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      Montague Summers said, “Throughout the whole vast shadowy world of ghosts and demons, there is no figure so terrible, no figure so dreaded and abhorred yet did it with such fearful fascination, as the vampire, who is himself neither ghost nor demon yet who partakes the dark natures and possesses the mysterious and terrible qualities of both. Around the vampire have clustered the most somber superstitions, for he is a thing which belongs to no world at all.”

      I always knew I was different. Even before that fateful day. Even before I moved to Boston. I always felt misplaced. When I was young, I wasn’t very good at many things. I loved music, and I wanted to read and to write.

      I wanted to engage in conversations about long-ago adventures and wars in faraway lands. My father would tell me, “Get your head out of the clouds, Adam. You need to learn work ethic.” My mother was far more understanding and allowed me to go to school even through my father’s objections. He was convinced I would not be able to handle it. He was wrong. The first months of school were some of my happiest memories. I adored the routine and organization. Everything was in order, and nothing felt out of place. I—didn’t feel out of place. For the first time in my life.

      It was there I met her—Mary, the beauty with the golden hair and deep gray eyes. It was easy to fall in love with her as I did. She was part of the school choir. I knew I loved her when I first heard her sing, and she returned my affection. We often indulged in inappropriate love making behind the schoolhouse, which fortunately, nobody found out about. She came from a wealthy family and was humble and kind. I was a better man just for knowing her.

      It was a year before my wedding when my father fell ill with fever. My mother insisted on caring for him herself. Tragically, the illness took my father and, shortly after, my mother. The doctor said she had caught the same sickness, but I knew it was a broken heart that had afflicted her. Mary had postponed the wedding saying it was “too soon.”

      After my father’s death, and the fortune and estate he left to me, I saw no reason to wait any longer. I wanted to start a life for myself, and I needed my wife to do it.

      It was April of 1792 when Mary and I were blessed with a beautiful baby girl, Madeline. The day she was born, she didn’t even cry, just cooed and gazed around with her eyes wide open. Even as an infant, her eyes were a soft green as they had been in her childhood and her hair golden like her mother’s.

      We lived in my beautiful home in Switzerland for five years until 1797 when French general Napoleon Bonaparte, who had just successfully conquered Northern Italy, sent French military to the city of Geneva. We knew it was time to find a safer home for our family.

      I didn’t want to leave home, but I knew I had no choice. After an evening outing, Mary had proposed we move to America.

      She stared motionlessly into my blue eyes, standing very still with her hands clasped together in front of her, pressing wrinkles into her yellow dress. I saw the look in her eyes and her flaxen hair piled upon her head in lovely curls. She was too beautiful. I tried to look at anything but her, for I knew what she was thinking and feared I could not refuse her. I locked my gaze on the cabinet of finely painted china to her left or the oil lamp on the table to her right. I even stared at the floor, studying the patterns and colors in the rug. I loved her and knew I could not deny her anything. I sighed and continued to look around at all our lovely, fancy things. I took my hat off and hung it on the rack before turning back to face her. The light was dim and cast a lovely glow upon her face, and when at last I looked at her, I knew I could do nothing more. I began to speak then paused, and urging the words from my mouth, I asked, “Where to?”

      She didn’t hesitate a response. “Boston!” she yelled. “Boston!”

      “Why, darling, do you wish to be so far away?” I asked her, hoping I could somehow change her mind.

      “With your father’s money, we can live anywhere we wish, and Geneva has been our home for so long. I dream of getting out, Adam. I dream of seeing other places. And Boston… Oh, it sounds wonderful, doesn’t it?” She lightly bounced in excitement with a wide smile on her perfect face.

      I knew I could not deny her anything. She took a step forward, and I brushed my hand across her cheek. I pulled the pin from her piled hair and watched as it fell loose over her shoulders. “Yes,” I answered. “Yes, of course it does.”

      “Boston,” she repeated in a whisper. “That is where I wish to go.”

      I had to do something, didn’t I? I had to try something. I took her hands in mine and looked into her eyes, asking my mind for some words of protest. I noticed the way she was looking at me. She was admiring me like she did when we were very young, almost reading through me. I could say nothing besides exactly what I was feeling when she stared at me that way.

      “I love you,” I whispered.

      She smiled. “Does this mean you agree?”

      I swallowed, trying again to think of something else I could say. I couldn’t tell her how much I detested the idea. “Boston it is.”
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      We were able to book passage on a cargo ship leaving for America the next week. Lake Geneva would take us to the vast North Atlantic. The ship was grand, with large white sails and a swiss flag billowing from the bow. It wasn’t free of rats, but the weather had been blessedly calm. Little Madeline was silent as we boarded. Her eyes were wide with anxiety and confusion.

      “Where are we going, Papa?” she asked, clinging to my legs.

      “I told you, to Boston, where we will live.” I ran my fingers through her curls to try and calm her fears.

      My heart was heavy, and by the eighth day at sea, I already missed Switzerland. I spent the following weeks a silent, sorrowed man. I stood on the deck, watching the water below me. It was dusk, and I stared at the reflection of the sunset in the waves.

      “Adam?”

      I turned to see Mary. “Yes, darling?” I replied, pushing the sorrow from my voice.

      “Are you all right, my love?”

      “I am,” I replied. “I am just anxious to arrive is all.”

      She smiled. “Aye. I am anxious as well. Only a while longer.”

      I tried to smile but wasn’t sure if I had. I still couldn’t tell her how unhappy I was with our plans. Aside from my homesickness, something else felt amiss. I had a very uneasy feeling.

      The following night as I was trying to sleep, that feeling came again, stronger this time. My stomach was in knots, and my ears were burning as if I were coming down with fever. I got up from the bed, deciding the cold air may help. I stood out upon the deck, but the sensations only became stronger. I truly began to believe something terrible was about to happen, something ghastly aboard this ship, hiding in the shadows. I tried to shake off the paranoia, attempting to convince myself it was nothing, and headed back to the room.

      I stepped into the room, and Mary rushed into my arms in hysterics. Sobs tore from her chest. I could feel the convulsions as she clung to me.

      “Adam...”

      “Mary, what is it?”

      For a moment, she continued to weep uncontrollably. “Madeline,” she choked out between sobs.

      I pushed her gently aside and reached for the oil lamp. I stumbled as the ship began to rock heavily, and I felt the skin on the bottom of my foot tear open from a cracked floorboard. I gasped and tried to ignore the wet feeling of the blood I was spreading across the floor.

      “Mary!” I called again, grasping her by her delicate shoulders until she at last calmed her weeping.

      She stared at me with red, frightened eyes.

      “What’s wrong with Madeline?” Terror spread through me like a plague, and my heart rate quickened. I knew then my senses were right. I believed God himself had been trying to warn me.

      “Look at her, love,” Mary choked. “Look at her.”

      As I gazed into my daughter’s eyes, all my senses seemed heightened. I could feel the rocking of the ship, which had calmed and become gentle. I could feel the love of Mary flowing through my blood simply by the joining of our hands. I could feel her tears soaking into me, coursing through me.

      Dark circles surrounded the sunken in green eyes of my once beautiful daughter. It was not that porcelain doll of a child I once knew but the ghost of that same child, barely clinging to life. Her breathing was labored. She was sweating madly yet shivering. Her once perfect skin was encased in a horrible, red rash.

      “I’m here, baby girl.” I fought desperately to hold back my own tears. I held her hand and looked to Mary, who had still not stopped weeping.

      “Call the doctor,” I said.

      She nodded and headed out of the room to find the ship’s medic. She came back moments later with whom I could only assume was the doctor.

      “What seems to be the problem?” he asked, opening his bag of supplies.

      “She’s very ill,” I said.

      The doctor knelt beside the bed, staring into my child’s eyes. He lifted her gown to determine what had caused the rash. “Hmm.”

      “What is it?” Mary asked. I could hear the apprehension in her words, for we were both terrified of the answer.

      “I’m sorry to inform you that your daughter is afflicted with Scarlet Fever,” he said. “Keep her head cool. I’m afraid there isn’t much else that can be done. I suggest you pray, sir. It is in God’s hands now.”

      Mary stared at me, as if begging me to do something. I didn’t know what to say, so I did what the doctor said, and I prayed. I prayed hard through most of the night.

      The next morning, I awoke after a very restless sleep and saw that Madeline’s eyes were open, but I could still hear her almost gasping for breath.

      “Mama?” she whispered.

      Mary awoke immediately, if she had been sleeping at all. “I’m here, Madi,” she said. “Everything is going to be all right. I’m going to get you some water. Just rest.”

      She stood from the bed and pulled on a cloak. I placed my hand on her shoulder, and she turned to look at me.

      “She’ll be all right,” she said, even as the tears stained her cheeks. “She just needs some water, and she’ll be all right.”

      I didn’t reply. She stared into my eyes for a moment before falling against my chest in tears once again.

      The day dragged on slower than usual. By mid-morning, after watching my child’s life fading away, I began to lose control. I tried to hold it back but to no avail. I rushed to the edge of the ship, crying out to God.
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