 
postilions, as if he were going to save the life of some one he held dear. He arrived at 
Calais; a breeze, which seemed obedient to his will, soon wafted him to the English 
shores; and he hastened to the mansion of his fathers, and there, for a moment, appeared 



to lose, in the embraces and caresses of his sister, all memory of the past. If she before, 
by her infantine caresses, had gained his affection, now that the woman began to appear, 
she was still more attaching as a companion.  

Miss Aubrey had not that winning grace which gains the gaze and applause of the 
drawing-room assemblies. There was none of that light brilliancy which only exists in the 
heated atmosphere of a crowded apartment. Her blue eye was never lit up by the levity of 
the mind beneath. There was a melancholy charm about it which did not seem to arise 
from misfortune, but from some feeling within, that appeared to indicate a soul conscious 
of a brighter realm. Her step was not that light footing, which strays where'er a butterfly 
or a colour may attract -- it was sedate and pensive. When alone, her face was never 
brightened by the smile of joy; but when her brother breathed to her his affection, and 
would in her presence forget those griefs she knew destroyed his rest, who would have 
exchanged her smile for that of the voluptuary? It seemed as if those eyes, that face were 
then playing in the light of their own native sphere. She was yet only eighteen, and had 
not been presented to the world, it having been thought by her guardians more fit that her 
presentation should be delayed until her brother's return from the continent, when he 
might be her protector. It was now, therefore, resolved that the next drawing-room, which 
was fast approaching, should be the epoch of her entry into the "busy scene." Aubrey 
would rather have remained in the mansion of his fathers, and feed upon the melancholy 
which overpowered him. He could not feel interest about the frivolities of fashionable 
strangers, when his mind had been so torn by the events he had witnessed; but he 
determined to sacrifice his own comfort to the protection of his sister. They soon arrived 
in town, and prepared for the next day, which had been announced as a drawing- room.  

The crowd was excessive -- a drawing-room had not been held for long time, and 
all who were anxious to bask in the smile of royalty, hastened thither. Aubrey was there 
with his sister. While he was standing in a corner by himself, heedless of all around him, 
engaged in the remembrance that the first time he had seen Lord Ruthven was in that very 
place -- he felt himself suddenly seized by the arm, and a voice he recognized too well, 
sounded in his ear -- "Remember your oath." He had hardly courage to turn, fearful of 
seeing a spectre that would blast him, when he perceived, at a little distance, the same 
figure which had attracted his notice on this spot upon his first entry into society. He 
gazed till his limbs almost refusing to bear their weight, he was obliged to take the arm of 
a friend, and forcing a passage through the crowd, he threw himself into his carriage, and 
was driven home. He paced the room with hurried steps, and fixed his hands upon his 
head, as if he were afraid his thoughts were bursting from his brain. Lord Ruthven again 
before him -- circumstances started up in dreadful array -- the dagger -- his oath. -- He 
roused himself, he could not believe it possible -- the dead rise again! -- He thought his 
imagination had conjured up the image his mind was resting upon. It was impossible that 
it could be real -- he determined, therefore, to go again into society; for though he 
attempted to ask concerning Lord Ruthven, the name hung upon his lips and he could not 
succeed in gaining information. He went a few nights after with his sister to the assembly 
of a near relation. Leaving her under the protection of a matron, he retired into a recess, 
and there gave himself up to his own devouring thoughts. Perceiving, at last, that many 
were leaving, he roused himself, and entering another room, found his sister surrounded 



by several, apparently in earnest conversation; he attempted to pass and get near her, 
when one, whom he requested to move, turned round, and revealed to him those features 
he most abhorred. He sprang forward, seized his sister's arm, and, with hurried step, 
forced her towards the street: at the door he found himself impeded by the crowd of 
servants who were waiting for their lords; and while he was engaged in passing them, he 
again heard that voice whisper close to him -- "Remember your oath!" -- He did not dare 
to turn, but, hurrying his sister, soon reached home.  

Aubrey became almost distracted. If before his mind had been absorbed by one 
subject, how much more completely was it engrossed now that the certainty of the 
monster's living again pressed upon his thoughts. His sister's attentions were now 
unheeded, and it was in vain that she intreated him to explain to her what had caused his 
abrupt conduct. He only uttered a few words, and those terrified her. The more he 
thought, the more he was bewildered. His oath startled him; -- was he then to allow this 
monster to roam, bearing ruin upon his breath, amidst all he held dear, and not avert its 
progress? His very sister might have been touched by him. But even if he were to break 
his oath, and disclose his suspicions, who would believe him? He thought of employing 
his own hand to free the world from such a wretch; but death, he remembered, had been 
already mocked. For days he remained in state; shut up in his room, he saw no one, and 
ate only when his sister came, who, with eyes streaming with tears, besought him, for her 
sake, to support nature. At last, no longer capable of bearing stillness and solitude, he left 
his house, roamed from street to street, anxious to fly that image which haunted him. His 
dress became neglected, and he wandered, as often exposed to the noon-day sun as to the 
mid-night damps. He was no longer to be recognized; at first he returned with evening to 
the house; but at last he laid him down to rest wherever fatigue overtook him. His sister, 
anxious for his safety, employed people to follow him; but they were soon distanced by 
him who fled from a pursuer swifter than any -- from thought. His conduct, however, 
suddenly changed. Struck with the idea that he left by his absence the whole of his 
friends, with a fiend amongst them, of whose presence they were unconscious, he 
determined to enter again into society, and watch him closely, anxious to forewarn, in 
spite of his oath, all whom Lord Ruthven approached with intimacy. But when he entered 
into a room, his haggard and suspicious looks were so striking, his inward shuddering so 
visible, that his sister was at last obliged to beg of him to abstain from seeking, for her 
sake, a society which affected him so strongly. When, however, remonstrance proved 
unavailing, the guardians thought proper to interpose, and, fearing that his mind was 
becoming alienated, they thought it high time to resume again that trust which had been 
before imposed upon them by Aubrey's parents.  

Desirous of saving him from the injuries and sufferings he had daily encountered 
in his wanderings, and of preventing him from exposing to the general eye those marks of 
what they considered folly, they engaged a physician to reside in the house, and take 
constant care of him. He hardly appeared to notice it, so completely was his mind 
absorbed by one terrible subject. His incoherence became at last so great that he was 
confined to his chamber. There he would often lie for days, incapable of being roused. He 
had become emaciated, his eyes had attained a glassy lustre; -- the only sign of affection 
and recollection remaining displayed itself upon the entry of his sister; then he would 



sometimes start, and, seizing her hands, with looks that severely afflicted her, he would 
desire her not to touch him. "Oh, do not touch him -- if your love for me is aught, do not 
go near him!" When, however, she inquired to whom he referred, his only answer was, 
"True! true!" and again he sank into a state, whence not even she could rouse him. This 
lasted many months: gradually, however, as the year was passing, his incoherences 
became less frequent, and his mind threw off a portion of its gloom, whilst his guardians 
observed, that several times in the day he would count upon his fingers a definite number, 
and then smile.  

The time had nearly elapsed, when, upon the last day of the year, one of his 
guardians entering his room, began to converse with his physician upon the melancholy 
circumstance of Aubrey's being in so awful a situation, when his sister was going next 
day to be married. Instantly Aubrey's attention was attracted; he asked anxiously to 
whom. Glad of this mark of returning intellect, of which they feared he had been 
deprived, they mentioned the name of the Earl of Marsden. Thinking this was a young 
Earl whom he had met with in society, Aubrey seemed pleased, and astonished them still 
more by his expressing his intention to be present at the nuptials, and desiring to see his 
sister. They answered not, but in a few minutes his sister was with him. He was 
apparently again capable of being affected by the influence of her lovely smile; for he 
pressed her to his breast, and kissed her cheek, wet with tears, flowing at the thought of 
her brother's being once more alive to the feelings of affection. He began to speak with 
all his wonted warmth, and to congratulate her upon her marriage with a person so 
distinguished for rank and every accomplishment; when he suddenly perceived a locket 
upon her breast; opening it, what was his surprise at beholding the features of the monster 
who had so long influenced his life. He seized the portrait in a paroxysm of rage, and 
trampled it under foot. Upon her asking him why he thus destroyed the resemblance of 
her future husband, he looked as if he did not understand her; -- then seizing her hands, 
and gazing on her with a frantic expression of countenance, he bade her swear that she 
would never wed this monster, for he -- But he could not advance -- it seemed as if that 
voice again bade him remember his oath -- he turned suddenly round, thinking Lord 
Ruthven was near him but saw no one. In the meantime the guardians and physician, who 
had heard the whole, and thought this was but a return of his disorder, entered, and 
forcing him from Miss Aubrey, desired her to leave him. He fell upon his knees to them, 
he implored, he begged of them to delay but for one day. They, attributing this to the 
insanity they imagined had taken possession of his mind endeavoured to pacify him, and 
retired.  

Lord Ruthven had called the morning after the drawing-room, and had been 
refused with every one else. When he heard of Aubrey's ill health, he readily understood 
himself to be the cause of it; but when he learned that he was deemed insane, his 
exultation and pleasure could hardly be concealed from those among whom he had 
gained this information. He hastened to the house of his former companion, and, by 
constant attendance, and the pretence of great affection for the brother and interest in his 
fate, he gradually won the ear of Miss Aubrey. Who could resist his power? His tongue 
had dangers and toils to recount -- could speak of himself as of an individual having no 
sympathy with any being on the crowded earth, save with her to whom he addressed 



himself; -- could tell how, since he knew her, his existence had begun to seem worthy of 
preservation, if it were merely that he might listen her soothing accents; -- in fine, he 
knew so well how to use the serpent's art, or such was the will of fate, that he gained her 
affections. The title of the elder branch falling at length to him, he obtained an important 
embassy, which served as an excuse for hastening the marriage (in spite of her brother's 
deranged state), which was to take place the very day before his departure for the 
continent.  

Aubrey, when he was left by the physician and his guardians, attempted to bribe 
the servants, but in vain. He asked for pen and paper; it was given him; he wrote a letter 
to his sister, conjuring her, as she valued her own happiness, her own honour, and the 
honour of those now in the grave, who once held her in their arms as their hope and the 
hope of their house, to delay but for a few hours that marriage, on which he denounced 
the most heavy curses. The servants promised they would deliver it; but giving it to the 
physician, he thought it better not to harass any more the mind of Miss Aubrey by, what 
he considered, the ravings of a maniac. Night passed on without rest to the busy inmates 
of the house; and Aubrey heard, with a horror that may more easily be conceived than 
described, the notes of busy preparation. Morning came, and the sound of carriages broke 
upon his ear. Aubrey grew almost frantic. The curiosity of the servants at last overcame 
their vigilance; they gradually stole away, leaving him in the custody of an helpless old 
woman. He seized the opportunity, with one bound was out of the room, and in a moment 
found himself in the apartment where all were nearly assembled. Lord Ruthven was the 
first to perceive him: he immediately approached, and, taking his arm by force, hurried 
him from the room, speechless with rage. When on the staircase, Lord Ruthven 
whispered in his ear -- "Remember your oath, and know, if not my bride to day, your 
sister is dishonoured. Women are frail!" So saying, he pushed him towards his attendants, 
who, roused by the old woman, had come in search of him. Aubrey could no longer 
support himself; his rage not finding vent, had broken a blood-vessel, and he was 
conveyed to bed. This was not mentioned to his sister, who was not present when he 
entered, as the physician was afraid of agitating her. The marriage was solemnized, and 
the bride and bridegroom left London.  

Aubrey's weakness increased; the effusion of blood produced symptoms of the 
near approach of death. He desired his sister's guardians might be called, and when the 
midnight hour had struck, he related composedly what the reader has perused -- he died 
immediately after.  

The guardians hastened to protect Miss Aubrey; but when they arrived, it was too 
late. Lord Ruthven had disappeared, and Aubrey's sister had glutted the thirst of a 
VAMPYRE!  

 

J. R. PLANCHE (1796-1880) was a popular English playwright in his day. Readers will 
quickly see the similarities between this piece and the last but Planché's play is not based 
directly on Polidori's work. The inspiration came from a French melodrama called Le 



Vampire by Pierre Carmouche, Charles Nodier, and Achille de Jouffroy, which was first 
performed in Paris on 13 June 1820. This French play was a loose adaptation of 
Polidori's tale, so Planche’s work is a third generation copy.  This explains why there are 
so few similarities between The Vampire and The Vampyre, the different conclusion 
being most important. 

THE VAMPIRE, OR THE BRIDE OF THE ISLES 

INTRODUCTORY VISION  

The Curtain rises to slow Music, and discovers the Interior of the Basaltic Caverns 
of Staffa, at the extremity of which is a chasm opening to the air. The moonlight 
streams through it, and partially reveals a number of rude sepulchres. On one of 
these LADY MARGARET is seen, stretched in a heavy slumber. The Spirit of the 
Flood rises to the symphony of the following  

INCANTATION  

SOLO - UNDA  

Spirit! Spirit of the Air!  

Hear and heed my spell of power;  

On the night breeze swift repair  

Hither from thy starry bower.  
 

CHORUS  

     Appear! Appear!  
 

UNDA:  

By the sun that hath set,  

In the waves I love;  

By the spheres that have met  

In the heavens above.  

By the latest dews  



That fall to earth;  

On the eve that renews  

The fair moon's birth.  
 

CHORUS  

     Appear! Appear!  
 

QUARTETTO  

By the charm of might and the word of fear,  

Which must never be breath'd to mortal ear.  

Spirit! Spirit of the Air,  

Hither at my call repair!  
 

[Music - THE SPIRIT OF THE AIR descends through the chasm on a silvery cloud, 
which she leaves and advances.]  
 

ARIEL: Why, how now, sister! wherefore am I summoned?  

What in the deep and fearful caves of Staffa  

Demands our presence or protection? - Speak!  
 

UNDA:   Spirit of Air! thy sister Unda claims  

Thy powerful aid; not idly from thy blue  

And star-illumin'd mansion art thou call'd  

To Fingal's rocky sepulchre - look here. [Pointing to Lady Margaret]  
 

ARIEL: A maiden, and asleep!  
 



UNDA:        Attend thee, Ariel.  

Her name is Margaret, the only daughter  

Of Ronald, the brave Baron of the Isles.  

A richer, lovelier, more virtuous lady  

This land of flood and mountains never boasted.  

To-morrow Marsden's Earl will claim her hand,  

Renown'd through Europe for his large possessions,  

His clerkly knowledge, and his deeds of arms.  
 

ARIEL: How came she in this den of death and horror?  
 

UNDA:   Chasing the red-deer with her father, Ronald,  

A storm arose; and, parted from her train,  

She sought a shelter here - calmly she sleeps,  

Nor dreams to-morrow's hymeneal rites  

Will give her beauties to a vampire's arms.  
 

ARIEL: A vampire, say'st thou? - Is then Marsden's Earl -  
 

UNDA:   Thou knowest, Ariel, that wicked souls  

Are, for wise purposes, permitted oft  

To enter the dead forms of other men;  

Assume their speech, their habits, and their knowledge,  

And thus roam o'er the earth. But subject still  

At stated periods, to a dreadful tribute.  
 



ARIEL: Aye, they must wed some fair and virtuous maiden,  

Whom they do after kill, and from her veins  

Drain eagerly the purple stream of life;  

Which horrid draught alone hath pow'r to save them  

From swift extermination.  
 

UNDA:        Yes; that state  

Of nothingness - total annihilation!  

The most tremendous punishment of heaven.  

Their torture then being without resource,  

They do enjoy all power in the present.  

Death binds them not - from form to form they fleet,  

And though the cheek be pale, and glaz'd the eye,  

Such is their wond'rous art, the hapless victim  

Blindly adores, and drops into their grasp,  

Like birds when gaz'd on by the basilisk.  
 

ARIEL: Say on.  
 

UNDA:   Beneath this stone the relics lie  

Of Cromal, called the Bloody. Staffa still  

His reign of fear remembers. For his crimes,  

His spirit roams, a vampire, in the form  

Of Marsden's Earl; - to count his victims o'er,  

Would be an endless task - suffice to say,  



His race of terror will to-morrow end,  

Unless he wins some virgin for his prey,  

Ere sets the full-orb'd moon.  
 

ARIEL:       And with this view  

He weds the Lady Margaret.  
 

UNDA:        Ay, Ariel;  

Unless our blended art can save the maid.  
 

ARIEL: What can be done? - our power is limited.  

What can be done, my sister?  
 

UNDA:        We must warn  

The maiden of her fate. Lend me thine aid,  

To raise a vision to her sleeping sight.  
 

ARIEL: Let us about it.  

[They perform magical ceremonies to the symphony of the following charm.]  
 

CHARM - ARIEL and UNDA  

Phantom, from thy tomb so drear,  

    At our bidding swift arise;  

Let thy vampire-corpse appear,  

    To this sleeping maiden's eyes.  

Come away! come away!  



    That the form she may know  

    That would work her woe;  

And shun thee, till the setting ray  

Of the moon shall bid thy pow'r decay;  

    Phantom, from thy tomb so drear  

    At our bidding rise! - appear!  
 
[Thunder]  
 

CHORUS - ARIEL and UNDA  

Appear! Appear! Appear!  

[The Vampire rises from the tomb of Cromal and springs towards Margaret.]  
 

VAMPIRE: Margaret!  
 

ARIEL: Foul spirit, retire!  
 

VAMPIRE: She is mine!  
 

ARIEL: The hour is not yet come.  
 

UNDA:   Down, thou foul spirit; - extermination waits thee:  

Down, I say.  

[Music. - The Vampire shuddering, sinks again into the tomb, and the scene closes.]  
 
End of the Introductory Vision  
 
 
 
 



 
 

ACT I.  

SCENE I. A Hall in the castle of Lord Ronald. McSwill and a group of Retainers are 
seen seated round a table in hunting-dresses, drinking. The Sun is seen just rising 
behind the hills through the large Gothic window at the back.  
 

CHORUS - "Johnny Cope"  

Come fill, let the parting glass go round;  

With a stirrup-cup, be our revelry crown'd;  

See, the sun that set to our bugles' sound  

   Is changing the night into morning.  
 

As darkness shrinks from his rising ray,  

So sorrow and care will we keep at bay,  

By the howl at night and the "Hark away,"  

That awakes us, brave boys, in the morning.  

[Enter Bridget and Robert. M'Swill gets under the table.]  
 

BRIDGET: Very pretty doings, upon my word! Here's our poor mistress, the Lady 
Margaret, been lost for nearly the whole night in the forest; and no sooner is she by 
good fortune found again, and trying to get a little rest in her own apartments, but 
you make all this noise, as if on purpose to disturb her.  

ROBERT: Nay, Mrs. Bridget, don't be angry with them. They've been celebrating 
my lady's return.  

Bri. Return! Don't tell me. - They never want an excuse to get drunk - out of the 
castle directly - don't stand ducking and scraping there; go along directly, when I tell 
you!  

[Exeunt Retainers]  



Where is that rascal, M'Swill? He's at the bottom of all this; - but if I -  

[M'Swill attempts to steal off]  

Oh! oh! there you are, sir - come here, sir!  

[Seizes him by the ear, and brings him forward.]  

Down on your knees directly, and ask my pardon.  

M'SWILL: I do, Mrs. Bridget.  

BRIDGET: How came you under the table?  

M'SWILL: What a question, when a man has been drinking all night.  

BRIDGET: Will you never leave off taking your drops?  

M'SWILL: I don't take drops, Mrs. Bridget  

BRIDGET: Here has poor Robert been running through the forest all night, seeking 
my lady, and peeping into all the holes of the grotto, whilst you -  

M'SWILL: The grotto, Mrs. Bridget! Good guide us! Why, you didn't go into the 
grotto, did you?  

ROBERT: And why not, booby?  

M'SWILL: O, dear! O, dear! the ignorance of some people - but you are an 
Englishman, and that accounts for it. Why, didn't you know that the grotto was 
haunted?  

ROBERT: Ha! ha! ha!  

M'SWILL: Ay, ay, laugh away, do; but, I can tell you, it's full of kelpies and evil 
spirits of all sorts; only ask Mrs. Bridget.  

BRIDGET: It's very true, Robert; and you shouldn't laugh, for they always owe a 
grudge to anybody that jest about them.  

M'SWILL: Did you never hear the story of Lady Blanch?  

BRIDGET: Hush! don't talk so loud.  

M'SWILL: You know it, Mrs. Bridget.  



BRIDGET: No! but Lord Ronald is very angry with everybody who circulates 
stories of that description - so, speak lower, if you are going to tell it.  

M'SWILL: Well, then, - once upon a time -  

ROBERT: Ha! ha! ha! Mother Bunch's fairy tales.  

M'SWILL: Well, isn't that the proper way to begin a story?  

BRIDGET: Go on.  

M'SWILL: Once upon a time -  

ROBERT: You've said that once twice.  

M'SWILL: Will you be quiet with your fun. I won't tell it at all.  

ROBERT: Well, well, then, once upon a time what happened?  

M'SWILL: Once on a time, there lived a lady named Blanch, in this very castle, and 
she was betrothed to a rich Scotch nobleman; all the preparations for the wedding 
were finished, when, on the evening before it was to take place, the lovers strolled 
into the forest -  

BRIDGET: Alone?  

M'SWILL: No; together to be sure.  

BRIDGET: Well, sot, I mean that; and I think it was highly improper.  

M'SWILL: Well, they were seen to enter the grotto, and -  

ROBERT: And what?  

M'SWILL: They never came out again.  

ROBERT: Bravo! - an excellent story!  

M'SWILL: But that isn't all. The next morning the body of the lady was found 
covered with blood, and the marks of human teeth on her throat, but no trace of the 
nobleman could be discovered, and from that time to this he has never been heard of; 
and they do say, (I hope nobody hears us) they do say that the nobleman was a 
Vampire, for a friar afterwards confessed, on his death-bed, that he had privately 
married them in the morning by the nobleman's request, and that he fully believed it 
some fiend incarnate, for he could not say the responses without stuttering.  



ROBERT: Better and better! and how came you by this precious legend?  

M'SWILL: The great uncle of my grandfather had it from the great grandfather of 
the steward's cousin, by the mother's side, who lived with a branch of the family 
when the accident happened; and, moreover, I've heard my great uncle say, that these 
horrible spirits, call'd Vampires, kill and suck the blood of beautiful young maidens, 
whom they are obliged to marry before they can destroy. - And they do say that such 
is the condition of their existence, that if, at stated periods, they should fail to obtain 
a virgin bride, whose life-blood may sustain them, they would instantly perish. Oh, 
the beautiful young maidens! -  

BRIDGET: Of beautiful young maidens? - Merciful powers! what an escape I've 
had. I was in the cavern myself, one day.  

M'SWILL: Lord, Mrs. Bridget, I'm sure there's no occasion for you to be 
frightened.  

BRIDGET: Why, you saucy sot, I've a great mind to -  

[A bell rings]  

I declare there's my lady's bell! - no occasion, indeed - an impudent fellow! But men, 
now-a-days, have no more manners than hogs.  

[Bell rings. Exit Bridget]  

M'SWILL: There's a she-devil for you! I don't think there's such another vixen in all 
Scotland. She's little and hot, like a pepper-corn. What a lug she gave me by the ear.  

ROBERT: Nay, nay, you mustn't mind that; all old ladies have their odd ways.  

M'SWILL: Curse such odd ways as that, tho'; I shall feel the pinch for a month. 
Pray, Mr. Robert, as you've been in London with Lord Ronald, do you know who 
this earl is that the Lady Margaret is to be married to?  

ROBERT: I only know that he is the Earl of Marsden, and master of the castle on 
the coast facing this island.  

M'SWILL: What, where the pretty Effie, your intended, lives?  

ROBERT: Exactly.  

M'SWILL: He'll arrive just in time, then, to be present at the wedding.  

ROBERT: I hope so.  



ROBERT: That will be glorious! Two weddings in one day - such dancing, such 
eating, such drinking -  

BRIDGET: M'Swill!  

M'SWILL: Ugh, choke you, you old warlock! what's in the wind now, I wonder?  

BRIDGET: M'Swill, I say!  

M'SWILL: Coming, Mrs. Bridget.  

[Exit.]  

ROBERT: Yes, as soon as the earl arrives, I shall certainly take an opportunity to 
request him to honour the wedding with his presence; how pleas'd my dear Effie 
would be. Charming girl, I shall never forget the hour when first we met-  

Song. - Robert - "The Lass of Patie's Mill"  

The hour when first we met, my dear,  

The hour when first we met;  

I never can forget, my dear,  

I never can forget.  

So sweet on me those eyes were turn'd,  

That beam thy cheek above,  

They look'd like lamps that only burn'd  

To light the heart to love.  

To light the heart to love, my dear,  

To light the heart to love, -  

They look'd like lamps that only burn'd  

To light the heart to love.  

And while they shine on me, my dear,  

And while they shine on me,  



I'll ne'er be false to thee, my dear,  

I'll ne'er be false to thee.  

Oh, never, never slight me, then,  

Nor leave me, love, to say,  

Like fires that glimmer o'er the fen,  

They beam but to betray.  

They beam, &c.  

[Exit.]  
 
 
 
SCENE II. - An Apartment in the Castle. Enter LADY MARGARET and 
BRIDGET.  

BRIDGET: Oh, my lady, you must not tell me! I'm sure the fright and the fatigue 
you have undergone have made you ill.  

LADY MARGARET: Indeed, no - I feel quite recovered, I assure you, good 
Bridget.  

BRIDGET: But I know better, my lady; that smile is not like your usual ones - 
something ails you -  

LADY MARGARET: Something certainly troubles me, but my health is not 
affected. I would confide the cause of my uneasiness to you, but fear you will laugh 
at me when I tell you. It is a dream I have had.  

BRIDGET: A dream! For heaven's sake, tell me, my lady!  

LADY MARGARET: A horrible one, Bridget. Last night, as I was endeavouring to 
join the hunters, from whom, in the hurry of the chase, I had been separated, I 
wandered near the famous Basaltic Caverns, to which the vulgar attach so many 
strange traditions. The storm grew violent. By the strong flashes of lightning I 
discovered the opening of the grotto, I entered it for shelter, and, overcome with 
fatigue, fell asleep upon one of the rocky tombs. On a sudden a sepulchre opened, 
and a phantom approached me. I trembled, but an invisible hand seemed to prevent 
my flight. I could not even turn mine eyes from the apparition. To my surprise the 
countenance was that of a young and handsome man, but it was pale and wo-worn. 
His eyes, fix'd upon mine with the most touching expression, seemed to implore my 



pity. He uttered my name, and had nearly reach'd me, when a beautiful being stood 
between us and check'd his progress. Then, oh horror! the features of the spectre 
grew frightfully distorted; its whole form assumed the most terrific appearance; and 
it sunk into the tomb from which it had issued, with a shriek that froze me.  

BRIDGET: Mercy preserve us! I tremble all over.  

LADY MARGARET: I awoke. The moon stream'd into the grotto, and I sprung 
into the open air. I heard the voices of those who sought me. I answered them as 
loudly as I was able. With shouts of joy they surrounded me, and bore me safely 
hither.  

BRIDGET: I shall never sleep in peace again. Oh, my dear young lady!  

RONALD: [without] My daughter risen, say you?  

BRIDGET: But here comes your father - shall you tell him, my lady?  

LADY MARGARET: Oh, no; he is such an enemy to what he calls superstition, 
that I dare not expose myself to his ridicule.  

[Enter LORD RONALD]  

LORD RONALD: Well, my dear daughter. - What, up and dressed again, already. 
Come, this is a happy omen. Bridget, order my henchman to ascend the turrets of the 
keep, and give notice of the Earl of Marsden's approach.  

[Exit Bridget]  

This day, my dear Margaret, will be one of the happiest of my life. But what's the 
matter? You appear sorrowful.  

LADY MARGARET: Ah! my dear father, the description we have had of Marsden 
has been such certainly as should prejudice us in his favour; yet, the nearer the 
moment approaches of his arrival, the more I feel uneasy. Oh, sir my fate is (next to 
heaven) in your hands. - Do not - do not make your daughter miserable.  

LORD RONALD: Why this agitation, Margaret? - I have never wished to force 
your inclination. I certainly desire his alliance most ardently; nevertheless, if you 
dislike him -  

LADY MARGARET: I do not know that I shall. But you, sir, who wish me to 
accept him, do not know him personally.  

LORD RONALD: 'Tis true; but if he resembles his brother, you cannot fail to love 
him. Alas! poor Ruthven.  



LADY MARGARET: You never mention his name but with a sigh.  

LORD RONALD: Is it possible I can ever cease to lament so dear a friend?  

LADY MARGARET: I have heard you say he sav'd your life, and for that reason I 
revere his memory myself. But are you sure he no longer exists?  

LORD RONALD: Would that I could harbour a doubt on the subject; but, alas! the 
fatal scene of his death is ever present to my imagination. When called, as you know, 
by the sudden illness of my now lost son to Athens, I found Lord Ruthven, with 
whom he had contracted an intimacy, hanging over his sick couch, and bestowing on 
him the attentions of a brother. Such behaviour naturally endear'd him to me; and 
after my poor boy's death, his lordship being, like myself, an enthusiastic admirer of 
the beauties of nature and the works of art, became the constant companion of my 
excursions. The more I saw of him, the more I admired his extraordinary talents. In 
my eyes he appear'd something more than human, and seem'd destined to fill that 
place in my affections which had become void by my son's decease. I showed him 
your miniature - Never shall I forget his emotion on beholding it. 'By heavens!' he 
exclaimed ''tis the precise image my fancy has created as the only being who could 
ever constitute my happiness.' We were on the point of returning to Scotland to learn 
your sentiments on the subject, when one evening - but why should I afflict you with 
a repetition of so dreadful a story?  

LADY MARGARET: Pray proceed, Sir. I sympathize in your afflictions, and feel a 
melancholy gratification in contemplating the devotedness and heroism which 
preserved to me so dear a father.  

LORD RONALD: Returning to Athens, then - one evening, after a short excursion, 
we were attack'd by some banditti. I was disarmed. Ruthven threw himself before 
me, and received the ruffian's sabre in his own breast. Our attendants, however, 
succeeded in overcoming the villains. I threw myself into the arms of my expiring 
friend - he press'd my hand - 'Lord Ronald,' said he 'I have sav'd your life - I die 
content - my only regret is, that fate has prevented me from becoming your son.' 
Gallant, unfortunate Ruthven! what a destiny was thine, to fall in a foreign land, in 
the flower of thy youth, deprived of sepulchre.  

LADY MARGARET: How! deprived of sepulchre!  

LORD RONALD: An extraordinary circumstance prevented my fulfilling that last 
melancholy duty. In his dying agonies he conjured me to quit the spot, lest the 
assassins should return in number. The moon was rising in unclouded majesty. 'Place 
me,' said he, 'on yonder mound, so that my fleeting spirit may be soothed by the soft 
and tranquil light of yon chaste luminary.' I did so - he expired - I left the body to 
collect our servants, who were in pursuit of the defeated villains and, ere we could 
return to the spot, it had disappeared.  



LADY MARGARET: Removed for plunder, doubtless?  

LORD RONALD: I ne'er could ascertain. The stains of the grass sufficiently mark'd 
the spot where I had lain him, but all search was in vain. On quitting Greece, I heard 
Lord Marsden was in Venice. To him I sent his brother's property, and amidst it he 
found your picture, which, in my desire for his alliance, I had given Ruthven. The 
Earl proposed immediately to replace the loss we had sustained in his brother, and 
nothing, I am confident, remains to complete our happiness but his arrival.  

LADY MARGARET: Why is not Ruthven living? - Methinks I could have lov'd 
him for his preservation of you.  

[Bugle and response. Re-enter Bridget.]  

BRIDGET: The earl has arrived, my lord.  

LORD RONALD: Come, Margaret, let us haste and receive him.  

LADY MARGARET: My dear sir, I cannot see him yet; indeed I cannot.  

LORD RONALD: Retire, then, for a while to your apartment. Bridget, attend your 
lady.  

[Exeunt Lady Margaret and Bridget. Enter servants.]  

LORD RONALD: I'll fly to meet the earl. - Ha! he is here!  

[Enter LORD RUTHVEN.]  

My lord, the honour you have done me! - Heavens! what do I see?  

LORD RUTHVEN: Do I recall the memory of a friend, Lord Ronald?  

LORD RONALD: His voice, too! - Ruthven!  

LORD RUTHVEN: Such was my name till the death of an elder brother put me in 
possession of my present title.  

LORD RONALD: Can I believe my senses? or does some vision mock my waking 
sight?  

LORD RUTHVEN: My dear friend, let this embrace banish your doubts.  

LORD RONALD: Ruthven, my friend! But by what miracle have you been 
preserved to me?  



LORD RUTHVEN: Unexpected, but powerful assistance, recalled my fleeting 
spirit. When sufficiently recovered to join you, you had quitted Greece. The news of 
my brother's death reach'd me. I wrote to you under my new title, and, arriving in 
Scotland to take possession of my paternal estate, determined to give you this 
pleasurable surprise.  

LORD RONALD: Oh, happy hour! I once more embrace my friend. Be sure, 
Ruthven, that my daughter would only have become your brother's bride to acquit 
me of the debt I owe to you.  

LORD RUTHVEN: My generous friend! But think you I shall be fortunate enough 
to gain the lovely Margaret's affections?  

LORD RONALD: I cannot doubt it - she has pitied your misfortunes - she has wept 
over your fate. She comes.  

[Exeunt Attendants.]  

What will be her astonishment -  

[Re-enter Lady Margaret.]  

My dear, behold that generous friend, whose loss we have so long deplor'd. 'Tis 
Ruthven claims your hand.  

LADY MARGARET: My lord, duty to a beloved parent will -  

[Raises her eyes slowly to his countenance - starts and falls, with a shriek, into the 
arms of Lord Ronald.]  

LORD RONALD: Margaret! O heavens! she is ill. Help there!  

LADY MARGARET: [shuddering, and aside] That countenance. The phantom of 
last night! [Relapses into insensibility.]  

LORD RUTHVEN: What can have occasioned this emotion?  

LORD RONALD: Alas! I know not. Margaret! my sweet child!  

LADY MARGARET: [reviving] Pardon, my lord, this weakness - The effect of last 
night's adventure.  

LORD RUTHVEN: Last night!  

LORD RONALD: We hunted late yesterday. My daughter lost her way, and 
suffered much fatigue.  



LORD RUTHVEN: Beautiful Lady Margaret, how am I to interpret this emotion?  

LADY MARGARET: The surprise of seeing one whose death we were even now 
deploring.  

LORD RUTHVEN: Is it possible that, without knowing me, the recital of my 
misfortunes alone could thus have interested you?  

LADY MARGARET: I am the daughter of Lord Ronald, and my heart, touched 
with gratitude - [aside] I dare not look at him.  

LORD RUTHVEN: With gratitude? - and what will be my gratitude, if you but 
deign to approve your father's generous designs? Tell me, oh, tell me you confirm 
them, or never, never, will I rise from your feet. [kneeling, and seizing her hand]  

LADY MARGARET: [aside] Heavens! how strange a thrill runs through my frame.  

LORD RUTHVEN: [aside] Then she's mine!  

LADY MARGARET: These transports, my lord -  

LORD RUTHVEN: Must not alarm you. It is in the presence of your father. It is at 
his desire I here vow my eternal fidelity. O, my friend, join your supplications to 
mine.  

LORD RONALD: My daughter is well aware of my wishes.  

LORD RUTHVEN: Speak, dearest lady, I conjure you.  

LADY MARGARET: [aside] What spell is it that moves me thus? [aloud] My lord, 
my father has never yet found me disobedient to his will.  

LORD RUTHVEN: You consent, then?  

LADY MARGARET: Spare my confusion, my lord. My dear sir, allow me to 
retire.  

LORD RUTHVEN: Lady, dear lady -  

LADY MARGARET: Pardon me, my lord; a strange confusion, a wild emotion 
overpowers me, let me retire.  

[Exit Lady Margaret.]  

LORD RONALD: Ruthven, the wish of my heart is gratified; you are my son.  



LORD RUTHVEN: Dearest sir, I have still a boon to ask. Let our marriage be 
celebrated without delay.  

LORD RONALD: It is my intention, and to-morrow -  

LORD RUTHVEN: To-night, my friend; business of the utmost importance recalls 
me to London. To-morrow's dawn must witness our departure.  

LORD RONALD: Impossible! Have you not to take possession of your estate?  

LORD RUTHVEN: It is but showing myself at the castle, from which I can return 
ere the sun sets this evening.  

LORD RONALD: Well, if my daughter makes no objection, I will go plead your 
suit, and hear the reasons for your haste afterwards. - I know not how you have 
infatuated me, Ruthven, but rest assured I feel for you all that a father's heart can 
feel.  

[Exit.]  

LORD RUTHVEN: [Walks the stage agitated.] Dæmon, as I am, that walks the 
earth to slaughter and devour, the little that remains of heart within this wizard frame 
- sustained alone by human blood, shrinks from the appalling act of planting misery 
in the bosom of this veteran chieftain. Still must the fearful sacrifice be made! and 
suddenly; for the approaching night will find my wretched frame exhausted - and 
darkness - worse than death - annihilation is my lot! Margaret! unhappy maid! thou 
art my destined prey! thy blood must feed a Vampire's life, and prove the food of his 
disgusting banquet!  

[Enter Robert timidly.]  

ROBERT: My lord!  

LORD RUTHVEN: What would you?  

ROBERT: I beg your lordship's pardon for my boldness - but I am a servant of Lord 
Ronald's, and would fain request your lordship's patronage.  

LORD RUTHVEN: In what respect?  

ROBERT: I am betrothed, an please your lordship, to Effie, your steward's 
daughter; and as I hear it is your lordship's intention to visit your estate, I -  

LORD RUTHVEN: [eagerly] Betrothed, say you?  

ROBERT: Yes, my lord.  



LORD RUTHVEN: And when is the marriage to take place?  

ROBERT: This evening, my lord.  

LORD RUTHVEN: [half aside] I will be there.  

ROBERT: Oh, my lord, I was afraid to ask you - but your lordship has made me so 
happy!  

LORD RUTHVEN: What distance are we from the castle?  

ROBERT: The sea is calm, my lord - we may row there in a few minutes.  

LORD RUTHVEN: Order the barge instantly, then.  

ROBERT: Yes, my lord. [Exit.]  

[Enter LORD RONALD.]  

LORD RONALD: All is arranged to your wishes.  

LORD RUTHVEN: [with joy] Your daughter consents?  

LORD RONALD: She does; and I have ordered the chapel to be prepared by our 
return.  

LORD RUTHVEN: You go to Marsden with me, then?  

LORD RONALD: Certainly; your stay is so short, I will not leave you for a 
moment.  

LORD RUTHVEN: My dear friend, this kindness -  

[Re-enter ROBERT.]  

ROBERT: The barge is ready, my lord.  

LORD RUTHVEN: Away! away!  

[Hurried music - exeunt.]  
 
 

SCENE III. - Garden of Lord Ruthven's Castle - the sea in the distance.  



ANDREW and EFFIE discovered, surrounded by village lads and lasses, dressed as 
for a fete.  

EFFIE: (C.) What can be the reason Robert does not arrive?  

ANDREW Something has happened to detain him; he will be here soon.  

EFFIE: I see nothing like a boat at present.  

ANDREW Why, what is that to the right, there?  

EFFIE: Not a boat I'm sure, father.  

ANDREW But I say it is a boat; and making for the castle, too.  

EFFIE: Hark! father, hark!  

[A boat is seen at sea, which gradually approaches, to the symphony of the following 
Boat Song, sung as if at some distance, and growing louder and louder as the boat 
nears the land.]  
 

BOAT-SONG - "Ye Banks and Braes."  

Row on - Row on ... across the main  

So smoothly glides our bark to shore,  

While to our boat song's measur'd strain  

So truly dips the well tim'd oar.  

Row on - row on - in yonder isle  

Impatient beauty chides our stay,  

The head-land past ... her sweetest smile  

Our labour richly will repay.  
 
 

SOLO - EFFIE - "There's nae luck about the house"  

'Tis he ... 'tis he ... his form I see,  



Full soon he will be here,  

Then neighbours, haste - prepare the feast  

The bonny lad to cheer.  

For there's nae luck about the house,  

There's nae luck at a',  

There's little pleasure in the house  

When my dear lad's awa'.  

Chorus.  

There's nae luck about the house,  

There's nae luck at a',  

There's little pleasure in the house  

When Robert's far awa'.  
 

[Shouts without. Enter ROBERT.]  
 

EFFIE: My dear Robert -  

ROBERT: My sweet Effie!  

EFFIE: What has kept you so long?  

ROBERT: Oh, I've news for you. Lord Ronald has come with me, and who do you 
think beside, father-in-law?  

ANDREW Nay, I'm sure I can't guess.  

ROBERT: Lord Ruthven.  

ANDREW Lord Ruthven! why, he has been dead these twelve months.  

ROBERT: Has he? - I believe you're mistaken, father-in-law. [shouts] Do you hear 
that?  



ANDREW Pho, poo, I tell you it must be some impostor.  

[Enter RUTHVEN, RONALD, and attendants.]  

ANDREW (R.) Merciful Providence! it is my young master!  

LORD RUTHVEN: (C.) Yes, my good Andrew; behold me restored to you.  

ANDREW Thank heaven! thank heaven! But I could not believe that I should ever 
have the pleasure of seeing my dear master again.  

LORD RUTHVEN: I shall never forget your attachment to our family, and your 
attentions to their interest. Let me not interrupt your felicity - you are about to 
celebrate a marriage, I think?  

ANDREW Yes, my lord. Here's my daughter, Effie, whom your lordship remembers 
a little girl.  

LORD RUTHVEN: She's very pretty.  

EFFIE: Yes, my lord - that is, thank you, my lord.  

LORD RUTHVEN: You must allow me to give the bride her dowry, and patronize 
the whole ceremony.  

ANDREW Oh, my lord, this is such an honour. Well, then, before the dance 
commences, neighbours, let us go and arrange the supper-table, where we will drink 
our good lord's happy return.  

ROBERT: Away with you, then.  

[Exeunt Andrew, and peasants.]  

LORD RONALD: I must leave you a moment, Ruthven, to give some directions to 
my bargemen.  

[Exit, with attendants.]  

ROBERT: [to Effie] Come, Effie, let's follow our neighbours. [going.]  

LORD RUTHVEN: [detaining Effie] Fair Effie, I would speak with you.  

EFFIE: [with hesitation] If Robert has no objection, my lord -  

ROBERT: How, you silly girl, when his lordship does you so much honour. - You'll 
find me with Andrew.  



[Exit.]  

LORD RUTHVEN: Come nearer, charming maid.  

EFFIE: My lord, I - I dare not, my lord.  

LORD RUTHVEN: Fear nothing. [aside.] Yet, she has cause to fear. - Should I 
surprise her heart, as by my gifted spell I may, the tribute that prolongs existence 
may be paid and Margaret may (at least awhile) be spared. How delightful 'tis to 
gaze upon thee thus! - An atmosphere of joy is round about thee, which whosoever 
breathes, becomes thy slave.  

EFFIE: My Lord, what mean you?  

LORD RUTHVEN: My heart ne'er throbb'd but for one woman, and you have just 
her features. This morning the flame of love was extinguished in my soul; but now, 
now it burns with redoubled ardour.  

EFFIE: But the lady whom you admir'd, my lord -  

LORD RUTHVEN: She is dead!  

EFFIE: Dead!  

LORD RUTHVEN: Yes, dead, Effie - but in you she lives again.  

EFFIE: What do I hear!  

LORD RUTHVEN: Oh, Effie, can you not conceive the happiness of once more 
beholding the object we adore.  

EFFIE: I shall never love any one but Robert.  

LORD RUTHVEN: Happy Robert, and unfortunate Ruthven! Why did I ever 
behold thee, Effie?  

EFFIE: See me no more my lord, if that has occasioned your uneasiness. [going]  

LORD RUTHVEN: Stay! Effie, it is in your power to console me for all I have lost. 
Love me. - Nay, start not; mine you must and shall be!  

EFFIE: My lord, I'll hear no more. If Robert -  

LORD RUTHVEN: Think not of him; the bridal preparations are complete; - my 
bride thou art - no power on earth shall tear thee from me: say, Effie, that you love 
me. [taking her hand]  



EFFIE: [starting] Mercy on me! My lord, I - I know not what to say. My heart beats 
so that - Oh, pray, leave me, my lord.  

LORD RUTHVEN: You weep: those tears are for me.  

EFFIE: No, no: - indeed, my lord -  

LORD RUTHVEN: This instant let me bear thee to the priest.  

EFFIE: My lord, for pity's sake-  

LORD RUTHVEN: You plead in vain: - Effie, thou art mine for ever! [Bears her 
off.]  

[Re-enter ROBERT]  

ROBERT: How long she stays - not here! Why - [Effie shrieks] Heav'ns! what do I 
see - borne off, and struggling - Villain! lose your hold! [Draws a pistol and runs 
after them. Stage gradually darkens.]  

[Enter ANDREW and LORD RONALD]  

LORD RONALD: Why, Andrew, said you not the Earl was here?  

ANDREW 'Twas here I left him but just now, my lord. [A pistol is fired without and 
Effie shrieks: O save me! Save me!)] My daughter's voice!  

[Rushes out, as LORD RUTHVEN enters, wounded.]  

LORD RONALD: Ruthven!  

LORD RUTHVEN: [falling] I die!  

LORD RONALD: What murderous hand - [The moon is seen descending.]  

LORD RUTHVEN: Exclaim not, I have but a moment to live. - Ronald, swear by 
the host of heaven to obey my last commands.  

LORD RONALD: Young man, the word of Ronald needs no oath to bind it.  

LORD RUTHVEN: I die - delay not a moment, but swear to -  

LORD RONALD: I do, I do! - I swear by all that is most dear and sacred to honour 
and to man, to fulfil your last desire.  



LORD RUTHVEN: Conceal my death from every human being till yonder moon, 
which now sails in her meridian splendour, shall be set this night; and ere an hour 
shall elapse after I have expired, throw this ring into the waves that wash the tomb of 
Fingal.  

LORD RONALD: I will, I will, Ruthven! - Dear Ruthven!  

LORD RUTHVEN: Remember your oath. The lamp of night is descending the blue 
heavens; when I am dead, let its sweet light shine on me. Farewell. Remember - 
Remember your oath. [Dies.]  

[Solemn music. Ronald lays the body of Ruthven on a bank in the garden and kneels 
mournfully beside it. The moon continues descending, till the light falls full upon the 
corpse; and the curtain drops upon the picture.]  
 

ACT II.  

SCENE 1. - The Tomb of Fingal in the caverns of Staffa. The Sea. Moonlight. A 
boat enters the cavern with ANDREW, ROBERT, and EFFIE. They land. Music.  
 

ANDREW Here, Robert, you may rest concealed till Lord Ronald's anger shall have 
subsided; or, should he be deaf to explanation, and refuse to believe Lord Ruthven's 
treachery, arrangements shall be made to convey you over to the mainland. Here is 
sufficient provision for the short time I hope you will be forced to remain. And so 
now bid Effie good-bye for awhile; I'll look out, in the meantime, and see if the coast 
be clear for our return.  

[Exit.]  

ROBERT: Come, cheer up, Effie, - all will be well yet. It was in defence of 
innocence I fired, and, therefore, that act will never be a load on my conscience!  

EFFIE: But, if Lord Ronald should get you into his power!  

ROBERT: I will put it to Lord Ronald's self to say, whether a man should stand 
tamely by, and see the wife of his bosom dragged to misery and dishonour. Come, 
kiss me, Effie, and farewell till better times.  
 

DUETTO - Effie and Robert "Down the Burn, Davie"  

ROBERT:  

Tho' vanish'd be the visions fair,  



    By Fancy's pencil trac'd;  

And blighted all the blossoms rare,  

    That Hope's gay chaplet grac'd;  

      Fear not my faith,  

      The pang of death  

Alone can bid it flee.  

Then fare thee well, my only love;  

Fare thee well, my only love;  

Fare thee well, my only love;  

    Thou'rt more than life to me.  

BOTH:  

Fare thee well, &c.  

EFFIE:  

Though clouded now the prospect seem;  

    Though grief usurp the hour;  

A light may break, a ray may beam,  

    And joy resume its pow'r.  

      Fear not my faith!  

      The pang of death  

Alone can bid it flee.  

Then fare thee well, my only love;  

Fare thee well, my only love;  

Fare thee well, my only love;  



    Thou'rt more than life to me.  

BOTH:  

Fare thee well, &c.  

[During the last verse Andrew has returned; he places Effie in the boat and they 
exit.]  

ROBERT: And now to find some hole for a bed-chamber. Rather sorry 
accommodations, I fancy; but the superstitions of the peasantry will keep them from 
disturbing my repose; and, as to other considerations, a man with a clear conscience 
may rest anywhere. [looking.] Here's tolerable choice of apartments, as far as 
number goes: let me try what shelter this will afford.  

[Exit into cavern.]  

[Music. A boat is seen at the entrance, with Lord Ronald and two Attendants in it. 
Lord Ronald lands.]  

LORD RONALD: Give me the torch, and wait without the cave till you see me 
wave it thus. [Exeunt attendants, with boat.] How solemn is this scene. By heaven, 
my soul, that lately mock'd at superstition, is so subdued by circumstances, that I 
could almost bring myself to give faith to every legend I have scorn'd as idle. Here is 
the ring - what am I about to do - what horrible suspicion flashes across my brain! 
Ruthven, mysterious being! what mean these ceremonies? Before, when I supposed 
him dying, he bade me place his body in the light of the moon; and now again. And 
wherefore make me swear to conceal his death till the moon be set? But let me not 
reflect or pause. Unhappy Ruthven! thy friend performs his promise. [Throws the 
ring into the water; a peal of thunder is heard; after which the voice of Ruthven: 
Remember your oath!]  

LORD RONALD: It is his spirit speaks! Ruthven, my friend, my preserver!  

[Re-enter ROBERT.]  

ROBERT: What voice was that? Lord Ronald?  

LORD RONALD: Ha! by heaven, justice hath given the murderer to my vengeance 
[Draws.] Ruthven, this sacrifice I make to thee.  

ROBERT: Hear me, my lord: Lord Ruthven would have wronged me.  

LORD RONALD: Wouldst thou asperse the dead? - Down, villain, down! [Attacks 
him.]  



ROBERT: Nay, in my own defence, then -  

[They fight; Robert is disarmed. Ronald plunges him into the waves. Lord Ronald 
rushes to the entrance of the cavern and waves the torch. The boat approaches.]  

LORD RONALD: Ruthven, thou art revenged! Away! Away!  

[Ronald leaps into the boat. Robert reaches and clings to the rocks; and the Scene 
closes.]  
 
 

SCENE II. - An Apartment in Lord Ronald's Castle. Enter LADY MARGARET, 
meeting BRIDGET.  

LADY MARGARET: Bridget, I was looking for you; I am so happy.  

BRIDGET: Happy, my lady! and Lord Ruthven and your father not returned? I'm 
frightened out of my wits about them: 'tis ten o'clock, and they were to have been 
back again ere sunset.  

LADY MARGARET: You may dispel your fears, then; Lord Ruthven has this 
moment announced to me my father's return.  

BRIDGET: Lord Ruthven!  

LADY MARGARET: On opening the casement, just now, that looks into the 
garden, I saw him by the moonlight, crossing one of the walks. I call'd to him, and he 
will be here directly, that the ceremony may commence. We must depart for London 
ere day-break.  

BRIDGET: So soon?  

LADY MARGARET: Yes; he has explained the reason to me. The King of 
England wishes him to marry a lady of the court, and he has no other way of 
avoiding the match, but by presenting me immediately as his wife.  

BRIDGET: And here comes your father, I declare. Well, my lady, I'll away and see 
that everything is ready. [Exit Bridget.]  

LADY MARGARET: I can hardly account for my sudden attachment to Lord 
Ruthven, especially after the shock his introduction gave me.  

[Enter LORD RONALD.]  

LADY MARGARET: Well, sir, is Ruthven coming?  



LORD RONALD: Ruthven! Alas!  

LADY MARGARET: You sigh; what troubles you, my dear father?  

LORD RONALD: Nothing. [aside] What shall I say to her?  

LADY MARGARET: Every thing is prepared for the ceremony. Lord Ruthven has 
doubtless informed you of the pressing reason he has for our immediate departure: 
its suddenness at first alarm'd me; but if you will accompany us, what a charming 
voyage - You do not listen to me - Why, father, what's the matter?  

LORD RONALD: My dear Margaret, we must think no more of this union.  

LADY MARGARET: Think no more of it! Have you not been yourself the cause, 
and do you now -  

LORD RONALD: Question me not; I cannot answer you.  

LADY MARGARET: Good heavens! and Ruthven who, not a moment ago, so 
warmly urged -  

LORD RONALD: [starting.] Ruthven, not a moment ago - what mean you?  

LADY MARGARET: You frighten me; but Ruthven will soon be here, and -  

[Enter LORD RUTHVEN behind.]  

LORD RONALD: Ruthven is -  

LORD RUTHVEN: [aside] Remember your oath.  

LORD RONALD: [starting] Can the grave give up its dead! Spirit, what would'st 
thou?  

LORD RUTHVEN: Ronald, my friend, what means this wildness?  

LORD RONALD: My brain turns round! - I saw him fall - I heard his dying groan. 
- Fiend! - Phantom! hence, I charge thee!  

LORD RUTHVEN: Alas, he raves!  

LADY MARGARET: [clinging to Ruthven] My father! my poor father!  

LORD RONALD: Touch him not, Margaret! Fly the demon's grasp!  

LORD RUTHVEN: How dreadful is this wildness. - Ho! within there!  



LORD RONALD: I am not mad. Ruthven's dead! I saw -  

LORD RUTHVEN: [aside] Your oath!  

[Enter Two Servants.]  

LORD RUTHVEN: Your master is not well, his brain is wandering; secure him and 
let aid be sent for instantly.  

[Servants take hold of Ronald.] 

LORD RONALD: Stand off, slaves! - 'tis a fiend in human shape. - I saw him 
perish; - twice have I seen him perish; as I have life. Heaven saw and heard -  

LORD RUTHVEN: [aside] Your oath!  

LADY MARGARET: [to servants.] Oh, harm him not; but lead him gently in.  

LORD RONALD: That dreadful oath! [Servants seize him.] Stay but a moment, 
Margaret, promise me you will not marry till the moon shall set; then, fearful fiend, I 
am no longer pledged, and may preserve my child.  

LADY MARGARET: Oh, my poor father! [Falls into the arms of Ruthven, 
fainting.]  

LORD RUTHVEN: Remove him gently - suddenly, I say.  

LORD RONALD: No, I will not quit my child an instant; horror overwhelms me! I 
know not what thou art; but terrible conviction flashes on my mind, that thou art 
nothing human. A mist seems clearing from my sight; and I behold thee now - Oh, 
horror! horror! - a monster of the grave - a - a Vam -  

[Falls into his servant's arms, who bear off Lord Ronald.]  

LORD RUTHVEN: Remember! - She's mine! my prey is in my clutch - the 
choicest, crowning victim! - Ha! revive, my bride.  

LADY MARGARET: Where am I? Where, where is my father?  

LORD RUTHVEN: In safety, love, be sure; retired to his chamber.  

LADY MARGARET: I know not what to think!  

LORD RUTHVEN: Alas! I have seen him often thus, during our travels together; 
his reason received a severe shock on the death of my young friend, your brother.  



LADY MARGARET: Is't possible? I never knew him thus.  

LORD RUTHVEN: Rely upon the melancholy truth; but 'twill not last; so cheer 
thee, lovely Margaret.  

LADY MARGARET: Alas, I need your consolation! How wild a fancy seized him 
that you were dead; and his request, too, not to marry till the moon had set. - Well, I 
will not.  

LORD RUTHVEN: [aside] Ha! [aloud] Sweet Margaret, you will not sure repent?  

LADY MARGARET: Why, my good lord, so short a delay cannot be of 
consequence, and 'twill appease him probably - and such a slight request.  

LORD RUTHVEN: I reverence your motive, but if you love me, Margaret -  

LADY MARGARET: You cannot doubt it.  

LORD RUTHVEN: Upon that love, then, my repose, my happiness, my life 
depends; swear to me, dearest Margaret, to forget these idle terrors, and to be mine - 
mine only - for ever.  

LADY MARGARET: I do, by Him who reads all hearts, to be thine, and thine 
only, for ever.  

LORD RUTHVEN: Oh, happiness! Receive this ring, and let it be a sacred pledge 
between us. [Places it on her finger.]  

LADY MARGARET: Ha!  

LORD RUTHVEN: [smiling] Her fate is seal'd, she cannot now retract. - You 
shudder; what ails my love?  

LADY MARGARET: A strange sensation runs throughout my frame, tears fill my 
eyes, and my heart beats as though 'twould burst my bosom. - Methinks my father's 
voice still rings in mine ears, 'Wed not before the moon shall set.'  

LORD RUTHVEN: [aside] The hour approaches - no time is to be lost. [aloud] 
Think no more, I beseech thee, of these wanderings of the imagination, but let us 
hasten to consecrate the ties which unite us. Every arrangement must, by this time, 
have been made. Retire, my love, to your chamber; compose your spirits; and 
Ruthven then will lead thee to the altar.  

[Music. Exeunt Ruthven and Lady Margaret.]  
 



SCENE III. - Distant View of Lord Ronald's Castle, by Moonlight.  

Enter ANDREW and EFFIE, supporting ROBERT.  

ROBERT: Nay, nay, do not trouble yourselves; I have sustained no injury. - But 
what made you come back to me so soon?  

EFFIE: We saw the boat pass with Lord Ronald in it, and we feared some mischief.  

ANDREW So we lay-to till he left the cavern, and returned just in time to render 
you assistance. Yonder is the castle; are you still determined to seek him?  

ROBERT: Yes; he has been imposed upon; and ere now, I am sure, he regrets 
having drawn upon me. I will lay open Lord Ruthven's villany to him; and I know 
his noble nature too well, to fear a continuance of his anger. Here, therefore, we will 
part for awhile; and when we meet again, I trust all obstacles to our happiness will 
be removed. - Be faithful.  

SONG. - EFFIE - "Of a' the Airts."  

Though many a wood and heath-clad hill  

    Should rise betwixt us twain;  

And many an envious stream and rill  

     Run babbling to the main;  

This fond and faithful heart believe,  

     Howe'er apart we be,  

Though in my breast it seem to heave,  

     Will linger still with thee.  

Thus when the silver lamp of night  

     Sails through the quiet sky,  

And sheds its lustre pure and bright  

    Upon the traveller's eye;  

Though o'er him still the fond orb seems  



    To glide where'er he'll roam;  

Its faithful light as sweetly beams  

    Upon his distant home.  
 

[After Effie's song, M'Swill sings without.]  
 

ANDREW Soft; who comes here?  

ROBERT: By his gait it should be M'Swill, the baron's toping henchman.  

[Enter M'Swill.]  

M'SWILL: My master's gone mad - there's a pretty job. If he had been going to be 
married, instead of the Earl, I shouldn't have wonder'd so much; but for an old man 
to go mad, who can sit and drink all day, without any one to snub him for it, is the 
most ridiculous thing that ever came under my observation. Old mother Bridget 
never lets me drink in quiet at home, so I carry a pocket pistol about with me. [Pulls 
out a flask.] Now, this is what I call my 'Young Man's Best Companion'; it's a great 
consolation on a night excursion to one who has so respectful a belief in bogles and 
warlocks as I have. - Whisky's the only spirit I feel a wish to be intimately 
acquainted with.  

ROBERT: [slapping him on the shoulder.] M'Swill!  

M'SWILL: [dropping on his knees.] Oh, lord, what's that?  

ROBERT: Why, how now, booby? Where have you been at this time of night?  

M'SWILL: Eh! what, Robert, is it only you? I was just kneeling to - This stupid 
latchet, you see, is - [pretending to fasten it]  

ROBERT: Oh yes, I see; but where have you been, I ask you?  

M'SWILL: Been! oh, I've been for Father Francis; - my lord's gone crazy, and the 
Earl of Marsden sent me.  

Rob & Effie. The Earl of Marsden!  

M'SWILL: Whew! what's in the wind now?  

ANDREW (R.) The Earl of Marsden sent you?  



M'SWILL: Yes, to be sure; he's in the castle there, and just going to be married to 
my Lady Margaret.  

ROBERT: Fool! the Earl of Marsden is dead  

M'SWILL: Nay, now you're mad. My master's been telling the same story this half-
hour, but the Earl says it's no such thing; that he is not dead, and never was dead; 
that my master's out of his wits; - and off he sends me for Father Francis, to come 
and talk to my master, and marry my mistress.  

ROBERT: What mystery is this? There is some foul play towards - At any rate, the 
Lady Margaret must know her danger. Is the friar gone?  

M'SWILL: Oh yes, he's there before now. The very name of a wedding made him 
chuckle, and waddle off at a rate, which obliged me to stop so many times for 
refreshment that he has been out of sight these some minutes.  

ROBERT: Let us haste, father; we may foil the villain yet.  

[Exeunt Robert, Andrew, and Effie.]  

M'SWILL: It appears there is something wrong, but I can't positively pretend to say 
what it is; and as my flask seems as much exhausted as my speculations, I'll make 
the best of my way home, and ruminate how much whiskey I shall drink at the 
wedding.  
 

SONG. - M'Swill - "Fy, let us awa to the Bridal"  

Faith, I'll awa' to the bridal,  

    For there will be tippling there;  

For my lady's about to be married,  

    To whom I don't know, and don't care.  

But I know we shall all be as frisky  

    And tipsy as pipers, good lack;  

And so that there's plenty of whiskey,  

    She may marry the devil for Mac.  

      So, faith! I'll awa' to the bridal, &c.  



I once left the bottle for Cupid,  

    And bade an adieu to my glass;  

I simper'd, and sigh'd, and look'd stupid  

    And courted a cherry-cheek'd lass.  

She turn'd out a jilt: - 'twere a lie should I  

     Say that it gave me no pain;  

For sorrowing made me so dry, that I  

     Took to my bottle again.  

      So, faith! I'll awa' to the bridal, &c.  

They say there's five reasons for drinking,  

    But more, I am sure, may be got;  

For I never can find out by thinking  

     A reason why people should not.  

A sixth I'll not scruple at giving;  

    I'll name it while 'tis in my head;  

'Tis if you don't drink while you're living,  

    You never will after you're dead.  

      So, faith! I'll awa' to the bridal &c.  

[Exit.]  
 
 
 
 

SCENE IV. A Gothic Chamber. Enter LADY MARGARET and BRIDGET.  
 



LADY MARGARET: The approach of this ceremony strikes me with an 
unaccountable awe; I can scarcely breathe. A few moments will decide my fate! - but 
I shall be happy. Oh, yes, I feel I shall. But my father!  

BRIDGET: [aside] What a fluster my lady's in! but it's quite natural, poor thing.  

LADY MARGARET: Yes, yes; I cannot be otherwise than happy.  

BRIDGET: [aside] I can't account for it, but the Earl Ruthven's face seems quite 
changed within this last hour; it looks as if - Well, it's very extraordinary, but I say 
nothing. [LADY MARGARET appears lost in thought; BRIDGET coughs to arouse 
her.]  

LADY MARGARET: Bridget! I had forgotten you were near me.  

BRIDGET: I didn't like to speak to you, my lady, as I saw you were thinking; but 
pray tell me what is the matter with my lord, your father?  

LADY MARGARET: Alas, I know not. They have forced him to his couch, where 
he remains, almost insensible; or only rousing to utter incoherent sentences.  

BRIDGET: I'm frightened out of my wits. [in a low tone of voice] Do you know, 
my lady, I almost think he's possessed by a spirit!  

LADY MARGARET: Ridiculous! Bridget, how can you be so weak as to indulge 
these fancies? His feelings have been too much excited by the recovery of a dear 
friend, so long thought dead: he will be calmer soon.  

BRIDGET: I hope so, I am sure, my lady; but somehow I fear -  

LORD RUTHVEN: [within] Margaret!  

BRIDGET: Oh, my lady, 'tis the Earl's voice.  

LADY MARGARET: He calls me to the altar! How shall I support the ceremony, 
without my dear father's presence?  

LORD RUTHVEN: [within] Margaret!  

LADY MARGARET: Again! It is too late for reflection - I yield to my fate!  

[Exeunt.] 
 
 
 
 



SCENE V. The Chapel. A large Gothic window, through which the moon is seen 
setting. Lord Ruthven discovered, with priests, vassals, &c.  

LORD RUTHVEN: All is prepared; o'er the great fiend once more I triumph!  

Ere yon orb shall kiss the wave,  

The tributary victim shall be paid.  

Bow, ye less subtle spirits - bow abashed  

Before your master.  

       - Margaret!  

'Tis Ruthven calls thee. Hasten, sweet, and crown  

Thy lover's happiness.  

[Music. Enter LADY MARGARET and BRIDGET.]  

LORD RUTHVEN: Lady, to the altar.  

LADY MARGARET: I follow you my lord - and yet -  

LORD RUTHVEN: [impatiently seizing her hand] Come, Margaret, come!  

[Distant thunder. A loud gust of wind shakes the casement.]  

LADY MARGARET: What noise was that?  

BRIDGET: 'Tis but the wind, my lady; we shall have another storm, I think, when 
the moon sets.  

LADY MARGARET: When the moon sets! - Ah, my poor father! See, 'twill set 
soon, my Ruthven; let me again beseech you to delay, till then, the ceremony!  

LORD RUTHVEN: [more impatiently] Nay, this is folly, Margaret. Father, 
commence the rites.  

[Enter LORD RONALD, preceded by ROBERT, and followed by ANDREW, 
EFFIE, and Attendants.]  

ROBERT: Make way! make way, I say! Lord Ronald shall be heard!  

LORD RONALD: My daughter! my daughter!  



LORD RUTHVEN: [aside] Confusion! - Ronald!  

LORD RONALD: Where is she? - Give me my daughter.  

LADY MARGARET: My dearest father, be calm. What wouldst thou with me?  

LORD RONALD: Ha! do I again embrace thee. Follow him not - he drags you to 
the tomb.  

LORD RUTHVEN: [furiously] Margaret, we are waited for.  

LORD RONALD: Barbarian! I forbid the ceremony. You have no right over her - I 
am her father.  

LADY MARGARET: You are - you are my loving, tender father - I will not wed 
against his will. [Throwing herself into his arms.]  

LORD RUTHVEN: I'll hear no more! - she is my bride betrothed: this madman 
would deprive me of her.  

LADY MARGARET: [indignantly] No! - Why this violence? Wait till the hour is 
past.  

LORD RUTHVEN: Will you listen to his ravings?  

LORD RONALD: I do not rave. [Loud thunder. Another gust of wind blows open 
the casement.] See, see! the moon already rests upon the wave! - One moment! - but 
one moment! - [detaining Margaret]  

LORD RUTHVEN: Nay, then thus I seal thy lips, and seize my bride. [Draws his 
poniard, and rushes on Ronald. Lady Margaret shrieks when Robert throws himself 
between Ruthven and Ronald and wrenches the dagger from his grasp.]  

LADY MARGARET: Hold! hold! - I am thine; - the moon has set.  

LORD RUTHVEN: And I am lost!  

[A teriffic peal of thunder is heard; Unda and Ariel appear; a thunder-bolt strikes 
Ruthven to the ground, who immediately vanishes. General picture, as the curtain 
falls.]  

With the popularity of Polidori’s Lord Ruthven and other tales of the undead, it was 
natural that the cheap Penny Bloods should have a character of their own, Varney 
the Vampire. Written in multiple chapters by THOMAS PRESKETT PREST (or 
JAMES MALCOLM RYMER, the authorship is not certain), Varney cemented 
many of the ideas about vampires in the minds of the public.  



VARNEY THE VAMPIRE, OR THE FEAST OF BLOOD 

 

 

 

CHAPTER I.  

 

-- "How graves give up their dead,  
And how the night air hideous grows 
With shrieks!" 

 

   MIDNIGHT. -- THE HAIL-STORM. -- THE DREADFUL VISITOR. -- 
THE VAMPYRE.  

THE solemn tones of an old cathedral clock have announced midnight -- the air is 
thick and heavy -- a strange, death like stillness pervades all nature. Like the ominous 
calm which precedes some more than usually terrific outbreak of the elements, they seem 
to have paused even in their ordinary fluctuations, to gather a terrific strength for the 
great effort. A faint peal of thunder now comes from far off. Like a signal gun for the 
battle of the winds to begin, it appeared to awaken them from their lethargy, and one 
awful, warring hurricane swept over a whole city, producing more devastation in the four 
or five minutes it lasted, than would a half century of ordinary phenomena.  

It was as if some giant had blown upon some toy town, and scattered many of the 
buildings before the hot blast of his terrific breath; for as suddenly as that blast of wind 
had come did it cease, and all was as still and calm as before.  

Sleepers awakened, and thought that what they had heard must be the confused 
chimera of a dream. They trembled and turned to sleep again.  

All is still -- still as the very grave. Not a sound breaks the magic of repose. What 
is that -- a strange pattering noise, as of a million fairy feet? It is hail -- yes, a hail-storm 
has burst over the city. Leaves are dashed from the trees, mingled with small boughs; 
windows that lie most opposed to the direct fury of the pelting particles of ice are broken, 
and the rapt repose that before was so remarkable in its intensity, is exchanged for a noise 
which, in its accumulation, drowns every cry of surprise or consternation which here and 
there arose from persons who found their houses invaded by the storm.  



Now and then, too, there would come a sudden gust of wind that in its strength, as 
it blew laterally, would, for a moment, hold millions of the hailstones suspended in mid 
air, but it was only to dash them with redoubled force in some new direction, where more 
mischief was to be done.  

Oh, how the storm raged! Hail -- rain -- wind. It was, in very truth, an awful night.  

* * * * 

THERE was an antique chamber in an ancient house. Curious and quaint carvings 
adorn the walls, and the large chimneypiece is a curiosity of itself. The ceiling is low, and 
a large bay window, from roof to floor, looks to the west. The window is latticed, and 
filled with curiously painted glass and rich stained pieces, which send in a strange, yet 
beautiful light, when sun or moon shines into the apartment. There is but one portrait in 
that room, although the walls seem paneled for the express purpose of containing a series 
of pictures. That portrait is of a young man, with a pale face, a stately brow, and a strange 
expression about the eyes, which no one cared to look on twice.  

There is a stately bed in that chamber, of carved walnut-wood is it made, rich in 
design and elaborate in execution; one of those works which owe their existence to the 
Elizabethan era. It is hung with heavy silken and damask furnishing; nodding feathers are 
at its corners -- covered with dust are they, and they lend a funereal aspect to the room. 
The floor is of polished oak.  

God! how the hail dashes on the old bay window! Like an occasional discharge of 
mimic musketry, it comes clashing, beating, and cracking upon the small panes; but they 
resist it -- their small size saves them; the wind, the hail, the rain, expend their fury in 
vain.  

The bed in that old chamber is occupied. A creature formed in all fashions of 
loveliness lies in a half sleep upon that ancient couch -- a girl young and beautiful as a 
spring morning. Her long hair has escaped from its confinement and streams over the 
blackened coverings of the bedstead; she has been restless in her sleep, for the clothing of 
the bed is in much confusion. One arm is over her head, the other hangs nearly off the 
side of the bed near to which she lies. A neck and bosom that would have formed a study 
for the rarest sculptor that ever Providence gave genius to, were half disclosed. She 
moaned slightly in her sleep, and once or twice the lips moved as if in prayer -- at least 
one might judge so, for the name of Him who suffered for all came once faintly from 
them.  

She had endured much fatigue, and the storm dose not awaken her; but it can 
disturb the slumbers it does not possess the power to destroy entirely. The turmoil of the 
elements wakes the senses, although it cannot entirely break the repose they have lapsed 
into.  



Oh, what a world of witchery was in that mouth, slightly parted, and exhibiting 
within the pearly teeth that glistened even in the faint light that came from that bay 
window. How sweetly the long silken eyelashes lay upon the cheek. Now she moves, and 
one shoulder is entirely visible -- whiter, fairer than the spotless clothing of the bed on 
which she lies, is the smooth skin of that fair creature, just budding into womanhood, and 
in that transition state which presents to us all the charms of the girl -- almost of the child, 
with the more matured beauty and gentleness of advancing years.  

Was that lightning? Yes -- an awful, vivid, terrifying flash -- then a roaring peal 
of thunder, as if a thousand mountains were rolling one over the other in the blue vault of 
Heaven! Who sleeps now in that ancient city? Not one living soul. The dread trumpet of 
eternity could not more effectually have awakened any one.  

The hail continues. The wind continues. The uproar of the elements seems at its 
height. Now she awakens -- that beautiful girl on the antique bed; she opens those eyes of 
celestial blue, and a faint cry of alarm bursts from her lips. At least it is a cry which, amid 
the noise and turmoil without, sounds but faint and weak. She sits upon the bed and 
presses her hands upon her eyes. Heavens! what a wild torrent of wind, and rain, and 
hail! The thunder likewise seems intent upon awakening sufficient echoes to last until the 
next flash of forked lightning should again produce the wild concussion of the air. She 
murmurs a prayer -- a prayer for those she loves best; the names of those dear to her 
gentle heart come from her lips; she weeps and prays; she thinks then of what devastation 
the storm must surely produce, and to the great God of Heaven she prays for all living 
things. Another flash -- a wild, blue, bewildering flash of lightning streams across that 
bay window, for an instant bringing out every colour in it with terrible distinctness. A 
shriek bursts from the lips of the young girl, and then, with eyes fixed upon that window, 
which, in another moment, is all darkness, and with such an expression of terror upon her 
face as it had never before known, she trembled, and the perspiration of intense fear stood 
upon her brow.  

"What -- what was it?" she gasped; "real or delusion? Oh, God, what was it? A 
figure tall and gaunt, endeavouring from the outside to unclasp the window. I saw it. That 
flash of lightning revealed it to me. It stood the whole length of the window."  

There was a lull of the wind. The hail was not falling so thickly -- moreover, it 
now fell, what there was of it, straight, and yet a strange clattering sound came upon the 
glass of that long window. It could not be a delusion -- she is awake, and she hears it. 
What can produce it? Another flash of lightning -- another shriek -- there could be now 
no delusion.  

A tall figure is standing on the ledge immediately outside the long window. It is 
its finger-nails upon the glass that produces the sound so like the hail, now that the hail 
has ceased. Intense fear paralysed the limbs of the beautiful girl. That one shriek is all she 
can utter -- with hand clasped, a face of marble, a heart beating so wildly in her bosom, 
that each moment it seems as if it would break its confines, eyes distended and fixed 
upon the window, she waits, froze with horror. The pattering and clattering of the nails 



continue. No word is spoken, and now she fancies she can trace the darker form of that 
figure against the window, and she can see the long arms moving to and fro, feeling for 
some mode of entrance. What strange light is that which now gradually creeps up into the 
air? red and terrible -- brighter and brighter it grows. The lightning has set fire to a mill, 
and the reflection of the rapidly consuming building falls upon that long window. There 
can be no mistake. The figure is there, still feeling for an entrance, and clattering against 
the glass with its long nails, that appear as if the growth of many years had been 
untouched. She tries to scream again but a choking sensation comes over her, and she 
cannot. It is too dreadful -- she tries to move -- each limb seems weighted down by tons 
of lead -- she can but in a hoarse faint whisper cry, --  

"Help -- help -- help -- help!"  

And that one word she repeats like a person in a dream. The red glare of the fire 
continues. It throws up the tall gaunt figure in hideous relief against the long window. It 
shows, too, upon the one portrait that is in the chamber, and the portrait appears to fix its 
eyes upon the attempting intruder, while the flickering light from the fire makes it look 
fearfully lifelike. A small pane of glass is broken, and the form from without introduces a 
long gaunt hand, which seems utterly destitute of flesh. The fastening is removed, and 
one-half of the window, which opens like folding doors, is swung wide open upon its 
hinges.  

And yet now she could not scream -- she could not move. "Help! -- help! -- help!" 
was all she could say. But, oh, that look of terror that sat upon her face, it was dreadful -- 
a look to haunt the memory for a life-time -- a look to obtrude itself upon the happiest 
moments, and turn them to bitterness.  

The figure turns half round, and the light falls upon its face. It is perfectly white -- 
perfectly bloodless. The eyes look like polished tin; the lips are drawn back, and the 
principal feature next to those dreadful eyes is the teeth -- the fearful looking teeth -- 
projecting like those of some wild animal, hideously, glaringly white, and fang-like. It 
approaches the bed with a strange, gliding movement. It clashes together the long nails 
that literally appear to hang from the finger ends. No sound comes from its lips. Is she 
going mad -- that young and beautiful girl exposed to so much terror? she has drawn up 
all her limbs; she cannot even now say help. The power of articulation is gone, but the 
power of movement has returned to her; she can draw herself slowly along to the other 
side of the bed from that towards which the hideous appearance is coming.  

But her eyes are fascinated. The glance of a serpent could not have produced a 
greater effect upon her than did the fixed gaze of those awful, metallic-looking eyes that 
were bent down on her face. Crouching down so that the gigantic height was lost, and the 
horrible, protruding white face was the most prominent object, came on the figure. What 
was it? -- what did it want there? -- what made it look so hideous -- so unlike an 
inhabitant of the earth, and yet be on it?  



Now she has got to the verge of the bed, and the figure pauses. It seemed as if 
when it paused she lost the power to proceed. The clothing of the bed was now clutched 
in her hands with unconscious power. She drew her breath short and thick. Her bosom 
heaves, and her limbs tremble, yet she cannot withdraw her eyes from that marble-
looking face. He holds her with his glittering eye.  

The storm has ceased -- all is still. The winds are hushed; the church clock 
proclaims the hour of one: a hissing sound comes from the throat of the hideous being, 
and he raises his long, gaunt arms -- the lips move. He advances. The girl places one 
small foot on to the floor. She is unconsciously dragging the clothing with her. The door 
of the room is in that direction -- can she reach it? Has she power to walk? -- can she 
withdraw her eyes from the face of the intruder, and so break the hideous charm? God of 
Heaven! is it real, or some dream so like reality as to nearly overturn judgment forever?  

The figure has paused again, and half on the bed and half out of it that young girl 
lies trembling. Her long hair streams across the entire width of the bed. As she has slowly 
moved along she has left it streaming across the pillows. The pause lasted about a minute 
-- oh, what an age of agony. That minute was, indeed, enough for madness to do its full 
work in.  

With a sudden rush that could not be foreseen -- with a strange howling cry that 
was enough to awaken terror in every breast, the figure seized the long tresses of her hair, 
and twining them round his bony hands he held her to the bed. Then she screamed -- 
Heaven granted her then power to scream. Shriek followed shriek in rapid succession. 
The bed-clothes fell in a heap by the side of the bed -- she was dragged by her long silken 
hair completely on to it again. Her beautifully rounded limbs quivered with the agony of 
her soul. The glassy, horrible eyes of the figure ran over that angelic form with a hideous 
satisfaction -- horrible profanation. He drags her head to the bed's edge. He forces it back 
by the long hair still entwined in his grasp. With a plunge he seizes her neck in his fang-
like teeth -- a gush of blood, and a hideous sucking noise follows. The girl has swooned, 
and the vampyre is at his hideous repast!  

Chapter II. 

   THE ALARM. -- THE PISTOL SHOT. -- THE PURSUIT AND ITS 
CONSEQUENCES. 

LIGHTS flashed about the building, and various room doors opened; 
voices called one to the other. There was an universal stir and commotion among 
the inhabitants.  

"Did you hear a scream, Harry?" asked a young man, half-dressed, as he walked 
into the chamber of another about his own age.  

"I did -- where was it?"  



"God knows. I dressed myself directly."  

"All is still now."  

"Yes; but unless I was dreaming there was a scream."  

"We could not both dream there was. Where do you think it came from?"  

"It burst so suddenly upon my ears that I cannot say."  

There was a tap now at the door of the room where these young men were, and a 
female voice said, --  

"For God's sake, get up!"  

"We are up," said both the young men, appearing.  

"Did you hear anything?"  

"Yes, a scream."  

"Oh, search the house -- search the house; where did it come from, can you tell?"  

"Indeed we cannot, mother."  

Another person now joined the party. He was a man of middle age, and, as he 
came up to them, he said, --  

"Good God! what is the matter?"  

Scarcely had the words passed his lips, than such a rapid succession of shrieks 
came upon their ears, that they felt absolutely stunned by them. The elderly lady, whom 
one of the young men had called mother, fainted, and would have fallen to the floor of 
the corridor in which they all stood, had she not been promptly supported by the last 
comer, who himself staggered, as those piercing cries came upon the night air. He, 
however, was the first to recover, for the young men seemed paralysed.  

"Henry," he cried, "for God's sake support your mother. Can you doubt that these 
cries come from Flora's room?"  

The young man mechanically supported his mother, and then the man who had 
just spoken darted back to his own bed-room, from whence he returned in a moment with 
a pair of pistols, and shouting, --  

"Follow me who can!" he bounded across the corridor in the direction of the 
antique apartment, from whence the cries proceeded, but which were now hushed.  



That house was built for strength, and the doors were all of oak, and of 
considerable thickness. Unhappily, they had fastenings within, so that when the man 
reached the chamber of her who so much required help, he was helpless, for the door was 
fast.  

"Flora! Flora!" he cried; "Flora, speak!"  

All was still.  

"Good God!" he added; "we must force the door."  

"I hear a strange noise within," said the young man, who trembled violently.  

"And so do I. What does it sound like?"  

"I scarcely know; but it closest resembles some animal eating, or sucking some 
liquid."  

"What on earth can it be? Have you no weapon that will force the door? I shall go 
mad if I am kept here."  

"I have," said the young man. "Wait here a moment."  

He ran down the staircase, and presently returned with a small, but powerful, iron 
crow-bar.  

"This will do," he said.  

"It will, it will. -- Give it to me."  

"Has she not spoken?"  

"Not a word. My mind misgives me that something very dreadful must have 
happened to her."  

"And that odd noise!"  

"Still goes on. Somehow, it curdles the very blood in my veins to hear it."  

The man took the crow-bar, and with some difficulty succeeded in introducing it 
between the door and the side of the wall -- still it required great strength to move it, but 
it did move, with a harsh, crackling sound.  

"Push it!" cried he who was using the bar, "push the door at the same time."  



The younger man did so. For a few moments the massive door resisted. Then, 
suddenly, something gave way with a loud snap -- it was part of the lock, -- and the door 
at once swung wide open.  

How true it is that we measure time by the events which happen within a given 
space of it, rather than by its actual duration.  

To those who were engaged in forcing open the door of the antique chamber, 
where slept the young girl whom they named Flora, each moment was swelled into an 
hour of agony; but, in reality, from the first moment of the alarm to that when the loud 
cracking noise heralded the destruction of the fastenings of the door, there had elapsed 
but very few minutes indeed.  

"It opens -- it opens," cried the young man.  

"Another moment," said the stranger, as he still plied the crowbar -- "another 
moment, and we shall have free ingress to the chamber. Be patient."  

This stranger's name was Marchdale; and even as he spoke, he succeeded in 
throwing the massive door wide open, and clearing the passage to the chamber.  

To rush in with a light in his hand was the work of a moment to the young man 
named Henry; but the very rapid progress he made into the apartment prevented him from 
observing accurately what it contained, for the wind that came in from the open window 
caught the flame of the candle, and although it did not actually extinguish it, it blew it so 
much on one side, that it was comparatively useless as a light.  

"Flora -- Flora!" he cried.  

Then with a sudden bound something dashed from off the bed. The concussion 
against him was so sudden and so utterly unexpected, as well as so tremendously violent, 
that he was thrown down, and, in his fall, the light was fairly extinguished.  

All was darkness, save a dull, reddish kind of light that now and then, from the 
nearly consumed mill in the immediate vicinity, came into the room. But by that light, 
dim, uncertain, and flickering as it was, some one was seen to make for the window.  

Henry, although nearly stunned by his fall, saw a figure, gigantic in height, which 
nearly reached from the floor to the ceiling. The other young man, George, saw it, and 
Mr. Marchdale likewise saw it, as did the lady who had spoken to the two young men in 
the corridor when first the screams of the young girl awakened alarm in the breasts of all 
the inhabitants of that house.  

The figure was about to pass out at the window which led to a kind of balcony, 
from whence there was an easy descent to a garden.  



Before it passed out they each and all caught a glance of the side-face, and they 
saw that the lower part of it and the lips were dabbled in blood. They saw, too, one of 
those fearful-looking, shining, metallic eyes which presented so terrible an appearance of 
unearthly ferocity.  

No wonder that for a moment a panic seized them all, which paralysed any 
exertions they might otherwise have made to detain that hideous form.  

But Mr. Marchdale was a man of mature years; he had seen much in life, both in 
this and in foreign lands; and he, although astonished to the extent of being frightened, 
was much more likely to recover sooner than his younger companions, which, indeed, he 
did, and acted promptly enough.  

"Don't rise, Henry," he cried. "Lie still."  

Almost at the moment he uttered these words, he fired at the figure, which then 
occupied the window, as if it were a gigantic figure set in a frame.  

The report was tremendous in that chamber, for the pistol was no toy weapon, but 
one made for actual service, and of sufficient length and bore of barrel to carry 
destruction along with the bullets that came from it.  

"If that has missed its aim," said Mr. Marchdale, "I'll never pull trigger again."  

As he spoke he dashed forward, and made a clutch at the figure he felt convinced 
he had shot.  

The tall form turned upon him, and when he got a full view of the face, which he 
did at that moment, from the opportune circumstance of the lady returning at the instant 
with a light she had been to her own chamber to procure, even he, Marchdale, with all his 
courage, and that was great, and all his nervous energy, recoiled a step or two, and uttered 
the exclamation of, "Great God!"  

That face was one never to be forgotten. It was hideously flushed with colour -- 
the colour of fresh blood; the eyes had a savage and remarkable lustre whereas, before, 
they had looked like polished tin -- they now wore a ten times brighter aspect, and flashes 
of light seemed to dart from them. The mouth was open, as if, from the natural formation 
of the countenance, the lips receded much from the large canine looking teeth.  

A strange howling noise came from the throat of this monstrous figure, and it 
seemed upon the point of rushing upon Mr. Marchdale. Suddenly, then, as if some 
impulse had seized upon it, it uttered a wild and terrible shrieking kind of laugh; and then 
turning, dashed through the window, and in one instant disappeared from before the eyes 
of those who felt nearly annihilated by its fearful presence.  

"God help us!" ejaculated Henry.  



Mr. Marchdale drew a long breath, and then, giving a stamp on the floor, as if to 
recover himself from the state of agitation into which even he was thrown, he cried, --  

"Be it what or who it may, I'll follow it."  

"No -- no -- do not," cried the lady.  

"I must, I will. Let who will come with me -- I follow that dreadful form."  

As he spoke, he took the road it took, and dashed through the window into the 
balcony.  

"And we, too, George," exclaimed Henry; "we will follow Mr. Marchdale. This 
dreadful affair concerns us more nearly than it does him."  

The lady who was the mother of these young men, and of the beautiful girl who 
had been so awfully visited, screamed aloud, and implored them to stay. But the voice of 
Mr. Marchdale was heard exclaiming aloud, --  

"I see it -- I see it; it makes for the wall."  

They hesitated no longer, but at once rushed into the balcony, and from thence 
dropped into the garden.  

The mother approached the bed-side of the insensible, perhaps murdered girl; she 
saw her, to all appearance, weltering in blood, and, overcome by her emotions, she 
fainted on the floor of the room.  

When the two young men reached the garden, they found it much lighter than 
might have been fairly expected; for not only was the morning rapidly approaching, but 
the mill was still burning, and those mingled lights made almost every object plainly 
visible, except when deep shadows were thrown from some gigantic trees that had stood 
for centuries in that sweetly wooded spot. They heard the voice of Mr. Marchdale, as he 
cried, --  

"There -- there -- towards the wall. There -- there -- God! how it bounds along."  

The young men hastily dashed through a thicket in the direction from whence his 
voice sounded, and then they found him looking wild and terrified, and with something in 
his hand which looked like a portion of clothing.  

"Which way, which way?" they both cried in a breath.  

He leant heavily on the arm of George, as he pointed along a vista of trees, and 
said in a low voice, --  



"God help us all. It is not human. Look there -- look there -- do you not see it?"  

They looked in the direction he indicated. At the end of this vista was the wall of 
the garden. At that point it was full twelve feet in height, and as they looked, they saw the 
hideous, monstrous form they had traced from the chamber of their sister, making frantic 
efforts to clear the obstacle.  

They saw it bound from the ground to the top of the wall, which it very nearly 
reached, and then each time it fell back again into the garden with such a dull, heavy 
sound, that the earth seemed to shake again with the concussion. They trembled -- well 
indeed they might, and for some minutes they watched the figure making its fruitless 
efforts to leave the place.  

"What -- what is it?" whispered Henry, in hoarse accents. "God, what can it 
possibly be?"  

"I know not," replied Mr. Marchdale. "I did seize it. It was cold and clammy like a 
corpse. It cannot be human."  

"Not human?"  

"Look at it now. It will surely escape now."  

"No, no -- we will not be terrified thus -- there is Heaven above us. Come on, and, 
for dear Flora's sake, let us make an effort yet to seize this bold intruder."  

"Take this pistol," said Marchdale. "It is the fellow of the one I fired. Try its 
efficacy."  

"He will be gone," exclaimed Henry, as at this moment, after many repeated 
attempts and fearful falls, the figure reached the top of the wall, and then hung by its long 
arms a moment or two, previous to dragging itself completely up.  

The idea of the appearance, be it what it might, entirely escaping, seemed to nerve 
again Mr. Marchdale, and he, as well as the two young men, ran forward towards the 
wall. They got so close to the figure before it sprang down on the outer side of the wall, 
that to miss killing it with the bullet from the pistol was a matter of utter impossibility, 
unless wilfully.  

Henry had the weapon, and he pointed it full at the tall form with steady aim. He 
pulled the trigger -- the explosion followed, and that the bullet did its office there could 
be no manner of doubt, for the figure gave a howling shriek, and fell headlong from the 
wall on the outside.  

"I have shot him," cried Henry, "I have shot him."  



CHAPTER III.  

    THE DISAPPEARANCE OF THE BODY. -- FLORA'S RECOVERY 
AND MADNESS. -- THE OFFER OF ASSISTANCE FROM SIR 
FRANCIS VARNEY.  

    
HE is human!" cried Henry; "I have surely killed him."  

"It would seem so," said M. Marchdale. "Let us now hurry round to the outside of 
the wall, and see where he lies."  

This was at once agreed to, and the whole three of them made what expedition 
they could towards a gate which let into a paddock, across which they hurried, and soon 
found themselves clear of the garden wall, so that they could make way towards where 
they fully expected to find the body of him who had worn so unearthly an aspect, but who 
it would be an excessive relief to find was human.  

So hurried was the progress they made, that it was scarcely possible to exchange 
many words as they went; a kind of breathless anxiety was upon them, and in the speed 
they disregarded every obstacle, which would, at any other time, have probably prevented 
them from taking the direct road they sought.  

It was difficult on the outside of the wall to say exactly which was the precise spot 
which it might be supposed the body had fallen on; but, by following the wall its entire 
length, surely they would come upon it.  

They did so; but, to their surprise, they got from its commencement to its further 
extremity without finding any dead body, or even any symptoms of one having lain there.  

At some parts close to the wall there grew a kind of heath, and, consequently, the 
traces of blood would be lost among it, if it so happened that at the precise spot at which 
the strange being had seemed to topple over, such vegetation had existed. This was to be 
ascertained; but now, after traversing the whole length of the wall twice, they came to a 
halt, and looked wonderingly in each other's faces.  

"There is nothing here," said Harry.  

"Nothing," added his brother.  

"It could not have been a delusion," at length said Mr. Marchdale, with a shudder.  

"A delusion?" exclaimed the brothers. "That is not possible; we all saw it."  

"Then what terrible explanation can we give?"  



"By heavens! I know not," exclaimed Henry. "This adventure surpasses all belief, 
and but for the great interest we have in it, I should regard it with a world of curiosity."  

"It is too dreadful," said George; "for God's sake, Henry, let us return to ascertain 
if poor Flora is killed."  

"My senses," said Henry, "were all so much absorbed in gazing at that horrible 
form, that I never once looked towards her further than to see that she was, to appearance, 
dead. God help her! poor -- poor, beautiful Flora. This is, indeed, a sad, sad fate for you 
to come to. Flora -- Flora -- "  

 "Do not weep, Henry," said George. "Rather let us now hasten home, where we 
may find that tears are premature. She may yet be living and restored to us."  

"And," said Mr. Marchdale, "she may be able to give us some account of this 
dreadful visitation."  

"True -- true," exclaimed Henry; "we will hasten home."  

They now turned their steps homewards, and as they went they much blamed 
themselves for all leaving home together, and with terror pictured what might occur in 
their absence to those who were now totally unprotected.  

"It was a rash impulse of us all to come in pursuit of this dreadful figure," 
remarked Mr. Marchdale; "but do not torment yourself, Henry. There may be no reason 
for your fears."  

At the pace they went, they very soon reached the ancient house; and when they 
came in sight of it, they saw lights flashing from the windows, and the shadows of faces 
moving to and fro, indicating that the whole household was up, and in a state of alarm.  

Henry, after some trouble, got the hall door opened by a terrified servant, who 
was trembling so much that she could scarcely hold the light she had with her.  

    "Speak at once, Martha," said Henry. "Is Flora living?"  

"Yes; but -- "  

"Enough -- enough! Thank God she lives; where is she now?"  

"In her own room, Master Henry. Oh, dear -- oh, dear, what will become of us 
all?"  

Henry rushed up the staircase, followed by George and Mr. Marchdale, nor 
paused he once until he reached the room of his sister.  



    "Mother," he said, before he crossed the threshold, "are you here?"  

    "I am, my dear -- I am. Come in, pray come in, and speak to Flora."  

    "Come in, Mr. Marchdale," said Henry -- "come in; we will make no stranger of 
you."  

    They all entered the room.  

    Several lights had been now brought into that antique chamber, and, in addition to 
the mother of the beautiful girl who had been so fearfully visited, there were two female 
domestics, who appeared to be in the greatest possible fright, for they could render no 
assistance whatever to anybody.  

    The tears were streaming down the mother's face, and the moment she saw Mr. 
Marchdale, she clung to his arm, evidently unconscious of what she was about, and 
exclaimed, --  

    "Oh, what is this that has happened -- what is this? Tell me, Marchdale! Robert 
Marchdale, you whom I have known even from my childhood, you will not deceive me. 
Tell me the meaning of all this?"  

    "I cannot," he said, in a tone of much emotion. "As God is my judge, I am as 
much puzzled and amazed at the scene that has taken place here to-night as you can be."  

    The mother wrung her hands and wept.  

    "It was the storm that first awakened me," added Marchdale; "and then I heard a 
scream."  

    The brothers tremblingly approached the bed. Flora was placed in a sitting, half-
reclining posture, propped up by pillows. She was quite insensible, and her face was 
fearfully pale; while that she breathed at all could be but very faintly seen. On some of 
her clothing, about the neck, were spots of blood, and she looked more like one who had 
suffered some long and grievous illness, than a young girl in the prime of life and in the 
most robust health, as she had been on the day previous to the strange scene we have 
recorded.  

    "Does she sleep?" said Henry, as a tear fell from his eyes upon her pallid cheek.  

    "No," replied Mr. Marchdale. "This is a swoon, from which we must recover her."  

    Active measures were now adopted to restore the languid circulation, and, after 
persevering in them for some time, they had the satisfaction of seeing her open her eyes.  



    Her first act upon consciousness returning, however, was to utter a loud shriek, 
and it was not until Henry implored her to look around her, and see that she was 
surrounded by none but friendly faces, that she would venture again to open her eyes, and 
look timidly from one to the other. Then she shuddered, and burst into tears as she said, --  

    "Oh, Heaven, have mercy upon me -- Heaven, have mercy upon me and save me 
from that dreadful form."  

    "There is no one here, Flora," said Mr. Marchdale, "but those who love you, and 
who, in defence of you, if needs were would lay down their lives."  

    "Oh, God! Oh, God!"  

    "You have been terrified. But tell us distinctly what has happened? You are quite 
safe now."  

    She trembled so violently that Mr. Marchdale recommended that some stimulant 
should be give to her, and she was persuaded, although not without considerable 
difficulty, to swallow a small portion of some wine from a cup. There could be no doubt 
but that the stimulating effect of the wine was beneficial, for a slight accession of colour 
visited her cheeks, and she spoke in a firmer tone as she said, --  

    "Do not leave me. Oh, do not leave me, any of you. I shall die if left alone now. 
Oh, save me -- save me. That horrible form! That fearful face!"  

    "Tell us how it happened, dear Flora?" said Henry.  

    "No -- no -- no," she said, "I do not think I shall ever sleep again."  

    "Say not so; you will be more composed in a few hours, and then you can tell us 
what has occurred."  

    "I will tell you now. I will tell you now."  

    She placed her hands over her face for a moment, as if to collect her scattered 
thoughts, and then she added, --  

    "I was awakened by the storm, and I saw that terrible apparition at the window. I 
think I screamed, but I could not fly. Oh, God! I could not fly. It came -- it seized me by 
the hair. I know no more. I know no more."  

    She passed her hand across her neck several times, and Mr. Marchdale said, in an 
anxious voice, --  

    "You seem, Flora, to have hurt your neck -- there is a wound."  



    "A wound!" said the mother, and she brought a light close to the bed, where all 
saw on the side of Flora's neck a small punctured wound; or, rather two, for there was one 
a little distance from the other.  

    It was from these wounds the blood had come which was observable upon her 
night clothing.  

    "How came these wounds?" said Henry.  

   "I do not know," she replied. "I feel very faint and weak, as if I had almost bled to 
death."  

    "You cannot have done so, dear Flora, for there are not above half-a-dozen spots 
of blood to be seen at all."  

    Mr. Marchdale leaned against the carved head of the bed for support, and he 
uttered a deep groan. All eyes were turned upon him, and Henry said, in a voice of the 
most anxious inquiry, --  

    "Have you something to say, Mr. Marchdale, which will throw some light upon 
this affair."  

    "No, no, no, nothing!" cried Mr. Marchdale, rousing himself at once from the 
appearance of depression that had come over him. "I have nothing to say, but that I think 
Flora had better get some sleep if she can."  

    "No sleep -- no sleep for me," again screamed Flora. "Dare I be alone to sleep?"  

    "But you shall not be alone, dear Flora," said Henry. "I will sit by your bedside 
and watch you."  

    She took his hand in both hers, and while the tears chased each other down her 
cheeks, she said, --  

    "Promise me, Henry, by all your hopes of Heaven, you will not leave me."  

    "I promise."  

    She gently laid herself down, with a deep sigh, and closed her eyes.  

    "She is weak, and will sleep long," said Mr. Marchdale.  

    "You sigh," said Henry. "Some fearful thoughts, I feel certain, oppress your 
heart."  



    "Hush -- hush!" said Mr. Marchdale, as he pointed to Flora. "Hush! not here -- not 
here."  

    "I understand," said Henry.  

    "Let her sleep."  

    There was a silence of some few minutes' duration. Flora had dropped into a deep 
slumber. That silence was first broken by George, who said, --  

    "Mr. Marchdale, look at that portrait."  

   He pointed to the portrait in the frame to which we have alluded, and the moment 
Marchdale looked at it he sunk into a chair as he exclaimed, --  

    "Gracious Heaven, how like!"  

    "It is -- it is," said Henry. "Those eyes -- "  

    "And see the contour of the countenance, and the strange shape of the mouth."  

    "Exact -- exact."  

    "That picture shall be moved from here. The sight of it is at once sufficient to 
awaken all her former terrors in poor Flora's brain if she should chance to awaken and 
cast her eyes suddenly upon it."  

    "And is it so like him who came here?" said the mother.  

    "It is the very man himself," said Mr. Marchdale. "I have not been in this house 
long enough to ask any of you whose portrait that may be?"  

    "It is," said Henry, "the portrait of Sir Runnagate Bannerworth, an ancestor of 
ours, who first, by his vices, gave the great blow to the family prosperity."  

    "Indeed. How long ago?"  

    "About ninety years."  

    "Ninety years. 'Tis a long while -- ninety years."  

    "You muse upon it."  

    "No, no. I do wish, and yet I dread -- "  

    "What?"  



   "To say something to you all. But not here -- not here. We will hold a consultation 
on this matter to-morrow. Not now -- not now."  

   "The daylight is coming quickly on," said Henry; "I shall keep my sacred 
promise of not moving from this room until Flora awakens; but there can be no occasion 
for the detention of any of you. One is sufficient here. Go all of you, and endeavour to 
procure what rest you can."  

    "I will fetch you my powder-flask and bullets," said Mr. Marchdale; "and you 
can, if you please, reload the pistols. In about two hours more it will be broad daylight."  

    This arrangement was adopted. Henry did reload the pistols, and placed them on 
a table by the side of the bed, ready for immediate action, and then, as Flora was sleeping 
soundly, all left the room but himself.  

    Mrs. Bannerworth was the last to do so. She would have remained, but for the 
earnest solicitation of Henry, that she would endeavour to get some sleep to make up for 
her broken night's repose, and she was indeed so broken down by her alarm on Flora's 
account, that she had not power to resist, but with tears flowing from her eyes, she sought 
her own chamber.  

    And now the calmness of the night resumed its sway in that evil-fated mansion; 
and although no one really slept but Flora, all were still. Busy thought kept every one else 
wakeful. It was a mockery to lie down at all, and Henry, full of strange and painful 
feelings as he was, preferred his present position to the anxiety and apprehension on 
Flora's account which he knew he should feel if she were not within the sphere of his own 
observation, and she slept as soundly as some gentle infant tired of its playmates and its 
sports.  

 

JOSEPH SHERIDAN LE FANU (1814-1873) was a hugely influential writer of horror 
stories. The grand-nephew of Brinsley Sheridan, he specialized in horror at a time when 
horror writers were dabblers. Le Fanu is important as the creator of the psychic 
detective genre, the inspirer of ghost story writers like M. R. James and as the man who 
set the stage for Bram Stoker’s Dracula, with this tale from In a Glass Darkly (1872). 
Stoker would re-pay the favor in the excised first chapter of Dracula known today as 
“Dracula’s Guest”. In that first chapter Jonathan Harker spends a night in a haunted 
graveyard. One of the stones reads COUNTESS DOLINGEN OF GRATZ IN STYRIA 
OUGHT AND FOUND DEATH 1801. Could there be any doubt who lies there? 

CARMILLA 

 

Prologue 



UPON a paper attached to the Narrative which follows, Doctor Hesselius has 
written a rather elaborate note, which he accompanies with a reference to his Essay on 
the strange subject which the MS. illuminates.  

This mysterious subject he treats, in that Essay, with his usual learning and 
acumen, and with remarkable directness and condensation. It will form but one volume of 
the series of that extraordinary man's collected papers.  

As I publish the case, in this volume, simply to interest the "laity," I shall forestall 
the intelligent lady, who relates it, in nothing; and after due consideration, I have 
determined, therefore, to abstain from presenting any precis of the learned Doctor's 
reasoning, or extract from his statement on a subject which he describes as "involving, 
not improbably, some of the profoundest arcana of our dual existence, and its 
intermediates."  

I was anxious on discovering this paper, to reopen the correspondence 
commenced by Doctor Hesselius, so many years before, with a person so clever and 
careful as his informant seems to have been. Much to my regret, however, I found that 
she had died in the interval.  

She, probably, could have added little to the Narrative which she communicates 
in the following pages, with, so far as I can pronounce, such conscientious particularity.  

 

Chapter I 

An Early Fright 

 

IN Styria, we, though by no means magnificent people, inhabit a castle, or 
schloss. A small income, in that part of the world, goes a great way. Eight or nine 
hundred a year does wonders. Scantily enough ours would have answered among wealthy 
people at home. My father is English, and I bear an English name, although I never saw 
England. But here, in this lonely and primitive place, where everything is so marvellously 
cheap, I real]y don't see how ever so much more money would at all materially add to our 
comforts, or even luxuries.  

My father was in the Austrian service, and retired upon a pension and his 
patrimony, and purchased this feudal residence, and the small estate on which it stands, a 
bargain.  

Nothing can be more picturesque or solitary. It stands on a slight eminence in a 
forest. The road, very old and narrow, passes in front of its drawbridge, never raised in 
my time, and its moat, stocked with perch, and sailed over by many swans, and floating 
on its surface white fleets of water-lilies.  



Over all this the schloss shows its many-windowed front; its towers, and its 
Gothic chapel.  

The forest opens in an irregular and very picturesque glade before its gate, and at 
the right a steep Gothic bridge carries the road over a stream that winds in deep shadow 
through the wood. I have said that this is a very lonely place. Judge whether I say truth. 
Looking from the hall door towards the road, the forest in which our castle stands extends 
fifteen miles to the right, and twelve to the left. The nearest inhabited village is about 
seven of your English miles to the left. The nearest inhabited schloss of any historic 
associations, is that of old General Spielsdorf, nearly twenty miles away to the right.  

I have said "the nearest inhabited village," because there is, only three miles 
westward, that is to say in the direction of General Spielsdorf's schloss, a ruined village, 
with its quaint little church, now roofless, in the aisle of which are the mouldering tombs 
of the proud family of Karnstein, now extinct, who once owned the equally desolate 
chateau which, in the thick of the forest, overlooks the silent ruins of the town.  

Respecting the cause of the desertion of this striking and melancholy spot, there is 
a legend which I shall relate to you another time.  

I must tell you now, how very small is the party who constitute the inhabitants of 
our castle. I don't include servants, or those dependents who occupy rooms in the 
buildings attached to the schloss. Listen, and wonder! My father, who is the kindest man 
on earth, but growing old; and I, at the date of my story, only nineteen. Eight years have 
passed since then.  

I and my father constituted the family at the schloss. My mother, a Styrian lady, 
died in my infancy, but I had a good-natured governess, who had been with me from, I 
might almost say, my infancy. I could not remember the time time when her fat, 
benignant face was not a familiar picture in my memory.  

This was Madame Perrodon, a native of Berne, whose care and good nature now 
in part supplied to me the loss of my mother, whom I do not even remember, so early I 
lost her. She made a third at our little dinner party. There was a fourth, Mademoiselle De 
Lafontaine, a lady such as you term, I believe, a "finishing governess." She spoke French 
and German, Madame Perrodon French and broken English, to which my father and I 
added English, which, partly to prevent its becoming a lost language among us, and 
partly from patriotic motives, we spoke every day. The consequence was a Babel, at 
which strangers used to laugh, and which I shall make no attempt to reproduce in this 
narrative. And there were two or three young lady friends besides, pretty nearly of my 
own age, who were occasional visitors, for longer or shorter terms; and these visits I 
sometimes returned.  

These were our regular social resources; but of course there were chance visits 
from "neighbours" of only five or six leagues distance. My life was, notwithstanding, 
rather a solitary one, I can assure you.  



My gouvernantes had just so much control over me as you might conjecture such 
sage persons would have in the case of a rather spoiled girl, whose only parent allowed 
her pretty nearly her own way in everything.  

The first occurrence in my existence, which produced a terrible impression upon 
my mind, which, in fact, never has been effaced, was one of the very earliest incidents of 
my life which I can recollect. Some people will think it so trifling that it should not be 
recorded here. You will see, however, by-and-by, why I mention it. The nursery, as it was 
called, though I had it all to myself, was a large room in the upper story of the castle, with 
a steep oak roof. I can't have been more than six years old, when one night I awoke, and 
looking round the room from my bed, failed to see the nursery-maid. Neither was my 
nurse there; and I thought myself alone. I was not frightened, for I was one of those 
happy children who are studiously kept in ignorance of ghost stories, of fairy tales, and of 
all such lore as makes us cover up our heads when the door cracks suddenly, or the 
flicker of an expiring candle makes the shadow of a bed-post dance upon the wall, nearer 
to our faces. I was vexed and insulted at finding myself, as I conceived, neglected, and I 
began to whimper, preparatory to a hearty bout of roaring; when to my surprise, I saw a 
solemn, but very pretty face looking at me from the side of the bed. It was that of a young 
lady who was kneeling, with her hands under the coverlet. I looked at her with a kind of 
pleased wonder, and ceased whimpering. She caressed me with her hands, and lay down 
beside me on the bed, and drew me towards her, smiling; I felt immediately delightfully 
soothed, and fell asleep again. I was wakened by a sensation as if two needles ran into my 
breast very deep at the same moment, and I cried loudly. The lady started back, with her 
eyes fixed on me, and then slipped down upon the floor, and, as I thought, hid herself 
under the bed.  

I was now for the first time frightened, and I yelled with all my might and main. 
Nurse, nursery-maid, housekeeper, all came running in, and hearing my story, they made 
light of it, soothing me all they could meanwhile. But, child as I was, I could perceive 
that their faces were pale with an unwonted look of anxiety, and I saw them look under 
the bed, and about the room, and peep under tables and pluck open cupboards; and the 
housekeeper whispered to the nurse: "Lay your hand along that hollow in the bed; some 
one did lie there, so sure as you did not; the place is still warm."  

I remember the nursery-maid petting me, and all three examining my chest, where 
I told them I felt the puncture, and pronouncing that there was no sign visible that any 
such thing had happened to me.  

The housekeeper and the two other servants who were in charge of the nursery, 
remained sitting up all night; and from that time a servant always sat up in the nursery 
until I was about fourteen.  

I was very nervous for a long time after this. A doctor was called in, he was pallid 
and elderly. How well I remember his long saturnine face, slightly pitted with smallpox, 
and his chestnut wig. For a good while, every second day, he came and gave me 
medicine, which of course I hated.  



The morning after I saw this apparition I was in a state of terror, and could not 
bear to be left alone, daylight though it was, for a moment.  

I remember my father coming up and standing at the bedside, and talking 
cheerfully, and asking the nurse a number of questions, and laughing very heartily at one 
of the answers; and patting me on the shoulder, and kissing me, and telling me not to be 
frightened, that it was nothing but a dream and could not hurt me.  

But I was not comforted, for I knew the visit of the strange woman was not a 
dream; and I was awfully frightened.  

I was a little consoled by the nursery-maid's assuring me that it was she who had 
come and looked at me, and lain down beside me in the bed, and that I must have been 
half-dreaming not to have known her face. But this, though supported by the nurse, did 
not quite satisfy me.  

I remembered, in the course of that day, a venerable old man, in a black cassock, 
coming into the room with the nurse and housekeeper, and talking a little to them, and 
very kindly to me; his face was very sweet and gentle, and he told me they were going to 
pray, and joined my hands together, and desired me to say, softly, while they were 
praying, "Lord hear all good prayers for us, for Jesus' sake." I think these were the very 
words, for I often repeated them to myself, and my nurse used for years to make me say 
them in my prayers.  

I remembered so well the thoughtful sweet face of that white-haired old man, in 
his black cassock, as he stood in that rude, lofty, brown room, with the clumsy furniture 
of a fashion three hundred years old about him, and the scanty light entering its shadowy 
atmosphere through the small lattice. He kneeled, and the three women with him, and he 
prayed aloud with an earnest quavering voice for, what appeared to me, a long time. I 
forget all my life preceding that event, and for some time after it is all obscure also, but 
the scenes I have just described stand out vivid as the isolated pictures of the 
phantasmagoria surrounded by darkness.  

 

Chapter II 

A Guest 

 

I AM now going to tell you something so strange that it will require all your faith 
in my veracity to believe my story. It is not only true, nevertheless, but truth of which I 
have been an eye-witness.  



It was a sweet summer evening, and my father asked me, as he sometimes did, to 
take a little ramble with him along that beautiful forest vista which I have mentioned as 
lying in front of the schloss.  

"General Spielsdorf cannot come to us so soon as I had hoped," said my father, as 
we pursued our walk.  

He was to have paid us a visit of some weeks, and we had expected his arrival 
next day. He was to have brought with him a young lady, his niece and ward, 
Mademoiselle Rheinfeldt, whom I had never seen, but whom I had heard described as a 
very charming girl, and in whose society I had promised myself many happy days. I was 
more disappointed than a young lady living in a town, or a bustling neighbourhood can 
possibly imagine. This visit, and the new acquaintance it promised, had furnished my day 
dream for many weeks  

"And how soon does he come?" I asked.  

"Not till autumn. Not for two months, I dare say," he answered. "And I am very 
glad now, dear, that you never knew Mademoiselle Rheinfeldt."  

"And why?" I asked, both mortified and curious.  

"Because the poor young lady is dead," he replied. "I quite forgot I had not told 
you, but you were not in the room when I received the General's letter this evening."  

I was very much shocked. General Spielsdorf had mentioned in his first letter, six 
or seven weeks before, that she was not so well as he would wish her, but there was 
nothing to suggest the remotest suspicion of danger.  

"Here is the General's letter," he said, handing it to me. "I am afraid he is in great 
affliction; the letter appears to me to have been written very nearly in distraction."  

We sat down on a rude bench, under a group of magnificent lime trees. The sun 
was setting with all its melancholy splendour behind the sylvan horizon, and the stream 
that flows beside our home, and passes under the steep old bridge I have mentioned, 
wound through many a group of noble trees, almost at our feet, reflecting in its current 
the fading crimson of the sky. General Spielsdorf's letter was so extraordinary, so 
vehement, and in some places so self-contradictory, that I read it twice over-the second 
time aloud to my father-and was still unable to account for it, except by supposing that 
grief had unsettled his mind.  

It said "I have lost my darling daughter, for as such I loved her. During the last 
days of dear Bertha's illness I was not able to write to you.  

Before then I had no idea of her danger. I have lost her, and now learn all, too 
late. She died in the peace of innocence, and in the glorious hope of a blessed futurity. 



The fiend who betrayed our infatuated hospitality has done it all. I thought I was 
receiving into my house innocence, gaiety, a charming companion for my lost Bertha. 
Heavens! what a fool have I been!  

I thank God my child died without a suspicion of the cause of her sufferings. She 
is gone without so much as conjecturing the nature of her illness, and the accursed 
passion of the agent of all this misery. I devote my remaining days to tracking and 
extinguishing a monster. I am told I may hope to accomplish my righteous and merciful 
purpose. At present there is scarcely a gleam of light to guide me. I curse my conceited 
incredulity, my despicable affectation of superiority, my blindness, my obstinacy-all- too 
late. I cannot write or talk collectedly now. I am distracted. So soon as I shall have a little 
recovered, I mean to devote myself for a time to enquiry, which may possibly lead me as 
far as Vienna. Some time in the autumn, two months hence, or earlier if I live, I will see 
you-that is, if you permit me; I will then tell you all that I scarce dare put upon paper 
now. Farewell. Pray for me, dear friend."  

In these terms ended this strange letter. Though I had never seen Bertha 
Rheinfeldt my eyes filled with tears at the sudden intelligence; I was startled, as well as 
profoundly disappointed.  

The sun had now set, and it was twilight by the time I had returned the General's 
letter to my father.  

It was a soft clear evening, and we loitered, speculating upon the possible 
meanings of the violent and incoherent sentences which I had just been reading. We had 
nearly a mile to walk before reaching the road that passes the schloss in front, and by that 
time the moon was shining brilliantly. At the drawbridge we met Madame Perrodon and 
Mademoiselle De Lafontaine, who had come out, without their bonnets, to enjoy the 
exquisite moonlight.  

We heard their voices gabbling in animated dialogue as we approached. We 
joined them at the drawbridge, and turned about to admire with them the beautiful scene.  

The glade through which we had just walked lay before us. At our left the narrow 
road wound away under clumps of lordly trees, and was lost to sight amid the thickening 
forest. At the right the same road crosses the steep and picturesque bridge, near which 
stands a ruined tower which once guarded that pass; and beyond the bridge an abrupt 
eminence rises, covered with trees, and showing in the shadows some grey ivy-clustered 
rocks.  

Over the sward and low grounds a thin film of mist was stealing like smoke, 
marking the distances with a transparent veil; and here and there we could see the river 
faintly flashing in the moonlight.  



No softer, sweeter scene could be imagined. The news I had just heard made it 
melancholy; but nothing could disturb its character of profound serenity, and the 
enchanted glory and vagueness of the prospect.  

My father, who enjoyed the picturesque, and I, stood looking in silence over the 
expanse beneath us. The two good governesses, standing a little way behind us, 
discoursed upon the scene, and were eloquent upon the moon.  

Madame Perrodon was fat, middle-aged, and romantic, and talked and sighed 
poetically. Mademoiselle De Lafontaine-in right of her father who was a German, 
assumed to be psychological, metaphysical, and something of a mystic-now declared that 
when the moon shone with a light so intense it was well known that it indicated a special 
spiritual activity. The effect of the full moon in such a state of brilliancy was manifold. It 
acted on dreams, it acted on lunacy, it acted on nervous people, it had marvelous physical 
influences connected with life. Mademoiselle related that her cousin, who was mate of a 
merchant ship, having taken a nap on deck on such a night, lying on his back, with his 
face full in the light on the moon, had wakened, after a dream of an old woman clawing 
him by the cheek, with his features horribly drawn to one side; and his countenance had 
never quite recovered its equilibrium.  

"The moon, this night," she said, "is full of idyllic and magnetic influence-and 
see, when you look behind you at the front of the schloss how all its windows flash and 
twinkle with that silvery splendour, as if unseen hands had lighted up the rooms to 
receive fairy guests."  

There are indolent styles of the spirits in which, indisposed to talk ourselves, the 
talk of others is pleasant to our listless ears; and I gazed on, pleased with the tinkle of the 
ladies' conversation.  

"I have got into one of my moping moods to-night," said my father, after a 
silence, and quoting Shakespeare, whom, by way of keeping up our English, he used to 
read aloud, he said:  

"'In truth I know not why I am so sad.  

It wearies me: you say it wearies you;  

But how I got it-came by it.'  

"I forget the rest. But I feel as if some great misfortune were hanging over us. I 
suppose the poor General's afflicted letter has had something to do with it."  

At this moment the unwonted sound of carriage wheels and many hoofs upon the 
road, arrested our attention.  



They seemed to be approaching from the high ground overlooking the bridge, and 
very soon the equipage emerged from that point. Two horsemen first crossed the bridge, 
then came a carriage drawn by four horses, and two men rode behind.  

It seemed to be the travelling carriage of a person of rank; and we were all 
immediately absorbed in watching that very unusual spectacle. It became, in a few 
moments, greatly more interesting, for just as the carriage had passed the summit of the 
steep bridge, one of the leaders, taking fright, communicated his panic to the rest, and 
after a plunge or two, the whole team broke into a wild gallop together, and dashing 
between the horsemen who rode in front, came thundering along the road towards us with 
the speed of a hurricane.  

The excitement of the scene was made more painful by the clear, long-drawn 
screams of a female voice from the carriage window.  

We all advanced in curiosity and horror; me rather in silence, the rest with various 
ejaculations of terror.  

Our suspense did not last long. Just before you reach the castle drawbridge, on the 
route they were coming, there stands by the roadside a magnificent lime tree, on the other 
stands an ancient stone cross, at sight of which the horses, now going at a pace that was 
perfectly frightful, swerved so as to bring the wheel over the projecting roots of the tree.  

I knew what was coming. I covered my eyes, unable to see it out, and turned my 
head away; at the same moment I heard a cry from my lady-friends, who had gone on a 
little.  

Curiosity opened my eyes, and I saw a scene of utter confusion. Two of the horses 
were on the ground, the carriage lay upon its side with two wheels in the air; the men 
were busy removing the traces, and a lady, with a commanding air and figure had got out, 
and stood with clasped hands, raising the handkerchief that was in them every now and 
then to her eyes.  

Through the carriage door was now lifted a young lady, who appeared to be 
lifeless. My dear old father was already beside the elder lady, with his hat in his hand, 
evidently tendering his aid and the resources of his schloss. The lady did not appear to 
hear him, or to have eyes for anything but the slender girl who was being placed against 
the slope of the bank.  

I approached; the young lady was apparently stunned, but she was certainly not 
dead. My father, who piqued himself on being something of a physician, had just had his 
fingers on her wrist and assured the lady, who declared herself her mother, that her pulse, 
though faint and irregular, was undoubtedly still distinguishable. The lady clasped her 
hands and looked upward, as if in a momentary transport of gratitude; but immediately 
she broke out again in that theatrical way which is, I believe, natural to some people.  



She was what is called a fine looking woman for her time of life, and must have 
been handsome; she was tall, but not thin, and dressed in black velvet, and looked rather 
pale, but with a proud and commanding countenance, though now agitated strangely.  

"Who was ever being so born to calamity?" I heard her say, with clasped hands, 
as I came up. "Here am I, on a journey of life and death, in prosecuting which to lose an 
hour is possibly to lose all. My child will not have recovered sufficiently to resume her 
route for who can say how long. I must leave her: I cannot, dare not, delay. How far on, 
sir, can you tell, is the nearest village? I must leave her there; and shall not see my 
darling, or even hear of her till my return, three months hence."  

I plucked my father by the coat, and whispered earnestly in his ear: "Oh!  

papa, pray ask her to let her stay with us-it would be so delightful. Do, pray."  

"If Madame will entrust her child to the care of my daughter, and of her good 
gouvernante, Madame Perrodon, and permit her to remain as our guest, under my charge, 
until her return, it will confer a distinction and an obligation upon us, and we shall treat 
her with all the care and devotion which so sacred a trust deserves."  

"I cannot do that, sir, it would be to task your kindness and chivalry too cruelly," 
said the lady, distractedly.  

"It would, on the contrary, be to confer on us a very great kindness at the moment 
when we most need it. My daughter has just been disappointed by a cruel misfortune, in a 
visit from which she had long anticipated a great deal of happiness. If you confide this 
young lady to our care it will be her best consolation. The nearest village on your route is 
distant, and affords no such inn as you could think of placing your daughter at; you 
cannot allow her to continue her journey for any considerable distance without danger. If, 
as you say, you cannot suspend your journey, you must part with her to-night, and 
nowhere could you do so with more honest assurances of care and tenderness than here."  

There was something in this lady's air and appearance so distinguished and even 
imposing, and in her manner so engaging, as to impress one, quite apart from the dignity 
of her equipage, with a conviction that she was a person of consequence.  

By this time the carriage was replaced in its upright position, and the horses, quite 
tractable, in the traces again.  

The lady threw on her daughter a glance which I fancied was not quite so 
affectionate as one might have anticipated from the beginning of the scene; then she 
beckoned slightly to my father, and withdrew two or three steps with him out of hearing; 
and talked to him with a fixed and stern countenance, not at all like that with which she 
had hitherto spoken.  



I was filled with wonder that my father did not seem to perceive the change, and 
also unspeakably curious to learn what it could be that she was speaking, almost in his 
ear, with so much earnestness and rapidity.  

Two or three minutes at most I think she remained thus employed, then she 
turned, and a few steps brought her to where her daughter lay, supported by Madame 
Perrodon. She kneeled beside her for a moment and whispered, as Madame supposed, a 
little benediction in her ear; then hastily kissing her she stepped into her carriage, the 
door was closed, the footmen in stately liveries jumped up behind, the outriders spurred 
on, the postillions cracked their whips, the horses plunged and broke suddenly into a 
furious canter that threatened soon again to become a gallop, and the carriage whirled 
away, followed at the same rapid pace by the two horsemen in the rear.  

 

Chapter III 

We Compare Notes 

 

WE followed the cortege with our eyes until it was swiftly lost to sight in the 
misty wood; and the very sound of the hoofs and the wheels died away in the silent night 
air.  

Nothing remained to assure us that the adventure had not been an illusion of a 
moment but the young lady, who just at that moment opened her eyes. I could not see, for 
her face was turned from me, but she raised her head, evidently looking about her, and I 
heard a very sweet voice ask complainingly, "Where is mamma?"  

Our good Madame Perrodon answered tenderly, and added some comfortable 
assurances.  

I then heard her ask:  

"Where am I? What is this place?" and after that she said, "I don't see the carriage; 
and Matska, where is she?"  

Madame answered all her questions in so far as she understood them; and 
gradually the young lady remembered how the misadventure came about, and was glad to 
hear that no one in, or in attendance on, the carriage was hurt; and on learning that her 
mamma had left her here, till her return in about three months, she wept.  

I was going to add my consolations to those of Madame Perrodon when 
Mademoiselle De Lafontaine placed her hand upon my arm, saying:  



"Don't approach, one at a time is as much as she can at present converse with; a 
very little excitement would possibly overpower her now."  

As soon as she is comfortably in bed, I thought, I will run up to her room and see 
her.  

My father in the meantime had sent a servant on horseback for the physician, who 
lived about two leagues away; and a bedroom was being prepared for the young lady's 
reception.  

The stranger now rose, and leaning on Madame's arm, walked slowly over the 
drawbridge and into the castle gate.  

In the hall, servants waited to receive her, and she was conducted forthwith to her 
room. The room we usually sat in as our drawing-room is long, having four windows, 
that looked over the moat and drawbridge, upon the forest scene I have just described.  

It is furnished in old carved oak, with large carved cabinets, and the chairs are 
cushioned with crimson Utrecht velvet. The walls are covered with tapestry, and 
surrounded with great gold frames, the figures being as large as life, in ancient and very 
curious costume, and the subjects represented are hunting, hawking, and generally 
festive. It is not too stately to be extremely comfortable; and here we had our tea, for with 
his usual patriotic leanings he insisted that the national beverage should make its 
appearance regularly with our coffee and chocolate.  

We sat here this night, and with candles lighted, were talking over the adventure 
of the evening.  

Madame Perrodon and Mademoiselle De Lafontaine were both of our party. The 
young stranger had hardly lain down in her bed when she sank into a deep sleep; and 
those ladies had left her in the care of a servant.  

"How do you like our guest?" I asked, as soon as Madame entered. "Tell me all 
about her?"  

"I like her extremely," answered Madame, "she is, I almost think, the prettiest 
creature I ever saw; about your age, and so gentle and nice."  

"She is absolutely beautiful," threw in Mademoiselle, who had peeped for a 
moment into the stranger's room.  

"And such a sweet voice!" added Madame Perrodon.  

"Did you remark a woman in the carriage, after it was set up again, who did not 
get out," inquired Mademoiselle, "but only looked from the window?"  



"No, we had not seen her."  

Then she described a hideous black woman, with a sort of coloured turban on her 
head. and who was gazing all the time from the carriage window, nodding and grinning 
derisively towards the ladies, with gleaming eyes and large white eye-balls, and her teeth 
set as if in fury.  

"Did you remark what an ill-looking pack of men the servants were?" asked 
Madame.  

"Yes," said my father, who had just come in, "ugly, hang-dog looking fellows. as 
ever I beheld in my life. I hope they mayn't rob the poor lady in the forest. They are 
clever rogues, however; they got everything to rights in a minute."  

"I dare say they are worn out with too long travelling- said Madame.  

"Besides looking wicked, their faces were so strangely lean, and dark, and sullen. 
I am very curious, I own; but I dare say the young lady will tell you all about it to-
morrow, if she is sufficiently recovered."  

"I don't think she will," said my father, with a mysterious smile, and a little nod of 
his head, as if he knew more about it than he cared to tell us.  

This made us all the more inquisitive as to what had passed between him and the 
lady in the black velvet, in the brief but earnest interview that had immediately preceded 
her departure.  

We were scarcely alone, when I entreated him to tell me. He did not need much 
pressing.  

"There is no particular reason why I should not tell you. She expressed a 
reluctance to trouble us with the care of her daughter, saying she was in delicate health, 
and nervous, but not subject to any kind of seizure-she volunteered that- nor to any 
illusion; being, in fact, perfectly sane."  

"How very odd to say all that!" I interpolated. "It was so unnecessary."  

"At all events it was said," he laughed, "and as you wish to know all that passed, 
which was indeed very little, I tell you. She then said, 'I am making a long journey of 
vital importance-she emphasized the word-rapid and secret; I shall return for my child in 
three months; in the meantime, she will be silent as to who we are, whence we come, and 
whither we are travelling.' That is all she said. She spoke very pure French. When she 
said the word 'secret,' she paused for a few seconds, looking sternly, her eyes fixed on 
mine. I fancy she makes a great point of that. You saw how quickly she was gone. I hope 
I have not done a very foolish thing, in taking charge of the young lady."  



For my part, I was delighted. I was longing to see and talk to her; and only 
waiting till the doctor should give me leave. You, who live in towns, can have no idea 
how great an event the introduction of a new friend is, in such a solitude as surrounded 
us.  

The doctor did not arrive till nearly one o'clock; but I could no more have gone to 
my bed and slept, than I could have overtaken, on foot, the carriage in which the princess 
in black velvet had driven away.  

When the physician came down to the drawing-room, it was to report very 
favourably upon his patient. She was now sitting up, her pulse quite regular, apparently 
perfectly well. She had sustained no injury, and the little shock to her nerves had passed 
away quite harmlessly. There could be no harm certainly in my seeing her, if we both 
wished it; and, with this permission I sent, forthwith, to know whether she would allow 
me to visit her for a few minutes in her room.  

The servant returned immediately to say that she desired nothing more.  

You may be sure I was not long in availing myself of this permission.  

Our visitor lay in one of the handsomest rooms in the schloss. It was, perhaps, a 
little stately. There was a sombre piece of tapestry opposite the foot of the bed, 
representing Cleopatra with the asps to her bosom; and other solemn classic scenes were 
displayed, a little faded, upon the other walls. But there was gold carving, and rich and 
varied colour enough in the other decorations of the room, to more than redeem the 
gloom of the old tapestry.  

There were candles at the bed-side. She was sitting up; her slender pretty figure 
enveloped in the soft silk dressing-gown, embroidered with flowers, and lined with thick 
quilted silk, which her mother had thrown over her feet as she lay upon the ground.  

What was it that, as I reached the bed-side and had just begun my little greeting, 
struck me dumb in a moment, and made me recoil a step or two from before her? I will 
tell you.  

I saw the very face which had visited me in my childhood at night, which 
remained so fixed in my memory, and on which I had for so many years so often 
ruminated with horror, when no one suspected of what I was thinking.  

It was pretty, even beautiful; and when I first beheld it, wore the same melancholy 
expression.  

But this almost instantly lighted into a strange fixed smile of recognition.  

There was a silence of fully a minute, and then at length she spoke; I could not.  



"How wonderful!" she exclaimed. "Twelve years ago, I saw your face in a dream, 
and it has haunted me ever since."  

"Wonderful indeed!" I repeated, overcoming with an effort the horror that had for 
a time suspended my utterances. "Twelve years ago, in vision or reality, I certainly saw 
you. I could not forget your face. It has remained before my eyes ever since."  

Her smile had softened. Whatever I had fancied strange in it, was gone, and it and 
her dimpling cheeks were now delightfully pretty and intelligent.  

I felt reassured, and continued more in the vein which hospitality indicated, to bid 
her welcome, and to tell her how much pleasure her accidental arrival had given us all, 
and especially what a happiness it was to me.  

I took her hand as I spoke. I was a little shy, as lonely people are, but the situation 
made me eloquent, and even bold. She pressed my hand, she laid hers upon it, and her 
eyes glowed, as, looking hastily into mine, she smiled again, and blushed.  

She answered my welcome very prettily. I sat down beside her, still wondering; 
and she said:  

"I must tell you my vision about you; it is so very strange that you and I should 
have had, each of the other so vivid a dream, that each should have seen, I you and you 
me, looking as we do now, when of course we both were mere children. I was a child, 
about six years old, and I awoke from a confused and troubled dream, and found myself 
in a room, unlike my nursery, wainscoted clumsily in some dark wood, and with 
cupboards and bedsteads, and chairs, and benches placed about it. The beds were, I 
thought, all empty, and the room itself without anyone but myself in it; and I, after 
looking about me for some time, and admiring especially an iron candlestick with two 
branches, which I should certainly know again, crept under one of the beds to reach the 
window; but as I got from under the bed, I heard someone crying; and looking up, while I 
was still upon my knees, I saw you-most assuredly you-as I see you now; a beautiful 
young lady, with golden hair and large blue eyes, and lips- your lips-you as you are here.  

Your looks won me; I climbed on the bed and put my arms about you, and I think 
we both fell asleep. I was aroused by a scream; you were sitting up screaming. I was 
frightened, and slipped down upon the ground, and, it seemed to me, lost consciousness 
for a moment; and when I came to myself, I was again in my nursery at home. Your face 
I have never forgotten since. I could not be misled by mere resemblance. You are the lady 
whom I saw then."  

It was now my turn to relate my corresponding vision, which I did, to the 
undisguised wonder of my new acquaintance.  

"I don't know which should be most afraid of the other," she said, again smiling-
"If you were less pretty I think I should be very much afraid of you, but being as you are, 



and you and I both so young, I feel only that I have made your acquaintance twelve years 
ago, and have already a right to your intimacy; at all events it does seem as if we were 
destined, from our earliest childhood, to be friends. I wonder whether you feel as 
strangely drawn towards me as I do to you; I have never had a friend-shall I find one 
now?" She sighed, and her fine dark eyes gazed passionately on me.  

Now the truth is, I felt rather unaccountably towards the the beautiful stranger. I 
did feel, as she said, "drawn towards her," but there was also something of repulsion. In 
this ambiguous feeling, however, the sense of attraction immensely prevailed. She 
interested and won me; she was so beautiful and so indescribably engaging.  

I perceived now something of languor and exhaustion stealing over her, and 
hastened to bid her good night.  

"The doctor thinks," I added, "that you ought to have a maid to sit up with you to-
night; one of ours is waiting, and you will find her a very useful and quiet creature."  

"How kind of you, but I could not sleep, I never could with an attendant in the 
room. I shan't require any assistance- and, shall I confess my weakness, I am haunted 
with a terror of robbers. Our house was robbed once, and two servants murdered, so I 
always lock my door. It has become a habit-and you look so kind I know you will forgive 
me. I see there is a key in the lock."  

She held me close in her pretty arms for a moment and whispered in my ear, 
"Good night, darling, it is very hard to part with you, but good night; to-morrow, but not 
early, I shall see you again."  

She sank back on the pillow with a sigh, and her fine eyes followed me with a 
fond and melancholy gaze, and she murmured again "Good night, dear friend."  

Young people like, and even love, on impulse. I was flattered by the evident, 
though as yet undeserved, fondness she showed me. I liked the confidence with which 
she at once received me. She was determined that we should be very near friends.  

Next day came and we met again. I was delighted with my companion; that is to 
say, in many respects.  

Her looks lost nothing in daylight-she was certainly the most beautiful creature I 
had ever seen, and the unpleasant remembrance of the face presented in my early dream, 
had lost the effect of the first unexpected recognition.  

She confessed that she had experienced a similar shock on seeing me, and 
precisely the same faint antipathy that had mingled with my admiration of her. We now 
laughed together over our momentary horrors.  

 



Chapter IV 

Her Habits-A Saunter 

 

I TOLD you that I was charmed with her in most particulars.  

There were some that did not please me so well.  

She was above the middle height of women. I shall begin by describing her.  

She was slender, and wonderfully graceful. Except that her movements were 
languid-very languid- indeed, there was nothing in her appearance to indicate an invalid. 
Her complexion was rich and brilliant; her features were small and beautifully formed; 
her eyes large, dark, and lustrous; her hair was quite wonderful, I never saw hair so 
magnificently thick and long when it was down about her shoulders; I have often placed 
my hands under it, and laughed with wonder at its weight. It was exquisitely fine and 
soft, and in colour a rich very dark brown, with something of gold. I loved to let it down, 
tumbling with its own weight, as, in her room, she lay back in her chair talking in her 
sweet low voice, I used to fold and braid it, and spread it out and play with it. Heavens! If 
I had but known all!  

I said there were particulars which did not please me. I have told you that her 
confidence won me the first night I saw her; but I found that she exercised with respect to 
herself, her mother, her history, everything in fact connected with her life, plans, and 
people, an ever wakeful reserve. I dare say I was unreasonable, perhaps I was wrong; I 
dare say I ought to have respected the solemn injunction laid upon my father by the 
stately lady in black velvet. But curiosity is a restless and unscrupulous passion, and no 
one girl can endure, with patience, that hers should be baffled by another. What harm 
could it do anyone to tell me what I so ardently desired to know? Had she no trust in my 
good sense or honour? Why would she not believe me when I assured her, so solemnly, 
that I would not divulge one syllable of what she told me to any mortal breathing.  

There was a coldness, it seemed to me, beyond her years, in her smiling 
melancholy persistent refusal to afford me the least ray of light.  

I cannot say we quarrelled upon this point, for she would not quarrel upon any. It 
was, of course, very unfair of me to press her, very ill-bred, but I really could not help it; 
and I might just as well have let it alone.  

What she did tell me amounted, in my unconscionable estimation-to nothing.  

It was all summed up in three very vague disclosures:  

First-Her name was Carmilla.  



Second-Her family was very ancient and noble.  

Third-Her home lay in the direction of the west.  

She would not tell me the name of her family, nor their armorial bearings, nor the 
name of their estate, nor even that of the country they lived in.  

You are not to suppose that I worried her incessantly on these subjects. I watched 
opportunity, and rather insinuated than urged my inquiries. Once or twice, indeed, I did 
attack her more directly. But no matter what my tactics, utter failure was invariably the 
result. Reproaches and caresses were all lost upon her. But I must add this, that her 
evasion was conducted with so pretty a melancholy and deprecation, with so many, and 
even passionate declarations of her liking for me, and trust in my honour, and with so 
many promises that I should at last know all, that I could not find it in my heart long to be 
offended with her.  

She used to place her pretty arms about my neck, draw me to her, and laying her 
cheek to mine, murmur with her lips near my ear, "Dearest, your little heart is wounded; 
think me not cruel because I obey the irresistible law of my strength and weakness; if 
your dear heart is wounded, my wild heart bleeds with yours. In the rapture of my 
enormous humiliation I live in your warm life, and you shall die-die, sweetly die-into 
mine. I cannot help it; as I draw near to you, you, in your turn, will draw near to others, 
and learn the rapture of that cruelty, which yet is love; so, for a while, seek to know no 
more of me and mine, but trust me with all your loving spirit."  

And when she had spoken such a rhapsody, she would press me more closely in 
her trembling embrace, and her lips in soft kisses gently glow upon my cheek.  

Her agitations and her language were unintelligible to me.  

From these foolish embraces, which were not of very frequent occurrence, I must 
allow, I used to wish to extricate myself; but my energies seemed to fail me. Her 
murmured words sounded like a lullaby in my ear, and soothed my resistance into a 
trance, from which I only seemed to recover myself when she withdrew her arms.  

In these mysterious moods I did not like her. I experienced a strange tumultuous 
excitement that was pleasurable, ever and anon, mingled with a vague sense of fear and 
disgust. I had no distinct thoughts about her while such scenes lasted, but I was conscious 
of a love growing into adoration, and also of abhorrence. This I know is paradox, but I 
can make no other attempt to explain the feeling.  

I now write, after an interval of more than ten years, with a trembling hand, with a 
confused and horrible recollection of certain occurrences and situations, in the ordeal 
through which I was unconsciously passing; though with a vivid and very sharp 
remembrance of the main current of my story.  



But, I suspect, in all lives there are certain emotional scenes, those in which our 
passions have been most wildly and terribly roused, that are of all others the most 
vaguely and dimly remembered.  

Sometimes after an hour of apathy, my strange and beautiful companion would 
take my hand and hold it with a fond pressure, renewed again and again; blushing softly, 
gazing in my face with languid and burning eyes, and breathing so fast that her dress rose 
and fell with the tumultuous respiration. It was like the ardour of a lover; it embarrassed 
me; it was hateful and yet over-powering; and with gloating eyes she drew me to her, and 
her hot lips travelled along my cheek in kisses; and she would whisper, almost in sobs, 
"You are mine, you shall be mine, you and I are one for ever." Then she has thrown 
herself back in her chair, with her small hands over her eyes, leaving me trembling.  

"Are we related," I used to ask; "what can you mean by all this? I remind you 
perhaps of some one whom you love; but you must not, I hate it; I don't know you-I don't 
know myself when you look so and talk so."  

She used to sigh at my vehemence, then turn away and drop my hand.  

Respecting these very extraordinary manifestations I strove in vain to form any 
satisfactory theory-I could not refer them to affectation or trick. It was unmistakably the 
momentary breaking out of suppressed instinct and emotion. Was she, notwithstanding 
her mother's volunteered denial, subject to brief visitations of insanity; or was there here 
a disguise and a romance? I had read in old story books of such things. What if a boyish 
lover had found his way into the house, and sought to prosecute his suit in masquerade, 
with the assistance of a clever old adventuress. But there were many things against this 
hypothesis, highly interesting as it was to my vanity.  

I could boast of no little attentions such as masculine gallantry delights to offer. 
Between these passionate moments there were long intervals of common-place, of gaiety, 
of brooding melancholy, during which, except that I detected her eyes so full of 
melancholy fire, following me, at times I might have been as nothing to her. Except in 
these brief periods of mysterious excitement her ways were girlish; and there was always 
a languor about her, quite incompatible with a masculine system in a state of health.  

In some respects her habits were odd. Perhaps not so singular in the opinion of a 
town lady like you, as they appeared to us rustic people. She used to come down very 
late, generally not till one o'clock, she would then take a cup of chocolate, but eat 
nothing; we then went out for a walk, which was a mere saunter, and she seemed, almost 
immediately, exhausted, and either returned to the schloss or sat on one of the benches 
that were placed, here and there, among the trees. This was a bodily languor in which her 
mind did not sympathise. She was always an animated talker, and very intelligent.  

She sometimes alluded for a moment to her own home, or mentioned an 
adventure or situation, or an early recollection, which indicated a people of strange 



manners, and described customs of which we knew nothing. I gathered from these chance 
hints that her native country was much more remote than I had at first fancied.  

As we sat thus one afternoon under the trees a funeral passed us by. It was that of 
a pretty young girl, whom I had often seen, the daughter of one of the rangers of the 
forest. The poor man was walking behind the coffin of his darling; she was his only child, 
and he looked quite heartbroken.  

Peasants walking two-and-two came behind, they were singing a funeral hymn.  

I rose to mark my respect as they passed, and joined in the hymn they were very 
sweetly singing.  

My companion shook me a little roughly, and I turned surprised.  

She said brusquely, "Don't you perceive how discordant that is?"  

"I think it very sweet, on the contrary," I answered, vexed at the interruption, and 
very uncomfortable, lest the people who composed the little procession should observe 
and resent what was passing.  

I resumed, therefore, instantly, and was again interrupted. "You pierce my ears," 
said Carmilla, almost angrily, and stopping her ears with her tiny fingers. "Besides, how 
can you tell that your religion and mine are the same; your forms wound me, and I hate 
funerals. What a fuss! Why you must die- everyone must die; and all are happier when 
they do. Come home."  

"My father has gone on with the clergyman to the churchyard. I thought you knew 
she was to be buried to-day."  

"She? I don't trouble my head about peasants. I don't know who she is," answered 
Carmilla, with a flash from her fine eyes.  

"She is the poor girl who fancied she saw a ghost a fortnight ago, and has been 
dying ever since, till yesterday, when she expired."  

"Tell me nothing about ghosts. I shan't sleep to-night if you do."  

"I hope there is no plague or fever coming; all this looks very like it," I continued. 
"The swineherd's young wife died only a week ago, and she thought something seized her 
by the throat as she lay in her bed, and nearly strangled her. Papa says such horrible 
fancies do accompany some forms of fever. She was quite well the day before. She sank 
afterwards, and died before a week."  



"Well, her funeral is over, I hope, and her hymn sung; and our ears shan't be 
tortured with that discord and jargon. It has made me nervous. Sit down here, beside me; 
sit close; hold my hand; press it hard-hard-harder."  

We had moved a little back, and had come to another seat.  

She sat down. Her face underwent a change that alarmed and even terrified me for 
a moment. It darkened, and became horribly livid; her teeth and hands were clenched, 
and she frowned and compressed her lips, while she stared down upon the ground at her 
feet, and trembled all over with a continued shudder as irrepressible as ague. All her 
energies seemed strained to suppress a fit, with which she was then breathlessly tugging; 
and at length a low convulsive cry of suffering broke from her, and gradually the hysteria 
subsided. "There! That comes of strangling people with hymns!" she said at last. "Hold 
me, hold me still. It is passing away."  

And so gradually it did; and perhaps to dissipate the sombre impression which the 
spectacle had left upon me, she became unusually animated and chatty; and so we got 
home.  

This was the first time I had seen her exhibit any definable symptoms of that 
delicacy of health which her mother had spoken of. It was the first time, also, I had seen 
her exhibit anything like temper.  

Both passed away like a summer cloud; and never but once afterwards did I 
witness on her part a momentary sign of anger. I will tell you how it happened.  

She and I were looking out of one of the long drawing-room windows, when there 
entered the courtyard, over the drawbridge, a figure of a wanderer whom I knew very 
well. He used to visit the schloss generally twice a year.  

It was the figure of a hunchback, with the sharp lean features that generally 
accompany deformity. He wore a pointed black beard, and he was smiling from ear to 
ear, showing his white fangs. He was dressed in buff, black, and scarlet, and crossed with 
more straps and belts than I could count, from which hung all manner of things. Behind, 
he carried a magic-lantern, and two boxes, which I well knew, in one of which was a 
salamander, and in the other a mandrake. These monsters used to make my father laugh. 
They were compounded of parts of monkeys, parrots squirrels, fish, and hedgehogs, dried 
and stitched together with great neatness and startling effect. He had a fiddle, a box of 
conjuring apparatus, a pair of foils and masks attached to his belt, several other 
mysterious cases dangling about him, and a black staff with copper ferrules in his hand. 
His companion was a rough spare dog, that followed at his heels, but stopped short, 
suspiciously at the drawbridge, and in a little while began to howl dismally.  

In the meantime, the mountebank, standing in the midst of the court-yard, raised 
his grotesque hat, and made us a very ceremonious bow, paying his compliments very 
volubly in execrable French, and German not much better.  



Then, disengaging his fiddle, he began to scrape a lively air to which he sang with 
a merry discord, dancing with ludicrous airs and activity, that made me laugh, in spite of 
the dog's howling.  

Then he advanced to the window with many smiles and salutations, and his hat in 
his left hand, his fiddle under his arm, and with a fluency that never took breath, he 
gabbled a long advertisement of all his accomplishments, and the resources of the various 
arts which he placed at our service, and the curiosities and entertainments which it was in 
his power, at our bidding, to display.  

"Will your ladyships be pleased to buy an amulet against the oupire, which is 
going like the wolf, I hear, through these woods," he said dropping his hat on the 
pavement. "They are dying of it right and left and here is a charm that never fails; only 
pinned to the pillow, and you may laugh in his face."  

These charms consisted of oblong slips of vellum, with cabalistic ciphers and 
diagrams upon them.  

Carmilla instantly purchased one, and so did I.  

He was looking up, and we were smiling down upon him, amused; at least, I can 
answer for myself. His piercing black eye, as he looked up in our faces, seemed to detect 
something that fixed for a moment his curiosity,  

In an instant he unrolled a leather case, full of all manner of odd little steel 
instruments.  

"See here, my lady," he said, displaying it, and addressing me, "I profess, among 
other things less useful, the art of dentistry. Plague take the dog!" he interpolated. 
"Silence, beast! He howls so that your ladyships can scarcely hear a word. Your noble 
friend, the young lady at your right, has the sharpest tooth,-long, thin, pointed, like an 
awl, like a needle; ha, ha! With my sharp and long sight, as I look up, I have seen it 
distinctly; now if it happens to hurt the young lady, and I think it must, here am I, here 
are my file, my punch, my nippers; I will make it round and blunt, if her ladyship pleases; 
no longer the tooth of a fish, but of a beautiful young lady as she is. Hey? Is the young 
lady displeased? Have I been too bold? Have I offended her?"  

The young lady, indeed, looked very angry as she drew back from the window.  

"How dares that mountebank insult us so? Where is your father? I shall demand 
redress from him. My father would have had the wretch tied up to the pump, and flogged 
with a cart-whip, and burnt to the bones with the castle brand!"  

She retired from the window a step or two, and sat down, and had hardly lost sight 
of the offender, when her wrath subsided as suddenly as it had risen, and she gradually 
recovered her usual tone, and seemed to forget the little hunchback and his follies.  



My father was out of spirits that evening. On coming in he told us that there had 
been another case very similar to the two fatal ones which had lately occurred. The sister 
of a young peasant on his estate, only a mile away, was very ill, had been, as she 
described it, attacked very nearly in the same way, and was now slowly but steadily 
sinking.  

"All this," said my father, "is strictly referable to natural causes. These poor 
people infect one another with their superstitions, and so repeat in imagination the images 
of terror that have infested their neighbours."  

"But that very circumstance frightens one horribly," said Carmilla.  

"How so?" inquired my father.  

"I am so afraid of fancying I see such things; I think it would be as bad as reality."  

"We are in God's hands: nothing can happen without his permission, and all will 
end well for those who love him. He is our faithful creator; He has made us all, and will 
take care of us."  

"Creator! Nature!" said the young lady in answer to my gentle father. "And this 
disease that invades the country is natural. Nature. All things proceed from Nature-don't 
they? All things in the heaven, in the earth, and under the earth, act and live as Nature 
ordains? I think so."  

"The doctor said he would come here to-day," said my father, after a silence. "I 
want to know what he thinks about it, and what he thinks we had better do."  

"Doctors never did me any good," said Carmilla.  

"Then you have been ill?" I asked.  

"More ill than ever you were," she answered.  

"Long ago?"  

"Yes, a long time. I suffered from this very illness; but I forget all but my pain 
and weakness, and they were not so bad as are suffered in other diseases."  

"You were very young then?"  

"I dare say; let us talk no more of it. You would not wound a friend?"  

She looked languidly in my eyes, and passed her arm round my waist lovingly, 
and led me out of the room. My father was busy over some papers near the window.  



"Why does your papa like to frighten us?" said the pretty girl with a sigh and a 
little shudder.  

"He doesn't, dear Carmilla, it is the very furthest thing from his mind."  

"Are you afraid, dearest?"  

"I should be very much if I fancied there was any real danger of my being 
attacked as those poor people were."  

"You are afraid to die?"  

"Yes, every one is."  

"But to die as lovers may-to die together, so that they may live together.  

Girls are caterpillars while they live in the world, to be finally butterflies when the 
summer comes; but in the meantime there are grubs and larvae, don't you see- each with 
their peculiar propensities, necessities and structure. So says Monsieur Buffon, in his big 
book, in the next room."  

Later in the day the doctor came, and was closeted with papa for some time.  

He was a skilful man, of sixty and upwards, he wore powder, and shaved his pale 
face as smooth as a pumpkin. He and papa emerged from the room together, and I heard 
papa laugh, and say as they came out:  

"Well, I do wonder at a wise man like you. What do you say to hippogriffs and 
dragons?"  

The doctor was smiling, and made answer, shaking his head-  

"Nevertheless life and death are mysterious states, and we know little of the 
resources of either."  

And so the walked on, and I heard no more. I did not then know what the doctor 
had been broaching, but I think I guess it now.  

 

Chapter V 

A Wonderful Likeness 

 



THIS evening there arrived from Gratz the grave, dark-faced son of the picture 
cleaner, with a horse and cart laden with two large packing cases, having many pictures 
in each. It was a journey of ten leagues, and whenever a messenger arrived at the schloss 
from our little capital of Gratz, we used to crowd about him in the hall, to hear the news.  

This arrival created in our secluded quarters quite a sensation. The cases remained 
in the hall, and the messenger was taken charge of by the servants till he had eaten his 
supper. Then with assistants, and armed with hammer, ripping-chisel, and turnscrew, he 
met us in the hall. where we had assembled to witness the unpacking of the cases.  

Carmilla sat looking listlessly on, while one after the other the old pictures, nearly 
all portraits, which had undergone the process of renovation, were brought to light. My 
mother was of an old Hungarian family, and most of these pictures, which were about to 
be restored to their places, had come to us through her.  

My father had a list in his hand, from which he read, as the artist rummaged out 
the corresponding numbers. I don't know that the pictures were very good, but they were, 
undoubtedly, very old, and some of them very curious also. They had, for the most part, 
the merit of being now seen by me, I may say, for the first time; for the smoke and dust of 
time had all but obliterated them.  

"There is a picture that I have not seen yet," said my father. "In one corner, at the 
top of it, is the name, as well as I could read, 'Marcia Karnstein,' and the date '1698'; and I 
am curious to see how it has turned out."  

I remembered it; it was a small picture, about a foot and a half high, and nearly 
square, without a frame; but it was so blackened by age that I could not make it out.  

The artist now produced it, with evident pride. It was quite beautiful; it was 
startling; it seemed to live. It was the effigy of Carmilla!  

"Carmilla, dear, here is an absolute miracle. Here you are, living, smiling, ready 
to speak, in this picture. Isn't it beautiful, Papa? And see, even the little mole on her 
throat."  

My father laughed, and said "Certainly it is a wonderful likeness," but he looked 
away, and to my surprise seemed but little struck by it, and went on talking to the picture 
cleaner, who was also something of an artist, and discoursed with intelligence about the 
portraits or other works, which his art had just brought into light and colour, while I was 
more and more lost in wonder the more I looked at the picture.  

"Will you let me hang this picture in my room, papa?" I asked.  

"Certainly, dear," said he, smiling, "I'm very glad you think it so like.  

It must be prettier even than I thought it, if it is."  



The young lady did not acknowledge this pretty speech, did not seem to hear it. 
She was leaning back in her seat, her fine eyes under their long lashes gazing on me in 
contemplation, and she smiled in a kind of rapture.  

"And now you can read quite plainly the name that is written in the corner.  

It is not Marcia; it looks as if it was done in gold. The name is Mircalla, Countess 
Karnstein, and this is a little coronet over and underneath A.D.  

1698. I am descended from the Karnsteins; that is, mamma was."  

"Ah!" said the lady, languidly, "so am I, I think, a very long descent, very ancient. 
Are there any Karnsteins living now?"  

"None who bear the name, I believe. The family were ruined, I believe, in some 
civil wars, long ago, but the ruins of the castle are only about three miles away."  

"How interesting!" she said, languidly. "But see what beautiful moonlight!" She 
glanced through the hall-door, which stood a little open. "Suppose you take a little ramble 
round the court, and look down at the road and river."  

"It is so like the night you came to us," I said.  

She sighed; smiling.  

She rose, and each with her arm about the other's waist, we walked out upon the 
pavement.  

In silence, slowly we walked down to the drawbridge, where the beautiful 
landscape opened before us.  

"And so you were thinking of the night I came here?" she almost whispered.  

"Are you glad I came?"  

"Delighted, dear Carmilla," I answered.  

"And you asked for the picture you think like me, to hang in your room," she 
murmured with a sigh, as she drew her arm closer about my waist, and let her pretty head 
sink upon my shoulder. "How romantic you are, Carmilla," I said. "Whenever you tell me 
your story, it will be made up chiefly of some one great romance."  

She kissed me silently.  

"I am sure, Carmilla, you have been in love; that there is, at this moment, an affair 
of the heart going on."  



"I have been in love with no one, and never shall," she whispered, "unless it 
should be with you."  

How beautiful she looked in the moonlight!  

Shy and strange was the look with which she quickly hid her face in my neck and 
hair, with tumultuous sighs, that seemed almost to sob, and pressed in mine a hand that 
trembled.  

Her soft cheek was glowing against mine. "Darling, darling," she murmured, "I 
live in you; and you would die for me, I love you so."  

I started from her.  

She was gazing on me with eyes from which all fire, all meaning had flown, and a 
face colourless and apathetic.  

"Is there a chill in the air, dear?" she said drowsily. "I almost shiver; have I been 
dreaming? Let us come in. Come; come; come in."  

"You look ill, Carmilla; a little faint. You certainly must take some wine," I said.  

"Yes. I will. I'm better now. I shall be quite well in a few minutes. Yes, do give 
me a little wine," answered Carmilla, as we approached the door.  

"Let us look again for a moment; it is the last time, perhaps, I shall see the 
moonlight with you."  

"How do you feel now, dear Carmilla? Are you really better?" I asked.  

I was beginning to take alarm, lest she should have been stricken with the strange 
epidemic that they said had invaded the country about us.  

"Papa would be grieved beyond measure." I added, "if he thought you were ever 
so little ill, without immediately letting us know. We have a very skilful doctor near this, 
the physician who was with papa to-day."  

"I'm sure he is. I know how kind you all are; but, dear child, I am quite well again. 
There is nothing ever wrong with me, but a little weakness.  

People say I am languid; I am incapable of exertion; I can scarcely walk as far as 
a child of three years old: and every now and then the little strength I have falters, and I 
become as you have just seen me. But after all I am very easily set up again; in a moment 
I am perfectly myself. See how I have recovered."  



So, indeed, she had; and she and I talked a great deal, and very animated she was; 
and the remainder of that evening passed without any recurrence of what I called her 
infatuations. I mean her crazy talk and looks, which embarrassed, and even frightened 
me.  

But there occurred that night an event which gave my thoughts quite a new turn, 
and seemed to startle even Carmilla's languid nature into momentary energy.  

 

Chapter VI 

A Very Strange Agony 

 

WHEN we got into the drawing-room, and had sat down to our coffee and 
chocolate, although Carmilla did not take any, she seemed quite herself again, and 
Madame, and Mademoiselle De Lafontaine, joined us, and made a little card party, in the 
course of which papa came in for what he called his "dish of tea."  

When the game was over he sat down beside Carmilla on the sofa, and asked her, 
a little anxiously, whether she had heard from her mother since her arrival.  

She answered "No."  

He then asked whether she knew where a letter would reach her at present.  

"I cannot tell," she answered ambiguously, "but I have been thinking of leaving 
you; you have been already too hospitable and too kind to me. I have given you an 
infinity of trouble, and I should wish to take a carriage to-morrow, and post in pursuit of 
her; I know where I shall ultimately find her, although I dare not yet tell you."  

"But you must not dream of any such thing," exclaimed my father, to my great 
relief. "We can't afford to lose you so, and I won't consent to your leaving us, except 
under the care of your mother, who was so good as to consent to your remaining with us 
till she should herself return. I should be quite happy if I knew that you heard from her: 
but this evening the accounts of the progress of the mysterious disease that has invaded 
our neighbourhood, grow even more alarming; and my beautiful guest, I do feeI the 
responsibility, unaided by advice from your mother, very much. But I shall do my best; 
and one thing is certain, that you must not think of leaving us without her distinct 
direction to that effect. We should suffer too much in parting from you to consent to it 
easily."  

"Thank you, sir, a thousand times for your hospitality," she answered, smiling 
bashfully. "You have all been too kind to me; I have seldom been so happy in all my life 



before, as in your beautiful chateau, under your care, and in the society of your dear 
daughter."  

So he gallantly, in his old-fashioned way, kissed her hand, smiling and pleased at 
her little speech.  

I accompanied Carmilla as usual to her room, and sat and chatted with her while 
she was preparing for bed.  

"Do you think," I said at length, "that you will ever confide fully in me?"  

She turned round smiling, but made no answer, only continued to smile on me.  

"You won't answer that?" I said. "You can't answer pleasantly; I ought not to have 
asked you."  

"You were quite right to ask me that, or anything. You do not know how dear you 
are to me, or you could not think any confidence too great to look for.  

But I am under vows, no nun half so awfully, and I dare not tell my story yet, 
even to you. The time is very near when you shall know everything. You will think me 
cruel, very selfish, but love is always selfish; the more ardent the more selfish. How 
jealous I am you cannot know. You must come with me, loving me, to death; or else hate 
me and still come with me. and hating me through death and after. There is no such word 
as indifference in my apathetic nature."  

"Now, Carmilla, you are going to talk your wild nonsense again," I said hastily.  

"Not I, silly little fool as I am, and full of whims and fancies; for your sake I'll 
talk like a sage. Were you ever at a ball?"  

"No; how you do run on. What is it like? How charming it must be."  

"I almost forget, it is years ago."  

I laughed.  

"You are not so old. Your first ball can hardly be forgotten yet."  

"I remember everything it-with an effort. I see it all, as divers see what is going 
on above1 them, through a medium, dense, rippling, but transparent. There occurred that 
night what has confused the picture, and made its colours faint. I was all but assassinated 
in my bed, wounded here," she touched her breast, "and never was the same since."  

"Were you near dying?"  



"Yes, very-a cruel love-strange love, that would have taken my life. Love will 
have its sacrifices. No sacrifice without blood. Let us go to sleep now; I feel so lazy. How 
can I get up just now and lock my door?"  

She was lying with her tiny hands buried in her rich wavy hair, under her cheek, 
her little head upon the pillow, and her glittering eyes followed me wherever I moved, 
with a kind of shy smile that I could not decipher.  

I bid her good night, and crept from the room with an uncomfortable sensation.  

I often wondered whether our pretty guest ever said her prayers. I certainly had 
never seen her upon her knees. In the morning she never came down until long after our 
family prayers were over, and at night she never left the drawing-room to attend our brief 
evening prayers in the hall.  

If it had not been that it had casually come out in one of our careless talks that she 
had been baptised, I should have doubted her being a Christian. Religion was a subject on 
which I had never heard her speak a word. If I had known the world better, this particular 
neglect or antipathy would not have so much surprised me.  

The precautions of nervous people are infectious, and persons of a like 
temperament are pretty sure, after a time, to imitate them. I had adopted Carmilla's habit 
of locking her bedroom door, having taken into my head all her whimsical alarms about 
midnight invaders and prowling assassins. I had also adopted her precaution of making a 
brief search through her from, to satisfy herself that no lurking assassin or robber was 
"ensconced."  

These wise measures taken, I got into my bed and fell asleep. A light was burning 
in my room. This was an old habit, of very early date, and which nothing could have 
tempted me to dispense with.  

Thus fortifed I might take my rest in peace. But dreams come through stone walls, 
light up dark rooms, or darken light ones, and their persons make their exits and their 
entrances as they please, and laugh at locksmiths.  

I had a dream that night that was the beginning of a very strange agony.  

I cannot call it a nightmare, for I was quite conscious of being asleep.  

But I was equally conscious of being in my room, and lying in bed, precisely as I 
actually was. I saw, or fancied I saw, the room and its furniture just as I had seen it last, 
except that it was very dark, and I saw something moving round the foot of the bed, 
which at first I could not accurately distinguish. But I soon saw that it was a sooty-black 
animal that resembled a monstrous cat. It appeared to me about four or five feet long for 
it measured fully the length of the hearthrug as it passed over it; and it continued to-ing 
and fro-ing with the lithe, sinister restlessness of a beast in a cage. I could not cry out, 



although as you may suppose, I was terrified. Its pace was growing faster, and the room 
rapidly darker and darker, and at length so dark that I could no longer see anything of it 
but its eyes. I felt it spring lightly on the bed. The two broad eyes approached my face, 
and suddenly I felt a stinging pain as if two large needles darted, an inch or two apart, 
deep into my breast. I waked with a scream. The room was lighted by the candle that 
burnt there all through the night, and I saw a female figure standing at the foot of the bed, 
a little at the right side. It was in a dark loose dress, and its hair was down and covered its 
shoulders. A block of stone could not have been more still. There was not the slightest 
stir of respiration. As I stared at it, the figure appeared to have changed its place, and was 
now nearer the door; then, close to it, the door opened, and it passed out.  

I was now relieved, and able to breathe and move. My first thought was that 
Carmilla had been playing me a trick, and that I had forgotten to secure my door. I 
hastened to it, and found it locked as usual on the inside. I was afraid to open it-I was 
horrified. I sprang into my bed and covered my head up in the bedclothes, and lay there 
more dead than alive till morning.  

 

Chapter VII 

Descending 

 

IT would be vain my attempting to tell you the horror with which, even now, I 
recall the occurrence of that night. It was no such transitory terror as a dream leaves 
behind it. It seemed to deepen by time, and communicated itself to the room and the very 
furniture that had encompass the apparition.  

I could not bear next day to be alone for a moment. I should have told papa, but 
for two opposite reasons. At one time I thought he would laugh at my story, and I could 
not bear its being treated as a jest; and at another I thought he might fancy that I had been 
attacked by the mysterious complaint which had invaded our neighbourhood. I had 
myself no misgiving of the kind, and as he had been rather an invalid for some time, I 
was afraid of alarming him.  

I was comfortable enough with my good-natured companions, Madame Perrodon, 
and the vivacious Mademoiselle Lafontaine. They both perceived that I was out of spirits 
and nervous, and at length I told them what lay so heavy at my heart.  

Mademoiselle laughed, but I fancied that Madame Perrodon looked anxious.  

"By-the-by," said Mademoiselle, laughing, "the long lime-tree walk, behind 
Carmilla's bedroom-window, is haunted!"  



"Nonsense!" exclaimed Madame, who probably thought the theme rather 
inopportune, "and who tells that story, my dear?"  

"Martin says that he came up twice, when the old yard-gate was being repaired, 
before sunrise, and twice saw the same female figure walking down the lime-tree 
avenue."  

"So he well might, as long as there are cows to milk in the river fields," said 
Madame.  

"I daresay; but Martin chooses to be frightened, and never did I see fool more 
frightened."  

"You must not say a word about it to Carmilla, because she can see down that 
walk from her room window," I interposed, "and she is, if possible, a greater coward than 
I."  

Carmilla came down rather later than usual that day.  

"I was so frightened last night," she said, so soon as were together, "and I am sure 
I should have seen something dreadful if it had not been for that charm I bought from the 
poor little hunchback whom I called such hard names. I had a dream of something black 
coming round my bed, and I awoke in a perfect horror, and I really thought, for some 
seconds, I saw a dark figure near the chimney-piece, but I felt under my pillow for my 
charm, and the moment my fingers touched it, the figure disappeared, and I felt quite 
certain, only that I had it by me, that something frightful would have made its 
appearance, and, perhaps, throttled me, as it did those poor people we heard of."  

"Well, listen to me," I began, and recounted my adventure, at the recital of which 
she appeared horrified.  

"And had you the charm near you?" she asked, earnestly.  

"No, I had dropped it into a china vase in the drawing-room, but I shall certainly 
take it with me to-night, as you have so much faith in it."  

At this distance of time I cannot tell you, or even understand, how I overcame my 
horror so effectually as to lie alone in my room that night. I remember distinctly that I 
pinned the charm to my pillow. I fell asleep almost immediately, and slept even more 
soundly than usual all night.  

Next night I passed as well. My sleep was delightfully deep and dreamless.  

But I wakened with a sense of lassitude and melancholy, which, however, did not 
exceed a degree that was almost luxurious.  



"Well, I told you so," said Carmilla, when I described my quiet sleep, "I had such 
delightful sleep myself last night; I pinned the charm to the breast of my nightdress. It 
was too far away the night before. I am quite sure it was all fancy, except the dreams. I 
used to think that evil spirits made dreams, but our doctor told me it is no such thing. 
Only a fever passing by, or some other malady, as they often do, he said, knocks at the 
door, and not being able to get in, passes on, with that alarm."  

"And what do you think the charm is?" said I.  

"It has been fumigated or immersed in some drug, and is an antidote against the 
malaria," she answered.  

"Then it acts only on the body?"  

"Certainly; you don't suppose that evil spirits are frightened by bits of ribbon, or 
the perfumes of a druggist's shop? No, these complaints, wandering in the air, begin by 
trying the nerves, and so infect the brain, but before they can seize upon you, the antidote 
repels them. That I am sure is what the charm has done for us. It is nothing magical, it is 
simply natural.  

I should have been happier if I could have quite agreed with Carmilla, but I did 
my best, and the impression was a little losing its force.  

For some nights I slept profoundly; but still every morning I felt the same 
lassitude, and a languor weighed upon me all day. I felt myself a changed girl. A strange 
melancholy was stealing over me, a melancholy that I would not have interrupted. Dim 
thoughts of death began to open, and an idea that I was slowly sinking took gentle, and, 
somehow, not unwelcome, possession of me. If it was sad, the tone of mind which this 
induced was also sweet.  

Whatever it might be, my soul acquiesced in it.  

I would not admit that I was ill, I would not consent to tell my papa, or to have the 
doctor sent for.  

Carmilla became more devoted to me than ever, and her strange paroxysms of 
languid adoration more frequent. She used to gloat on me with increasing ardour the 
more my strength and spirits waned. This always shocked me like a momentary glare of 
insanity.  

Without knowing it, I was now in a pretty advanced stage of the strangest illness 
under which mortal ever suffered. There was an unaccountable fascination in its earlier 
symptoms that more than reconciled me to the incapacitating effect of that stage of the 
malady. This fascination increased for a time, until it reached a certain point, when 
gradually a sense of the horrible mingled itself with it, deepening, as you shall hear, until 
it discoloured and perverted the whole state of my life.  



The first change I experienced was rather agreeable. It was very near the turning 
point from which began the descent of Avernus.  

Certain vague and strange sensations visited me in my sleep. The prevailing one 
was of that pleasant, peculiar cold thrill which we feel in bathing, when we move against 
the current of a river. This was soon accompanied by dreams that seemed interminable, 
and were so vague that I could never recollect their scenery and persons, or any one 
connected portion of their action. But they left an awful impression, and a sense of 
exhaustion, as if I had passed through a long period of great mental exertion and danger.  

After all these dreams there remained on waking a remembrance of having been 
in a place very nearly dark, and of having spoken to people whom I could not see; and 
especially of one clear voice, of a female's, very deep, that spoke as if at a distance, 
slowly, and producing always the same sensation of indescribable solemnity and fear. 
Sometime there came a sensation as if a hand was drawn softly along my cheek and neck. 
Sometimes it was as if warm lips kissed me, and longer and longer and more lovingly as 
they reached my throat, but there the caress fixed itself. My heart beat faster, my 
breathing rose and fell rapidly and full drawn; a sobbing, that rose into a sense of 
strangulation, supervened, and turned into a dreadful convulsion, in which my senses left 
me and I became unconscious.  

It was now three weeks since the commencement of this unaccountable state.  

My sufferings had, during the last week, told upon my appearance. I had grown 
pale, my eyes were dilated and darkened underneath, and the languor which I had long 
felt began to display itself in my countenance.  

My father asked me often whether I was ill; but, with an obstinacy which now 
seems to me unaccountable, I persisted in assuring him that I was quite well.  

In a sense this was true. I had no pain, I could complain of no bodily 
derangement. My complaint seemed to be one of the imagination, or the nerves, and, 
horrible as my sufferings were, I kept them, with a morbid reserve, very nearly to myself.  

It could not be that terrible complaint which the peasants called the oupire, for I 
had now been suffering for three weeks, and they were seldom ill for much more than 
three days, when death put an end to their miseries.  

Carmilla complained of dreams and feverish sensations, but by no means of so 
alarming a kind as mine. I say that mine were extremely alarming. Had I been capable of 
comprehending my condition, I would have invoked aid and advice on my knees. The 
narcotic of an unsuspected influence was acting upon me, and my perceptions were 
benumbed.  

I am going to tell you now of a dream that led immediately to an odd discovery.  



One night, instead of the voice I was accustomed to hear in the dark, I heard one, 
sweet and tender, and at the same time terrible, which said,  

"Your mother warns you to beware of the assassin." At the same time a light 
unexpectedly sprang up, and I saw Carmilla, standing, near the foot of my bed, in her 
white nightdress, bathed, from her chin to her feet, in one great stain of blood.  

I wakened with a shriek, possessed with the one idea that Carmilla was being 
murdered. I remember springing from my bed, and my next recollection is that of 
standing on the lobby, crying for help.  

Madame and Mademoiselle came scurrying out of their rooms in alarm; a lamp 
burned always on the lobby, and seeing me, they soon learned the cause of my terror.  

I insisted on our knocking at Carmilla's door. Our knocking was unanswered.  

It soon became a pounding and an uproar. We shrieked her name, but all was 
vain.  

We all grew frightened, for the door was locked. We hurried back, in panic, to my 
room. There we rang the bell long and furiously. If my father's room had been at that side 
of the house, we would have called him up at once to our aid. But, alas! he was quite out 
of hearing, and to reach him involved an excursion for which we none of us had courage.  

Servants, however, soon came running up the stairs; I had got on my dressing-
gown and slippers meanwhile, and my companions were already similarly furnished. 
Recognising the voices of the servants on the lobby, we sallied out together; and having 
renewed, as fruitlessly, our summons at Carmilla's door, I ordered the men to force the 
lock. They did so, and we stood, holding our lights aloft, in the doorway, and so stared 
into the room.  

We called her by name; but there was still no reply. We looked round the room. 
Everything was undisturbed. It was exactly in the state in which I had left it on bidding 
her good night. But Carmilla was gone.  

 

Chapter VIII 

Search 

 

AT sight of the room, perfectly undisturbed except for our violent entrance, we 
began to cool a little, and soon recovered our senses sufficiently to dismiss the men. It 
had struck Mademoiselle that possibly Carmilla had been wakened by the uproar at her 
door, and in her first panic had jumped from her bed, and hid herself in a press, or behind 



a curtain, from which she could not, of course, emerge until the majordomo and his 
myrmidons had withdrawn. We now recommenced our search, and began to call her 
name again.  

It was all to no purpose. Our perplexity and agitation increased. We examined the 
windows, but they were secured. I implored of Carmilla, if she had concealed herself, to 
play this cruel trick no longer-to come out and to end our anxieties. It was all useless. I 
was by this time convinced that she was not in the room, nor in the dressing-room, the 
door of which was still locked on this side. She could not have passed it. I was utterly 
puzzled. Had Carmilla discovered one of those secret passages which the old 
housekeeper said were known to exist in the schloss, although the tradition of their exact 
situation had been lost? A little time would, no doubt, explain all- utterly perplexed as, 
for the present, we were.  

It was past four o'clock, and I preferred passing the remaining hours of darkness 
in Madame's room. Daylight brought no solution of the difficulty.  

The whole household, with my father at its head, was in a state of agitation next 
morning. Every part of the chateau was searched. The grounds were explored. No trace of 
the missing lady could be discovered. The stream was about to be dragged; my father was 
in distraction; what a tale to have to tell the poor girl's mother on her return. I, too, was 
almost beside myself, though my grief was quite of a different kind.  

The morning was passed in alarm and excitement. It was now one o'clock, and 
still no tidings. I ran up to Carmilla's room, and found her standing at her dressing-table. I 
was astounded. I could not believe my eyes. She beckoned me to her with her pretty 
finger, in silence. Her face expressed extreme fear.  

I ran to her in an ecstasy of joy; I kissed and embraced her again and again. I ran 
to the bell and rang it vehemently, to bring others to the spot who might at once relieve 
my father's anxiety.  

"Dear Carmilla, what has become of you all this time? We have been in agonies 
of anxiety about you," I exclaimed. "Where have you been? How did you come back?"  

"Last night has been a night of wonders," she said.  

"For mercy's sake, explain all you can."  

"It was past two last night," she said, "when I went to sleep as usual in my bed, 
with my doors locked, that of the dressing-room, and that opening upon the gallery. My 
sleep was uninterrupted, and, so far as I know, dreamless; but I woke just now on the sofa 
in the dressing-room there, and I found the door between the rooms open, and the other 
door forced. How could all this have happened without my being wakened? It must have 
been accompanied with a great deal of noise, and I am particularly easily wakened; and 



how could I have been carried out of my bed without my sleep having been interrupted, I 
whom the slightest stir startles?"  

By this time, Madame, Mademoiselle, my father, and a number of the servants 
were in the room. Carmilla was, of course, overwhelmed with inquiries, congratulations, 
and welcomes. She had but one story to tell, and seemed the least able of all the party to 
suggest any way of accounting for what had happened.  

My father took a turn up and down the room, thinking. I saw Carmilla's eye 
follow him for a moment with a sly, dark glance.  

When my father had sent the servants away, Mademoiselle having gone in search 
of a little bottle of valerian and salvolatile, and there being no one now in the room with 
Carmilla, except my father, Madame, and myself, he came to her thoughtfully, took her 
hand very kindly, led her to the sofa, and sat down beside her.  

"Will you forgive me, my dear, if I risk a conjecture, and ask a question?"  

"Who can have a better right?" she said. "Ask what you please, and I will tell you 
everything. But my story is simply one of bewilderment and darkness. I know absolutely 
nothing. Put any question you please, but you know, of course, the limitations mamma 
has placed me under."  

"Perfectly, my dear child. I need not approach the topics on which she desires our 
silence. Now, the marvel of last night consists in your having been removed from your 
bed and your room, without being wakened, and this removal having occurred apparently 
while the windows were still secured, and the two doors locked upon the inside. I will tell 
you my theory and ask you a question."  

Carmilla was leaning on her hand dejectedly; Madame and I were listening 
breathlessly.  

"Now, my question is this. Have you ever been suspected of walking in your 
sleep?"  

"Never, since I was very young indeed."  

"But you did walk in your sleep when you were young?"  

"Yes; I know I did. I have been told so often by my old nurse."  

My father smiled and nodded.  

"Well, what has happened is this. You got up in your sleep, unlocked the door, not 
leaving the key, as usual, in the lock, but taking it out and locking it on the outside; you 
again took the key out, and carried it away with you to some one of the five-and-twenty 



rooms on this floor, or perhaps upstairs or downstairs. There are so many rooms and 
closets,so much heavy furniture, and such accumulations of lumber, that it would require 
a week to search this old house thoroughly. Do you see, now, what I mean?"  

"I do, but not all," she answered.  

"And how, papa, do you account for her finding herself on the sofa in the 
dressing-room, which we had searched so carefully?"  

"She came there after you had searched it, still in her sleep, and at last awoke 
spontaneously, and was as much surprised to find herself where she was as any one else. I 
wish all mysteries were as easily and innocently explained as yours, Carmilla," he said, 
laughing. "And so we may congratulate ourselves on the certainty that the most natural 
explanation of the occurrence is one that involves no drugging, no tampering with locks, 
no burglars, or poisoners, or witches-nothing that need alarm Carmilla, or anyone else, 
for our safety."  

Carmilla was looking charmingly. Nothing could be more beautiful than her tints. 
Her beauty was, I think, enhanced by that graceful languor that was peculiar to her. I 
think my father was silently contrasting her looks with mine, for he said:  

"I wish my poor Laura was looking more like herself"; and he sighed.  

So our alarms were happily ended, and Carmilla restored to her friends.  

 

Chapter IX 

The Doctor 

 

AS Carmilla would not hear of an attendant sleeping in her room, my father 
arranged that a servant should sleep outside her door, so that she would not attempt to 
make another such excursion without being arrested at her own door.  

That night passed quietly; and next morning early, the doctor, whom my father 
had sent for without telling me a word about it, arrived to see me.  

Madame accompanied me to the library; and there the grave little doctor, with 
white hair and spectacles, whom I mentioned before, was waiting to receive me.  

I told him my story, and as I proceeded he grew graver and graver.  



We were standing, he and I, in the recess of one of the windows, facing one 
another. When my statement was over, he leaned with his shoulders against the wall, and 
with his eyes fixed on me earnestly, with an interest in which was a dash of horror.  

After a minute's reflection, he asked Madame if he could see my father.  

He was sent for accordingly, and as he entered, smiling, he said:  

"I dare say, doctor, you are going to tell me that I am an old fool for having 
brought you here; I hope I am."  

But his smile faded into shadow as the doctor, with a very grave face, beckoned 
him to him.  

He and the doctor talked for some time in the same recess where I had just 
conferred with the physician. It seemed an earnest and argumentative conversation. The 
room is very large, and I and Madame stood together, burning with curiosity, at the 
farther end. Not a word could we hear, however, for they spoke in a very low tone, and 
the deep recess of the window quite concealed the doctor from view, and very nearly my 
father, whose foot, arm, and shoulder only could we see; and the voices were, I suppose, 
all the less audible for the sort of closet which the thick wall and window formed.  

After a time my father's face looked into the room; it was pale, thoughtful, and, I 
fancied, agitated.  

"Laura, dear, come here for a moment. Madame, we shan't trouble you, the doctor 
says, at present."  

Accordingly I approached, for the first time a little alarmed; for, although I felt 
very weak, I did not feel ill; and strength, one always fancies, is a thing that may be 
picked up when we please.  

My father held out his hand to me, as I drew near, but he was looking at the 
doctor, and he said:  

"It certainly is very odd; I don't understand it quite. Laura, come here, dear; now 
attend to Doctor Spielsberg, and recollect yourself."  

"You mentioned a sensation like that of two needles piercing the skin, somewhere 
about your neck, on the night when you experienced your first horrible dream. Is there 
still any soreness?"  

"None at all," I answered.  

"Can you indicate with your finger about the point at which you think this 
occurred?"  



"Very little below my throat-here," I answered.  

I wore a morning dress, which covered the place I pointed to.  

"Now you can satisfy yourself," said the doctor. "You won't mind your papa's 
lowering your dress a very little. It is necessary, to detect a symptom of the complaint 
under which you have been suffering."  

I acquiesced. It was only an inch or two below the edge of my collar.  

"God bless me!-so it is," exclaimed my father, growing pale.  

"You see it now with your own eyes," said the doctor, with a gloomy triumph.  

"What is is?" I exclaimed, beginning to be frightened.  

"Nothing, my dear young lady, but a small blue spot, about the size of the tip of 
your little finger; and now," he continued, turning to papa, "the question is what is best to 
be done?"  

Is there any danger?" I urged, in great trepidation.  

"I trust not, my dear," answered the doctor. "I don't see why you should not 
recover. I don't see why you should not begin immediately to get better. That is the point 
at which the sense of strangulation begins?"  

Yes," I answered.  

"And-recollect as well as you can-the same point was a kind of centre of that thrill 
which you described just now, like the current of a cold stream running against you?"  

"It may have been; I think it was."  

"Ay, you see?" he added, turning to my father. "Shall I say a word to Madame?"  

"Certainly," said my father.  

He called Madame to him, and said:  

"I find my young friend here far from well. It won't be of any great consequence, I 
hope; but it will be necessary that some steps be taken, which I will explain by-and-by; 
but in the meantime, Madame, you will be so good as not to let Miss Laura be alone for 
one moment. That is the only direction I need give for the present. It is indispensable."  

"We may rely upon your kindness, Madame, I know," added my father.  



Madame satisfied him eagerly.  

"And you, dear Laura, I know you will observe the doctor's direction."  

"I shall have to ask your opinion upon another patient, whose symptoms slightly 
resemble those of my daughter, that have just been detailed to you-very much milder in 
degree, but I believe quite of the same sort. She is a young lady-our guest; but as you say 
you will be passing this way again this evening, you can't do better than take your supper 
here, and you can then see her. She does not come down till the afternoon."  

"I thank you," said the doctor. "I shall be with you, then, at about seven this 
evening."  

And then they repeated their directions to me and to Madame, and with this 
parting charge my father left us, and walked out with the doctor; and I saw them pacing 
together up and down between the road and the moat, on the grassy platform in front of 
the castle, evidently absorbed in earnest conversation.  

The doctor did not return. I saw him mount his horse there, take his leave, and 
ride away eastward through the forest.  

Nearly at the same time I saw the man arrive from Dranfield with the letters, and 
dismount and hand the bag to my father.  

In the meantime, Madame and I were both busy, lost in conjecture as to the 
reasons of the singular and earnest direction which the doctor and my father had 
concurred in imposing. Madame, as she afterwards told me, was afraid the doctor 
apprehended a sudden seizure, and that, without prompt assistance, I might either lose my 
life in a fit, or at least be seriously hurt.  

The interpretation did not strike me; and I fancied, perhaps luckily for my nerves, 
that the arrangement was prescribed simply to secure a companion, who would prevent 
my taking too much exercise, or eating unripe fruit, or doing any of the fifty foolish 
things to which young people are supposed to be prone.  

About half an hour after my father came in-he had a letter in his hand-and said:  

"This letter had been delayed; it is from General Spielsdorf. He might have been 
here yesterday, he may not come till to-morrow or he may be here to-day."  

He put the open letter into my hand; but he did not look pleased, as he used when 
a guest, especially one so much loved as the General, was coming.  

On the contrary, he looked as if he wished him at the bottom of the Red Sea. 
There was plainly something on his mind which he did not choose to divulge.  



"Papa, darling, will you tell me this?" said I, suddenly laying my hand on his arm, 
and looking, I am sure, imploringly in his face.  

"Perhaps," he answered, smoothing my hair caressingly over my eyes.  

"Does the doctor think me very ill?"  

"No, dear; he thinks, if right steps are taken, you will be quite well again, at least, 
on the high road to a complete recovery, in a day or two," he answered, a little dryly. "I 
wish our good friend, the General, had chosen any other time; that is, I wish you had been 
perfectly well to receive him."  

"But do tell me, papa," I insisted, "what does he think is the matter with me?"  

"Nothing; you must not plague me with questions," he answered, with more 
irritation than I ever remember him to have displayed before; and seeing that I looked 
wounded, I suppose, he kissed me, and added, "You shall know all about it in a day or 
two; that is, all that I know. In the meantime you are not to trouble your head about it."  

He turned and left the room, but came back before I had done wondering and 
puzzling over the oddity of all this; it was merely to say that he was going to Karnstein, 
and had ordered the carriage to be ready at twelve, and that I and Madame should 
accompany him; he was going to see priest who lived near those picturesque grounds, 
upon business, and as Carmilla had never seen them, she could follow, when she came 
down, with Mademoiselle, who would bring materials for what you call a picnic, which 
might be laid for us in the ruined castle.  

At twelve o'clock, accordingly, I was ready, and not long after, my father, 
Madame and I set out upon our projected drive.  

Passing the drawbridge we turn to the right, and follow the road over the steep 
Gothic bridge, westward, to reach the deserted village and ruined castle of Karnstein.  

No sylvan drive can be fancied prettier. The ground breaks into gentle hills and 
hollows, all clothed with beautiful wood, totally destitute of the comparative formality 
which artificial planting and early culture and pruning impart.  

The irregularities of the ground often lead the road out of its course, and cause it 
to wind beautifully round the sides of broken hollows and the steeper sides of the hills, 
among varieties of ground almost inexhaustible.  

Turning one of these points, we suddenly encountered our old friend, the General, 
riding towards us, attended by a mounted servant. His portmanteaus were following in a 
hired wagon, such as we term a cart.  



The General dismounted as we pulled up, and, after the usual greetings, was 
easily persuaded to accept the vacant seat in the carriage and send his horse on with his 
servant to the schloss.  

 

Chapter X 

Bereaved 

 

IT was about ten months since we had last seen him: but that time had sufficed to 
make an alteration of years in his appearance. He had grown thinner; something of gloom 
and anxiety had taken the place of that cordial serenity which used to characterise his 
features. His dark blue eyes, always penetrating, now gleamed with a sterner light from 
under his shaggy grey eyebrows. It was not such a change as grief alone usually induces, 
and angrier passions seemed to have had their share in bringing it about.  

We had not long resumed our drive, when the General began to talk, with his 
usual soldierly directness, of the bereavement, as he termed it, which he had sustained in 
the death of his beloved niece and ward; and he then broke out in a tone of intense 
bitterness and fury, inveighing against the "hellish arts" to which she had fallen a victim, 
and expressing, with more exasperation than piety, his wonder that Heaven should 
tolerate so monstrous an indulgence of the lusts and malignity of hell.  

My father, who saw at once that something very extraordinary had befallen, asked 
him, if not too painful to him, to detail the circumstances which he thought justified the 
strong terms in which he expressed himself.  

"I should tell you all with pleasure," said the General, "but you would not believe 
me."  

"Why should I not?" he asked.  

"Because," he answered testily, "you believe in nothing but what consists with 
your own prejudices and illusions. I remember when I was like you, but I have learned 
better."  

"Try me," said my father; "I am not such a dogmatist as you suppose.  

Besides which, I very well know that you generally require proof for what you 
believe, and am, therefore, very strongly predisposed to respect your conclusions."  

"You are right in supposing that I have not been led lightly into a belief in the 
marvellous-for what I have experienced is marvellous-and I have been forced by 



extraordinary evidence to credit that which ran counter, diametrically, to all my theories. 
I have been made the dupe of a preternatural conspiracy."  

Notwithstanding his professions of confidence in the General's penetration, I saw 
my father, at this point, glance at the General, with, as I thought, a marked suspicion of 
his sanity.  

The General did not see it, luckily. He was looking gloomily and curiously into 
the glades and vistas of the woods that were opening before us.  

"You are going to the Ruins of Karnstein?" he said. "Yes, it is a lucky 
coincidence; do you know I was going to ask you to bring me there to inspect them. I 
have a special object in exploring. There is a ruined chapel, ain't there, with a great many 
tombs of that extinct family?"  

"So there are-highly interesting," said my father. "I hope you are thinking of 
claiming the title and estates?"  

My father said this gaily, but the General did not recollect the laugh, or even the 
smile, which courtesy exacts for a friend's joke; on the contrary, he looked grave and 
even fierce, ruminating on a matter that stirred his anger and horror.  

"Something very different," he said, gruffly. "I mean to unearth some of those fine 
people. I hope, by God's blessing, to accomplish a pious sacrilege here, which will relieve 
our earth of certain monsters, and enable honest people to sleep in their beds without 
being assailed by murderers. I have strange things to tell you, my dear friend, such as I 
myself would have scouted as incredible a few months since."  

My father looked at him again, but this time not with a glance of suspicion-with 
an eye, rather, of keen intelligence and alarm.  

"The house of Karnstein," he said, "has been long extinct: a hundred years at 
least. My dear wife was maternally descended from the Karnsteins. But the name and title 
have long ceased to exist. The castle is a ruin; the very village is deserted; it is fifty years 
since the smoke of a chimney was seen there; not a roof left."  

"Quite true. I have heard a great deal about that since I last saw you; a great deal 
that will astonish you. But I had better relate everything in the order in which it 
occurred," said the General. "You saw my dear ward-my child, I may call her. No 
creature could have been more beautiful, and only three months ago none more 
blooming."  

"Yes, poor thing! when I saw her last she certainly was quite lovely," said my 
father. "I was grieved and shocked more than I can tell you, my dear friend; I knew what 
a blow it was to you."  



He took the General's hand, and they exchanged a kind pressure. Tears gathered 
in the old soldier's eyes. He did not seek to conceal them. He said:  

"We have been very old friends; I knew you would feel for me, childless as I am. 
She had become an object of very near interest to me, and repaid my care by an affection 
that cheered my home and made my life happy. That is all gone. The years that remain to 
me on earth may not be very long; but by God's mercy I hope to accomplish a service to 
mankind before I die, and to subserve the vengeance of Heaven upon the fiends who have 
murdered my poor child in the spring of her hopes and beauty!"  

"You said, just now, that you intended relating everything as it occurred," said my 
father. "Pray do; I assure you that it is not mere curiosity that prompts me."  

By this time we had reached the point at which the Drunstall road, by which the 
General had come, diverges from the road which we were travelling to Karnstein.  

"How far is it to the ruins?" inquired the General, looking anxiously forward.  

"About half a league," answered my father. "Pray let us hear the story you were so 
good as to promise."  

 

Chapter XI 

The Story 

 

"WITH all my heart," said the General, with an effort; and after a short pause in 
which to arrange his subject, he commenced one of the strangest narratives I ever heard.  

"My dear child was looking forward with great pleasure to the visit you had been 
so good as to arrange for her to your charming daughter." Here he made me a gallant but 
melancholy bow. "In the meantime we had an invitation to my old friend the Count 
Carlsfeld, whose schloss is about six leagues to the other side of Karnstein. It was to 
attend the series of fetes which, you remember, were given by him in honour of his 
illustrious visitor, the Grand Duke Charles."  

"Yes; and very splendid, I believe, they were," said my father.  

"Princely! But then his hospitalities are quite regal. He has Aladdin's lamp. The 
night from which my sorrow dates was devoted to a magnificent masquerade. The 
grounds were thrown open, the trees hung with coloured lamps. There was such a display 
of fireworks as Paris itself had never witnessed. And such music-music, you know, is my 
weakness-such ravishing music! The finest instrumental band, perhaps, in the world, and 
the finest singers who could be collected from all the great operas in Europe. As you 



wandered through these fantastically illuminated grounds, the moon-lighted chateau 
throwing a rosy light from its long rows of windows, you would suddenly hear these 
ravishing voices stealing from the silence of some grove, or rising from boats upon the 
lake. I felt myself, as I looked and listened, carried back into the romance and poetry of 
my early youth.  

"When the fireworks were ended, and the ball beginning, we returned to the noble 
suite of rooms that were thrown open to the dancers. A masked ball, you know, is a 
beautiful sight; but so brilliant a spectacle of the kind I never saw before.  

"It was a very aristocratic assembly. I was myself almost the only 'nobody' 
present.  

"My dear child was looking quite beautiful. She wore no mask. Her excitement 
and delight added an unspeakable charm to her features, always lovely. I remarked a 
young lady, dressed magnificently, but wearing a mask, who appeared to me to be 
observing my ward with extraordinary interest. I had seen her, earlier in the evening, in 
the great hall, and again, for a few minutes, walking near us, on the terrace under the 
castle windows, similarly employed. A lady, also masked, richly and gravely dressed, and 
with a stately air, like a person of rank, accompanied her as a chaperon.  

Had the young lady not worn a mask, I could, of course, have been much more 
certain upon the question whether she was really watching my poor darling.  

I am now well assured that she was.  

"We were now in one of the salons. My poor dear child had been dancing, and 
was resting a little in one of the chairs near the door; I was standing near. The two ladies I 
have mentioned had approached and the younger took the chair next my ward; while her 
companion stood beside me, and for a little time addressed herself, in a low tone, to her 
charge.  

"Availing herself of the privilege of her mask, she turned to me, and in the tone of 
an old friend, and calling me by my name, opened a conversation with me, which piqued 
my curiosity a good deal. She referred to many scenes where she had met me- at Court, 
and at distinguished houses. She alluded to little incidents which I had long ceased to 
think of, but which, I found, had only lain in abeyance in my memory, for they instantly 
started into life at her touch.  

"I became more and more curious to ascertain who she was, every moment. She 
parried my attempts to discover very adroitly and pleasantly. The knowledge she showed 
of many passages in my life seemed to me all but unaccountable; and she appeared to 
take a not unnatural pleasure in foiling my curiosity, and in seeing me flounder in my 
eager perplexity, from one conjecture to another.  



"In the meantime the young lady, whom her mother called by the odd name of 
Millarca, when she once or twice addressed her, had, with the same ease and grace, got 
into conversation with my ward.  

"She introduced herself by saying that her mother was a very old acquaintance of 
mine. She spoke of the agreeable audacity which a mask rendered practicable; she talked 
like a friend; she admired her dress, and insinuated very prettily her admiration of her 
beauty. She amused her with laughing criticisms upon the people who crowded the 
ballroom, and laughed at my poor child's fun. She was very witty and lively when she 
pleased, and after a time they had grown very good friends, and the young stranger 
lowered her mask, displaying a remarkably beautiful face. I had never seen it before, 
neither had my dear child. But though it was new to us, the features were so engaging, as 
well as lovely, that it was impossible not to feel the attraction powerfully. My poor girl 
did so. I never saw anyone more taken with another at first sight, unless, indeed, it was 
the stranger herself, who seemed quite to have lost her heart to her.  

"In the meantime, availing myself of the licence of a masquerade, I put not a few 
questions to the elder lady.  

" 'You have puzzled me utterly,' I said, laughing. 'Is that not enough?  

Won't you, now, consent to stand on equal terms, and do me the kindness to 
remove your mask?'  

" 'Can any request be more unreasonable?' she replied. 'Ask a lady to yield an 
advantage! Beside, how do you know you should recognise me? Years make changes.'  

" 'As you see,' I said, with a bow, and, I suppose, a rather melancholy little laugh.  

" 'As philosophers tell us,' she said; 'and how do you know that a sight of my face 
would help you?'  

" 'I should take chance for that,' I answered. 'It is vain trying to make yourself out 
an old woman; your figure betrays you.'  

" 'Years, nevertheless, have passed since I saw you, rather since you saw me, for 
that is what I am considering. Millarca, there, is my daughter; I cannot then be young, 
even in the opinion of people whom time has taught to be indulgent, and I may not like to 
be compared with what you remember me.  

You have no mask to remove. You can offer me nothing in exchange.'  

" 'My petition is to your pity, to remove it.'  

" 'And mine to yours, to let it stay where it is,' she replied.  



" 'Well, then, at least you will tell me whether you are French or German; you 
speak both languages so perfectly.'  

" 'I don't think I shall tell you that, General; you intend a surprise, and are 
meditating the particular point of attack.'  

" 'At all events, you won't deny this,' I said, 'that being honoured by your 
permission to converse, I ought to know how to address you. Shall I say Madame la 
Comtesse?'  

"She laughed, and she would, no doubt, have met me with another evasion-if, 
indeed, I can treat any occurrence in an interview every circumstance of which was pre-
arranged, as I now believe, with the profoundest cunning, as liable to be modified by 
accident.  

" 'As to that,' she began; but she was interrupted, almost as she opened her lips, by 
a gentleman, dressed in black, who looked particularly elegant and distinguished, with 
this drawback, that his face was the most deadly pale I ever saw, except in death. He was 
in no masquerade-in the plain evening dress of a gentleman; and he said, without a smile, 
but with a courtly and unusually low bow:-  

" 'Will Madame la Comtesse permit me to say a very few words which may 
interest her?'  

"The lady turned quickly to him, and touched her lip in token of silence; she then 
said to me, 'Keep my place for me, General; I shall return when I have said a few words.'  

"And with this injunction, playfully given, she walked a little aside with the 
gentleman in black, and talked for some minutes, apparently very earnestly. They then 
walked away slowly together in the crowd, and I lost them for some minutes.  

"I spent the interval in cudgelling my brains for a conjecture as to the identity of 
the lady who seemed to remember me so kindly, and I was thinking of turning about and 
joining in the conversation between my pretty ward and the Countess's daughter, and 
trying whether, by the time she returned, I might not have a surprise in store for her, by 
having her name, title, chateau, and estates at my fingers' ends. But at this moment she 
returned, accompanied by the pale man in black, who said:  

" 'I shall return and inform Madame la Comtesse when her carriage is at the door.'  

"He withdrew with a bow."  

 

Chapter XII 

A Petition 



 

"'THEN we are to lose Madame la Comtesse, but I hope only for a few hours,' I 
said, with a low bow.  

"'It may be that only, or it may be a few weeks. It was very unlucky his speaking 
to me just now as he did. Do you now know me?'  

"I assured her I did not.  

"'You shall know me,' she said, 'but not at present. We are older and better friends 
than, perhaps, you suspect. I cannot yet declare myself. I shall in three weeks pass your 
beautiful schloss, about which I have been making enquiries. I shall then look in upon 
you for an hour or two, and renew a friendship which I never think of without a thousand 
pleasant recollections. This moment a piece of news has reached me like a thunderbolt. I 
must set out now, and travel by a devious route, nearly a hundred miles, with all the 
dispatch I can possibly make. My perplexities multiply. I am only deterred by the 
compulsory reserve I practise as to my name from making a very singular request of you. 
My poor child has not quite recovered her strength. Her horse fell with her, at a hunt 
which she had ridden out to witness, her nerves have not yet recovered the shock, and our 
physician says that she must on no account exert herself for some time to come. We came 
here, in consequence, by very easy stages-hardly six leagues a day. I must now travel day 
and night, on a mission of life and death- a mission the critical and momentous nature of 
which I shall be able to explain to you when we meet, as I hope we shall, in a few weeks, 
without the necessity of any concealment.'  

"She went on to make her petition, and it was in the tone of a person from whom 
such a request amounted to conferring, rather than seeking a favour.  

This was only in manner, and, as it seemed, quite unconsciously. Than the terms 
in which it was expressed, nothing could be more deprecatory. It was simply that I would 
consent to take charge of her daughter during her absence.  

"This was, all things considered, a strange, not to say, an audacious request. She 
in some sort disarmed me, by stating and admitting everything that could be urged 
against it, and throwing herself entirely upon my chivalry. At the same moment, by a 
fatality that seems to have predetermined all that happened, my poor child came to my 
side, and, in an undertone, besought me to invite her new friend, Millarca, to pay us a 
visit. She had just been sounding her, and thought, if her mamma would allow her, she 
would like it extremely.  

"At another time I should have told her to wait a little, until, at least, we knew 
who they were. But I had not a moment to think in. The two ladies assailed me together, 
and I must confess the refined and beautiful face of the young lady, about which there 
was something extremely engaging, as well as the elegance and fire of high birth, 



determined me; and, quite overpowered, I submitted, and undertook, too easily, the care 
of the young lady, whom her mother called Millarca.  

"The Countess beckoned to her daughter, who listened with grave attention while 
she told her, in general terms, how suddenly and peremptorily she had been summoned, 
and also of the arrangement she had made for her under my care, adding that I was one of 
her earliest and most valued friends.  

"I made, of course, such speeches as the case seemed to call for, and found 
myself, on reflection, in a position which I did not half like.  

"The gentleman in black returned, and very ceremoniously conducted the lady 
from the room.  

"The demeanour of this gentleman was such as to impress me with the conviction 
that the Countess was a lady of very much more importance than her modest title alone 
might have led me to assume.  

"Her last charge to me was that no attempt was to be made to learn more about 
her than I might have already guessed, until her return. Our distinguished host, whose 
guest she was, knew her reasons.  

" 'But here,' she said, 'neither I nor my daughter could safely remain for more than 
a day. I removed my mask imprudently for a moment, about an hour ago, and, too late, I 
fancied you saw me. So I resolved to seek an opportunity of talking a little to you. Had I 
found that you had seen me, I would have thrown myself on your high sense of honour to 
keep my secret some weeks. As it is, I am satisfied that you did not see me; but if you 
now suspect, or, on reflection, should suspect, who I am, I commit myself, in like 
manner, entirely to your honour. My daughter will observe the same secrecy, and I well 
know that you will, from time to time, remind her, lest she should thoughtlessly disclose 
it.'  

" She whispered a few words to her daughter, kissed her hurriedly twice, and went 
away, accompanied by the pale gentleman in black, and disappeared in the crowd.  

" 'In the next room,' said Millarca, 'there is a window that looks upon the hall 
door. I should like to see the last of mamma, and to kiss my hand to her.'  

"We assented, of course, and accompanied her to the window. We looked out, and 
saw a handsome old-fashioned carriage, with a troop of couriers and footmen. We saw 
the slim figure of the pale gentleman in black, as he held a thick velvet cloak, and placed 
it about her shoulders and threw the hood over her head. She nodded to him, and just 
touched his hand with hers. He bowed low repeatedly as the door closed, and the carriage 
began to move.  

" 'She is gone,' said Millarca, with a sigh.  



" 'She is gone,' I repeated to myself, for the first time -in the hurried moments that 
had elapsed since my consent- reflecting upon the folly of my act.  

" 'She did not look up,' said the young lady, plaintively.  

" 'The Countess had taken off her mask, perhaps, and did not care to show her 
face,' I said; 'and she could not know that you were in the window.'  

"She sighed, and looked in my face. She was so beautiful that I relented. I was 
sorry I had for a moment repented of my hospitality, and I determined to make her 
amends for the unavowed churlishness of my reception.  

"The young lady, replacing her mask, joined my ward in persuading me to return 
to the grounds, where the concert was soon to be renewed. We did so, and walked up and 
down the terrace that lies under the castle windows.  

Millarca became very intimate with us, and amused us with lively descriptions 
and stories of most of the great people whom we saw upon the terrace. I liked her more 
and more every minute. Her gossip without being ill-natured, was extremely diverting to 
me, who had been so long out of the great world. I thought what life she would give to 
our sometimes lonely evenings at home.  

"This ball was not over until the morning sun had almost reached the horizon. It 
pleased the Grand Duke to dance till then, so loyal people could not go away, or think of 
bed.  

"We had just got through a crowded saloon, when my ward asked me what had 
become of Millarca. I thought she had been by her side, and she fancied she was by mine. 
The fact was, we had lost her.  

"All my efforts to find her were vain. I feared that she had mistaken, in the 
confusion of a momentary separation from us, other people for her new friends, and had, 
possibly, pursued and lost them in the extensive grounds which were thrown open to us.  

"Now, in its full force, I recognised a new folly in my having undertaken the 
charge of a young lady without so much as knowing her name; and fettered as I was by 
promises, of the reasons for imposing which I knew nothing, I could not even point my 
inquiries by saying that the missing young lady was the daughter of the Countess who 
had taken her departure a few hours before.  

"Morning broke. It was clear daylight before I gave up my search. It was not till 
near two o'clock next day that we heard anything of my missing charge.  

"At about that time a servant knocked at my niece's door, to say that he had been 
earnestly requested by a young lady, who appeared to be in great distress, to make out 



where she could find the General Baron Spielsdorf and the young lady his daughter, in 
whose charge she had been left by her mother.  

"There could be no doubt, notwithstanding the slight inaccuracy, that our young 
friend had turned up; and so she had. Would to heaven we had lost her!  

"She told my poor child a story to account for her having failed to recover us for 
so long. Very late, she said, she had got to the housekeeper's bedroom in despair of 
finding us, and had then fallen into a deep sleep which, long as it was, had hardly sufficed 
to recruit her strength after the fatigues of the ball.  

"That day Millarca came home with us. I was only too happy, after all, to have 
secured so charming a companion for my dear girl."  

 

Chapter XIII 

The Woodman 
 

"THERE soon, however, appeared some drawbacks. In the first place, Millarca 
complained of extreme languor-the weakness that remained after her late illness-and she 
never emerged from her room till the afternoon was pretty far advanced. In the next 
place, it was accidentally discovered, although she always locked her door on the inside, 
and never disturbed the key from its place till she admitted the maid to assist at her toilet, 
that she was undoubtedly sometimes absent from her room in the very early morning, and 
at various times later in the day, before she wished it to be understood that she was 
stirring. She was repeatedly seen from the windows of the schloss, in the first faint grey 
of the morning, walking through the trees, in an easterly direction, and looking like a 
person in a trance. This convinced me that she walked in her sleep. But this hypothesis 
did not solve the puzzle. How did she pass out from her room, leaving the door locked on 
the inside? How did she escape from the house without unbarring door or window?  

"In the midst of my perplexities, an anxiety of a far more urgent kind presented 
itself.  

"My dear child began to lose her looks and health, and that in a manner so 
mysterious, and even horrible, that I became thoroughly frightened.  

"She was at first visited by appalling dreams; then, as she fancied, by a spectre, 
sometimes resembling Millarca, sometimes in the shape of a beast, indistinctly seen, 
walking round the foot of her bed, from side to side.  

Lastly came sensations. One, not unpleasant, but very peculiar, she said, 
resembled the flow of an icy stream against her breast. At a later time, she felt something 



like a pair of large needles pierce her, a little below the throat, with a very sharp pain. A 
few nights after, followed a gradual and convulsive sense of strangulation; then came 
unconsciousness."  

I could hear distinctly every word the kind old General was saying, because by 
this time we were driving upon the short grass that spreads on either side of the road as 
you approach the roofless village which had not shown the smoke of a chimney for more 
than half a century.  

You may guess how strangely I felt as I heard my own symptoms so exactly 
described in those which had been experienced by the poor girl who, but for the 
catastrophe which followed, would have been at that moment a visitor at my father's 
chateau. You may suppose, also, how I felt as I heard him detail habits and mysterious 
peculiarities which were, in fact, those of our beautiful guest, Carmilla!  

A vista opened in the forest; we were on a sudden under the chimneys and gables 
of the ruined village, and the towers and battlements of the dismantled castle, round 
which gigantic trees are grouped, overhung us from a slight eminence.  

In a frightened dream I got down from the carriage, and in silence, for we had 
each abundant matter for thinking; we soon mounted the ascent, and were among the 
spacious chambers, winding stairs, and dark corridors of the castle.  

"And this was once the palatial residence of the Karnsteins!" said the old General 
at length, as from a great window he looked out across the village, and saw the wide, 
undulating expanse of forest. "It was a bad family, and here its blood-stained annals were 
written," he continued. "It is hard that they should, after death, continue to plague the 
human race with their atrocious lusts. That is the chapel of the Karnsteins, down there."  

He pointed down to the grey walls of the Gothic building partly visible through 
the foliage, a little way down the steep. "And I hear the axe of a woodman," he added, 
"busy among the trees that surround it; he possibly may give us the information of which 
I am in search, and point out the grave of Mircalla, Countess of Karnstein. These rustics 
preserve the local traditions of great families, whose stories die out among the rich and 
titled so soon as the families themselves become extinct."  

"We have a portrait, at home, of Mircalla, the Countess Karnstein; should you like 
to see it?" asked my father.  

"Time enough, dear friend," replied the General. "I believe that I have seen the 
original; and one motive which has led me to you earlier than I at first intended, was to 
explore the chapel which we are now approaching."  

"What! see the Countess Mircalla," exclaimed my father; "why, she has been dead 
more than a century!"  



"Not so dead as you fancy, I am told," answered the General.  

"I confess, General, you puzzle me utterly," replied my father, looking at him, I 
fancied, for a moment with a return of the suspicion I detected before. But although there 
was anger and detestation, at times, in the old General's manner, there was nothing 
flighty.  

"There remains to me," he said, as we passed under the heavy arch of the Gothic 
church-for its dimensions would have justified its being so styled-"but one object which 
can interest me during the few years that remain to me on earth, and that is to wreak on 
her the vengeance which, I thank God, may still be accomplished by a mortal arm."  

"What vengeance can you mean?" asked my father, in increasing amazement.  

"I mean, to decapitate the monster," he answered, with a fierce flush, and a stamp 
that echoed mournfully through the hollow ruin, and his clenched hand was at the same 
moment raised, as if it grasped the handle of an axe, while he shook it ferociously in the 
air.  

"What?" exclaimed my father, more than ever bewildered.  

"To strike her head off."  

"Cut her head off!"  

"Aye, with a hatchet, with a spade, or with anything that can cleave through her 
murderous throat. You shall hear," he answered, trembling with rage. And hurrying 
forward he said:  

"That beam will answer for a seat; your dear child is fatigued; let her be seated, 
and I will, in a few sentences, close my dreadful story."  

The squared block of wood, which lay on the grass-grown pavement of the 
chapel, formed a bench on which I was very glad to seat myself, and in the meantime the 
General called to the woodman, who had been removing some boughs which leaned upon 
the old walls; and, axe in hand, the hardy old fellow stood before us.  

He could not tell us anything of these monuments; but there was an old man, he 
said, a ranger of this forest, at present sojourning in the house of the priest, about two 
miles away, who could point out every monument of the old Karnstein family; and, for a 
trifle, he undertook to bring him back with him, if we would lend him one of our horses, 
in little more than half an hour.  

"Have you been long employed about this forest?" asked my father of the old 
man.  



"I have been a woodman here," he answered in his patois, "under the forester, all 
my days; so has my father before me, and so on, as many generations as I can count up. I 
could show You the very house in the village here, in which my ancestors lived."  

"How came the village to be deserted?" asked the General.  

"It was troubled by revenants, sir; several were tracked to their graves, there 
detected by the usual tests, and extinguished in the usual way, by decapitation, by the 
stake, and by burning; but not until many of the villagers were killed.  

"But after all these proceedings according to law," he continued-"so many graves 
opened, and so many vampires deprived of their horrible animation-the village was not 
relieved. But a Moravian nobleman, who happened to be travelling this way, heard how 
matters were, and being skilled -as many people are in his country-in such affairs, he 
offered to deliver the village from its tormentor. He did so thus: There being a bright 
moon that night, he ascended, shortly after sunset, the towers of the chapel here, from 
whence he could distinctly see the churchyard beneath him; you can see it from that 
window. From this point he watched until he saw the vampire come out of his grave, and 
place near it the linen clothes in which he had been folded, and then glide away towards 
the village to plague its inhabitants.  

"The stranger, having seen all this, came down from the steeple, took the linen 
wrappings of the vampire, and carried them up to the top of the tower tower, which he 
again mounted. When the vampire returned from his prowlings and missed his clothes, he 
cried furiously to the Moravian, whom he saw at the summit of the tower, and who, in 
reply, beckoned him to ascend and take them. Whereupon the vampire, accepting his 
invitation, began to climb the steeple, and so soon as he had reached the battlements, the 
Moravian, with a stroke of his sword, clove his skull in twain, hurling him down to the 
churchyard, whither, descending by the winding stairs, the stranger followed and cut his 
head off, and next day delivered it and the body to the villagers, who duly impaled and 
burnt them.  

"This Moravian nobleman had authority from the then head of the family to 
remove the tomb of Mircalla, Countess Karnstein, which he did effectually, so that in a 
little while its site was quite forgotten."  

"Can you point out where it stood?" asked the General, eagerly.  

The forester shook his head, and smiled.  

"Not a soul living could tell you that now," he said; "besides, they say her body 
was removed; but no one is sure of that either."  

Having thus spoken, as time pressed, he dropped his axe and departed, leaving us 
to hear the remainder of the General's strange story.  



 

Chapter XIV 

The Meeting 

 

"MY beloved child," he resumed, "was now growing rapidly worse. The 
physician who attended her had failed to produce the slightest impression on her disease, 
for such I then supposed it to be. He saw my alarm, and suggested a consultation. I called 
in an abler physician, from Gratz.  

Several days elapsed before he arrived. He was a good and pious, as well as a 
leaned man. Having seen my poor ward together, they withdrew to my library to confer 
and discuss. I, from the adjoining room, where I awaited their summons, heard these two 
gentlemen's voices raised in something sharper than a strictly philosophical discussion. I 
knocked at the door and entered. I found the old physician from Gratz maintaining his 
theory. His rival was combating it with undisguised ridicule, accompanied with bursts of 
laughter. This unseemly manifestation subsided and the altercation ended on my 
entrance.  

"'Sir,' said my first physician, 'my learned brother seems to think that you want a 
conjuror, and not a doctor.'  

"'Pardon me,' said the old physician from Gratz, looking displeased, 'I shall state 
my own view of the case in my own way another time. I grieve, Monsieur le General, that 
by my skill and science I can be of no use.  

Before I go I shall do myself the honour to suggest something to you.'  

"He seemed thoughtful, and sat down at a table and began to write.  

Profoundly disappointed, I made my bow, and as I turned to go, the other doctor 
pointed over his shoulder to his companion who was writing, and then, with a shrug, 
significantly touched his forehead.  

"This consultation, then, left me precisely where I was. I walked out into the 
grounds, all but distracted. The doctor from Gratz, in ten or fifteen minutes, overtook me. 
He apologised for having followed me, but said that he could not conscientiously take his 
leave without a few words more. He told me that he could not be mistaken; no natural 
disease exhibited the same symptoms; and that death was already very near. There 
remained, however, a day, or possibly two, of life. If the fatal seizure were at once 
arrested, with great care and skill her strength might possibly return. But all hung now 
upon the confines of the irrevocable. One more assault might extinguish the last spark of 
vitality which is, every moment, ready to die.  



"'And what is the nature of the seizure you speak of?' I entreated.  

"'I have stated all fully in this note, which I place in your hands upon the distinct 
condition that you send for the nearest clergyman, and open my letter in his presence, and 
on no account read it till he is with you; you would despise it else, and it is a matter of 
life and death. Should the priest fail you, then, indeed, you may read it.'  

"He asked me, before taking his leave finally, whether I would wish to see a man 
curiously learned upon the very subject, which, after I had read his letter, would probably 
interest me above all others, and he urged me earnestly to invite him to visit him there; 
and so took his leave.  

"The ecclesiastic was absent, and I read the letter by myself. At another time, or 
in another case, it might have excited my ridicule. But into what quackeries will not 
people rush for a last chance, where all accustomed means have failed, and the life of a 
beloved object is at stake?  

"Nothing, you will say, could be more absurd than the learned man's letter.  

It was monstrous enough to have consigned him to a madhouse. He said that the 
patient was suffering from the visits of a vampire! The punctures which she described as 
having occurred near the throat, were, he insisted, the insertion of those two long, thin, 
and sharp teeth which, it is well known, are peculiar to vampires; and there could be no 
doubt, he added, as to the well-defined presence of the small livid mark which all 
concurred in describing as that induced by the demon's lips, and every symptom 
described by the sufferer was in exact conformity with those recorded in every case of a 
similar visitation.  

"Being myself wholly sceptical as to the existence of any such portent as the 
vampire, the supernatural theory of the good doctor furnished, in my opinion, but another 
instance of learning and intelligence oddly associated with some one hallucination. I was 
so miserable, however, that, rather than try nothing, I acted upon the instructions of the 
letter.  

"I concealed myself in the dark dressing-room, that opened upon the poor patient's 
room, in which a candle was burning, and watched there till she was fast asleep. I stood at 
the door, peeping through the small crevice, my sword laid on the table beside me, as my 
directions prescribed, until, a little after one, I saw a large black object, very ill-defined, 
crawl, as it seemed to me, over the foot of the bed, and swiftly spread itself up to the poor 
girl's throat, where it swelled, in a moment, into a great, palpitating mass.  

"For a few moments I had stood petrified. I now sprang forward, with my sword 
in my hand. The black creature suddenly contracted towards the foot of the bed, glided 
over it, and, standing on the floor about a yard below the foot of the bed, with a glare of 
skulking ferocity and horror fixed on me, I saw Millarca. Speculating I know not what, I 
struck at her instantly with my sword; but I saw her standing near the door, unscathed. 



Horrified, I pursued, and struck again. She was gone; and my sword flew to shivers 
against the door.  

"I can't describe to you all that passed on that horrible night. The whole house was 
up and stirring. The spectre Millarca was gone. But her victim was sinking fast, and 
before the morning dawned, she died."  

The old General was agitated. We did not speak to him. My father walked to 
some little distance, and began reading the inscriptions on the tombstones; and thus 
occupied, he strolled into the door of a side-chapel to prosecute his researches. The 
General leaned against the wall, dried his eyes, and sighed heavily. I was relieved on 
hearing the voices of Carmilla and Madame, who were at that moment approaching. The 
voices died away.  

In this solitude, having just listened to so strange a story, connected, as it was, 
with the great and titled dead, whose monuments were mouldering among the dust and 
ivy round us, and every incident of which bore so awfully upon my own mysterious case-
in this haunted spot, darkened by the towering foliage that rose on every side, dense and 
high above its noiseless walls-a horror began to steal over me, and my heart sank as I 
thought that my friends were, after all, not about to enter and disturb this triste and 
ominous scene.  

The old General's eyes were fixed on the ground, as he leaned with his hand upon 
the basement of a shattered monument.  

Under a narrow, arched doorway, surmounted by one of those demoniacal 
grotesques in which the cynical and ghastly fancy of old Gothic carving delights, I saw 
very gladly the beautiful face and figure of Carmilla enter the shadowy chapel.  

I was just about to rise and speak, and nodded smiling, in answer to her peculiarly 
engaging smile; when with a cry, the old man by my side caught up the woodman's 
hatchet, and started forward. On seeing him a brutalised change came over her features. It 
was an instantaneous and horrible transformation, as she made a crouching step 
backwards. Before I could utter a scream, he struck at her with all his force, but she dived 
under his blow, and unscathed, caught him in her tiny grasp by the wrist. He struggled for 
a moment to release his arm, but his hand opened, the axe fell to the ground, and the girl 
was gone.  

He staggered against the wall. His grey hair stood upon his head, and a moisture 
shone over his face, as if he were at the point of death.  

The frightful scene had passed in a moment. The first thing I recollect after, is 
Madame standing before me, and impatiently repeating again and again, the question, 
"Where is Mademoiselle Carmilla?"  



I answered at length, "I don't know-I can't tell-she went there," and I pointed to 
the door through which Madame had just entered; "only a minute or two since."  

"But I have been standing there, in the passage, ever since Mademoiselle Carmilla 
entered; and she did not return."  

She then began to call "Carmilla," through every door and passage and from the 
windows, but no answer came.  

"She called herself Carmilla?" asked the General, still agitated.  

"Carmilla, yes," I answered.  

"Aye," he said; "that is Millarca. That is the same person who long ago was called 
Mircalla, Countess Karnstein. Depart from this accursed ground, my poor child, as 
quickly as you can. Drive to the clergyman's house, and stay there till we come. Begone! 
May you never behold Carmilla more; you will not find her here."  

 

Chapter XV 

Ordeal and Execution 

 

AS he spoke one of the strangest looking men I ever beheld entered the chapel at 
the door through which Carmilla had made her entrance and her exit. He was tall, 
narrow-chested, stooping, with high shoulders, and dressed in black. His face was brown 
and dried in with deep furrows; he wore an oddly-shaped hat with a broad leaf. His hair, 
long and grizzled, hung on his shoulders. He wore a pair of gold spectacles, and walked 
slowly, with an odd shambling gait, with his face sometimes turned up to the sky, and 
sometimes bowed down towards the ground, seemed to wear a perpetual smile; his long 
thin arms were swinging, and his lank hands, in old black gloves ever so much too wide 
for them, waving and gesticulating in utter abstraction.  

"The very man!" exclaimed the General, advancing with manifest delight. "My 
dear Baron, how happy I am to see you, I had no hope of meeting you so soon." He 
signed to my father, who had by this time returned, and leading the fantastic old 
gentleman, whom he called the Baron to meet him. He introduced him formally, and they 
at once entered into earnest conversation. The stranger took a roll of paper from his 
pocket, and spread it on the worn surface of a tomb that stood by. He had a pencil case in 
his fingers, with which he traced imaginary lines from point to point on the paper, which 
from their often glancing from it, together, at certain points of the building, I concluded 
to be a plan of the chapel. He accompanied, what I may term, his lecture, with occasional 
readings from a dirty little book, whose yellow leaves were closely written over.  



They sauntered together down the side aisle, opposite to the spot where I was 
standing, conversing as they went; then they began measuring distances by paces, and 
finally they all stood together, facing a piece of the side-wall, which they began to 
examine with great minuteness; pulling off the ivy that clung over it, and rapping the 
plaster with the ends of their sticks, scraping here, and knocking there. At length they 
ascertained the existence of a broad marble tablet, with letters carved in relief upon it.  

With the assistance of the woodman, who soon returned, a monumental 
inscription, and carved escutcheon, were disclosed. They proved to be those of the long 
lost monument of Mircalla, Countess Karnstein.  

The old General, though not I fear given to the praying mood, raised his hands 
and eyes to heaven, in mute thanksgiving for some moments.  

"To-morrow," I heard him say; "the commissioner will be here, and the 
Inquisition will be held according to law."  

Then turning to the old man with the gold spectacles, whom I have described, he 
shook him warmly by both hands and said:  

"Baron, how can I thank you? How can we all thank you? You will have 
delivered this region from a plague that has scourged its inhabitants for more than a 
century. The horrible enemy, thank God, is at last tracked."  

My father led the stranger aside, and the General followed. I know that he had led 
them out of hearing, that he might relate my case, and I saw them glance often quickly at 
me, as the discussion proceeded.  

My father came to me, kissed me again and again, and leading me from the 
chapel, said:  

"It is time to return, but before we go home, we must add to our party the good 
priest, who lives but a little way from this; and persuade him to accompany us to the 
schloss."  

In this quest we were successful: and I was glad, being unspeakably fatigued 
when we reached home. But my satisfaction was changed to dismay, on discovering that 
there were no tidings of Carmilla. Of the scene that had occurred in the ruined chapel, no 
explanation was offered to me, and it was clear that it was a secret which my father for 
the present determined to keep from me.  

The sinister absence of Carmilla made the remembrance of the scene more 
horrible to me. The arrangements for the night were singular. Two servants, and Madame 
were to sit up in my room that night; and the ecclesiastic with my father kept watch in the 
adjoining dressing-room.  



The priest had performed certain solemn rites that night, the purport of which I 
did not understand any more than I comprehended the reason of this extraordinary 
precaution taken for my safety during sleep.  

I saw all clearly a few days later.  

The disappearance of Carmilla was followed by the discontinuance of my nightly 
sufferings.  

You have heard, no doubt, of the appalling superstition that prevails in Upper and 
Lower Styria, in Moravia, Silesia, in Turkish Servia, in Poland, even in Russia; the 
superstition, so we must call it, of the Vampire.  

If human testimony, taken with every care and solemnity, judicially, before 
commissions innumerable, each consisting of many members, all chosen for integrity and 
intelligence, and constituting reports more voluminous perhaps than exist upon any one 
other class of cases, is worth anything, it is difficult to deny, or even to doubt the 
existence of such a phenomenon as the Vampire.  

For my part I have heard no theory by which to explain what I myself have 
witnessed and experienced, other than that supplied by the ancient and well-attested 
belief of the country.  

The next day the formal proceedings took place in the Chapel of Karnstein.  

The grave of the Countess Mircalla was opened; and the General and my father 
recognised each his perfidious and beautiful guest, in the face now disclosed to view. The 
features, though a hundred and fifty years had passed since her funeral, were tinted with 
the warmth of life. Her eyes were open; no cadaverous smell exhaled from the coffin. 
The two medical men, one officially present, the other on the part of the promoter of the 
inquiry, attested the marvellous fact that there was a faint but appreciable respiration, and 
a corresponding action of the heart. The limbs were perfectly flexible, the flesh elastic; 
and the leaden coffin floated with blood, in which to a depth of seven inches, the body 
lay immersed.  

Here then, were all the admitted signs and proofs of vampirism. The body, 
therefore, in accordance with the ancient practice, was raised, and a sharp stake driven 
through the heart of the vampire, who uttered a piercing shriek at the moment, in all 
respects such as might escape from a living person in the last agony. Then the head was 
struck off, and a torrent of blood flowed from the severed neck. The body and head was 
next placed on a pile of wood, and reduced to ashes, which were thrown upon the river 
and borne away, and that territory has never since been plagued by the visits of a 
vampire.  

My father has a copy of the report of the Imperial Commission, with the 
signatures of all who were present at these proceedings, attached in verification of the 



statement. It is from this official paper that I have summarized my account of this last 
shocking scene.  

 

Chapter XVI 

Conclusion 

 

I WRITE all this you suppose with composure. But far from it; I cannot think of it 
without agitation. Nothing but your earnest desire so repeatedly expressed, could have 
induced me to sit down to a task that has unstrung my nerves for months to come, and 
reinduced a shadow of the unspeakable horror which years after my deliverance 
continued to make my days and nights dreadful, and solitude insupportably terrific.  

Let me add a word or two about that quaint Baron Vordenburg, to whose curious 
lore we were indebted for the discovery of the Countess Mircalla's grave.  

He had taken up his abode in Gratz, where, living upon a mere pittance, which 
was all that remained to him of the once princely estates of his family, in Upper Styria, he 
devoted himself to the minute and laborious investigation of the marvellously 
authenticated tradition of Vampirism. He had at his fingers' ends all the great and little 
works upon the subject.  

"Magia Posthuma," "Phlegon de Mirabilibus," "Augustinus de cura pro Mortuis," 
"Philosophicae et Christianae Cogitationes de Vampiris," by John Christofer Herenberg; 
and a thousand others, among which I remember only a few of those which he lent to my 
father. He had a voluminous digest of all the judicial cases, from which he had extracted 
a system of principles that appear to govern-some always, and others occasionally only- 
the condition of the vampire. I may mention, in passing, that the deadly pallor attributed 
to that sort of revenants, is a mere melodramatic fiction. They present, in the grave, and 
when they show themselves in human society, the appearance of healthy life. When 
disclosed to light in their coffins, they exhibit all the symptoms that are enumeranted as 
those which proved the vampire-life of the long-dead Countess Karnstein.  

How they escape from their graves and return to them for certain hours every day, 
without displacing the clay or leaving any trace of disturbance in the state of the coffin or 
the cerements, has always been admitted to be utterly inexplicable. The amphibious 
existence of the vampire is sustained by daily renewed slumber in the grave. Its horrible 
lust for living blood supplies the vigour of its waking existence. The vampire is prone to 
be fascinated with an engrossing vehemence, resembling the passion of love, by 
particular persons. In pursuit of these it will exercise inexhaustible patience and 
stratagem, for access to a particular object may be obstructed in a hundred ways. It will 
never desist until it has satiated its passion, and drained the very life of its coveted victim. 
But it will, in these cases, husband and protract its murderous enjoyment with the 



refinement of an epicure, and heighten it by the gradual approaches of an artful courtship. 
In these cases it seems to yearn for something like sympathy and consent. In ordinary 
ones it goes direct to its object, overpowers with violence, and strangles and exhausts 
often at a single feast.  

The vampire is, apparently, subject, in certain situations, to special conditions. In 
the particular instance of which I have given you a relation, Mircalla seemed to be limited 
to a name which, if not her real one, should at least reproduce, without the omission or 
addition of a single letter, those, as we say, anagrammatically, which compose it.  

Carmilla did this; so did Millarca.  

My father related to the Baron Vordenburg, who remained with us for two or 
three weeks after the expulsion of Carmilla, the story about the Moravian nobleman and 
the vampire at Karnstein churchyard, and then he asked the Baron how he had discovered 
the exact position of the long-concealed tomb of the Countess Mircalla? The Baron's 
grotesque features puckered up into a mysterious smile; he looked down, still smiling on 
his worn spectacle-case and fumbled with it. Then looking up, he said:  

"I have many journals, and other papers, written by that remarkable man; the most 
curious among them is one treating of the visit of which you speak, to Karnstein. The 
tradition, of course, discolours and distorts a little. He might have been termed a 
Moravian nobleman, for he had changed his abode to that territory, and was, beside, a 
noble. But he was, in truth, a native of Upper Styria. It is enough to say that in very early 
youth he had been a passionate and favoured lover of the beautiful Mircalla, Countess 
Karnstein. Her early death plunged him into inconsolable grief. It is the nature of 
vampires to increase and multiply, but according to an ascertained and ghostly law.  

"Assume, at starting, a territory perfectly free from that pest. How does it begin, 
and how does it multiply itself? I will tell you. A person, more or less wicked, puts an 
end to himself. A suicide, under certain circumstances, becomes a vampire. That spectre 
visits living people in their slumbers; they die, and almost invariably, in the grave, 
develop into vampires. This happened in the case of the beautiful Mircalla, who was 
haunted by one of those demons. My ancestor, Vordenburg, whose title I still bear, soon 
discovered this, and in the course of the studies to which he devoted himself, learned a 
great deal more.  

"Among other things, he concluded that suspicion of vampirism would probably 
fall, sooner or later, upon the dead Countess, who in life had been his idol. He conceived 
a horror, be she what she might, of her remains being profaned by the outrage of a 
posthumous execution. He has left a curious paper to prove that the vampire, on its 
expulsion from its amphibious existence, is projected into a far more horrible life; and he 
resolved to save his once beloved Mircalla from this.  

"He adopted the stratagem of a journey here, a pretended removal of her remains, 
and a real obliteration of her monument. When age had stolen upon him, and from the 



vale of years, he looked back on the scenes he was leaving, he considered, in a different 
spirit, what he had done, and a horror took possession of him. He made the tracings and 
notes which have guided me to the very spot, and drew up a confession of the deception 
that he had practised. If he had intended any further action in this matter, death prevented 
him; and the hand of a remote descendant has, too late for many, directed the pursuit to 
the lair of the beast."  

We talked a little more, and among other things he said was this:  

"One sign of the vampire is the power of the hand. The slender hand of Mircalla 
closed like a vice of steel on the General's wrist when he raised the hatchet to strike. But 
its power is not confined to its grasp; it leaves a numbness in the limb it seizes, which is 
slowly, if ever, recovered from."  

The following Spring my father took me a tour through Italy. We remained away 
for more than a year. It was long before the terror of recent events subsided; and to this 
hour the image of Carmilla returns to memory with ambiguous alternations-sometimes 
the playful, languid, beautiful girl; sometimes the writhing fiend I saw in the ruined 
church; and often from a reverie I have started, fancying I heard the light step of Carmilla 
at the drawing-room door.  

 

BRAM STOKER (1847-1912) was the manager of England’s most famous actor of his 
day, Sir Henry Irving. Stoker would find his own fame in his writing, especially with 
Dracula (1897). Stoker was the one who finalized the vampire legend in literature. After 
him, all vampire stories would either borrow or acknowledge this novel of Count 
Dracula. I could not include the entire novel so I have picked a favorite chapter, one in 
which Jonathan Harker escapes the clutches of Dracula. The first four chapters of 
Dracula are a fun, largely self-contained treat, before diving into the stodgier melodrama 
of the book. 
 

DRACULA CHAPTER 4 

Jonathan Harker's Journal Continued 

I AWOKE in my own bed. If it be that I had not dreamt, the Count must have 
carried me here. I tried to satisfy myself on the subject, but could not arrive at any 
unquestionable result. To be sure, there were certain small evidences, such as that my 
clothes were folded and laid by in a manner which was not my habit. My watch was still 
unwound, and I am rigorously accustomed to wind it the last thing before going to bed, 
and many such details. But these things are no proof, for they may have been evidences 
that my mind was not as usual, and, for some cause or another, I had certainly been much 
upset. I must watch for proof. Of one thing I am glad. If it was that the Count carried me 
here and undressed me, he must have been hurried in his task, for my pockets are intact. I 



am sure this diary would have been a mystery to him which he would not have brooked. 
He would have taken or destroyed it. As I look round this room, although it has been to 
me so full of fear, it is now a sort of sanctuary, for nothing can be more dreadful than 
those awful women, who were, who are, waiting to suck my blood. 

18 May.--I have been down to look at that room again in daylight, for I must know the 
truth. When I got to the doorway at the top of the stairs I found it closed. It had been so 
forcibly driven against the jamb that part of the woodwork was splintered. I could see that 
the bolt of the lock had not been shot, but the door is fastened from the inside. I fear it 
was no dream, and must act on this surmise. 

19 May.--I am surely in the toils. Last night the Count asked me in the suavest tones to 
write three letters, one saying that my work here was nearly done, and that I should start 
for home within a few days, another that I was starting on the next morning from the time 
of the letter, and the third that I had left the castle and arrived at Bistritz. I would fain 
have rebelled, but felt that in the present state of things it would be madness to quarrel 
openly with the Count whilst I am so absolutely in his power. And to refuse would be to 
excite his suspicion and to arouse his anger. He knows that I know too much, and that I 
must not live, lest I be dangerous to him. My only chance is to prolong my opportunities. 
Something may occur which will give me a chance to escape. I saw in his eyes something 
of that gathering wrath which was manifest when he hurled that fair woman from him. He 
explained to me that posts were few and uncertain, and that my writing now would ensure 
ease of mind to my friends. And he assured me with so much impressiveness that he 
would countermand the later letters, which would be held over at Bistritz until due time 
in case chance would admit of my prolonging my stay, that to oppose him would have 
been to create new suspicion. I therefore pretended to fall in with his views, and asked 
him what dates I should put on the letters. 

He calculated a minute, and then said, "The first should be June 12, the second 
June 19, and the third June 29." 

I know now the span of my life. God help me! 

28 May.--There is a chance of escape, or at any rate of being able to send word home. A 
band of Szgany have come to the castle, and are encamped in the courtyard. These are 
gipsies. I have notes of them in my book. They are peculiar to this part of the world, 
though allied to the ordinary gipsies all the world over. There are thousands of them in 
Hungary and Transylvania, who are almost outside all law. They attach themselves as a 
rule to some great noble or boyar, and call themselves by his name. They are fearless and 
without religion, save superstition, and they talk only their own varieties of the Romany 
tongue. 

I shall write some letters home, and shall try to get them to have them posted. I 
have already spoken to them through my window to begin acquaintanceship. They took 
their hats off and made obeisance and many signs, which however, I could not understand 
any more than I could their spoken language . . . 



I have written the letters. Mina's is in shorthand, and I simply ask Mr. Hawkins to 
communicate with her. To her I have explained my situation, but without the horrors 
which I may only surmise. It would shock and frighten her to death were I to expose my 
heart to her. Should the letters not carry, then the Count shall not yet know my secret or 
the extent of my knowledge. . . . 

I have given the letters. I threw them through the bars of my window with a gold 
piece, and made what signs I could to have them posted. The man who took them pressed 
them to his heart and bowed, and then put them in his cap. I could do no more. I stole 
back to the study, and began to read. As the Count did not come in, I have written here ... 

The Count has come. He sat down beside me, and said in his smoothest voice as 
he opened two letters, "The Szgany has given me these, of which, though I know not 
whence they come, I shall, of course, take care. See!"--He must have looked at it.--"One 
is from you, and to my friend Peter Hawkins. The other,"--here he caught sight of the 
strange symbols as he opened the envelope, and the dark look came into his face, and his 
eyes blazed wickedly,--"The other is a vile thing, an outrage upon friendship and 
hospitality! It is not signed. Well! So it cannot matter to us." And he calmly held letter 
and envelope in the flame of the lamp till they were consumed. 

Then he went on, "The letter to Hawkins, that I shall, of course send on, since it is 
yours. Your letters are sacred to me. Your pardon, my friend, that unknowingly I did 
break the seal. Will you not cover it again?" He held out the letter to me, and with a 
courteous bow handed me a clean envelope. 

I could only redirect it and hand it to him in silence. When he went out of the 
room I could hear the key turn softly. A minute later I went over and tried it, and the door 
was locked. 

When, an hour or two after, the Count came quietly into the room, his coming 
awakened me, for I had gone to sleep on the sofa. He was very courteous and very cheery 
in his manner, and seeing that I had been sleeping, he said, "So, my friend, you are tired? 
Get to bed. There is the surest rest. I may not have the pleasure of talk tonight, since there 
are many labours to me, but you will sleep, I pray." 

I passed to my room and went to bed, and, strange to say, slept without dreaming. 
Despair has its own calms. 

31 May.--This morning when I woke I thought I would provide myself with some papers 
and envelopes from my bag and keep them in my pocket, so that I might write in case I 
should get an opportunity, but again a surprise, again a shock! 

Every scrap of paper was gone, and with it all my notes, my memoranda, relating 
to railways and travel, my letter of credit, in fact all that might be useful to me were I 
once outside the castle. I sat and pondered awhile, and then some thought occurred to me, 



and I made search of my portmanteau and in the wardrobe where I had placed my 
clothes. 

The suit in which I had travelled was gone, and also my overcoat and rug. I could 
find no trace of them anywhere. This looked like some new scheme of villainy . . . 

17 June.--This morning, as I was sitting on the edge of my bed cudgelling my brains, I 
heard without a crackling of whips and pounding and scraping of horses' feet up the 
rocky path beyond the courtyard. With joy I hurried to the window, and saw drive into 
the yard two great leiter-wagons, each drawn by eight sturdy horses, and at the head of 
each pair a Slovak, with his wide hat, great nail-studded belt, dirty sheepskin, and high 
boots. They had also their long staves in hand. I ran to the door, intending to descend and 
try and join them through the main hall, as I thought that way might be opened for them. 
Again a shock, my door was fastened on the outside. 

Then I ran to the window and cried to them. They looked up at me stupidly and 
pointed, but just then the "hetman" of the Szgany came out, and seeing them pointing to 
my window, said something, at which they laughed. 

Henceforth no effort of mine, no piteous cry or agonized entreaty, would make 
them even look at me. They resolutely turned away. The leiter-wagons contained great, 
square boxes, with handles of thick rope. These were evidently empty by the ease with 
which the Slovaks handled them, and by their resonance as they were roughly moved. 

When they were all unloaded and packed in a great heap in one corner of the yard, 
the Slovaks were given some money by the Szgany, and spitting on it for luck, lazily 
went each to his horse's head. Shortly afterwards, I heard the crackling of their whips die 
away in the distance. 

24 June.--Last night the Count left me early, and locked himself into his own room. As 
soon as I dared I ran up the winding stair, and looked out of the window, which opened 
South. I thought I would watch for the Count, for there is something going on. The 
Szgany are quartered somewhere in the castle and are doing work of some kind. I know 
it, for now and then, I hear a far-away muffled sound as of mattock and spade, and, 
whatever it is, it must be the end of some ruthless villainy. 

I had been at the window somewhat less than half an hour, when I saw something 
coming out of the Count's window. I drew back and watched carefully, and saw the 
whole man emerge. It was a new shock to me to find that he had on the suit of clothes 
which I had worn whilst travelling here, and slung over his shoulder the terrible bag 
which I had seen the women take away. There could be no doubt as to his quest, and in 
my garb, too! This, then, is his new scheme of evil, that he will allow others to see me, as 
they think, so that he may both leave evidence that I have been seen in the towns or 
villages posting my own letters, and that any wickedness which he may do shall by the 
local people be attributed to me. 



It makes me rage to think that this can go on, and whilst I am shut up here, a 
veritable prisoner, but without that protection of the law which is even a criminal's right 
and consolation. 

I thought I would watch for the Count's return, and for a long time sat doggedly at 
the window. Then I began to notice that there were some quaint little specks floating in 
the rays of the moonlight. They were like the tiniest grains of dust, and they whirled 
round and gathered in clusters in a nebulous sort of way. I watched them with a sense of 
soothing, and a sort of calm stole over me. I leaned back in the embrasure in a more 
comfortable position, so that I could enjoy more fully the aerial gambolling. 

Something made me start up, a low, piteous howling of dogs somewhere far 
below in the valley, which was hidden from my sight. Louder it seemed to ring in my 
ears, and the floating moats of dust to take new shapes to the sound as they danced in the 
moonlight. I felt myself struggling to awake to some call of my instincts. Nay, my very 
soul was struggling, and my half-remembered sensibilities were striving to answer the 
call. I was becoming hypnotised! 

Quicker and quicker danced the dust. The moonbeams seemed to quiver as they 
went by me into the mass of gloom beyond. More and more they gathered till they 
seemed to take dim phantom shapes. And then I started, broad awake and in full 
possession of my senses, and ran screaming from the place. 

The phantom shapes, which were becoming gradually materialised from the 
moonbeams, were those three ghostly women to whom I was doomed. 

I fled, and felt somewhat safer in my own room, where there was no moonlight, 
and where the lamp was burning brightly. 

When a couple of hours had passed I heard something stirring in the Count's 
room, something like a sharp wail quickly suppressed. And then there was silence, deep, 
awful silence, which chilled me. With a beating heart, I tried the door, but I was locked in 
my prison, and could do nothing. I sat down and simply cried. 

As I sat I heard a sound in the courtyard without, the agonised cry of a woman. I 
rushed to the window, and throwing it up, peered between the bars. 

There, indeed, was a woman with dishevelled hair, holding her hands over her 
heart as one distressed with running. She was leaning against the corner of the gateway. 
When she saw my face at the window she threw herself forward, and shouted in a voice 
laden with menace, "Monster, give me my child!" 

She threw herself on her knees, and raising up her hands, cried the same words in 
tones which wrung my heart. Then she tore her hair and beat her breast, and abandoned 
herself to all the violences of extravagant emotion. Finally, she threw herself forward, 



and though I could not see her, I could hear the beating of her naked hands against the 
door. 

Somewhere high overhead, probably on the tower, I heard the voice of the Count 
calling in his harsh, metallic whisper. His call seemed to be answered from far and wide 
by the howling of wolves. Before many minutes had passed a pack of them poured, like a 
pent-up dam when liberated, through the wide entrance into the courtyard. 

There was no cry from the woman, and the howling of the wolves was but short. 
Before long they streamed away singly, licking their lips. 

I could not pity her, for I knew now what had become of her child, and she was 
better dead. 

What shall I do? What can I do? How can I escape from this dreadful thing of 
night, gloom, and fear? 

25 June.--No man knows till he has suffered from the night how sweet and dear to his 
heart and eye the morning can be. When the sun grew so high this morning that it struck 
the top of the great gateway opposite my window, the high spot which it touched seemed 
to me as if the dove from the ark had lighted there. My fear fell from me as if it had been 
a vaporous garment which dissolved in the warmth. 

I must take action of some sort whilst the courage of the day is upon me. Last 
night one of my post-dated letters went to post, the first of that fatal series which is to 
blot out the very traces of my existence from the earth. 

Let me not think of it. Action! 

It has always been at night-time that I have been molested or threatened, or in 
some way in danger or in fear. I have not yet seen the Count in the daylight. Can it be that 
he sleeps when others wake, that he may be awake whilst they sleep? If I could only get 
into his room! But there is no possible way. The door is always locked, no way for me. 

Yes, there is a way, if one dares to take it. Where his body has gone why may not 
another body go? I have seen him myself crawl from his window. Why should not I 
imitate him, and go in by his window? The chances are desperate, but my need is more 
desperate still. I shall risk it. At the worst it can only be death, and a man's death is not a 
calf's, and the dreaded Hereafter may still be open to me. God help me in my task! 
Goodbye, Mina, if I fail. Goodbye, my faithful friend and second father. Goodbye, all, 
and last of all Mina! 

Same day, later.--I have made the effort, and God helping me, have come safely back to 
this room. I must put down every detail in order. I went whilst my courage was fresh 
straight to the window on the south side, and at once got outside on this side. The stones 
are big and roughly cut, and the mortar has by process of time been washed away 



between them. I took off my boots, and ventured out on the desperate way. I looked down 
once, so as to make sure that a sudden glimpse of the awful depth would not overcome 
me, but after that kept my eyes away from it. I know pretty well the direction and 
distance of the Count's window, and made for it as well as I could, having regard to the 
opportunities available. I did not feel dizzy, I suppose I was too excited, and the time 
seemed ridiculously short till I found myself standing on the window sill and trying to 
raise up the sash. I was filled with agitation, however, when I bent down and slid feet 
foremost in through the window. Then I looked around for the Count, but with surprise 
and gladness, made a discovery. The room was empty! It was barely furnished with odd 
things, which seemed to have never been used. 

The furniture was something the same style as that in the south rooms, and was 
covered with dust. I looked for the key, but it was not in the lock, and I could not find it 
anywhere. The only thing I found was a great heap of gold in one corner, gold of all 
kinds, Roman, and British, and Austrian, and Hungarian, and Greek and Turkish money, 
covered with a film of dust, as though it had lain long in the ground. None of it that I 
noticed was less than three hundred years old. There were also chains and ornaments, 
some jewelled, but all of them old and stained. 

At one corner of the room was a heavy door. I tried it, for, since I could not find 
the key of the room or the key of the outer door, which was the main object of my search, 
I must make further examination, or all my efforts would be in vain. It was open, and led 
through a stone passage to a circular stairway, which went steeply down. 

I descended, minding carefully where I went for the stairs were dark, being only 
lit by loopholes in the heavy masonry. At the bottom there was a dark, tunnel-like 
passage, through which came a deathly, sickly odour, the odour of old earth newly 
turned. As I went through the passage the smell grew closer and heavier. At last I pulled 
open a heavy door which stood ajar, and found myself in an old ruined chapel, which had 
evidently been used as a graveyard. The roof was broken, and in two places were steps 
leading to vaults, but the ground had recently been dug over, and the earth placed in great 
wooden boxes, manifestly those which had been brought by the Slovaks. 

There was nobody about, and I made a search over every inch of the ground, so as 
not to lose a chance. I went down even into the vaults, where the dim light struggled, 
although to do so was a dread to my very soul. Into two of these I went, but saw nothing 
except fragments of old coffins and piles of dust. In the third, however, I made a 
discovery. 

There, in one of the great boxes, of which there were fifty in all, on a pile of 
newly dug earth, lay the Count! He was either dead or asleep. I could not say which, for 
eyes were open and stony, but without the glassiness of death, and the cheeks had the 
warmth of life through all their pallor. The lips were as red as ever. But there was no sign 
of movement, no pulse, no breath, no beating of the heart. 



I bent over him, and tried to find any sign of life, but in vain. He could not have 
lain there long, for the earthy smell would have passed away in a few hours. By the side 
of the box was its cover, pierced with holes here and there. I thought he might have the 
keys on him, but when I went to search I saw the dead eyes, and in them dead though 
they were, such a look of hate, though unconscious of me or my presence, that I fled from 
the place, and leaving the Count's room by the window, crawled again up the castle wall. 
Regaining my room, I threw myself panting upon the bed and tried to think. 

29 June.--Today is the date of my last letter, and the Count has taken steps to prove that it 
was genuine, for again I saw him leave the castle by the same window, and in my clothes. 
As he went down the wall, lizard fashion, I wished I had a gun or some lethal weapon, 
that I might destroy him. But I fear that no weapon wrought along by man's hand would 
have any effect on him. I dared not wait to see him return, for I feared to see those weird 
sisters. I came back to the library, and read there till I fell asleep. 

I was awakened by the Count, who looked at me as grimly as a man could look as 
he said, "Tomorrow, my friend, we must part. You return to your beautiful England, I to 
some work which may have such an end that we may never meet. Your letter home has 
been despatched. Tomorrow I shall not be here, but all shall be ready for your journey. In 
the morning come the Szgany, who have some labours of their own here, and also come 
some Slovaks. When they have gone, my carriage shall come for you, and shall bear you 
to the Borgo Pass to meet the diligence from Bukovina to Bistritz. But I am in hopes that 
I shall see more of you at Castle Dracula." 

I suspected him, and determined to test his sincerity. Sincerity! It seems like a 
profanation of the word to write it in connection with such a monster, so I asked him 
point-blank, "Why may I not go tonight?" 

"Because, dear sir, my coachman and horses are away on a mission." 

"But I would walk with pleasure. I want to get away at once." 

He smiled, such a soft, smooth, diabolical smile that I knew there was some trick 
behind his smoothness. He said, "And your baggage?" 

"I do not care about it. I can send for it some other time." 

The Count stood up, and said, with a sweet courtesy which made me rub my eyes, 
it seemed so real, "You English have a saying which is close to my heart, for its spirit is 
that which rules our boyars, `Welcome the coming, speed the parting guest.' Come with 
me, my dear young friend. Not an hour shall you wait in my house against your will, 
though sad am I at your going, and that you so suddenly desire it. Come!" With a stately 
gravity, he, with the lamp, preceded me down the stairs and along the hall. Suddenly he 
stopped. "Hark!" 



Close at hand came the howling of many wolves. It was almost as if the sound 
sprang up at the rising of his hand, just as the music of a great orchestra seems to leap 
under the baton of the conductor. After a pause of a moment, he proceeded, in his stately 
way, to the door, drew back the ponderous bolts, unhooked the heavy chains, and began 
to draw it open. 

To my intense astonishment I saw that it was unlocked. Suspiciously, I looked all 
round, but could see no key of any kind. 

As the door began to open, the howling of the wolves without grew louder and 
angrier. Their red jaws, with champing teeth, and their blunt-clawed feet as they leaped, 
came in through the opening door. I knew than that to struggle at the moment against the 
Count was useless. With such allies as these at his command, I could do nothing. 

But still the door continued slowly to open, and only the Count's body stood in the 
gap. Suddenly it struck me that this might be the moment and means of my doom. I was 
to be given to the wolves, and at my own instigation. There was a diabolical wickedness 
in the idea great enough for the Count, and as the last chance I cried out, "Shut the door! I 
shall wait till morning." And I covered my face with my hands to hide my tears of bitter 
disappointment. 

With one sweep of his powerful arm, the Count threw the door shut, and the great 
bolts clanged and echoed through the hall as they shot back into their places. 

In silence we returned to the library, and after a minute or two I went to my own 
room. The last I saw of Count Dracula was his kissing his hand to me, with a red light of 
triumph in his eyes, and with a smile that Judas in hell might be proud of. 

When I was in my room and about to lie down, I thought I heard a whispering at 
my door. I went to it softly and listened. Unless my ears deceived me, I heard the voice of 
the Count. 

"Back! Back to your own place! Your time is not yet come. Wait! Have patience! 
Tonight is mine. Tomorrow night is yours!" 

There was a low, sweet ripple of laughter, and in a rage I threw open the door, and 
saw without the three terrible women licking their lips. As I appeared, they all joined in a 
horrible laugh, and ran away. 

I came back to my room and threw myself on my knees. It is then so near the end? 
Tomorrow! Tomorrow! Lord, help me, and those to whom I am dear! 

30 June.--These may be the last words I ever write in this diary. I slept till just before the 
dawn, and when I woke threw myself on my knees, for I determined that if Death came 
he should find me ready. 



At last I felt that subtle change in the air, and knew that the morning had come. Then 
came the welcome cockcrow, and I felt that I was safe. With a glad heart, I opened the 
door and ran down the hall. I had seen that the door was unlocked, and now escape was 
before me. With hands that trembled with eagerness, I unhooked the chains and threw 
back the massive bolts. 

But the door would not move. Despair seized me. I pulled and pulled at the door, 
and shook it till, massive as it was, it rattled in its casement. I could see the bolt shot. It 
had been locked after I left the Count. 

Then a wild desire took me to obtain the key at any risk, and I determined then 
and there to scale the wall again, and gain the Count's room. He might kill me, but death 
now seemed the happier choice of evils. Without a pause I rushed up to the east window, 
and scrambled down the wall, as before, into the Count's room. It was empty, but that 
was as I expected. I could not see a key anywhere, but the heap of gold remained. I went 
through the door in the corner and down the winding stair and along the dark passage to 
the old chapel. I knew now well enough where to find the monster I sought. 

The great box was in the same place, close against the wall, but the lid was laid on 
it, not fastened down, but with the nails ready in their places to be hammered home. 

I knew I must reach the body for the key, so I raised the lid, and laid it back 
against the wall. And then I saw something which filled my very soul with horror. There 
lay the Count, but looking as if his youth had been half restored. For the white hair and 
moustache were changed to dark iron-grey. The cheeks were fuller, and the white skin 
seemed ruby-red underneath. The mouth was redder than ever, for on the lips were gouts 
of fresh blood, which trickled from the corners of the mouth and ran down over the chin 
and neck. Even the deep, burning eyes seemed set amongst swollen flesh, for the lids and 
pouches underneath were bloated. It seemed as if the whole awful creature were simply 
gorged with blood. He lay like a filthy leech, exhausted with his repletion. 

I shuddered as I bent over to touch him, and every sense in me revolted at the 
contact, but I had to search, or I was lost. The coming night might see my own body a 
banquet in a similar war to those horrid three. I felt all over the body, but no sign could I 
find of the key. Then I stopped and looked at the Count. There was a mocking smile on 
the bloated face which seemed to drive me mad. This was the being I was helping to 
transfer to London, where, perhaps, for centuries to come he might, amongst its teeming 
millions, satiate his lust for blood, and create a new and ever-widening circle of semi-
demons to batten on the helpless. 

The very thought drove me mad. A terrible desire came upon me to rid the world 
of such a monster. There was no lethal weapon at hand, but I seized a shovel which the 
workmen had been using to fill the cases, and lifting it high, struck, with the edge 
downward, at the hateful face. But as I did so the head turned, and the eyes fell upon me, 
with all their blaze of basilisk horror. The sight seemed to paralyze me, and the shovel 
turned in my hand and glanced from the face, merely making a deep gash above the 



forehead. The shovel fell from my hand across the box, and as I pulled it away the flange 
of the blade caught the edge of the lid which fell over again, and hid the horrid thing from 
my sight. The last glimpse I had was of the bloated face, blood-stained and fixed with a 
grin of malice which would have held its own in the nethermost hell. 

I thought and thought what should be my next move, but my brain seemed on fire, 
and I waited with a despairing feeling growing over me. As I waited I heard in the 
distance a gipsy song sung by merry voices coming closer, and through their song the 
rolling of heavy wheels and the cracking of whips. The Szgany and the Slovaks of whom 
the Count had spoken were coming. With a last look around and at the box which 
contained the vile body, I ran from the place and gained the Count's room, determined to 
rush out at the moment the door should be opened. With strained ears, I listened, and 
heard downstairs the grinding of the key in the great lock and the falling back of the 
heavy door. There must have been some other means of entry, or some one had a key for 
one of the locked doors. 

Then there came the sound of many feet tramping and dying away in some 
passage which sent up a clanging echo. I turned to run down again towards the vault, 
where I might find the new entrance, but at the moment there seemed to come a violent 
puff of wind, and the door to the winding stair blew to with a shock that set the dust from 
the lintels flying. When I ran to push it open, I found that it was hopelessly fast. I was 
again a prisoner, and the net of doom was closing round me more closely. 

As I write there is in the passage below a sound of many tramping feet and the 
crash of weights being set down heavily, doubtless the boxes, with their freight of earth. 
There was a sound of hammering. It is the box being nailed down. Now I can hear the 
heavy feet tramping again along the hall, with with many other idle feet coming behind 
them. 

The door is shut, the chains rattle. There is a grinding of the key in the lock. I can 
hear the key withdrawn, then another door opens and shuts. I hear the creaking of lock 
and bolt. 

Hark! In the courtyard and down the rocky way the roll of heavy wheels, the 
crack of whips, and the chorus of the Szgany as they pass into the distance. 

I am alone in the castle with those horrible women. Faugh! Mina is a woman, and 
there is nought in common. They are devils of the Pit! 

I shall not remain alone with them. I shall try to scale the castle wall farther than I 
have yet attempted. I shall take some of the gold with me, lest I want it later. I may find a 
way from this dreadful place. 

And then away for home! Away to the quickest and nearest train! Away from the 
cursed spot, from this cursed land, where the devil and his children still walk with earthly 
feet! 



At least God's mercy is better than that of those monsters, and the precipice is 
steep and high. At its foot a man may sleep, as a man. Goodbye, all. Mina! 

 
 
ERIC, COUNT OF STENBOCK (1859-1895) was called "Scholar, connoisseur, 
drunkard, poet, pervert, most charming of men." By W. B. Yeats. A rich Estonian count, 
he dabbled with poetry and fiction. He produced this one vampire classic, being well 
aware of the tradition that Le Fanu started. He begins it: “Vampire stories are generally 
located in Styria…”  
 

THE TRUE STORY OF A VAMPlRE 

VAMPIRE stories are generally located in Styria; mine is also. Styria is by no 
means the romantic kind of place described by those who have certainly never been there 
lt is a flat, uninteresting country, only celebrated for its turkeys, its capons, and the 
stupidity of its inhabitants. Vampires generally arrive at night, in carriages drawn by two 
black horses.  

Our Vampire arrived by the commonplace means of the railway train, and in the 
afternoon. You must think I am joking, or perhaps that by the word 'Vampire' I mean a 
financial vampire. No, I am quite serious. The Vampire of whom I am speaking, who laid 
waste our hearth and home was a real vampire.  

Vampires are generally described as dark, sinister looking, and singularly 
handsome. Our Vampire was, on the contrary, rather fair, and certainly was not at first 
sight sinister-looking, and though decidedly attractive in appearance, not what one would 
call singularly handsome.  

Yes, he desolated our home, killed my brother - the one object of my adoration - 
also my dear father. Yet. at the same lime, I must say that I myself came under the spell 
of has fascination, and, in spite of all, have no ill-will towards him now.  

Doubtless you have read in the papers passim of 'The Baroness and her beasts'. It 
is to tell how I came to spend most of my useless wealth on an asylum for stray animals 
that I am writing this.  

I am old now; what happened then was when I was a little girl of about thirteen. I 
will begin by describing our household. We were Poles; our name was Wronski: we lived 
in Styria, where we had a castle. Our household was very limited. It consisted, with the 
exclusion of domestics, of only my father, our governess - a worthy Belgian named 
Mademoiselle Vonnaert - my brother, and myself. Let me begin with my father: he was 
old, and both my brother and I were children of his old age. Of my mother I remember 
nothing: she died in giving birth to my brother, who was only one year, or not as much, 
younger than myself. Our father was studious, continually occupied in reading books, 



chiefly on recondite subjects and in all kinds of unknown languages. He had a long white 
beard, and wore habitually a black velvet skull-cap.  

How kind he was to us! It was more than I could tell. Still it was not I who was 
the favorite. His whole heart went out to Gabriel - Gabryel as we spelt it in Polish. He 
was always called by the Russian abbreviation davril - I mean of course, my brother, who 
had a resemblance to the only portrait of my mother, a slight chalk sketch which hung in 
my father's study. But I was by no means jealous: my brother was and has been the only 
love of my life. It is for his sake that I am now keeping in Westbourne Park a home for 
stray cats and dogs.  

I was at that time, as I said before, a little girl; my name was Carmela. My long 
tangled hair was always all over the place, and never would be combed straight. I was not 
pretty - at least, looking at a photograph of me at that time, I do not think I could describe 
myself as such. Yet at the same lime, when I look at the photograph, I think my 
expression may have been pleasing to some people: irregular features, large mouth, and 
large wild eyes.  

I was by way of being naughty - not so naughty as Gabriel in the opinion of Mlle 
Vonnaert. Mlle Vonnaert, I may interpose, was a wholly excellent person, middle-aged, 
who really did speak good French, although she was a Belgian, and could also make 
herself understood in German, which, as you may or may not know, is the current 
language of Styria.  

I find it difficult to describe my brother Gabriel; there was something about him 
strange and super human, or perhaps I should rather say praeterhuman, something 
between the animal and the divine. Perhaps the Greek idea of the Faun might illustrate 
what I mean; but that will not do either. He had large, wild, gazelle-like eyes: his hair, 
like mine, was in a perpetual tangle- that point he had in common with me, and indeed, as 
I afterwards heard, our mother having been of gipsy race, it will account for much of the 
innate wildness there was in our natures. I was wild enough, but Gabriel was much 
wilder. Nothing would induce him to put on shoes and stockings, except on Sundays - 
when he also allowed his hair to be combed, but only by me. How shall I describe the 
grace of that lovely mouth, shaped verily 'en arc d'amour'. I always think of the text in the 
Psalm, 'Grace is shed forth on thy lips, therefore has God blessed thee eternally' - lips that 
seemed to exhale the very breath of life. Then that beautiful, lithe, living, elastic form!  

He could run faster than any deer: spring like a squirrel to The topmost branch of 
a tree: he might have stood for the sign and symbol of vitality itself. But seldom could he 
be induced by Mlle Vonnaert to learn lessons; but when he did so, he learnt with 
extraordinary quickness. He would play upon every conceivable instrument, holding a 
violin here, there, and everywhere except the right place: manufacturing instruments for 
himself out of reeds - even sticks. Mlle Vonnaert made futile efforts to induce him to 
learn to play the piano. I suppose he was what was called spoilt, though merely in the 
superficial sense of the word. Our father allowed him to indulge in every caprice.  



One of his peculiarities, when quite a little child, was horror at the sight of meat. 
Nothing on earth would induce him to taste it. Another thing which was particularly 
remarkable about him was his extraordinary power over animals. Everything seemed to 
come tame to his hand. Birds would sit on his shoulder. Then sometimes Mlle Vonnaert 
and I would lose him in the woods - he would suddenly dart away. Then we would find 
him singing softly or whistling to himself with all manner of woodland creatures around 
him - hedgehogs, little foxes, wild rabbits, marmots, squirrels, and such like. He would 
frequently bring these things home with him and insist on keeping them. This strange 
menagerie was the terror of poor Mlle Vonnaert's heart. He chose to live in a little room 
at the top of a turret; but which, instead of going upstairs, he chose to reach by means of a 
very tall chestnut tree, through the window. But in contradiction of all this, it was his 
custom to serve every Sunday Mass in the parish church, with hair nicely combed and 
with white surplice and red cassock. He looked as demure and tamed as possible. Then 
came the element of the divine. What an expression of ecstasy there was in those glorious 
eyes !  

Thus far I have not been speaking about the Vampire. However, let me begin with 
my narrative at last. One day my father had to go to the neighboring town - as he 
frequently had. This time he returned accompanied by a guest. The gentleman, he said, 
had missed his train, through the late arrival of another at our station, which was a 
junction, and he would therefore, as trains were not frequent in our parts, have had to 
wait there all night. He had joined in conversation with my father in the too-late-arriving 
train from the town: and had consequently accepted my father's invitation to stay the 
night at our house. But of course, you know, in those out-of-the-way parts we are almost 
patriarchal in our hospitality.  

He was announced under the name of Count Vardalek- -the name being 
Hungarian. But he spoke German well enough: not with the monotonous accentuation of 
Hungarians, but rather, if anything, with a slight Slavonic intonation. His voice was 
peculiarly soft and insinuating. We soon afterwards found that he could talk Polish, and 
Mlle Vonnaert vouched for his good French. Indeed, he seemed to know all languages. 
But let me give my first impressions. He was rather tall with fair wavy hair, rather long, 
which accentuated a certain effeminacy about his smooth face. His figure had something 
- I cannot say what - serpentine about it. The features were refined; and he had long, 
slender, magnetic-looking hands, a somewhat long sinuous nose, a graceful mouth, and 
an attractive smile, which belied the intense sadness of the expression of the eyes. When 
he arrived his eyes were half closed--indeed they were habitually so--so that I could not 
decide their color. He looked worn and wearied. I could not possibly guess his age.  

Suddenly Gabriel burst into the room; a yellow butterfly was clinging to his hair. 
He was carrying in his arms a little squirrel. Of course he was bare-legged as usual. The 
stranger looked up at his approach; then I noticed his eyes. They were green: they seemed 
to dilate and grow larger. Gabriel stood stock-still, with a startled look, like that of a bird 
fascinated by a serpent. But nevertheless he held out his hand to the newcomer. Vardalek, 
taking his hand--I don't know why I noticed this trivial thing--pressed the pulse with his 
forefinger. Suddenly Gabriel darted from the room and rushed upstairs, going to his 



turret-room this time by the staircase instead of the tree. I was in terror what the Count 
might think of him. Great was my relief when he came down in his velvet Sunday suit, 
and showed and stockings. I combed his hair, and set him generally right.  

When the stranger came down to dinner his appearance had somewhat altered; he 
looked much younger. There was an elasticity of the skin, combined with a delicate 
complexion, rarely to be found in a man. Before, he had struck me as being very pale.  

Well, at dinner we were all charmed with him, especially my father. He seemed to 
be thoroughly acquainted with all my father's particular hobbies. Once, when my father 
was relating some of his military experiences, he said something about a drummer-boy 
who was wounded in battle. His eyes opened completely again and dilated: this time with 
a particularly disagreeable expression, dull and dead, yet at the same time animated by 
some horrible excitement. But this was only momentary.  

The chief subject of his conversation with my father was about certain mystical 
books which my father had just lately picked up, and which he could not make out, but 
Vardalek seemed completely to understand. At dessert-time my father asked him if he 
were in a great hurry to reach his destination: if not, would he not stay with us a little 
while: though our place was out of the way, he would find much that would interest him 
in his library.  

He answered, "I am in no hurt. I have no particular reason for going to that place 
at all, and if I can be of service to you in deciphering these books, I shall be only too 
glad." He added with a smile which was bitter, very bitter:  

"You see, I am a cosmopolitan, a wanderer on the face of the earth."  

After dinner my father asked him if he played the piano. He said, "Yes, I can a 
little," and he sat down at the piano. Then he played a Hungarian csardas--wild, 
rhapsodic, wonderful.  

That is the music which makes men mad. He went on in the same strain.  

Gabriel stood stock-still by the piano, his eyes dilated and fixed, his form 
quivering. At last he said very slowly, at one particular motive--for want of a better word 
you may call it the relache of a csardas, by which I mean that point where the original 
quasi-slow movement begins again--"Yes, I think I could play that."  

Then he quickly fetched his fiddle and self-made xylophone, and did actually, 
alternating the instruments, render the same very well indeed.  

Vardalek looked at him, and said in a very sad voice, "Poor child! you have the 
soul of music within you."  



I could not understand why he should seem to commiserate instead of 
congratulate Gabriel on what certainly showed an extraordinary talent.  

Gabriel was shy even as the wild animals who were tame to him. Never had he 
taken to a stranger. Indeed, as a rule, if any stranger came to the house by chance, he 
would hide himself, and I had to bring him up his food to the turret chamber. You may 
imagine what was my surprise when I saw him walking about hand in hand with 
Vardalek the next morning, in the garden, talking livelily with him, and showing his 
collection of pet animals which he had gathered from the woods, and for which we had 
had to fit up a regular zoological gardens. He seemed utterly under the domination of 
Vardalek. What surprised us was (for other-wise we liked the stranger, especially for 
being kind to him) that he seemed, though not noticeably at first - except perhaps to me, 
who noticed everything with regard to him - to be gradually losing his general health and 
vitality. He did not become pale as yet; but there was a certain languor about his 
movements which certainly there was by no means before.  

My father got more and more devoted to Count Vardalek. He helped him in his 
studies: and my father would hardly allow him to go away, which he did sometimes - to 
Trieste, he said: he always came back, bringing us presents of strange Oriental jewellery 
or textures.  

I knew all kinds of people came to Trieste, Orientals included. Still, there was a 
strangeness and magnificence about these things which I was sure even then could not 
possibly have come from such a place as Trieste, memorable to me chiefly for its necktie 
shops.  

When Vardalek was away, Gabriel was continually asking for him and talking 
about him. Then at the same time he seemed to regain his old vitality and spirits. 
Vardalek always returned looking much older, wan, and weary. Gabriel would rush to 
meet him, and kiss him on the mouth. Then he gave a slight shiver: and after a little while 
began to look quite young again.  

Things continued like this for some time. My father would not hear of Vardalek's 
going away permanently. He came to be an inmate of our house. I indeed, and Mlle 
Vonnaert also, could not help noticing what a difference there was altogether about 
Gabriel. But my father seemed totally blind to it.  

One night I had gone downstairs to fetch something which I had left in the 
drawing-room. As I was going up again I passed Vardelek's room. He was playing on a 
piano, which had been specially put there for him, one of Chopin's nocturnes, very 
beautifully: I stopped, leaning on the banisters to listen.  

Something white appeared on the dark staircase. We believed in ghosts in our part. I was 
transfixed with terror, and clung to the banisters. What was my astonishment to see 
Gabriel walking slowly down the staircase, his eyes fixed as though in a trance! This 



terrified me even more than a ghost would. Could I believe my senses? Could that be 
Gabriel?  

I simply could not move. Gabriel, clad in his long white night-shirt, came 
downstairs and opened the door. He left it open. Vardalek still continued playing, but 
talked as he played.  

He said - this time speaking in Polish - Nie umiem wyrazic jak ciechi kocham - 
'My darling, I fain would spare thee; but thy life is my life, and I must live, I who would 
rather die. Will God not have any mercy on me? Oh! oh! life; oh, the torture of life!' Here 
he struck one agonized and strange chord, then continued playing softly, 'O Gabriel, my 
beloved! my life, yes life - oh, why life? I am sure this is but a little that I demand of thee. 
Surely thy superabundance of life can spare a little to one who is already dead. No, stay,' 
he said now almost harshly, 'what must be, must be ! '  

Gabriel stood there quite still, with the same fixed vacant expression, in the room. 
He was evidently walking in his sleep. Vardalek played on: then said, 'Ah!' with a sign of 
terrible agony. Then very gently, 'Go now, Gabriel; it is enough.' And Gabriel went out of 
the room and ascended the staircase at the same slow pace, with the same unconscious 
stare. Vardalek struck the piano, and although he did not play loudly, it seemed as though 
the strings would break. You never heard music so strange and so heart-rending  

I only know I was found by Mlle Vonnaert in the morning, in an unconscious 
state, at the foot of the stairs. Was it a dream after all? I am sure now that it was not. I 
thought then it might be, and said nothing o anyone about it. Indeed, what could I say?  

Well, to let me cut a long story short, Gabriel, who had never known a moment's 
sickness in his life, grew ill: and we had to send to Gratz for a doctor, who could give no 
explanation of Gabriel's strange illness. Gradual wasting away, he said: absolutely no 
organic complaint. What could this mean?  

My father at last became conscious of the fact that Gabriel was ill. His anxiety 
was fearful. The last trace of grey faded from his beard and it became quite white. We 
sent to Vienna for doctors. But all with the same result.  

Gabriel was generally unconscious, and when conscious, only seemed to 
recognize Vardalek, who sat continually by his bedside, nursing him with the utmost 
tenderness.  

One day I was alone in the room: and Vardalek cried suddenly, almost fiercely, 
'Send for a priest at once, at once,' he repeated. 'It is now almost too late ! '  

Gabriel stretched out his arms spasmodically, and put them round Vardalek's 
neck. This was the only movement he had made for some time. Vardalek bent down and 
kissed him on the lips. I rushed downstairs: and the priest was sent for. When I came 



back Vardalek was not there. The priest administered extreme unction. I think Gabriel 
was already dead, although we did not think so at the time.  

Vardalek had utterly disappeared; and when we looked for him he was nowhere to 
be found; nor have I seen or heard of him since.  

My father died very soon afterwards: suddenly aged, and bent down with grief. 
And so the whole of the Wronski property came into my sole possession. And here I am, 
an old woman, generally laughed at for keeping, in memory of Gabriel, an asylum for 
stray animals - and - people do not, as a rule, believe in Vampires!  

 

F. MARION CRAWFORD (1854-1909) is the only American in this book. Crawford 
became a prolific novelist in his day. Today is he remembers largely only for a handful of 
horror stories, including this one. Raised in Europe, Crawford sets his story there with 
great accuracy. 

“FOR THE BLOOD IS THE LIFE” 

We had dined at sunset on the broad roof of the old tower, because it was cooler 
there during the great heat of summer. Besides, the little kitchen was built at one corner 
of the great square platform, which made it more convenient than if the dishes had to be 
carried down the steep stone steps broken in places and everywhere worn with age. The 
tower was one of those built all down the west coast of Calabria by the Emperor Charles 
V early in the sixteenth century, to keep off the Barbary pirates, when the unbelievers 
were allied with Francis I against the Emperor and the Church. They have gone to ruin, a 
few still stand intact, and mine is one of the largest. How it came into my possession ten 
years ago, and why I spend a part of each year in it, are matters which do not concern this 
tale. The tower stands in one of the loneliest spots in Southern Italy, at the extremity of a 
curving, rocky promontory, which forms a small but safe natural harbour at the southern 
extremity of the Gulf of Policastro, and just north of Cape Scalea, the birthplace of Judas 
Iscariot, according to the old local legend. The tower stands alone on this hooked spur of 
the rock, and there is not a house to be seen within three miles of it. When I go there I 
take a couple of sailors, one of whom is a fair cook, and when I am away it is in charge of 
a gnome-like little being who was once a miner and who attached himself to me long ago. 

 
My friend, who sometimes visits me in my summer solitude, is an artist by 

profession, a Scandinavian by birth, and a cosmopolitan by force of circumstances. We 
had dined at sunset; the sunset glow had reddened and faded again, and the evening 
purple steeped the vast chain of the mountains that embrace the deep gulf to eastward and 
rear themselves higher and higher towards the south. It was hot, and we sat at the 
landward corner of the platform, waiting for the night breeze to come down from the 
lower hills. The colour sank out of the air, there was a little interval of deep-grey twilight, 
and a lamp sent a yellow streak from the open door of the kitchen, where the men were 
getting their supper. 



Then the moon rose suddenly above the crest of the promontory, flooding the 
platform and lighting up every little spur of rock and knoll of grass below us, down to the 
edge of the motionless water. My friend lighted his pipe and sat looking at a spot on the 
hillside. I knew that he was looking at it, and for a long time past I had wondered whether 
he would ever see anything there that would fix his attention. I knew that spot well. It 
was clear that he was interested at last, though it was a long time before he spoke. Like 
most painters, he trusts to his own eyesight, as a lion trusts his strength and a stag his 
speed, and he is always disturbed when he cannot reconcile what he sees with what he 
believes that he ought to see. 

 
"It's strange," he said. "Do you see that little mound just on this side of the 

boulder?" 
 
"Yes," I said, and I guessed what was coming. 
 
"It looks like a grave," observed Holger. 
 
"Very true. It does look like a grave." 
 
"Yes," continued my friend, his eyes still fixed on the spot. "But the strange thing 

is that I see the body lying on the top of it. Of course," continued Holger, turning his head 
on one side as artists do, "it must be an effect of light. In the first place, it is not a grave at 
all. Secondly, if it were, the body would be inside and not outside. Therefor, it's an effect 
of the moonlight. Don't you see it?" 

 
"Perfectly; I always see it on moonlight nights." 
 
"It doesn't seem it interest you much," said Holger. 
 
"On the contrary, it does interest me, though I am used to it. You're not so far 

wrong, either. The mound is really a grave." 
 
"Nonsense!" cried Holger incredulously. "I suppose you'll tell me that what I see 

lying on it is really a corpse!" 
 
"No," I answered, "it's not. I know, because I have taken the trouble to go down 

and see." 
 
"Then what is it?" asked Holger. 
 
"It's nothing." 
 
"You mean that it's an effect of light, I suppose?" 
 
"Perhaps it is. But the inexplicable part of the matter is that it makes no difference 

whether the moon is rising or setting, or waxing or waning. If there's any moonlight at all, 



from east or west or overhead, so long as it shines on the grave you can see the outline of 
the body on top." 

 
Holger stirred up his pipe with the point of his knife, and then used his finger for a 

stopper. When the tobacco burned well, he rose from his chair. 
 
"If you don't mind," he said, "I'll go down and take a look at it." 
 
He left me, crossed the roof, and disappeared down the dark steps. I did not move, 

but sat looking down until he came out of the tower below. I heard him humming an old 
Danish song as he crossed the open space in the bright moonlight, going straight to the 
mysterious mound. When he was ten paces from it, Holger stopped short, made two steps 
forward, and then three or four backward, and then stopped again. I know what that 
meant. He had reached the spot where the Thing ceased to be visible -- where, as he 
would have said, the effect of light changed. 

 
Then he went on till he reached the mound and stood upon it. I could see the 

Thing still, but it was no longer lying down; it was on its knees now, winding its white 
arms round Holger's body and looking up into his face. A cool breeze stirred my hair at 
that moment, as the night wind began to come down from the hills, but it felt like a breath 
from another world. 

 
The Thing seemed to be trying to climb to its feet helping itself up by Holger's 

body while he stood upright, quite unconcious of it and apparently looking toward the 
tower, which is very picturesque when the moonlight falls upon it on that side. 

 
"Come along!" I shouted. "Don't stay there all night!" 
 
It seemed to me that he moved reluctantly as he stepped from the mound, or else 

with difficulty. That was it. The Thing's arms were still round his waist, but its feet could 
not leave the grave. As he came slowly forward it was drawn and lengthened like a 
wreath of mist, thin and white, till I saw distinctly that Holger shook himself, as a man 
does who feels a chill. At the same instant a little wail of pain came to me on the breeze -
- it might have been the cry of the small owl that lives amongst the rocks -- and the misty 
presence floated swiftly back from Holger's advancing figure and lay once more at its 
length upon the mound. 

 
Again I felt the cool breeze in my hair, and this time an icy thrill of dread ran 

down my spine. I remembered very well that I had once gone down there alone in the 
moonlight; that presently, being near, I had seen nothing; that, like Holger, I had gone 
and had stood upon the mound; and I remembered how when I came back, sure that there 
was nothing there, I had felt the sudden conviction that there was something after all if I 
would only look back, a temptation I had resisted as unworthy of a man of sense, until, to 
get rid of it, I had shaken myself just as Holger did. 

 



And now I knew that those white, misty arms had been round me, too; I knew it in 
a flash, and I shuddered as I remembered that I had heard the night owl then, too. But it 
had not been the night owl. It was the cry of the Thing. 

 
I refilled my pipe and poured out a cup of strong southern wine; in less than a 

minute Holger was seated beside me again. 
 
"Of course there's nothing there," he said, "but it's creepy, all the same. Do you 

know, when I was coming back I was so sure that there was something behind me that I 
wanted to turn around and look? It was an effort not to." 

 
He laughed a little, knocked the ashes out of his pipe, and poured himself out 

some wine. For a while neither of us spoke, and the moon rose higher and we both looked 
at the Thing that lay on the mound. 

 
"You might make a story about that," said Holger after a long time. 
 
"There is one," I answered. "If you're not sleepy, I'll tell it to you." 
 
"Go ahead," said Holger, who likes stories.  
 
Old Aderio was dying up there in the village beyond the hill. You remember him, 

I have no doubt. They say that he made his money by selling sham jewelry in South 
America, and escaped with his gains when he was found out.. Like all those fellows, if 
they bring anything back with them, he at once set to work to enlarge his house, and as 
there are no masons here, he sent all the way to Paola for two workmen. They were a 
rough-looking pair of scoundrels--a Neapolitan who had lost one eye and a Sicilian with 
an old scar half an inch deep across his left cheek. I often saw them, for on Sundays they 
used to come down here and fish off the rocks. When Alario caught the fever that killed 
him the masons were still at work. As he had agreed that part of their pay should be their 
board and lodging, he made them sleep in the house. His wife was dead, and he had an 
only son called Angelo, who was a much better sort than himself. Angelo was to marry 
the daughter of the richest man in the village, and, strange to say, though the marriage 
was arranged by their parents, the young people were said to be in love with each other. 

 
For that matter, the whole village was in love with Angelo, and among the rest a 

wild, good-looking creature called Cristina, who was more like a gipsy than any girl I 
ever saw about here. She had very red lips and very black eyes, she was built like a 
greyhound, and had the tongue of the devil. But Angelo did not care a straw for her. He 
was rather a simpleminded fellow, quite different from his old scoundrel of a father, and 
under what I should call normal circumstances I really believe that he would never have 
looked at any girl except the nice plump little creature, with a fat dowry, whom his father 
meant him to marry. But things turned up which were neither normal nor natural. 

 
On the other hand, a very handsome young shepherd from the hills above Maratea 

was in love with Cristina, who seems to have been quite indifferent to him. Cristina had 



no regular means of subsistence, but she was a good girl and willing to do any work or go 
on errands to any distance for the sake of a loaf of bread or a mess of beans, and 
permission to sleep under cover. She was especially glad when she could get something 
to do about the house of Angelo's father. There is no doctor in the village, and when the 
neighbours saw that old Alario was dying they sent Cristina to Scalea to fetch one. That 
was late in the afternoon, and if they had waited so long it was because the dying miser 
refused to allow any such extravagance while he was able to speak. But while Cristina 
was gone matters grew rapidly worse, the priest was brough tothe bedside, and when he 
had done what he could he gave it as his opinion to the bystanders that the old man was 
dead, and left the house.  

 
You know these people. They have a physical horror of death. Until the priest 

spoke, the room had been full of people. The words were hardly out of his mouth before 
it was empty. It was night now. They hurried down the dark steps and out into the street.  

 
Angelo, as I have said, was away, Cristina had not come back--the simple 

woman-servant who had nursed the sick man fled with the rest, and the body was left 
alone in the flickering light of the earthen oil lamp.  

 
Five minutes later two men looked in cautiously and crept forward toward the 

bed. They were the one-eyed Neapolitan mason and his Sicilian companion. They knew 
what they wanted. In a moment they had dragged from under the bed a small but heavy 
iron-bound box, and long before anyone thought of coming back to the dead man they 
had left the house and the village under cover of darkness. It was easy enough, for 
Alario's house is the last toward the gorge which leads down here, and the thieves merely 
went out by the back door, got over the stone wall, and had nothing to risk after that 
except that possibility of meeting some belated countryman, which was very small 
indeed, since few of the people use that path. They had a mattock and shovel, and they 
made their way without accident.  

 
I am telling you this story as it must have happened, for, of course, there were no 

witnesses to this part of it. The men brought the box down by the gorge, intending to bury 
it on the beach in the wet sand, where it would have been much safer. But the paper 
would ahve rotted if they had been obliged to leave it there long,so they dug their hole 
down there, close to that boulder. Yes, just where the mound is now.  

 
Cristina did not find the doctor in Scalea, for he had been sent for from a place up 

the valley, half-way to San Domenico. If she had found him we would have come on his 
mule by the upper road, which is smoother but much longer. But Cristina took the short 
cut by the rocks, which passes about fifty feet above the mound, and goes round that 
corner. The men were digging when she passed, and she heard them at work. It would not 
hav been like her to go by without finding out what the noise was, for she was never 
afraid of anything in her life, and, besides, the fishermen sometimes come ashore here at 
night to get a stone for an anchor or to gather sticks to make a little fire. The night was 
dark and Cristina probably came close to the two men before she could see what they 
were doing. She knew them, of course, and they knew her, and understood instantly that 



they were in her power. There was only one thing to be done for their safety, and they did 
it. They knocked her on the head, they dug the hole deep, and they buried her quickly 
with the iron-bound chest. They must have understood that their only chance of escaping 
suspicion lay in getting back to the village before their absence was noticed, for they 
returned immediately, and were found half and hour later gossiping quietly with the man 
who was making Alario's coffin. He was a crony of theirs, and had been working at the 
repairs in the old man's house. So far as I have been able to make out, the only persons 
who were supposed to know where Alario kept his treasure were Angelo and the one 
woman-servant I have mentioned. Angelo was away; it was the woman who discovered 
the theft.  

 
It was easy enough to understand why no one else knew where the money was. 

The old man kept his door locked and the key in his pocket when he was out, and did not 
let the woman enter to clean the place unless he was there himself. The whole village 
knew that he had money somewhere, however, and the masons had probably discovered 
the whereabouts of the chest by climbing in at the window in his absence. If the old man 
had not been delirious until he lost conciousness he would have been in frightful agony of 
mind for his riches. The faithful woman-servant forgot their existence only for a few 
moments when she fled with the rest, overcome by the horror of death. Twenty minutes 
had not passed before she returned with the two hideous old hags who are always called 
in to prepare the dead for burial. Even then she had not at first the courage to go near the 
bed with them, but she made a pretence of dropping something, went down on her knees 
as if to find it, and looked under the bedstead. The walls of the room were newly 
whitewashed down to the floor and she saw at a glance that the chest was gone. It had 
been there in the afternoon, it had therefore been stolen in the short interval since she had 
left the room.  

 
There are no carabineers stationed in the village; there is not so much as a 

municipal watchman, for there is no municipality. There never was such a place, I 
believe. Scalea is supposed to look after it in some mysterious way, and it takes a couple 
of hours to get anybody from there. As the old woman had lived in the village all her life, 
it did not even occur to her to apply to any civil authority for help. She simply set up a 
howl and ran through the village in the dark, screaming out that her dead master's house 
had been robbed. Many of the people looked out, but at first no one seemed inclined to 
help her. Most of them, judging her by themselves, whispered to each other that she had 
probably stolen the money herself. The first man to move was the father of the girl whom 
Angelo was to marry; having collected his household, all of whom felt a personal interest 
in the wealth which was to have come into the family, he declared it to be his opinion that 
the chest had been stolen by the two journeymen masons who lodged in the house. He 
headed a search for them, which naturally began in Alario's house and ended in the 
carpenter's workshop, where the thieves were found discussing a measure of wine with 
the carpenter over the half-finished coffin, by the light of one earthen lamp filled with oil 
and tallow. The search-party at once accused the delinquents of the crime, and threatened 
to lock them up in the cellar till the carabineers could be fetched from Scalea. The two 
men looked at each other for one moment, and then without the slightest hesitation they 
put out the single light, seized the unfinished coffin between them, and using it as a sort 



of battering ram, dashed upon their assailants in the dark. In a few moments they were 
beyond pursuit.  

 
That is the end of the first part of the story. The treasure had disappeared, and as 

no trace of it could be found the people supposed that the thieves had succeeded in 
carrying it off. The old man was buried, and when Angelo came back at last he had to 
borrow money to pay for the miserable funeral, and had some difficulty in doing so. He 
hardly needed to be told that in losing his inheritance he had lost his bride. In this part of 
the world marriages are made on strictly business principles, and if the promised cash is 
not forthcoming on the appointed day, the bride or the bridegroom whose parents have 
failed to produce it may as well take themselves off, for there will be no wedding. Poor 
Angelo knew that well enough. His father had been possessed of hardly any land, and 
now that the hard cash which he had brought from South America was gone, there was 
nothing left but debts for the building materials that were to have been used for enlarging 
and improving the old house. Angelo was beggared, and the nice plump little creature 
who was to have been his, turned up her nose at him in the most approved fashion. As for 
Cristina, it was several days before she was missed, for no one remembered that she had 
been sent to Scalea for the doctor, who had never come. She often disappeared in the 
same way for days together, when she could find a little work here and there at the distant 
farms among the hills. But when she did not come back at all, people began to wonder, 
and at last made up their minds that she had connived with the masons and had escaped 
with them.  

 
I paused and emptied my glass.  
 
"That sort of thing could not happen anywhere else," observed Holger, filling his 

everlasting pipe again. "It is wonderful what a natural charm there is about murder and 
sudden death in a romantic country like this. Deeds that would be simply brutal and 
disgusting anywhere else become dramatic and mysterious because this is Italy, and we 
are living in a genuine tower of Charles V built against Barbary pirates." 

 
"There's something in that," I admitted. Holger is the most romantic man in the 

world inside of himself, but he always thinks it necessary to explain why he feels 
anything. 

 
"I suppose the found the poor girl's body with the box," he said presently. 
 
"As it seems to interest you," I answered, "I'll tell you the rest of the story." 
 
The mood had risen by this time; the outline of the Thing on the mound was 

clearer to our eyes than before. 
 
The village very soon settled down to its small dull life. No one missed old 

Alario, who had been away so much on his voyages to South America that he had never 
been a familiar figure in his native place. Angelo lived in the half-finished house, and 
because he had no money to pay the old woman-servant, she would not stay with him, but 



once in a long time she would come and wash a shirt for him for old acquaintance' sake. 
Besides the house, he had inherited a small patch of ground at some distance from the 
village; he tried to cultivate it, but he had no heart in the work, for he knew he could neer 
pay the taxes on it and on the house, which would certainly be confiscated by the 
Government, or seized for the debt of the building material, which the man who had 
supplied it refused to take back.  

 
Angelo was very unhappy. So long as his father had been alive and rich, every 

girl in the village had been in love with him; but that was all changed now. It had been 
pleasant to be admired and courted, and invited to drink wine by fathers who had girls to 
marry. It was hard to be stared at coldly, and sometimes laughed at because he had been 
robbed of his inheritance. He cooked his miserable meals for himself, and from being sad 
became melancholy and morose.  

 
At twilight, when the day's work was done, instead of hanging about in the open 

space before the church with young fellows of his own age, he took to wandering in 
lonely places on the outskirts of the village till it was quite dark. Then he slunk home and 
went to bed to save the expense of a light. But in those lonely twilight hours he began to 
have strange waking dreams. He was not always alone, for often when he sat on the 
stump of a tree, where the narrow path turns down the gorge, he was sure that a woman 
came up noiselessly over the rough stones, as if her feet were bare; and she stood under a 
clump of chestnut trees only half a dozen yards down the path, and beckoned to him 
without speaking. Though she was in the shadow he knew that her lips were red, and that 
when they parted a little and smiled at him she showed two small sharp teeth. He knew 
this at first rather than saw it, and he knew that it was Cristina, and that she was dead. Yet 
he was not afraid; he only wondered whether it was a dream, for he thought that if he had 
been awake he should have been frightened.  

 
Besides, the dead woman had red lips, and that could only happen in a dream. 

Whenever he went near the gorget after sunset she was already there waiting for him, or 
else she very soon appeared, and he began to be sure of her blood-red mouth, but now 
each feature grew distinct, and the pale face looked at him with deep and hungry eyes.  

 
It was the eyes that grew dim.  Little by little he came to know that someday the 

dream would not end when he turned away to go home, but would lead him down the 
gorge out of which the vision rose.  She was nearer now when she beckoned to him.  Her 
cheeks were not livid like those of the dead, but pale with starvation, with the furious and 
unappeased physical hunger of her eyes that devoured him.  They feasted on his soul and 
cast a spell over him, and at last they were close to his own and held him.  He could not 
tell whether her breath was as hot as fire, or as cold as ice; he could not tell whether her 
red lips burned his or froze them, or whether her five fingers on his wrists seared 
scorching scars or bit his flesh like frost; he could not tell whether he was awake or 
asleep, whether she was alive or dead, but he knew that she loved him, she alone of all 
creatures, earthly or unearthly, and her spell had power over him.  

 



When the moon rose high that night the shadow of that Thing was not alone down 
there upon the mound.  

 
Angelo awoke in the cool dawn, drenched with dew and chilled through flesh, and 

blood, and bone.  He opened his eyes to the faint grey light, and saw the stars were still 
shining overhead.  He was very weak, and his heart was beating so slowly that he was 
almost like a man fainting.  Slowly he turned his head on the mound, as on a pillow, but 
the other face was not there.  Fear seized him suddenly, a fear unspeakable and unknown; 
he sprang to his feet and fled up the gorge, and he never looked behind him until he 
reached the door of the house on the outskirts of the village.  Drearily he went to his work 
that day, and wearily the hours dragged themselves after the sun, till at last it touched the 
sea and sank, and the great sharp hills above Maratea turned purple against the dove-
coloured eastern sky.  

 
Angelo shouldered his heavy hoe and left the field.  He felt less tired now than in 

the morning when he had begun to work, but he promised himself that he would go home 
without lingering by the gorge, and eat the best supper he could get himself, and sleep all 
night in his bed like a Christian man.  Not again would he be tempted down the narrow 
way by a shadow with red lips and icy breath; not again would he dream that dream of 
terror and delight.  He was near the village now; it was half an hour since the sun had set, 
and the cracked church bell sent little discordant echoes across the rocks and ravines to 
tell all good people that the day was done.  Angelo stood still a moment where the path 
forked, where it led toward the village on the left, and down to the gorge on the right, 
where a clump of chestnut trees overhung the narrow way.  He stood still a minute, lifting 
his battered hat from his head and gazing at the fast-fading sea westward, and his lips 
moved as he silently repeated the familiar evening prayer.  His lips moved, but the words 
that followed them in his brain lost their meaning and turned into others, and ended in a 
name that he spoke aloud -- Cristina!  With the name, the tension of his will relaxed 
suddenly, reality went out and the dream took him again, and bore him on swiftly and 
surely like a man walking in his sleep, down, down, by the steep path in the gathering 
darkness.  And as she glided beside him, Cristina whispered strange, sweet things in his 
ear, which somehow, if he had been awake, he knew that he could not quite have 
understood; but now they were the most wonderful words he had ever heard in his life.  
And she kissed him also, but not upon his mouth.  He felt her sharp kisses upon his white 
throat, and he knew that her lips were red.  So the wild dream sped on through twilight 
and darkness and moonrise, and all the glory of the summer's night.  But in the chilly 
dawn he lay as one half dead upon the mound down there, recalling and not recalling, 
drained of his blood, yet strangely longing to give those red lips more.  Then came the 
fear, the awful nameless panic, the mortal horror that guards the confines of the world we 
see not, neither know of as we know of other things, but which we feel when its icy chill 
freezes our bones and stirs our hair with the touch of a ghostly hand.  Once more Angelo 
sprang from the mound and fled up the gorge in the breaking day, but his step was less 
sure this time, and he panted for breath as he ran; and when he came to the bright spring 
of water that rises half way up the hillside, he dropped upon his knees and hands and 
plunged his whole face in and drank as he had never drunk before -- for it was the thirst 
of the wounded man who has lain bleeding all night upon the battle-field.  



 
She had him fast now, and he could not escape her, but would come to her every 

evening at dusk until she had drained him of his last drop of blood.  It was in vain that 
when the day was done he tried to take another turning and to go home by a path that did 
not lead near the gorge.  It was in vain that he made promises to himself each morning at 
dawn when he climbed the lonely way up from the shore to the village.  It was all in vain, 
for when the sun sank burning into the sea, and the coolness of the evening stole out as 
from a hiding-place to delight the weary world, his feet turned toward the old way, and 
she was waiting for him in the shadow under the chestnut trees; and then all happened as 
before, and she fell to kissing his white throat even as she flitted lightly down the way, 
winding one arm about him.  And as his blood failed, she grew more hungry and more 
thirsty every day, and every day when he awoke in the early dawn it was harder to rouse 
himself to the effort of climbing the steep path to the village; and when he went to his 
work his feet dragged painfully, and there was hardly strength in his arms to wield the 
heavy hoe.  He scarcely spoke to anyone now, but the people said he was "consuming 
himself" for love of the girl he was to have married when he lost his inheritance; and they 
laughed heartily at the thought, for this is not a very romantic country.  At this time 
Antonio, the man who stays here to look after the tower, returned from a visit to his 
people, who live near Salerno.  He had been away all the time since before Alario's death 
and knew nothing of what had happened.  He has told me that he came back late in the 
afternoon and shut himself up in the tower to eat and sleep, for he was very tired.  It was 
past midnight when he awoke, and when he looked out toward the mound, and he saw 
something, and he did not sleep again that night.  When he went out again in the morning 
it was broad daylight, and there was nothing to be seen on the mound but loose stones 
and driven sand.  Yet he did not go very near it; he went straight up the path to the village 
and directly to the house of the old priest.  

 
"I have seen an evil thing this night," he said; "I have seen how the dead drink the 

blood of the living.  And the blood is the life."  
 
"Tell me what you have seen," said the priest in reply.  
 
Antonio told him everything he had seen.  
 
"You must bring your book and your holy water to-night," he added.  "I will be 

here before sunset to go down with you, and if it pleases your reverence to sup with me 
while we wait, I will make ready."  

 
"I will come," the priest answered, "for I have read in old books of these strange 

beings which are neither quick nor dead, and which lie ever fresh in their graves, stealing 
out in the dusk to taste life and blood."  

 
Antonio cannot read, but he was glad to see that the priest understood the 

business; for, of course, the books must have been instructed him as to the best means of 
quieting the half-living Thing for ever.  

 



So Antonio went away to his work, which consists largely in sitting on the shady 
side of the tower, when he is not perched upon a rock with a fishing-line catching 
nothing.  But on that day he went twice to look at the mound in the bright sunlight, and 
he searched round and round it for some hole through which the being might get in and 
out; but he found none.  When the sun began to sink and the air was cooler in the 
shadows, he went up to fetch the old priest, carrying a little wicker basket with him; and 
in this they placed a bottle of holy water, and the basin, and sprinkler, and the stole which 
the priest would need; and they came down and waited in the door of the tower till it 
should be dark.  But while the light still lingered very grey and faint, they saw something 
moving, just there, two figures, a man's that walked, and a woman's that flitted beside 
him, and while her head lay on his shoulder she kissed his throat.  The priest has told me 
that, too, and that his teeth chattered and he grasped Antonio's arm.  The vision passed 
and disappeared into the shadow.  Then Antonio got the leathern flask of strong liquor, 
which he kept for great occasions, and poured such a draught as made the old man feel 
almost young again; and gave the priest his stole to put on and the holy water to carry, 
and they went out together toward the spot where the work was to be done.  Antonio says 
that in spite of the rum his own knees shook together, and the priest stumbled over his 
Latin.  For when they were yet a few yards from the mound the flickering light of the 
lantern fell upon Angelo's white face, unconscious as if in sleep, and on his upturned 
throat, over which a very thin red line of blood trickled down into his collar; and the 
flickering light of the lantern played upon another face that looked up from the feast, 
upon two deep, dead eyes that saw in spite of death -- upon parted lips, redder than life 
itself -- upon two gleaming teeth on which glistened a rosy drop.  Then the priest, good 
old man, shut his eyes tight and showered holy water before him, and his cracked voice 
rose almost to a scream; and then Antonio, who is no coward after all, raised his pick n 
one hand and the lantern in the other, as he sprang forward, not knowing what the end 
should be; and then he swears that he heard a woman's cry, and the Thing was gone, and 
Angelo lay alone on the mound unconscious, with the red line on his throat and the beads 
of deathly sweat on his cold forehead.  They lifted him, half-dead as he was, and laid him 
on the ground close by; then Antonio went to work, and the priest helped him, thought he 
was old and could not do much; and they dug deep, and at last Antonio, standing in the 
grave, stooped down with his lantern to see what he might see.  

 
His hair used to be dark brown, with grizzled streaks about the temples; in less 

than a month from that day he was as grey as a badger.  He was a miner when he was 
young, and most of these fellows have seen ugly sights now and then, when accidents 
have happened, but he had never seen what he saw that night -- that Thing which is 
neither alive nor dead, that Thing that will abide neither above ground nor in the grave.  
Antonio had brought something with him which the priest had not noticed -- a sharp stake 
shaped from a piece of tough old driftwood.  He had it with him now, and he had his 
heavy pick, and he had taken the lantern down into the grave.  I don't think any power on 
earth could make him speak of what happened then, and the old priest was too frightened 
to look in.  He says he heard Antonio breathing like a wild beast, and moving as if he 
were fighting with something almost as strong as himself; and he heard an evil sound 
also, with blows, as of something violently driven through flesh and bone; and then, the 
most awful sound of all -- a woman's shriek, the unearthly scream of a woman neither 



dead nor alive, but buried deep for many days.  And he, the poor old priest, could only 
rock himself as he knelt there in the sand, crying aloud his prayers and exorcisms to 
drown these dreadful sounds.  Then suddenly a small iron-bound chest was thrown up 
and rolled over against the old man's knee, and in a moment more Antonio was beside 
him, his face as white as tallow in the flickering light of the lantern, shoveling the sand 
and pebbles into the grave with furious haste, and looking over the edge till the pit was 
half full; and the priest said that there was much fresh blood on Antonio's hands and on 
his clothes.  

 
I had come to the end of my story.  Holger finished his wine and leaned back in 

his chair.  
 
"So Angelo got his own again." he said.  "Did he marry the prim and plump 

young person to whom he had been betrothed?"  
 
"No; he had been badly frightened.  He went to South America, and has not been 

heard of since."  
 
"And that poor thing's body is there still, I suppose," said Holger.  "Is it quite dead 

yet, I wonder?"  
 
I wonder, too.  But whether it be dead or alive, I should hardly care to see it, even 

in broad daylight.  Antonio is as grey as a badger, and he has never been quite the same 
man since that night.  
 
 
E. F. BENSON (1867-1940) was one of a trio of brothers who wrote horror (A. C. 
Benson and R. H. Benson). Of the three, Edward Frederick was the most prolific in the 
horror field. His other vampire classic is “Mrs. Amsworth”, the exact opposite of this 
story because it is set in a quiet suburb, perhaps the first ever to do so. Benson wrote 
many mainstream novels including Mapp and Lucia, but it as a fine writer of ghost 
stories that his fame endures.  

THE ROOM IN THE TOWER 

IT is probable that everybody who is at all a constant dreamer has had at least one 
experience of an event or a sequence of circumstances which have come to his mind in 
sleep being subsequently realized in the material world. But, in my opinion, so far from 
this being a strange thing, it would be far odder if this fulfilment did not occasionally 
happen, since our dreams are, as a rule, concerned with people whom we know and 
places with which we are familiar, such as might very naturally occur in the awake and 
daylit world. True, these dreams are often broken into by some absurd and fantastic 
incident, which puts them out of court in regard to their subsequent fulfilment, but on the 
mere calculation of chances, it does not appear in the least unlikely that a dream imagined 
by anyone who dreams constantly should occasionally come true. Not long ago, for 
instance, I experienced such a fulfilment of a dream which seems to me in no way 



remarkable and to have no kind of psychical significance. The manner of it was as 
follows. 

 A certain friend of mine, living abroad, is amiable enough to write to me about 
once in a fortnight. Thus, when fourteen days or thereabouts have elapsed since I last 
heard from him, my mind, probably, either consciously or subconsciously, is expectant of 
a letter from him. One night last week I dreamed that as I was going upstairs to dress for 
dinner I heard, as I often heard, the sound of the postman's knock on my front door, and 
diverted my direction downstairs instead. There, among other correspondence, was a 
letter from him. Thereafter the fantastic entered, for on opening it I found inside the ace 
of diamonds, and scribbled across it in his well-known handwriting, "I am sending you 
this for safe custody, as you know it is running an unreasonable risk to keep aces in 
Italy." The next evening I was just preparing to go upstairs to dress when I heard the 
postman's knock, and did precisely as I had done in my dream. There, among other 
letters, was one from my friend. Only it did not contain the ace of diamonds. Had it done 
so, I should have attached more weight to the matter, which, as it stands, seems to me a 
perfectly ordinary coincidence. No doubt I consciously or subconsciously expected a 
letter from him, and this suggested to me my dream. Similarly, the fact that my friend had 
not written to me for a fortnight suggested to him that he should do so. But occasionally it 
is not so easy to find such an explanation, and for the following story I can find no 
explanation at all. It came out of the dark, and into the dark it has gone again. 

All my life I have been a habitual dreamer: the nights are few, that is to say, when 
I do not find on awaking in the morning that some mental experience has been mine, and 
sometimes, all night long, apparently, a series of the most dazzling adventures befall me. 
Almost without exception these adventures are pleasant, though often merely trivial. It is 
of an exception that I am going to speak. 

It was when I was about sixteen that a certain dream first came to me, and this is 
how it befell. It opened with my being set down at the door of a big red-brick house, 
where, I understood, I was going to stay. The servant who opened the door told me that 
tea was being served in the garden, and led me through a low dark-panelled hall, with a 
large open fireplace, on to a cheerful green lawn set round with flower beds. There were 
grouped about the tea-table a small party of people, but they were all strangers to me 
except one, who was a schoolfellow called Jack Stone, clearly the son of the house, and 
he introduced me to his mother and father and a couple of sisters. I was, I remember, 
somewhat astonished to find myself here, for the boy in question was scarcely known to 
me, and I rather disliked what I knew of him; moreover, he had left school nearly a year 
before. The afternoon was very hot, and an intolerable oppression reigned. On the far side 
of the lawn ran a red-brick wall, with an iron gate in its center, outside which stood a 
walnut tree. We sat in the shadow of the house opposite a row of long windows, inside 
which I could see a table with cloth laid, glimmering with glass and silver. This garden 
front of the house was very long, and at one end of it stood a tower of three stories, which 
looked to me much older than the rest of the building. 



Before long, Mrs. Stone, who, like the rest of the party, had sat in absolute 
silence, said to me, "Jack will show you your room: I have given you the room in the 
tower." 

   Quite inexplicably my heart sank at her words. I felt as if I had known that I 
should have the room in the tower, and that it contained something dreadful and 
significant. Jack instantly got up, and I understood that I had to follow him. In silence we 
passed through the hall, and mounted a great oak staircase with many corners, and arrived 
at a small landing with two doors set in it. He pushed one of these open for me to enter, 
and without coming in himself, closed it after me. Then I knew that my conjecture had 
been right: there was something awful in the room, and with the terror of nightmare 
growing swiftly and enveloping me, I awoke in a spasm of terror. 

   Now that dream or variations on it occurred to me intermittently for fifteen years. 
Most often it came in exactly this form, the arrival, the tea laid out on the lawn, the 
deadly silence succeeded by that one deadly sentence, the mounting with Jack Stone up 
to the room in the tower where horror dwelt, and it always came to a close in the 
nightmare of terror at that which was in the room, though I never saw what it was. At 
other times I experienced variations on this same theme. Occasionally, for instance, we 
would be sitting at dinner in the dining-room, into the windows of which I had looked on 
the first night when the dream of this house visited me, but wherever we were, there was 
the same silence, the same sense of dreadful oppression and foreboding. And the silence I 
knew would always be broken by Mrs. Stone saying to me, "Jack will show you your 
room: I have given you the room in the tower." Upon which (this was invariable) I had to 
follow him up the oak staircase with many corners, and enter the place that I dreaded 
more and more each time that I visited it in sleep. Or, again, I would find myself playing 
cards still in silence in a drawing-room lit with immense chandeliers, that gave a blinding 
illumination. What the game was I have no idea; what I remember, with a sense of 
miserable anticipation, was that soon Mrs. Stone would get up and say to me, "Jack will 
show you your room: I have given you the room in the tower." This drawing-room where 
we played cards was next to the dining-room, and, as I have said, was always brilliantly 
illuminated, whereas the rest of the house was full of dusk and shadows. And yet, how 
often, in spite of those bouquets of lights, have I not pored over the cards that were dealt 
me, scarcely able for some reason to see them. Their designs, too, were strange: there 
were no red suits, but all were black, and among them there were certain cards which 
were black all over. I hated and dreaded those. 

   As this dream continued to recur, I got to know the greater part of the house. 
There was a smoking-room beyond the drawing-room, at the end of a passage with a 
green baize door. It was always very dark there, and as often as I went there I passed 
somebody whom I could not see in the doorway coming out. Curious developments, too, 
took place in the characters that peopled the dream as might happen to living persons. 
Mrs. Stone, for instance, who, when I first saw her, had been black-haired, became gray, 
and instead of rising briskly, as she had done at first when she said, "Jack will show you 
your room: I have given you the room in the tower," got up very feebly, as if the strength 
was leaving her limbs. Jack also grew up, and became a rather ill-looking young man, 



with a brown moustache, while one of the sisters ceased to appear, and I understood she 
was married. 

   Then it so happened that I was not visited by this dream for six months or more, 
and I began to hope, in such inexplicable dread did I hold it, that it had passed away for 
good. But one night after this interval I again found myself being shown out onto the 
lawn for tea, and Mrs. Stone was not there, while the others were all dressed in black. At 
once I guessed the reason, and my heart leaped at the thought that perhaps this time I 
should not have to sleep in the room in the tower, and though we usually all sat in silence, 
on this occasion the sense of relief made me talk and laugh as I had never yet done. But 
even then matters were not altogether comfortable, for no one else spoke, but they all 
looked secretly at each other. And soon the foolish stream of my talk ran dry, and 
gradually an apprehension worse than anything I had previously known gained on me as 
the light slowly faded. 

   Suddenly a voice which I knew well broke the stillness, the voice of Mrs. Stone, 
saying, "Jack will show you your room: I have given you the room in the tower." It 
seemed to come from near the gate in the red-brick wall that bounded the lawn, and 
looking up, I saw that the grass outside was sown thick with gravestones. A curious 
greyish light shone from them, and I could read the lettering on the grave nearest me, and 
it was, "In evil memory of Julia Stone." And as usual Jack got up, and again I followed 
him through the hall and up the staircase with many corners. On this occasion it was 
darker than usual, and when I passed into the room in the tower I could only just see the 
furniture, the position of which was already familiar to me. Also there was a dreadful 
odor of decay in the room, and I woke screaming. 

   The dream, with such variations and developments as I have mentioned, went on 
at intervals for fifteen years. Sometimes I would dream it two or three nights in 
succession; once, as I have said, there was an intermission of six months, but taking a 
reasonable average, I should say that I dreamed it quite as often as once in a month. It 
had, as is plain, something of nightmare about it, since it always ended in the same 
appalling terror, which so far from getting less, seemed to me to gather fresh fear every 
time that I experienced it. There was, too, a strange and dreadful consistency about it. 
The characters in it, as I have mentioned, got regularly older, death and marriage visited 
this silent family, and I never in the dream, after Mrs. Stone had died, set eyes on her 
again. But it was always her voice that told me that the room in the tower was prepared 
for me, and whether we had tea out on the lawn, or the scene was laid in one of the rooms 
overlooking it, I could always see her gravestone standing just outside the iron gate. It 
was the same, too, with the married daughter; usually she was not present, but once or 
twice she returned again, in company with a man, whom I took to be her husband. He, 
too, like the rest of them, was always silent. But, owing to the constant repetition of the 
dream, I had ceased to attach, in my waking hours, any significance to it. I never met 
Jack Stone again during all those years, nor did I ever see a house that resembled this 
dark house of my dream. And then something happened. 



   I had been in London in this year, up till the end of the July, and during the first 
week in August went down to stay with a friend in a house he had taken for the summer 
months, in the Ashdown Forest district of Sussex. I left London early, for John Clinton 
was to meet me at Forest Row Station, and we were going to spend the day golfing, and 
go to his house in the evening. He had his motor with him, and we set off, about five of 
the afternoon, after a thoroughly delightful day, for the drive, the distance being some ten 
miles. As it was still so early we did not have tea at the club house, but waited till we 
should get home. As we drove, the weather, which up till then had been, though hot, 
deliciously fresh, seemed to me to alter in quality, and become very stagnant and 
oppressive, and I felt that indefinable sense of ominous apprehension that I am 
accustomed to before thunder. John, however, did not share my views, attributing my loss 
of lightness to the fact that I had lost both my matches. Events proved, however, that I 
was right, though I do not think that the thunderstorm that broke that night was the sole 
cause of my depression. 

   Our way lay through deep high-banked lanes, and before we had gone very far I 
fell asleep, and was only awakened by the stopping of the motor. And with a sudden 
thrill, partly of fear but chiefly of curiosity, I found myself standing in the doorway of my 
house of dream. We went, I half wondering whether or not I was dreaming still, through a 
low oak-panelled hall, and out onto the lawn, where tea was laid in the shadow of the 
house. It was set in flower beds, a red-brick wall, with a gate in it, bounded one side, and 
out beyond that was a space of rough grass with a walnut tree. The facade of the house 
was very long, and at one end stood a three-storied tower, markedly older than the rest. 

   Here for the moment all resemblance to the repeated dream ceased. There was no 
silent and somehow terrible family, but a large assembly of exceedingly cheerful persons, 
all of whom were known to me. And in spite of the horror with which the dream itself 
had always filled me, I felt nothing of it now that the scene of it was thus reproduced 
before me. But I felt intensest curiosity as to what was going to happen. 

   Tea pursued its cheerful course, and before long Mrs. Clinton got up. And at that 
moment I think I knew what she was going to say. She spoke to me, and what she said 
was: 

   "Jack will show you your room: I have given you the room in the tower." 

   At that, for half a second, the horror of the dream took hold of me again. But it 
quickly passed, and again I felt nothing more than the most intense curiosity. It was not 
very long before it was amply satisfied. 

  John turned to me. 

   "Right up at the top of the house," he said, "but I think you'll be comfortable. 
We're absolutely full up. Would you like to go and see it now? By Jove, I believe that 
you are right, and that we are going to have a thunderstorm. How dark it has become." 



   I got up and followed him. We passed through the hall, and up the perfectly 
familiar staircase. Then he opened the door, and I went in. And at that moment sheer 
unreasoning terror again possessed me. I did not know what I feared: I simply feared. 
Then like a sudden recollection, when one remembers a name which has long escaped the 
memory, I knew what I feared. I feared Mrs. Stone, whose grave with the sinister 
inscription, "In evil memory," I had so often seen in my dream, just beyond the lawn 
which lay below my window. And then once more the fear passed so completely that I 
wondered what there was to fear, and I found myself, sober and quiet and sane, in the 
room in the tower, the name of which I had so often heard in my dream, and the scene of 
which was so familiar. 

 I looked around it with a certain sense of proprietorship, and found that nothing 
had been changed from the dreaming nights in which I knew it so well. Just to the left of 
the door was the bed, lengthways along the wall, with the head of it in the angle. In a line 
with it was the fireplace and a small bookcase; opposite the door the outer wall was 
pierced by two lattice-paned windows, between which stood the dressing-table, while 
ranged along the fourth wall was the washing-stand and a big cupboard. My luggage had 
already been unpacked, for the furniture of dressing and undressing lay orderly on the 
wash-stand and toilet-table, while my dinner clothes were spread out on the coverlet of 
the bed. And then, with a sudden start of unexplained dismay, I saw that there were two 
rather conspicuous objects which I had not seen before in my dreams: one a life-sized oil 
painting of Mrs. Stone, the other a black-and-white sketch of Jack Stone, representing 
him as he had appeared to me only a week before in the last of the series of these 
repeated dreams, a rather secret and evil-looking man of about thirty. His picture hung 
between the windows, looking straight across the room to the other portrait, which hung 
at the side of the bed. At that I looked next, and as I looked I felt once more the horror of 
nightmare seize me. 

   It represented Mrs. Stone as I had seen her last in my dreams: old and withered 
and white-haired. But in spite of the evident feebleness of body, a dreadful exuberance 
and vitality shone through the envelope of flesh, an exuberance wholly malign, a vitality 
that foamed and frothed with unimaginable evil. Evil beamed from the narrow, leering 
eyes; it laughed in the demon-like mouth. The whole face was instinct with some secret 
and appalling mirth; the hands, clasped together on the knee, seemed shaking with 
suppressed and nameless glee. Then I saw also that it was signed in the left-hand bottom 
corner, and wondering who the artist could be, I looked more closely, and read the 
inscription, "Julia Stone by Julia Stone." 

   There came a tap at the door, and John Clinton entered. 

   "Got everything you want?" he asked. 

   "Rather more than I want," said I, pointing to the picture. 

   He laughed. 



   "Hard-featured old lady," he said. "By herself, too, I remember. Anyhow she 
can't have flattered herself much." 

   "But don't you see?" said I. "It's scarcely a human face at all. It's the face of some 
witch, of some devil." 

   He looked at it more closely. 

   "Yes; it isn't very pleasant," he said. "Scarcely a bedside manner, eh? Yes; I can 
imagine getting the nightmare if I went to sleep with that close by my bed. I'll have it 
taken down if you like." 

   "I really wish you would," I said. He rang the bell, and with the help of a servant 
we detached the picture and carried it out onto the landing, and put it with its face to the 
wall. 

   "By Jove, the old lady is a weight," said John, mopping his forehead. "I wonder if 
she had something on her mind." 

  The extraordinary weight of the picture had struck me too. I was about to reply, 
when I caught sight of my own hand. There was blood on it, in considerable quantities, 
covering the whole palm. 

   "I've cut myself somehow," said I. 

   John gave a little startled exclamation. 

   "Why, I have too," he said. 

  Simultaneously the footman took out his handkerchief and wiped his hand with 
it. I saw that there was blood also on his handkerchief. 

   John and I went back into the tower room and washed the blood off; but neither 
on his hand nor on mine was there the slightest trace of a scratch or cut. It seemed to me 
that, having ascertained this, we both, by a sort of tacit consent, did not allude to it again. 
Something in my case had dimly occurred to me that I did not wish to think about. It was 
but a conjecture, but I fancied that I knew the same thing had occurred to him. 

   The heat and oppression of the air, for the storm we had expected was still 
undischarged, increased very much after dinner, and for some time most of the party, 
among whom were John Clinton and myself, sat outside on the path bounding the lawn, 
where we had had tea. The night was absolutely dark, and no twinkle of star or moon ray 
could penetrate the pall of cloud that overset the sky. By degrees our assembly thinned, 
the women went up to bed, men dispersed to the smoking or billiard room, and by eleven 
o'clock my host and I were the only two left. All the evening I thought that he had 
something on his mind, and as soon as we were alone he spoke. 



   "The man who helped us with the picture had blood on his hand, too, did you 
notice?" he said. 

   "I asked him just now if he had cut himself, and he said he supposed he had, but 
that he could find no mark of it. Now where did that blood come from?" 

   By dint of telling myself that I was not going to think about it, I had succeeded in 
not doing so, and I did not want, especially just at bedtime, to be reminded of it. 

   "I don't know," said I, "and I don't really care so long as the picture of Mrs. Stone 
is not by my bed." 

   He got up. 

   "But it's odd," he said. "Ha! Now you'll see another odd thing." 

   A dog of his, an Irish terrier by breed, had come out of the house as we talked. 
The door behind us into the hall was open, and a bright oblong of light shone across the 
lawn to the iron gate which led on to the rough grass outside, where the walnut tree stood. 
I saw that the dog had all his hackles up, bristling with rage and fright; his lips were 
curled back from his teeth, as if he was ready to spring at something, and he was 
growling to himself. He took not the slightest notice of his master or me, but stiffly and 
tensely walked across the grass to the iron gate. There he stood for a moment, looking 
through the bars and still growling. Then of a sudden his courage seemed to desert him: 
he gave one long howl, and scuttled back to the house with a curious crouching sort of 
movement. 

   "He does that half-a-dozen times a day." said John. "He sees something which he 
both hates and fears." 

   I walked to the gate and looked over it. Something was moving on the grass 
outside, and soon a sound which I could not instantly identify came to my ears. Then I 
remembered what it was: it was the purring of a cat. I lit a match, and saw the purrer, a 
big blue Persian, walking round and round in a little circle just outside the gate, stepping 
high and ecstatically, with tail carried aloft like a banner. Its eyes were bright and 
shining, and every now and then it put its head down and sniffed at the grass. 

   I laughed. 

   "The end of that mystery, I am afraid." I said. "Here's a large cat having 
Walpurgis night all alone." 

   "Yes, that's Darius," said John. "He spends half the day and all night there. But 
that's not the end of the dog mystery, for Toby and he are the best of friends, but the 
beginning of the cat mystery. What's the cat doing there? And why is Darius pleased, 
while Toby is terror-stricken?" 



   At that moment I remembered the rather horrible detail of my dreams when I saw 
through the gate, just where the cat was now, the white tombstone with the sinister 
inscription. But before I could answer the rain began, as suddenly and heavily as if a tap 
had been turned on, and simultaneously the big cat squeezed through the bars of the gate, 
and came leaping across the lawn to the house for shelter. Then it sat in the doorway, 
looking out eagerly into the dark. It spat and struck at John with its paw, as he pushed it 
in, in order to close the door. 

   Somehow, with the portrait of Julia Stone in the passage outside, the room in the 
tower had absolutely no alarm for me, and as I went to bed, feeling very sleepy and 
heavy, I had nothing more than interest for the curious incident about our bleeding hands, 
and the conduct of the cat and dog. The last thing I looked at before I put out my light 
was the square empty space by my bed where the portrait had been. Here the paper was 
of its original full tint of dark red: over the rest of the walls it had faded. Then I blew out 
my candle and instantly fell asleep. 

   My awaking was equally instantaneous, and I sat bolt upright in bed under the 
impression that some bright light had been flashed in my face, though it was now 
absolutely pitch dark. I knew exactly where I was, in the room which I had dreaded in 
dreams, but no horror that I ever felt when asleep approached the fear that now invaded 
and froze my brain. Immediately after a peal of thunder crackled just above the house, 
but the probability that it was only a flash of lightning which awoke me gave no 
reassurance to my galloping heart. Something I knew was in the room with me, and 
instinctively I put out my right hand, which was nearest the wall, to keep it away. And 
my hand touched the edge of a picture-frame hanging close to me. 

   I sprang out of bed, upsetting the small table that stood by it, and I heard my 
watch, candle, and matches clatter onto the floor. But for the moment there was no need 
of light, for a blinding flash leaped out of the clouds, and showed me that by my bed 
again hung the picture of Mrs. Stone. And instantly the room went into blackness again. 
But in that flash I saw another thing also, namely a figure that leaned over the end of my 
bed, watching me. It was dressed in some close-clinging white garment, spotted and 
stained with mold, and the face was that of the portrait. 

   Overhead the thunder cracked and roared, and when it ceased and the deathly 
stillness succeeded, I heard the rustle of movement coming nearer me, and, more horrible 
yet, perceived an odor of corruption and decay. And then a hand was laid on the side of 
my neck, and close beside my ear I heard quick-taken, eager breathing. Yet I knew that 
this thing, though it could be perceived by touch, by smell, by eye and by ear, was still 
not of this earth, but something that had passed out of the body and had power to make 
itself manifest. Then a voice, already familiar to me, spoke. 

   "I knew you would come to the room in the tower," it said. "I have been long 
waiting for you. At last you have come. Tonight I shall feast; before long we will feast 
together." 



   And the quick breathing came closer to me; I could feel it on my neck. 

   At that the terror, which I think had paralyzed me for the moment, gave way to 
the wild instinct of self-preservation. I hit wildly with both arms, kicking out at the same 
moment, and heard a little animal-squeal, and something soft dropped with a thud beside 
me. I took a couple of steps forward, nearly tripping up over whatever it was that lay 
there, and by the merest good-luck found the handle of the door. In another second I ran 
out on the landing, and had banged the door behind me. Almost at the same moment I 
heard a door open somewhere below, and John Clinton, candle in hand, came running 
upstairs. 

   "What is it?" he said. "I sleep just below you, and heard a noise as if--Good 
heavens, there's blood on your shoulder." 

  I stood there, so he told me afterwards, swaying from side to side, white as a 
sheet, with the mark on my shoulder as if a hand covered with blood had been laid there. 

   "It's in there," I said, pointing. "She, you know. The portrait is in there, too, 
hanging up on the place we took it from." 

   At that he laughed. 

   "My dear fellow, this is mere nightmare," he said. 

   He pushed by me, and opened the door, I standing there simply inert with terror, 
unable to stop him, unable to move. 

   "Phew! What an awful smell," he said. 

   Then there was silence; he had passed out of my sight behind the open door. Next 
moment he came out again, as white as myself, and instantly shut it. 

  "Yes, the portrait's there," he said, "and on the floor is a thing--a thing spotted 
with earth, like what they bury people in. Come away, quick, come away." 

   How I got downstairs I hardly know. An awful shuddering and nausea of the 
spirit rather than of the flesh had seized me, and more than once he had to place my feet 
upon the steps, while every now and then he cast glances of terror and apprehension up 
the stairs. But in time we came to his dressing-room on the floor below, and there I told 
him what I have here described. 

   The sequel can be made short; indeed, some of my readers have perhaps already 
guessed what it was, if they remember that inexplicable affair of the churchyard at West 
Fawley, some eight years ago, where an attempt was made three times to bury the body 
of a certain woman who had committed suicide. On each occasion the coffin was found 
in the course of a few days again protruding from the ground. After the third attempt, in 



order that the thing should not be talked about, the body was buried elsewhere in 
unconsecrated ground. Where it was buried was just outside the iron gate of the garden 
belonging to the house where this woman had lived. She had committed suicide in a room 
at the top of the tower in that house. Her name was Julia Stone. 

   Subsequently the body was again secretly dug up, and the coffin was found to be 
full of blood. 

 

E. & H. HERON (KATE (1851-1935) & HESKETH (1876-1922) PRITCHARD) gave 
the world a famous character in 1898 with the creation of Flaxman Low. The psychic 
detective genre has begun in 1872 with Le Fanu’s In A Glass Darkly, but it was Low who 
set the rules for occult detectives. Every Low story could prove to be either supernatural 
or natural in explanation, a tradition seen even today in such popular culture as Scooby 
Doo cartoons. I won’t give the surprise away, though. You’ll just have to wait and see. 

THE STORY OF BAELBROW  
 

IT is a matter for regret that so many of Mr. Flaxman Low's reminiscences should deal 
with the darker episodes of his career. Yet this is almost unavoidable, as the more purely 
scientific and less strongly marked cases would not, perhaps, contain the same elements 
of interest for the general public however valuable and instructive they might be to the 
expert student. It has also been considered better to choose the completer cases, those that 
ended in something like satisfactory proof, rather than the many instances where the 
thread broke abruptly amongst surmisings, which it was never possible to subject to 
convincing tests.  

North of a low-lying strip of promontory of Bael Ness thrusts a blunt nose into the 
sea. On the ness, backed by pinewoods, stands a square, comfortable stone mansion, 
known to the countryside as Baelbrow. It has face the east winds for close upon three 
hundred years, and during the whole period has been the home of the Swaffam family, 
who were never in any wise put out of conceit of their ancestral dwelling by the fact that 
it had always been haunted. Indeed, the Swaffams were proud of the Baelbrow Ghost, 
which enjoyed a wide notoriety, and no one dreamt of complaining of its behaviour until 
Professor Jungvort, of Nuremburg, laid information against it, and sent an urgent appeal 
for help to Mr. Flaxman Low.  

   The Professor, who was well acquainted with Mr. Low, detailed the 
circumstances of his tenancy of Baelbrow, and the unpleasant events that had followed 
thereupon.  

   It appeared that Mr. Swaffam, senior, who spent a large portion of his time 
abroad, had offered to lend his house to the Professor for the summer season. When the 
Jungvorts arrived at Baelbrow, they were charmed with the place. The prospect, though 



not very varied, was at least extensive, and the air exhilarating. Also the Professor's 
daughter enjoyed frequent visits from her betrothed -- Harold Swaffam -- and the 
Professor was delightfully employed in overhauling the Swaffam library.  

   The Jungvorts had been duly told of the ghost, which lent distinction to the old 
house, but never in any way interfered with the comfort of the inmates. For some time 
they found this description to be strictly true, but with the beginning of October came a 
change. Up to this time and as far back as the Swaffam annals reached, the ghost had 
been a shadow, a rustle, a passing sigh -- nothing definite or troublesome. But early in 
October strange things began to occur, and the terror culminated when a housemaid was 
found dead in a corridor three weeks later. Upon this the Professor felt that it was time to 
send for Flaxman Low.  

  Mr. Low arrived upon a chilly evening when the house was already beginning to 
blur in the purple twilight, and the resinous scent of the pines came sweetly on the land 
breeze. Jungvort welcomed him in the spacious, firelit hall. He was a stout German with a 
quantity of white hair, round eyes emphasized by spectacles, and a kindly, dreamy face. 
His life-study was philology, and his two relaxations: chess and the smoking of a big 
Bismarck-bowled meerschaum.  

   "Now, Professor," said Mr. Low when they had settled themselves in the smoking 
room, "how did it all begin?"  

   "I will tell you," replied Jungvort, thrusting out his chin, and tapping his broad 
chest, and speaking as if an unwarrantable liberty had been taken with him. "First of all, it 
has shown itself to me!"  

  Mr. Flaxman Low smiled and assured him that nothing could be more 
satisfactory.  

   "But not at all satisfactory!" exclaimed the Professor, "I was sitting here alone, it 
might have been midnight -- when I hear something come creeping like a little dog with 
its nails, tick-tick, upon the oak flooring of the hall. I whistle, for I think it is the little 
'Rags' of my daughter, and afterwards opened the door, and I saw" -- he hesitated and 
looked hard at Low through his spectacles, "something that was just disappearing into the 
passage which connects the two wings of the house. It was a figure, not unlike the human 
figure, but narrow and straight. I fancied I saw a bunch of black hair, and a flutter of 
something detached, which may have been a handkerchief. I was overcome by a feeling 
of repulsion. I heard a few, clicking steps, then it stopped, as I thought, at the museum 
door. Come, I will show you the spot."  

   The Professor conducted Mr. Low into the hall. The main staircase, dark and 
massive, yawned above them, and directly behind it ran the passage referred to by the 
Professor. It was over twenty feet long, and about midway led past a deep arch containing 
a door reached by two steps. Jungvort explained that this door formed the entrance to a 
large room called the Museum, in which Mr. Swaffam senior, who was something of a 



dilettante, stored the various curios he picked up during his excursions abroad. The 
Professor went on to say that he immediately followed the figure, which he believed had 
gone into the museum, but he found nothing there except the cases containing Swaffam's 
treasures.  

   "I mentioned my experience to no one. I concluded that I had seen the ghost. But 
two days after, one of the female servants coming through the passage in the dark, 
declared that a man leapt out at her from the embrasure of the Museum door, but she 
released herself and ran screaming into the servants' hall. We at once made a search but 
found nothing to substantiate her story.  

   "I took no notice of this, though it coincided pretty well my own experience. The 
week after, my daughter Lena came down late one night for a book. As she was about to 
cross the hall, something leapt upon her from behind. Women are of little use in serious 
investigations -- she fainted! Since then she has been ill and the doctor says 'Run down.'" 
Here the Professor spread out his hands. "So she leaves for a change to- morrow. Since 
then other members of the household have been attacked in much the same manner, with 
always the same result, they faint and are weak and useless when they recover.  

   "But, last Wednesday, the affair became a tragedy. By that time the servants had 
refused to come through the passage except in a crowd of three or four, -- most of them 
preferring to go round by the terrace to reach this part of the house. But one maid, named 
Eliza Freeman, said she was not afraid of the Baelbrow Ghost, and undertook to put out 
the lights in the hall one night. When she had done, and was returning through the 
passage past the Museum door, she appears to have been attacked, or at any rate 
frightened. In the grey of the morning they found her lying beside the steps dead. There 
was a little blood upon her sleeve but no mark upon her body except a small raised 
pustule under the ear. The doctor said the girl was extraordinarily anæmic, and that she 
probably died from fright, her heart being weak. I was surprised at this, for she had 
always seemed to be a particularly strong and active young woman."  

   "Can I see Miss Jungvort to-morrow before she goes?" asked Low, as the 
Professor signified he had nothing more to tell.  

   The Professor was rather unwilling that his daughter should be questioned, but he 
at last gave his permission, and next morning Low had a short talk with the girl before 
she left the house. He found her a very pretty girl, though listless and startlingly pale, and 
with a frightened stare in her light brown eyes. Mr. Low asked if she could describe her 
assailant.  

   "No," she answered, "I could not see him, for he was behind me. I only saw a 
dark, bony hand, with shining nails, and a bandaged arm pass just under my eyes before I 
fainted."  

   "Bandaged arm? I have heard nothing of this."  



   "Tut-tut, mere fancy!" put in the Professor impatiently.  

   "I saw the bandages on the arm," repeated the girl, turning her head wearily 
away, "and I smelt the antiseptics it was dressed with."  

   "You have hurt your neck," remarked Mr. Low, who noticed a small circular 
patch of pink under her ear.  

   She flushed and paled, raising her hand to her neck with a nervous jerk, as she 
said in a low voice:  

   "It has almost killed me. Before he touched me, I knew he was there! I felt it!"  

   When they left her the Professor apologised for the unreliability of her evidence, 
and pointed out the discrepancy between her statement and his own.  

   "She says she sees nothing but an arm, yet I tell you it had no arms! 
Preposterous! Conceive a wounded man entering this house to frighten the young 
women! I do not know what to make of it! Is it a man, or is it the Baelbrow Ghost?"  

  During the afternoon when Mr. Low and the Professor returned from a stroll on 
the shore, they found a dark-browed young man with a bull neck, and strongly marked 
features, standing sullenly before the hall fire. The Professor presented him to Mr. Low 
as Harold Swaffam. Swaffam seemed to be about thirty, but was already known as a far-
seeing and successful member of the Stock Exchange.  

   "I am pleased to meet you, Mr. Low," he began, with a keen glance, "though you 
don't look sufficiently high- strung for one of your profession."  

   Mr. Low merely bowed.  

   "Come, you don't defend your craft against my insinuations?" went on Swaffam. 
"And so you have come to rout out our poor old ghost from Baelbrow? You forget that he 
is an heirloom, a family possession! What's this about his having turned rabid, eh, 
Professor?" he ended, wheeling round upon Jungvort in his brusque way.  

   The Professor told the story over again. It was plain that he stood rather in awe of 
his prospective son-in-law.  

   "I heard much the same from Lena, whom I met at the station," said Swaffam. "It 
is my opinion that the women in this house are suffering from an epidemic of hysteria. 
You agree with me, Mr. Low?"  

   "Possibly. Though hysteria could hardly account for Freeman's death."  



   "I can't say as to that until I have looked further into the particulars. I have not 
been idle since I arrived. I have examined the Museum. No one has entered it from the 
outside, and there is no other way of entrance except through the passage. The flooring is 
laid, I happen to know, on a thick layer of concrete. And there the case for the ghost 
stands at present." After a few moments of dogged reflection, he swung round on Mr. 
Low, in a manner that seemed peculiar to him when about to address any person. "What 
do you say to this plan, Mr. Low? I propose to drive the Professor over to Ferryvale, to 
stop there for a day or two at the hotel, and I will also dispose of the servants who still 
remain in the house for, say, forty-eight hours. Meanwhile you and I can try to go further 
into the secret of the ghost's new pranks?"  

   Flaxman Low replied that this scheme exactly met his views. But the Professor 
protested against being sent away. Harold Swaffam however was a man who liked to 
arrange things in his own fashion, and within forty-five minutes he and Jungvort departed 
in the dogcart.  

   The evening was lowering, and Baelbrow, like all houses built in exposed 
situations, was extremely susceptible to the changes of the weather. Therefore, before 
many hours were over, the place was full of creaking noises as the screaming gale 
battered at the shuttered windows, and the tree-branches tapped and groaned against 
walls.  

   Harold Swaffam, on his way back, was caught in the storm and drenched to the 
skin. It was, therefore, settled that after he had changed his clothes he should have a 
couple of hours' rest on the smoking-room sofa, while Mr. Low kept watch in the hall.  

   The early part of the night passed over uneventfully. A light burned faintly in the 
great wainscotted hall, but the passage was dark. There was nothing to be heard but the 
wild moan and whistle of the wind coming in from the sea, and the squalls of rain 
dashing against the windows. As the hours advanced, Mr. Low lit a lantern that lay at 
hand, and, carrying it along the passage, tried the Museum door. It yielded, and the wind 
came muttering through to meet him. He looked round at the shutters and behind the big 
cases which held Mr. Swaffam's treasures, to make sure that the room contained no living 
occupant but himself.  

   Suddenly he fancied he heard a scraping noise behind him, and turned round, hut 
discovered nothing to account for it. Finally, he laid the lantern on a bench so that its 
light should fall through the door into the passage, and returned again to the hall, where 
he put out the lamp, and then once more took up his station by the closed door of the 
smoking-room.  

   A long hour passed, during which the wind continued to roar down the wide hall 
chimney, and the old boards creaked as if furtive footsteps were gathering from every 
corner of the house. But Flaxman Low heeded none of these; he was waiting for a certain 
sound.  



   After a while, he heard it -- the cautious scraping of wood on wood. He leant 
forward to watch the Museum door. Click, click came the curious dog-like tread upon the 
tiled floor of the Museum till the thing, whatever it was, paused and listened behind the 
open door. The wind lulled at the moment, and Low listened also, but no further sound 
was to be heard, only slowly across the broad ray of light falling through the door grew a 
stealthy shadow.  

   Again the wind rose, and blew in heavy gusts about the house, till even the flame 
in the lantern flickered, but when it steadied once more, Flaxman Low saw that the silent 
form had passed through the door, and was now on the steps outside. He could just make 
out a dim shadow in the dark angle of the embrasure.  

   Presently, from the shapeless shadow came a sound Mr. Low was not prepared to 
hear. The thing sniffed the air with the strong, audible inspiration of a bear, or some large 
animal. At the same moment, carried on the draughts of the hall, a faint, unfamiliar odour 
reached his nostrils. Lena Jungvort's words flashed back upon him -- this, then, was the 
creature with the bandaged arm!  

  Again, as the storm shrieked and shook the windows, a darkness passed across 
the light. The thing had sprung out from the angle of the door, and Flaxman Low knew 
that it was making its way towards him through the illusive blackness of the hall. He 
hesitated for a second; then he opened the smoking-room door.  

   Harold Swaffam sat up on the sofa, dazed with sleep.  

   "What has happened? Has it come?"  

   Low told him what he had just seen. Swaffam listened half-smilingly.  

  "What do you make of it now?" he said.  

  "I must ask you to defer that question for a little," replied Low.  

  "Then you mean me to suppose that you have a theory to fit all these 
incongruous items?"  

   "I have a theory, which may be modified by further knowledge," said Low. 
"Meantime, am I right in concluding from the name of this house that it was built on a 
barrow or burying-place"  

  "You are right, though that has nothing to do with the latest freaks of our ghost," 
returned Swaffam decidedly.  

  "I also gather that Mr. Swaffam has lately sent home one of the many cases now 
lying in the Museum?" went on Mr. Low.  



   "He sent one, certainly, last September."  

  "And you have opened it," asserted Low.  

   "Yes; though I flattered myself I had left no trace of my handiwork."  

   "I have not examined the cases," said Low. "I inferred that you had done so from 
other facts."  

  "Now, one thing more," went on Swaffam, still smiling. "Do you imagine there 
is any danger -- I mean to men like ourselves? Hysterical women cannot be taken into 
serious account."  

   "Certainly; the gravest danger to any person who moves about this part of the 
house alone after dark," replied Low.  

  Harold Swaffam leant back and crossed his legs.  

  "To go back to the beginning of our conversation, Mr. Low, may I remind you of 
the various conflicting particulars you will have to reconcile before you can present any 
decent theory to the world?"  

  "I am quite aware of that."  

   "First of all, our original ghost was a mere misty presence, rather guessed at from 
vague sounds and shadows -- now we have something that is tangible, and that can, as we 
have proof, kill with fright. Next Jungvort declares the thing was a narrow, long and 
distinctly armless object, while Miss Jungvort has not only seen the arm and hand of a 
human being, but saw them clearly enough to tell us that the nails were gleaming and the 
arm bandaged. She also felt its strength. Jungvort, on the other hand, maintained that it 
clicked along like a dog -- you bear out this description with the additional information 
that it sniffs like a wild beast. Now what can this thing be? It is capable of being seen, 
smelt, and felt, yet it hides itself successfully in a room where there is no cavity or space 
sufficient to afford covert to a cat! You still tell me that you believe that you can 
explain?"  

  "Most certainly," replied Flaxman Low with conviction.  

  "I have not the slightest intention or desire to be rude, but as a mere matter of 
common sense, I must express my opinion plainly. I believe the whole thing to be the 
result of excited imaginations, and I am about to prove it. Do you think there is any 
further danger to-night?"  

 "Very great danger to-night," replied Low.  



  "Very well as I said, I am going to prove it. I will ask you to allow, me to lock 
you up in one of the distant rooms, where I can get no help from you, and I will pass the 
remainder of the night walking about the passage and hall in the dark. That should give 
proof one way or the other."  

  "You can do so if you wish, but I must at least beg to be allowed to look on. I 
will leave the house and watch what goes on from the window in the passage, which I 
saw opposite the Museum door. You cannot, in all fairness, refuse to let me be a 
witness."  

  "I cannot, of course," returned Swaffam. "Still, the night is too bad to turn a dog 
out into, and I warn you that I shall lock you out."  

  "That will not matter. Lend me a macintosh, and leave the lantern lit in the 
Museum, where I placed it."  

  Swaffam agreed to this. Mr. Low gives a graphic account of what followed. He 
left the house and was duly locked out, and after groping his way round the house, found 
himself at length outside the window of the passage, which was almost opposite to the 
door of the Museum. The door was still ajar and a thin band of light cut out into the 
gloom. Further down the hall gaped black and void. Low, sheltering himself as well as he 
could from the rain, waited for Swaffam's appearance. Was the terrible yellow watcher 
balancing itself upon its lean legs in the dim corner opposite, ready to spring out with its 
deadly strength upon the passer-by?  

  Presently Low heard a door bang inside the house, and the next moment 
Swaffam appeared with a candle in his hand, an isolated spread of weak rays against the 
vast darkness behind. He advanced steadily down the passage, his dark face grim and set, 
and as he came Mr. Low experienced that tingling sensation, which is so often the 
forerunner of some strange experience. Swaffam passed on towards the other end of the 
passage. There was a quick vibration of the Museum door as a lean shape with a 
shrunken head leapt out into the passage after him. Then all together came a hoarse shout, 
the noise of a fall and utter darkness.  

  In an instant, Mr. Low had broken the glass, opened the window, and swung 
himself into the passage. There he lit a match and as it flared he saw by its dim light a 
picture painted for a second upon the obscurity beyond.  

  Swaffam's big figure lay with outstretched arms, face downwards, and as Low 
looked a crouching shape extricated itself from the fallen man, raising a narrow vicious 
head from his shoulder.  

  The match spluttered feebly and went out, and Low heard a flying step click on 
the boards, before he could find the candle Swaffam had dropped. Lighting it, he stooped 
over Swaffam and turned him on his back. The man's strong colour had gone, and the 
wax-white face looked whiter still against the blackness of hair and brows, and upon his 



neck under the ear, was a little raised pustule from which a thin line of blood was 
streaked up to the angle of his cheekbone.  

   Some instinctive feeling prompted Low to glance up at this moment. Half 
extended from the Museum doorway were a face and bony neck -- a high-nosed, dull-
eyed, malignant face, the eye-sockets hollow, and the darkened teeth showing. Low 
plunged his hand into his pocket, and a shot rang out in the echoing passage-way and 
hall. The wind sighed through the broken panes, a ribbon of stuff fluttered along the 
polished flooring, and that was all, as Flaxman Low half dragged, half carried Swaffam 
into the smoking-room.  

  It was some time before Swaffam recovered consciousness. He listened to Low's 
story of how he had found him with a red angry gleam in his sombre eyes.  

   "The ghost has scored off me," he said with an odd, sullen laugh, "but now I 
fancy it's my turn! But before we adjourn to the Museum to examine the place, I will ask 
you to let me hear your notion of things. You have been right in saying there was real 
danger. For myself I can only tell you that I felt something spring upon me, and I knew 
no more. Had this not happened I am afraid I should never have asked you a second time 
what your idea of the matter might be," he ended with a sort of sulky frankness.  

  "There are two main indications," replied Low. "This strip of yellow bandage, 
which I have just now picked up from the passage floor, and the mark on your neck."  

  "What's that you say?" Swaffam rose quickly and examined his neck in a small 
glass beside the mantelshelf.  

  "Connect those two, and I think I call leave you to work it out for yourself," said 
Low.  

  "Pray let us have your theory in full," requested Swaffam shortly.  

  "Very well," answered Low good-humouredly -- he thought Swaffam's 
annoyance natural under the circumstances -- "The long, narrow figure which seemed to 
the Professor to be armless is developed on the next occasion. For Miss Jungvort sees a 
bandaged arm and a dark hand with gleaming -- which means, of course, gilded -- nails. 
The clicking sound of the footstep coincides with these particulars, for we know that 
sandals made of strips of leather are not uncommon in company with gilt nails and 
bandages. Old and dry leather would naturally click upon your polished floors."  

  "Bravo, Mr. Low! So you mean to say that this house is haunted by a mummy!"  

  "That is my idea, and all I have seen confirms me in my opinion"  



  "To do you justice, you held this theory before to-night -- before, in fact, you 
had seen anything for yourself. You gathered that my father had sent home a mummy, 
and you went on to conclude that I had opened the case."  

  "Yes. I imagine you took off most of, or rather all, the outer bandages, thus 
leaving the limbs free, wrapped only in the inner bandages which were swathed round 
each separate limb. I fancy this mummy was preserved by the Theban method with 
aromatic spices which left the skin olive-coloured, dry and flexible, like tanned leather, 
the features remaining distinct, and the hair, teeth and eyebrows perfect."  

  "So far, good," said Swaffam. "But now, how about the intermittent vitality? The 
pustule on the neck of those whom it attacks? And where is our old Baelbrow ghost to 
come in?"  

  Swaffam tried to speak in a rallying tone, but his excitement and lowering 
temper were visible enough, in spite of the attempts he made to suppress them.  

   "To begin at the beginning," said Flaxman Low, "everybody who, in a rational 
and honest manner, investigates the phenomena of spiritism will, sooner or later, meet in 
them some perplexing element, which is not to be explained by any of the ordinary 
theories. For reasons into which I need not now enter, this present case appears to me to 
be one of these. I am led to believe that the ghost which has for so many years given dim 
and vague manifestations of its existence in this house is a vampire."  

  Swaffam threw back his head with an incredulous gesture.  

 "We no longer live in the middle ages, Mr. Low! And besides how could a 
vampire come here?" he said scoffingly.  

   "It is held by some authorities on these subjects that under certain conditions a 
vampire may be self-created. You tell me that this house is built upon an ancient barrow, 
in fact, on a spot where we might naturally expect to find such an elemental psychic 
germ. In those dead human systems were contained all the seeds for good and evil. The 
power which causes these psychic seeds or germs to grow is thought, and from being 
long dwelt on and indulged, a thought might finally gain a mysterious vitality, which 
could go increasing more and more by attracting to itself suitable and appropriate 
elements from its environment. For a long period this germ remained a helpless 
intelligence, awaiting the opportunity to assume some material form, by means of which 
to carry out its desires. The invisible is the real; the material only subserves its 
manifestation. The impalpable reality already existed, when you provided for it a physical 
medium for action by unwrapping the mummy's form. Now, we can only judge of the 
nature of the germ by its manifestation through matter. Here we have every indication of 
a vampire intelligence touching into life and energy the dead human frame. Hence the 
mark on the neck of its victims, and their bloodless and anæmic condition. For a vampire, 
as you know, sucks blood."  



   Swaffam rose, and took up the lamp.  

   "Now, for proof," he said bluntly. "Wait a second, Mr. Low. You say you fired at 
this appearance?" And he took up the pistol which Low had laid down on the table.  

   "Yes, I aimed at a small portion of its foot which I saw on the step."  

   Without more words, and with the pistol still in his hand, Swaffam led the way to 
the Museum.  

  The wind howled round the house, and the darkness, which precedes the dawn, 
lay upon the world, when the two men looked upon one of the strangest sights it has ever 
been given to men to shudder at.  

   Half in and half out of an oblong wooden box in a corner of the great room, lay a 
lean shape in its rotten yellow bandages, the scraggy neck surmounted by a mop of 
frizzled hair. The toe strap of a sandal and a portion of the right foot had been shot away.  

   Swaffam, with a working face, gazed down at it, then seizing it by its tearing 
bandages, he flung it into the box, where if fell into life-like posture, its wide, moist-
lipped mouth gaping up at them.  

   For a moment Swaffam stood over the thing; then with a curse he raised the 
revolver and shot into the grinning face again and again with a deliberate vindictiveness. 
Finally he rammed the thing down into the box, and clubbing the weapon, smashed the 
head into fragments with a vicious energy that coloured the whole horrible scene with a 
suggestion of murder done.  

   Then, turning to Low, he said:  

   "Help me to fasten the cover on it."  

   "Are you going to bury it?"  

   "No, we must rid the earth of it," he answered savagely. "I'll put it into the old 
canoe and burn it."  

  The rain had ceased when in the daybreak they carried the old canoe down to the 
shore. In it they placed the mummy case with its ghastly occupant, and piled faggots 
about it. The sail was raised and the pile lighted, and Low and Swaffam watched it creep 
out on the ebb-tide, at first a twinkling spark, then a flare of waving fire, until far out to 
sea the history of that dead thing ended 3000 years after the priests of Amen had laid it to 
rest in its appointed pyramid.  

 



M. R. JAMES (1862-1936) is arguably the finest ghost story writer ever. His thirty-three 
tales, written for Christmas Eve parties, are well-honed terror pieces. “An Episode in 
Cathedral History” is unusual in that it uses a vampire. Usually James’ creatures are 
unnamed or shadowy. This tale is a fine good-bye to the ghost story vampires of the 
Victorian age. Already by 1831, the vampire had become a creature of the Pulps and the 
cinema, where it would run rampant with just a little less class. 

AN EPISODE OF CATHEDRAL HISTORY 

  THERE was once a learned gentleman who was deputed to examine and report 
upon the archives of the Cathedral of Southminster. The examination of these records 
demanded a very considerable expenditure of time: hence it became advisable for him to 
engage lodgings in the city: for though the Cathedral body were profuse in their offers of 
hospitality, Mr. Lake felt that he would prefer to be master of his day. This was 
recognized as reasonable. The Dean eventually wrote advising Mr. Lake, if he were not 
already suited, to communicate with Mr. Worby, the principal Verger, who occupied a 
house convenient to the church and was prepared to take in a quiet lodger for three or 
four weeks. Such an arrangement was precisely what Mr. Lake desired. Terms were 
easily agreed upon, and early in December, like another Mr. Datchery (as he remarked to 
himself), the investigator found himself in the occupation of a very comfortable room in 
an ancient and "cathedraly" house.  

   One so familiar with the customs of Cathedral churches, and treated with such 
obvious consideration by the Dean and Chapter of this Cathedral in particular, could not 
fail to command the respect of the Head Verger. Mr. Worby even acquiesced in certain 
modifications of statements he had been accustomed to offer for years to parties of 
visitors. Mr. Lake, on his part, found the Verger a very cheery companion, and took 
advantage of any occasion that presented itself for enjoying his conversation when the 
day's work was over.  

   One evening, about nine o'clock, Mr. Worby knocked at his lodger's door. "I've 
occasion," he said, "to go across to the Cathedral, Mr. Lake, and I think I made you a 
promise when I did so next I would give you the opportunity to see what it looks like at 
night time. It's quite fine and dry outside, if you care to come."  

   "To be sure I will; very much obliged to you, Mr. Worby, for thinking of it, but 
let me get my coat."  

   "Here it is, Sir, and I've another lantern here that you'll find advisable for the 
steps, as there's no moon."  

   "Anyone might think we were Jasper and Durdles, over again, mightn't they?" 
said Lake, as they crossed the close, for he had ascertained that the Verger had read 
Edwin Drood.  



   "Well, so they might," said Mr. Worby, with a short laugh, "though I don t know 
whether we ought to take it as a compliment. Odd ways, I often think, they had at that 
Cathedral, don't it seem so to you, sit? Full choral matins at seven o'clock in the morning 
all the year round. Wouldn't suit our boys' voices nowadays, and I think there's one of 
two of the men would be applying for a rise if the Chapter was to bring it in — particular 
the alltoes."  

  They were now at the south-west door. As Mr. Worby was unlocking it, Lake 
said, "Did you ever find anybody locked in here by accident?"  

 "Twice I did. One was a drunk sailor; however he got in I don't know. I s'pose he 
went to sleep in the service, but by the time I got to him he was praying fit to bring the 
roof in. Lor'! what a noise that man did make! said it was the first time he'd been inside a 
church for ten years, and blest if ever he'd try it again. The other was an old sheep: them 
boys it was, up to their games. That was the last time they tried it on, though. There, sit, 
now you see what we look like; our late Dean used now and again to bring parties in, but 
he preferred a moonlight night, and there was a piece of verse he'd coat to 'em, relating to 
a Scotch cathedral, I understand; but I don't know; I almost think the effect's better when 
it's all dark-like. Seems to add to the size and heighth. Now if you won't mind stopping 
somewhere in the nave while I go up into the choir where my business lays, you'll see 
what I mean."  

   Accordingly Lake waited, leaning against a pillar, and watched the light 
wavering along the length of the church, and up the steps into the choir, until it was 
intercepted by some screen or other furniture, which only allowed the reflection to be 
seen on the piers and roof. Not many minutes had passed before Worby reappeared at the 
door of the choir and by waving his lantern signalled to Lake to rejoin him.  

   "I suppose it is Worby, and not a substitute," thought Lake to himself, as he 
walked up the nave. There was, in fact, nothing untoward. Worby showed him the papers 
which he had come to fetch out of the Dean's stall, and asked him what he thought of the 
spectacle: Lake agreed that it was well worth seeing. "I suppose," he said, as they walked 
towards the altar-steps together, "that you're too much used to going about here at night 
to feel nervous — but you must get a start every now and then, don't you, when a book 
falls down or a door swings to?"  

   "No, Mr. Lake, I can't say I think much about noises, not nowadays: I'm much 
more afraid of finding an escape of gas or a burst in the stove pipes than anything else. 
Still there have been times, years ago. Did you notice that plain altar-tomb there — 
fifteenth century we say it is, I don't know if you agree to that? Well, if you didn't look at 
it, just come back and give it a glance, if you'd be so good." It was on the north side of 
the choir, and rather awkwardly placed: only about three feet from the enclosing stone 
screen. Quite plain, as the Verger had said, but for some ordinary stone panelling. A 
metal cross of some size on the northern side (that next to the screen) was the solitary 
feature of any interest.  



  Lake agreed that it was not earlier than the Perpendicular period: "but," he said, 
"unless it's the tomb of some remarkable person, you'll forgive me for saying that. I don't 
think it's particularly noteworthy."  

   "Well, I can't say as it is the tomb of anybody noted in 'istory," said Worby, who 
had a dry smile on his face, "for we don't own any record whatsoever of who it was put 
up to. For all that, if you've half in hour to spare, Sir, when we get back to the house, Mr. 
Lake, I could tell you a tale about that tomb. I won't begin on it now; it strikes cold here, 
and we don't want to be dawdling about all night."  

   "Of course I should like to hear it immensely."  

  "Very well, Sir, you shall. Now if I might put a question to you," he went on, as 
they passed down the choir aisle, "in our little local guide — and not only there, but in 
the little book on our Cathedral in the series — you'll find it stated that this portion of the 
building was erected previous to the twelfth century. Now of course I should be glad 
enough to take that view, but — mind the step, sir — but, I put it to you — does the lay 
of the stone 'ere in this portion of the wall (which he tapped with his key), does it to your 
eye carry the flavour of what you might call Saxon masonry? No, I thought not; no more 
it does to me: now, if you'll believe me, I've said as much to those men — one's the 
librarian of our Free Libry here, and the other came down from London on purpose — 
fifty times, if I have once, but I might just as well have talked to that bit of stonework. 
But there it is, I suppose every one's got their opinions."  

  The discussion of this peculiar trait of human nature occupied Mr. Worby almost 
up to the moment when he and Lake re-entered the former's house. The condition of the 
fire in Lake's sitting-room led to a suggestion from Mr. Worby that they should finish the 
evening in his own parlour. We find them accordingly settled there some short time 
afterwards.  

   Mr. Worby made his story a long one, and I will not undertake to tell it wholly in 
his own words, or in his own order. Lake committed the substance of it to paper 
immediately after hearing it, together with some few passages of the narrative which had 
fixed themselves verbatim in his mind; I shall probably find it expedient to condense 
Lake's record to some extent.  

   Mr. Worby was born, it appeared, about the year 1929. His father before him had 
been connected with the Cathedral, and likewise his grandfather. One or both had been 
choristers, and in later life both had done work as mason and carpenter respectively about 
the fabric. Worby himself, though possessed, as he frankly acknowledged, of an 
indifferent voice, had been drafted into the choir at about ten years of age.  

   It was in 1840 that the wave of the Gothic revival smote the Cathedral of 
Southminster. "There was a lot of lovely stuff went then, Sir," said Worby, with a sigh. 
"My father couldn't hardly believe it when he got his orders to clear out the choir. There 
was a new dean just come in — Dean Burscough it was — and my father had been 



'prenticed to a good firm of joiners in the city, and knew what good work was when he 
saw it. Crool it was, he used to say: all that beautiful wainscot oak, as good as the day it 
was put up, and garlands-like of foliage and fruit, and lovely old gilding work on the 
coats of arms and the organ pipes. All went to the timber yard — every bit except some 
little pieces worked up in the Lady Chapel, and 'ere in this overmantel. Well — I may be 
mistook, but I say our choir never looked as well since. Still there was a lot found out 
about the history of the church, and no doubt but what it did stand in need of repair. 
There was very few winters passed but what we'd lose a pinnicle." Mr. Lake expressed 
his concurrence with Worby's views of restoration, but owns to a fear about this point lest 
the story proper should never be reached. Possibly this was perceptible in his manner.  

   Worby hastened to reassure him, "Not but what I could carry on about that topic 
for hours at a time, and do do when I see my opportunity. But Dean Burscough he was 
very set on the Gothic period, and nothing would serve him but everything must be made 
agreeable to that. And one morning after service he appointed for my father to meet him 
in the choir, and he came back after he'd taken off his robes in the vestry, and he'd got a 
roll of paper with him, and the verger that was then brought in a table, and they begun 
spreading it out on the table with prayer books to keep it down, and my father helped 'em, 
and he saw it was a picture of the inside of a choir in a Cathedral; and the Dean — he was 
a quick-spoken gentleman — he says, 'Well, Worby, what do you think of that?' 'Why,' 
says my father, 'I don't think I 'ave the pleasure of knowing that view. Would that be 
Hereford Cathedral, Mr. Dean?' 'No, Worby,' says the Dean, 'that's Southminster 
Cathedral as we hope to see it before many years.' 'In-deed, Sir,' says my father' and that 
was all he did say — leastways to the Dean — but he used to tell me he felt really faint in 
himself when he looked round our choir as I can remember it, comfortable, and 
furnished-like, and then see this nasty little dry picter, as he called it, drawn out by some 
London architect. Well, there I am again. But you'll see what I mean if you look at this 
old view."  

   Worby reached down a framed print from the wall. "Well, the long and the short 
of it was that the Dean he handed over to my father a copy of an order of the Chapter that 
he was to clear out every bit of the choir — make a clean sweep — ready for the new 
work that was being designed up in town, and he was to put it in hand as soon as ever he 
could get the breakers together. Now then, Sir, if you look at that view, You'll see where 
the pulpit used to stand — that's what I want you to notice, if you please." It was, indeed, 
easily seen; an unusually large structure of timber with a domed sounding-board, 
standing at the east end of the stalls on the north side of the choir, facing the bishop's 
throne. Worby proceeded to explain that during the alterations, services were held in the 
nave, the member of the choir being thereby disappointed of an anticipated holiday, and 
the organist in particular incurring the suspicion of having wilfully damaged the 
mechanism of the temporary organ that was hired at considerable expense from London.  

   The work of demolition began with the choir screen and organ loft, and 
proceeded gradually east-wards, disclosing, as Worby said, many interesting features of 
older work. While this was going on, the members of the Chapter were, naturally, in and 
about the choir a great deal, and it soon became apparent to the elder Worby — who 



could not help overhearing some of their talk — that, on the part of the senior Canons 
especially, there must have been a good deal of disagreement before the policy now being 
carried out had been adopted. Some were of opinion that they should catch their deaths of 
cold in the return-stalls, unprotected by a screen from the draughts in the nave: others 
objected to being exposed to the view of persons in the choir aisles, especially, they said, 
during the sermons, when they found it helpful to listen in a posture which was liable to 
misconstruction. The strongest opposition, however, came from the oldest of the body, 
who up to the last moment objected to the removal of the pulpit. "You ought not to touch 
it, Mr. Dean," he said with great emphasis one morning, when the two were standing 
before it: "you don't know what mischief you may do." "Mischief? it's not a work of any 
particular merit, Canon." "Don't call me Canon," said the old man with great asperity, 
that is, for thirty years I've been known as Dr. Ayloff, and I shall be obliged, Mr. Dean, if 
you would kindly humour me in that matter. And as to the pulpit (which I've preached 
from for thirty years, though I don't insist on that), all I'll say is, I know you're doing 
wrong in moving it." "But what sense could there be, my dear Doctor, in leaving it where 
it is, when we're fitting up the rest of the choir in a totally different style? What reason 
could be given — apart from the look of the thing?" "Reason! Reason!" said old Dr. 
Ayloff; "if you young men — if I may say so without any disrespect, Mr. Dean — if 
you'd only listen to reason a little, and not be always asking for it, we should get on 
better. But there, I've said my say." The old gentleman hobbled off, and as it proved, 
never entered the Cathedral again. The season — it was a hot summer — turned sickly on 
a sudden, Dr. Ayloff was one of the first to go, with some affection of the muscles of the 
thorax, which took him painfully at night. And at many services the number of choir-men 
and boys was very thin.  

   Meanwhile the pulpit had been done away with. In fact, the sounding-board (part 
of which still exists as a table in a summer-house in the palace garden) was taken down 
within an hour or two of Dr. Ayloff's protest. The removal of the base — not effected 
without considerable trouble — disclosed to view, greatly to the exultation of the 
restoring party, an altar-tomb — the tomb, of course, to which Worby had attracted 
Lake's attention that same evening. Much fruitless research was expended in attempts to 
identify the occupant; from that day to this he has never had a name put to him. The 
structure had been most carefully boxed in under the pulpit-base, so that such slight 
ornament as it possessed was not defaced; only on the north side of it there was what 
looked like an injury; a gap between two of the slabs composing the side. It might be two 
or three inches across. Palmer, the mason, was directed to fill it up in a week's time, when 
he came to do some other small jobs near that part of the choir.  

   The season was undoubtedly a very trying one. Whether the church was built on 
a site that had once been a marsh, as was suggested, or for whatever reason, the residents 
in its immediate neighbourhood had, many of them, but little enjoyment of the exquisite 
sunny days and the calm nights of August and September. To several of the older people 
— Dr. Ayloff, among others, as we have seen — the summer proved downright fatal, but 
even among the younger, few escaped either a sojourn in bed for a matter of weeks, or at 
the least, a brooding sense of oppression, accompanied by hateful nightmares. Gradually 
there formulated itself a suspicion — which grew into a conviction — that the alterations 



in the Cathedral had something to say in the matter. The widow of a former old verger, a 
pensioner of the Chapter of Southminster, was visited by dreams, which she retailed to 
her friends, of a shape that slipped out of the little door of the south transept as the dark 
fell in, and flitted — taking a fresh direction every night — about the Close, disappearing 
for a while in house after house, and finally emerging again when the night sky was 
paling. She could see nothing of it, she said, but that it was a moving form: only she had 
an impression that when it returned to the church, as it seemed to do in the end of the 
dream, it turned its head: and then, she could not tell why, but she thought it had red eyes. 
Worby remembered hearing the old lady tell this dream at a tea-party in the house of the 
chapter clerk. Its recurrence might, perhaps, he said, be taken as a symptom of 
approaching illness; at any rate before the end of September the old lady was in her 
grave.  

   The interest excited by the restoration of this great church was not confined to its 
own county. One day that summer an F.S.A., of some celebrity, visited the place. His 
business was to write an account of the discoveries that had been made, for the Society of 
Antiquaries, and his wife, who accompanied him, was to make a series of illustrative 
drawings for his report. In the morning she employed herself in making a general sketch 
of the choir; in the afternoon she devoted herself to details. She first drew the newly-
exposed altar-tomb, and when that was finished, she called her husband's attention to a 
beautiful piece of diaper-ornament on the screen just behind it, which had, like the tomb 
itself, been completely concealed by the pulpit. Of course, he said, an illustration of that 
must be made; so she seated herself on the tomb and began a careful drawing which 
occupied her till dusk.  

   Her husband had by this time finished his work of measuring and description, 
and they agreed that it was time to be getting back to their hotel. "You may as well brush 
my skirt, Frank," said the, lady, "it must have got covered with dust, I'm sure." He obeyed 
dutifully; but, after a moment, he said, "I don't know whether you value this dress 
particularly, my dear, but I'm inclined to think it's seen its best days. There's a great bit of 
it gone." "Gone? Where? "said she. "I don't know where it's gone, but it's off at the 
bottom edge behind here." She pulled it hastily into sight, and was horrified to find a 
jagged tear extending some way into the substance of the stuff; very much, she said, as if 
a dog had rent it away. The dress was, in any case, hopelessly spoilt, to her great 
vexation, and though they looked everywhere, the missing piece could not be found. 
There were many ways, they concluded, in which the injury might have come about, for 
the choir was full of old bits of woodwork with nails sticking out of them. Finally, they 
could only suppose that one of these had caused the mischief, and that the workmen, who 
had been about all day, had carried off the particular piece with the fragment of dress still 
attached to it.  

   It was about this time, Worby thought, that his little dog began to wear in anxious 
expression when the hour for it to be put into the shed in the back yard approached. (For 
his mother had ordained that it must not sleep in the house.) One evening, he said, when 
he was just going to pick it up and carry it out, it looked at him "like a Christian, and 
waved its 'and, I was going to say — well, you know 'ow they do carry on sometimes, 



and the end of it was I put it under my coat, and 'uddled it upstairs — and I'm afraid I as 
good as deceived my poor mother on the subject. After that the dog acted very artful with 
'iding itself under the bed for half an hour or more before bed-time came, and we worked 
it so as my mother never found out what we'd done." Of course Worby was glad of its 
company anyhow, but more particularly when the nuisance that is still remembered in 
Southminster as "the crying" set in.  

   "Night after night," said Worby, "that dog seemed to know it was coming; he'd 
creep out, he would, and snuggle into the bed and cuddle right up to me shivering, and 
when the crying come he'd be like a wild thing, shoving his head under my arm, and I 
was fully near as bad. Six or seven times we'd hear it, not more, and when he'd dror out 
his 'ed again I'd know it was over for that night. What was it like, sir? Well, I never heard 
but one thing that seemed to hit it off. I happened to be playing about in the Close, and 
there was two of the Canons met and said 'Good morning' one to another. 'Sleep well last 
night?' says one — it was Mr. Henslow that one, and Mr. Lyall was the other. 'Can't say I 
did,' says Mr. Lyall, 'rather too much of Isaiah xxxiv. 14 for me.' 'xxxiv. 14,' says Mr. 
Henslow, 'what's that?' 'You call yourself a Bible reader!' says Mr. Lyall. (Mr. Henslow, 
you must know, he was one of what used to be termed Simeon's lot — pretty much what 
we should call the Evangelical party.) 'You go and look it up.' I wanted to know what he 
was getting at myself, and so off I ran home and got out my own Bible, and there it was: 
'the satyr shall cry to his fellow.' Well, I thought, is that what we've been listening to 
these past nights? and I tell you it made me look over my shoulder a time or two. Of 
course I'd asked my father and mother about what it could be before that, but they both 
said it was most likely cats: but they spoke very short, and I could see they was troubled. 
My word! that was a noise — 'ungry-like, as if it was calling after someone that wouldn't 
come. If ever you felt you wanted company, it would be when you was waiting for it to 
begin again. I believe two or three nights there was men put on to watch in different parts 
of the Close; but they all used to get together in one corner, the nearest they could to the 
High Street, and nothing came of it.  

   "Well, the next thing was this. Me and another of the boys — he's in business in 
the city now as a grocer, like his father before him — we'd gone up in the choir after 
morning service was over, and we heard old Palmer the mason bellowing to some of his 
men. So we went up nearer, because we knew he was a rusty old chap and there might be 
some fun going. It appears Palmer 'd told this man to stop up the chink in that old tomb. 
Well, there was this man keeping on saying he'd done it the best he could, and there was 
Palmer carrying on like all possessed about it. 'Call that making a job of it?' he says. 'If 
you had your rights you'd get the sack for this. What do you suppose I pay you your 
wages for? What do you suppose I'm going to say to the Dean and Chapter when they 
come round, as come they may do any time, and see where you've been bungling about 
covering the 'ole place with mess and plaster and Lord knows what?' 'Well, master, I 
done the best I could,' says the man; 'I don't know no more than what you do 'ow it come 
to fall out this, way. I tamped it right in the 'ole,' he says, 'and now it's fell out,' he says, 'I 
never see.'  



"'Fell out?' says old Palmer, 'why it's nowhere near the place. Blowed out, you mean'; 
and he picked up a bit of plaster, and so did I, that was laying up against the screen, three 
or four feet off, and not dry yet; and old Palmer he looked at it curious-like, and then he 
turned round on me and he says, 'Now then, you boys, have you been up to some of your 
games here?' 'No,' I says, 'I haven't, Mr. Palmer; there's none of us been about here till 
just this minute'; and while I was talking the other boy, Evans, he got looking in through 
the chink, and I heard him draw in his breath, and he came away sharp and up to us, and 
says he, 'I believe there's something in there. I saw something shiny.' 'What! I dare say!' 
says old Palmer; 'well, I ain't got time to stop about there. You, William, you go off and 
get some more stuff and make a job of it this time; if not, there'll be trouble in my yard,' 
he says.  

   "So the man he went off, and Palmer too, and us boys stopped behind, and I says 
to Evans, 'Did you really see, anything in there?' 'Yes,' he says, 'I did indeed.' So then I 
says, 'Let's shove something in and stir it up.' And we tried several of the bits of wood 
that was laying about, but they were all too big. Then Evans he had a sheet of music he'd 
brought with him, an anthem or a service, I forget which it was now, and he rolled it up 
small and shoved it in the chink; two or three times he did it, and nothing happened. 'Give 
it me, boy,' I said, and I had a try. No, nothing happened. Then, I don't know why I 
thought of it, I'm sure, but I stooped down just opposite the chink and put my two fingers 
in my mouth and whistled — you know the way — and at that I seemed to think I heard 
something stirring, and I says to Evans, 'Come away,' I says; 'I don't like this.' 'Oh, rot,' he 
says, 'give me that roll,' and he took it and shoved it in. And I don't think ever I see 
anyone go so pale as he did. 'I say, Worby,' he says, 'it's caught, or else someone's got 
hold of it.' 'Pull it out or leave it,' I says. 'Come and let's get off.' So he gave a good pull, 
and it came away. Leastways most of it did, but the end was gone. Torn off it was, and 
Evans looked at it for a second and then he gave a sort of a croak and let it drop, and we 
both made off out of there as quick as ever we could. When we got outside Evans says to 
me, 'Did you see the end of that paper?' 'No,' I says, 'only it was torn.' 'Yes, it was,' he 
says, 'but it was wet too, and black!' Well, partly because of the fright we had, and partly 
because that music was wanted in a day or two, and we knew there'd be a set-out about it 
with the organist, we didn't say nothing to anyone else, and I suppose the workmen they 
swept up the bit that was left along with the rest of the rubbish. But Evans, if you were to 
ask him this very day about it, he'd stick to it he saw that paper wet and black at the end 
where it was torn."  

   After that the boys gave the choir a wide berth, so that Worby was not sure what 
was the result of the mason's renewed mending of the tomb. Only he made out from 
fragments of conversation dropped by the workmen passing through the choir that some 
difficulty had been met with, and that the governor — Mr. Palmer to wit — had tried his 
own hand at the job. A little later, he happened to see Mr. Palmer himself knocking at the 
door of the Deanery and being admitted by the butler. A day or so after that, he gathered 
from a remark his father let fall at breakfast that something a little out of the common 
was to be done in the Cathedral after morning service on the morrow. "And I'd just as 
soon it was to-day," his father added; "I don't see the use of running risks" "'Father,' I 
says, 'what are you going to do in the Cathedral to-morrow?' And he turned on me as 



savage as I ever see him — he was a wonderful good-tempered man as a general thing, 
my poor father was. 'My lad,' he says, 'I'll trouble you not to go picking up your elders' 
and betters' talk: it's not manners and it's not straight. What I'm going to do or not going 
to do in the Cathedral to-morrow is none of your business: and if I catch sight of you 
hanging about the place to-morrow after your work's done, I'll send you home with a flea 
in your ear. Now you mind that.' Of course I said I was very sorry and that, and equally 
of course I went off and laid my plans with Evans. We knew there was a stair up in the 
corner of the transept which you can get up to the triforium, and in them days the door to 
it was pretty well always open, and even if it wasn't we knew the key usually laid under a 
bit of matting hard by. So we made up our minds we'd be putting away music and that, 
next morning while the rest of the boys was clearing off, and then slip up the stairs and 
watch from the triforium if there was any signs of work going on.  

   "Well, that same night I dropped off asleep as sound as a boy does, and all of a 
sudden the dog woke me up, coming into the bed, and thought I, now we're going to get it 
sharp, for he seemed more frightened than usual. After about five minutes sure enough 
came this cry. I can't give you no idea what it was like; and so near too — nearer than I'd 
heard it yet — and a funny thing, Mr. Lake, you know what a place this Close is for in 
echo, and particular if you stand this side of it. Well, this crying never made no sign of an 
echo at all. But, as I said, it was dreadful near this night; and on the top of the start I got 
with hearing it, I got another fright; for I heard something rustling outside in the passage. 
Now to be sure I thought I was done; but I noticed the dog seemed to perk up a bit, and 
next there was someone whispered outside the door, and I very near laughed out loud, for 
I knew it was my father and mother that had got out of bed with the noise. 'Whatever is 
it?' says my mother. 'Hush! I don't know,' says my father, excited-like, 'don't disturb the 
boy. I hope he didn't hear nothing.'  

  "So, me knowing they were just outside, it made me bolder, and I slipped out of 
bed across to my little window — giving on the Close — but the dog he bored right down 
to the bottom of the bed — and I looked out. First go off I couldn't see anything. Then 
right down in the shadow under a buttress I made out what I shall always say was two 
spots of red — a dull red it was — nothing like a lamp or a fire, but just so as you could 
pick 'em out of the black shadow. I hadn't but just sighted 'em when it seemed we wasn't 
the only people that had been disturbed, because I see a window in a house on the left-
hand side become lighted up, and the light moving. I just turned my head to make sure of 
it, and then looked back into the shadow for those two red things, and they were gone, 
and for all I peered about and stared, there was not a sign more of them. Then come my 
last fright that night — something come against my bare leg — but that was all right: that 
was my little dog had come out of bed, and prancing about making a great to-do, only 
holding his tongue, and me seeing he was quite in spirits again, I took him back to bed 
and we slept the night out!  

   "Next morning I made out to tell my mother I'd had the dog in my room, and I 
was surprised, after all she'd said about it before, how quiet she took it. 'Did you?' she 
says. 'Well, by good rights you ought to go without your breakfast for doing such a thing 
behind my back: but I don't know as there's any great harm done, only another time you 



ask my permission, do you hear?' A bit after that I said something to my father about 
having heard the cats again. 'Cats?' he says; and he looked over at my poor mother, and 
she coughed and he says, 'Oh! ah! yes, cats. I believe I heard 'em myself.'  

   "That was a funny morning altogether: nothing seemed to go right. The organist 
he stopped in bed, and the minor Canon he forgot it was the 19th day and waited for the 
Venite; and after a bit the deputy he set off playing the chant for evensong, which was a 
minor; and then the Decani boys were laughing so much they couldn't sing, and when it 
came to the anthem the solo boy he got took with the giggles, and made out his nose was 
bleeding, and shoved the book at me what hadn't practised the verse and wasn't much of a 
singer if I had known it. Well, things was rougher, you see, fifty years ago, and I got a nip 
from the counter-tenor behind me that I remembered.  

   "So we got through somehow, and neither the men nor the boys weren't by way 
of waiting to see whether the Canon in residence — Mr. Henslow it was — would come 
to the vestries and fine 'em, but I don't believe he did: for one thing I fancy he'd read the 
wrong lesson for the first time in his life, and knew it. Anyhow, Evans and me didn't find 
no difficulty in slipping up the stairs as I told you, and when we got up we laid ourselves 
down flat on our stomachs where we could just stretch our heads out over the old tomb, 
and we hadn't but just done so when we heard the verger that was then, first shutting the 
iron porch-gates and locking the south-west door, and then the transept door, so we knew 
there was something up, and they meant to keep the public out for a bit.  

   "Next thing was, the Dean and the Canon come in by their door on the north, and 
then I see my father, and old Palmer, and a couple of their best men, and Palmer stood a 
talking for a bit with the Dean in the middle of the choir. He had a coil of rope and the 
men had crows. All of 'em looked a bit nervous. So there they stood talking, and at last I 
heard the Dean say, 'Well, I've no time to waste, Palmer. If you think this'll satisfy 
Southminster people, I'll permit it to be done; but I must say this, that never in the whole 
course of my life have I heard such arrant nonsense from a practical man as I have from 
you. Don't you agree with me, Henslow?' As far as I could hear Mr. Henslow said 
something like 'Oh well! we're told, aren't we, Mr. Dean, not to judge others?' And the 
Dean he gave a kind of sniff, and walked straight up to the tomb, and took his stand 
behind it with his back to the screen, and the others they come edging up rather gingerly. 
Henslow, he stopped on the south side and scratched on his chin, he did. Then the Dean 
spoke up: 'Palmer,' he says, 'which can you do easiest, get the slab off the top, or shift one 
of the side slabs?'  

   "Old Palmer and his men they pottered about a bit looking round the edge of the 
top slab and sounding the sides on the south and east and west and everywhere but the 
north. Henslow said something about it being better to have a try at the south side, 
because there was more light and more room to move about in. Then my father who'd 
been watching of them, went round to the north side, and knelt down and felt of the slab 
by the chink, and he got up and dusted his knees and says to the Dean: 'Beg pardon, Mr. 
Dean, but I think if Mr. Palmer'll try this here slab he'll find it'll come out easy enough. 
Seems to me one of the men could prise it out with his crow by means of this chink.' 'Ah! 



thank you, Worby,' says the Dean; 'that's a good suggestion. Palmer, let one of your men 
do that, will you?'  

   "So the man come round, and put his bar in and bore on it, and just that minute 
when they were all bending over, and we boys got our heads well over the edge of the 
triforium, there come a most fearful crash down at the west end of the choir, as if a whole 
stick of big timber had fallen down a flight of stairs. Well, you can't expect me to tell you 
everything that happened all in a minute. Of course there was a terrible commotion. I 
heard the slab fall out, and the crowbar on the floor, and I heard the Dean say, 'Good 
God!'  

   "When I looked down again I saw the Dean tumbled over on the floor, the men 
was making off down the choir, Henslow was just going to help the Dean up, Palmer was 
going to stop the men (as he said afterwards) and my father was sitting on the altar step 
with his face in his hands. The Dean he was very cross. 'I wish to goodness you'd look 
where you're coming to, Henslow,' he says. 'Why you should all take to your heels when 
a stick of wood tumbles down I cannot imagine'; and all Henslow could do, explaining he 
was right away on the other side of the tomb, would not satisfy him.  

   "Then Palmer came back and reported there was nothing to account for this noise 
and nothing seemingly fallen down, and when the Dean finished feeling of himself they 
gathered round — except my father, he sat where he was — and someone lighted up a bit 
of candle and they looked into the tomb. 'Nothing there,' says the Dean, 'what did I tell 
you? Stay! here's something. What's this? a bit of music paper, and a piece of torn stuff 
— part of a dress it looks like. Both quite modern — no interest whatever. Another time 
perhaps you'll take the advice of an educated man' — or something like that, and off he 
went, limping a bit, and out through the north door, only as he went he called back angry 
to Palmer for leaving the door standing open. Palmer called out 'Very sorry, Sir,' but he 
shrugged his shoulders, and Henslow says, 'I fancy Mr. Dean's mistaken. I closed the 
door behind me, but he's a little upset.' Then Palmer says, 'Why, where's Worby?' and 
they saw him sitting on the step and went up to him. He was recovering himself, it 
seemed, and wiping his forehead, and Palmer helped him up on to his legs, as I was glad 
to see.  

   "They were too far off for me to hear what they said, but my father pointed to the 
north door in the aisle, and Palmer and Henslow both of them looked very surprised and 
scared. After a bit, my father and Henslow went out of the church, and the others made 
what haste they could to put the slab back and plaster it in. And about as the clock struck 
twelve the Cathedral was opened again and us boys made the best of our way home.  

   "I was in a great taking to know what it was had given my poor father such a 
turn, and when I got in and found him sitting in his chair taking a glass of spirits, and my 
mother standing looking anxious at him, I couldn't keep from bursting out and making 
confession where I'd been. But he didn't seem to take on, not in the way of losing his 
temper. 'You was there, was you? Well, did you see it?' 'I see everything, father,' I said, 
'except when the noise came.' 'Did you see what it was knocked the Dean over?' he says, 



'that what come out of the monument? You didn't? Well, that's a mercy.' 'Why, what was 
it, father?' I said. 'Come, you must have seen it,' he says. 'Didn't you see? A thing like a 
man, all over hair, and two great eyes to it?'  

   "Well, that was all I could get out of him that time, and later on he seemed as if 
he was ashamed of being so frightened, and he used to put me off when I asked him 
about it. But years after, when I was got to be a grown man, we had more talk now and 
again on the matter, and he always said the same thing. 'Black it was,' he'd say, 'and a 
mass of hair, and two legs, and the light caught on its eyes.'  

   "Well, that's the tale of that tomb, Mr. Lake; it's one we don't tell to our visitors, 
and I should be obliged to you not to make any use of it till I'm out of the way. I doubt 
Mr. Evans'll feel the same as I do, if you ask him."  

   This proved to be the case. But over twenty years have passed by, and the grass is 
growing over both Worby and Evans; so Mr. Lake felt no difficulty about communicating 
his notes — taken in 1890 — to me. He accompanied them with a sketch of the tomb and 
a copy of the short inscription on the metal cross which was affixed at the expense of Dr. 
Lyall to the centre of the northern side. It was from the Vulgate of Isaiah xxxiv., and 
consisted merely of the three words —  

IBI CUBAVIT LAMIA. 
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