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PROLOGUE



1897

IT HAS BEEN SEVEN LONG YEARS SINCE THE FIRST NIGHT HE came to my chamber, seven long years since the string of haunting, incredible, and perilous events occurred—events which I am certain no one else will believe, even though we took care to make a written record of it. It is those transcripts of our journals—mine, and the other’s—which I look at from time to time, to remind myself that it all really happened and that I did not merely dream it.

Now and then, when I spy a white mist gathering in the garden below, when a shadow crosses a wall at night, or when I see dust motes swirling in a beam of moonlight, I still find myself jumping in expectation and alarm. Jonathan will press my hand and catch my eye with a silent, reassuring look, as if to let me know that he understands, that we are safe. But when he turns back to his reading by the fire, my heart continues to hammer in my chest, and I am overcome not only by the sense of apprehension that Jonathan knows I feel, but by something else as well…by longing.

Yes, longing.

The record I kept—the journal I so carefully wrote in shorthand, and then typed for the others to read—was not the entire truth; not my truth. Some thoughts and experiences are too intimate for others’ eyes; some desires are too shocking to admit, even to one’s self. Were I to reveal all to Jonathan, I know I would lose him for ever, as surely as I would lose for ever the good opinion of all society.

I know what my husband wants—what all men want. For a woman—single or married—to be loved and respected, she must be innocent: entirely pure of mind, body, and soul. And so I once was, until he came into my life. At times, I feared him. At other times, I despised him. And yet, even knowing what he was and what he wanted, I could not help but love him.

I will never forget the magic of being held in his embrace, the compelling magnetism of his eyes as he gazed at me, or how it felt to whirl about the dance floor in his arms. I still shiver with delight when I recall the dizzying sensation of travelling with him at the speed of light, and the way his slightest touch could make me gasp with unimagined pleasure and desire. But the most wondrous times were the hours upon hours of conversation, stolen moments in which we revealed our most private selves to each other, and discovered all that we held in common.

I loved him. I loved him passionately, profoundly, from the very depths of my being, and with every beating of my heart. There was a time when I might have gladly given up this human life to be with him for ever.

And yet…

All these years, the truth of what happened has weighed heavily on my mind, taking the pleasure out of ordinary things, stealing my appetite, and banishing sleep. I find I cannot carry the guilty burden within me any longer. I must put it all down on paper, never to be seen by others’ eyes, but certain that only in the writing will I at last be free to let it go.








ONE



WHEN I FIRST STEPPED OFF THE TRAIN AT WHITBY ON that bright July afternoon in 1890, I had no inkling that my life, and the lives of everyone I knew and loved, would soon be subjected to the gravest of dangers from which we—those of us who survived—would emerge for ever altered. When my foot touched the station platform that day, I was not overcome by a sudden chill, nor did I have an uncanny premonition of the unthinkable events to come. There was, in fact, nothing to indicate that this holiday at the sea-side would be any different from all those pleasant sojourns that had come before it.

I was two-and-twenty years old. I had, after four happy years, just quit my position as a school-teacher in preparation for my upcoming marriage. Although I was deeply concerned about my fiancé, Jonathan Harker, who had not yet returned from a business trip to Transylvania, I was filled with delight at the prospect of spending the next month or two in a beautiful place with my best friend in the world, where we could talk together freely and build our castles in the air.

I caught sight of Lucy standing on the platform, looking lovelier than ever in her white lawn frock, her dark curls peeking out demurely from beneath her stylish, flowered hat, as she searched for me through the crowd. Our eyes met, and her face lit up.

“Mina!” Lucy cried, and we raced into each other’s arms.

“How I have missed you!” I replied, hugging her. “It seems as if a year has passed since we last saw each other, instead of months. So much has happened in the meantime.”

“I feel the same. Last spring, we were both single women. And now—”

“—we are both engaged!” We smiled happily and embraced again.

Lucy Westenra and I had been best friends ever since the day we met at Upton Hall School when I was fourteen years old and she was twelve. Despite the fact that we came from very different backgrounds—Lucy had loving, wealthy parents who doted on her, while I had never known my parents and was only receiving a quality education courtesy of a grant—we became inseparable. We were a study in contrasts: I was a rosy-cheeked, green-eyed blonde of medium height who others seemed to consider attractive; whereas Lucy was an astonishing beauty, with a perfect, petite figure, bright blue eyes, an ivory complexion, and a crown of stunning dark brown curls. Lucy loved to ride and play ball and tennis, whereas I had always been far happier with my nose in a book; yet we found common ground in other things.

All through our school years, we slept together, played together, studied together, took long walks together, laughed and cried together, and told all our secrets to each other. As I had had no real home to return to when school was out of session, I had often—and gratefully—spent many holidays with Lucy’s family, either at their home in London or in the country, or at whatever fashionable sea-side resort had taken Mrs. Westenra’s fancy at the time. When I later became a teacher at the same school, our friendship continued unabated; when Lucy graduated and returned to London with her widowed mother, we kept in constant touch through letters and regular visits.

“Where is your mother?” I asked now, glancing about for Mrs. Westenra.

“She is back at our rooms, resting. What do you think of my new walking dress and hat? Mamma insists that this is the latest thing to wear at the sea-side, but she has made such a fuss that I have become quite bored with it.”

I assured Lucy that her dress was lovely, and that the only reason she found fashion tiresome was that she had never gone in want of it. “If you had only four frocks and two suits to your name as I do, Lucy, you might find yourself suddenly coveting the very garments that you now disdain.”

“What you may lack in quantity, Mina dear, you make up for in quality, for you always look very sweet and becoming. I love your summer frock! Shall we go? I have a cab waiting. Tell the porter to bring your luggage out front. Wait until you see this place. Whitby is a wonder!”

Indeed, as we drove away from the station, I marvelled at the lovely view out the open window of the carriage. A gentle breeze carried the salty tang of the sea, and squawking seagulls circled overhead. Immediately below us, the River Esk cut a path between two sloping green valleys, flowing past a busy harbour on its way to the sea. A vivid blue sky and puffy white clouds made a lovely contrast to the red-roofed houses of the old town, which were all packed in, one on top of the other, along the steep hill-side. “What a charming town!”

“Isn’t it? I was so pleased that Mamma decided to go some place new this summer. I had grown quite fed up with Brighton and Sidmouth.”

“It was so kind of you to invite me to join you again.” I took one of Lucy’s gloved hands in my own and squeezed it affectionately. “Now that I have left teaching and given up my room at the school for good, I do not know where else I would have gone this summer.”

“I would not dream of spending this holiday with any one else, Mina dear. We will have such fun! They say there are lovely walks all about, and you can hire boats and go out on the river.”

“Oh! I have always loved to go rowing.”

“And look across the river: do you see that long trail of steps curving upwards? Apparently it leads all the way up to the church and that ruined abbey on the hill top. I am simply dying to explore, but ever since we arrived yesterday, Mamma has been too tired to leave the lodging-house, and she did not want to attempt to climb the hill. Now that you are here, we can take long strolls together and see everything.”

“Is your mother ill?”

“No. At least, I do not think so. She just seems to fatigue easily of late, and steep climbs leave her short of breath. I am hoping the sea air will do her good. Now,” Lucy added excitedly, “what do you think of my engagement ring?” She removed a glove and thrust her hand at me.

I caught my breath as I studied the delicate gold band set with pearls that adorned her slender finger. “It is beautiful, Lucy.”

“Let me see yours.”

“I do not yet have an engagement ring,” I admitted. “But just before Jonathan left on his trip overseas, he learned that his examinations were successful. He is a clerk no longer, but a full-blown solicitor! He promised to buy me a ring as soon as he returns.”

“Did you at least exchange locks of hair?”


“Of course! We keep the locks in little envelopes for now.”

“Arthur and I keep ours in matching gold lockets; his hangs from his watch-chain. I do not wear my locket often, however, ever since he gave me this.” With a happy smile, Lucy fingered the black velvet ribbon around her throat, which was ornamented with a diamond buckle.

“I have been admiring your neckband ever since I got off the train. It is truly exquisite.”

“The diamond buckle was Arthur’s mother’s. I love it so much, I hardly ever take it off, except when I sleep.”

We drove up to a nice, rambling old house in the Royal Crescent, run by the widow of a sea captain, where Lucy and her mother had taken rooms. I had my luggage delivered upstairs to the chamber that Lucy and I were to share. As Mrs. Westenra was still napping, and it was too early for dinner, the two of us grabbed our hats and parasols and set out to explore Whitby.

“What news do you have of Jonathan?” Lucy asked, as we strolled out along the North Terrace, enjoying the sea-view and the pleasant summer breeze. “Have you received another letter?”

I heaved a perturbed sigh. “I have not heard from him for a whole month. I am very worried, actually.”

“A month is not such a long time between letters.”

“It is for Jonathan.”

For the past five years, Jonathan had been apprenticed as a solicitor’s clerk in Exeter to a dear friend of his family, Mr. Peter Hawkins, the same man who had financed his education. In late April, Mr. Hawkins had sent Jonathan as his representative to the Eastern European country of Transylvania, to meet with a nobleman named Count Dracula, on whose behalf they had conducted a real-estate transaction. Jonathan had been excited to go, as he had yearned to travel, but had never had the means to leave the country before.

“All these years, Jonathan and I have written to each other with great regularity, sometimes as often as twice a week. When he first set out on this trip, I received great newsy letters about his crossing, about all the sights he was seeing, the people he was meeting, and the new foods he was tasting. Suddenly, all communication ceased. I had no idea if he had reached Transylvania, and thought some evil might have befallen him. I obtained Count Dracula’s address from Mr. Hawkins, and wrote to Jonathan there. At last, I received a note—but it was brief and hurried, not like Jonathan at all, with no mention of the letter I had sent—just a few lines, saying that his work there was nearly done and that he would be starting for home in a few days. I wrote back immediately, informing him of my travel plans, so that he could write to me here at Whitby. But now another month has gone by without a reply. What could have happened to him?”

“Perhaps he stayed longer in Transylvania than expected, or decided to see the sights on his way home.”

“If so, why has he not written? Why did he not answer my last letter?”

“Mail often goes astray, Mina, and it can take ages to arrive when it comes from another country. Believe me: Jonathan is fine. You will hear from him any day now. He would not want you to worry. He would want you to enjoy your holiday.”

I sighed again. “I suppose you are right.”

We descended a steep flight of steps leading down to the pier, and proceeded on past the fish-market, where fishermen and their wives were stationed at the bows of their anchored boats, hawking the last of the day’s catch to a few plainly dressed bargain-hunters. The air was filled with the sounds of squealing seabirds, lapping water, and sails whipping in the breeze; and it was so alive with the salty tang of the sea and the smells of fresh fish and musty hemp that I could almost taste them.

“How I love the sea-side,” I exclaimed, reinvigorated by the happy cacophony of sights, sounds, and scents about us. “Now: you must tell me everything, Lucy. How is your Mr. Holmwood? Or should I say: the future Lord Godalming?”

“Oh! Arthur is such a dear. He promised to come to Whitby soon for a visit. I do miss him so when we are apart.”

“Have you set your wedding date yet?”

“No, but Mamma is pressing for us to be married very soon, perhaps as early as September. I must admit—I hope I can admit this to you, Mina—September seems awfully soon. It is only two months since I accepted Arthur’s proposal. I am still not used to the idea that I am actually going to be married.”

I glanced at Lucy in surprise. “In your letters, you said you were head-over-heels in love with Arthur, and thrilled about your engagement.”

“I am! I do love Arthur. He is so tall and handsome, and has such lovely, curly hair. We have so much in common, and Mamma simply adores him. I know he is the perfect man for me, and I am very happy.”

We had crossed the bridge over the river, which was the only way to reach the East Cliff. At the other side, we began our ascent up another, very long flight of steps—the ones Lucy had pointed out from the carriage—which wound up the slope in a delicate curve from the town to the ruined abbey and church above.

“If you are happy, Lucy,” I said as we climbed, “then why do you look so troubled?”

“Do I look troubled?” Lucy’s brow furrowed in that sweet, puckered look I had come to know so well. “I do not mean to! It is only that I get a little sad when I realise this will be our last holiday together, Mina, just you and I, and that very soon, I will no longer be thought of as an eligible young lady but as a sober, old, married woman. I did so enjoy the thrill of being young and admired and wanted by so many different men! To think all that is over, and I am not yet twenty years old!”

I took in the woebegone expression on Lucy’s lovely face and restrained the urge to laugh. “Dear, dear Lucy,” I said, taking her arm in mine, “I would like to sympathise, but I am afraid I never experienced the thrill that you speak of. I have only ever had one suitor: Jonathan. It is not every girl who receives marriage proposals from three different men in the same day.”

Lucy shook her head in bemusement. “I still reel in disbelief every time I recall that day! I tell you, it never rains but it pours. I never had a single proposal before the twenty-fourth of May—at least not a real proposal—for you cannot count the time that William Russell hid a ring in my slice of iced cake when we were nine years old, or the day Richard Spencer kissed me in the field behind Upton Hall School and asked me to promise to marry him. I was just a girl then, and they were silly young boys. I have had loads of men admiring me ever since I moved home to London, but no one came close to asking the question; and then suddenly three proposals at once!”

Lucy had written to me with the particulars of that extraordinary day. Dr. John Seward, an excellent young physician, had stopped by in the morning, declared his love, and asked for her hand. He was followed by another suitor—a wealthy American from Texas named Mr. Quincey P. Morris, who was close friends with both Dr. Seward and Mr. Holmwood—who made the same earnest request just after lunch. Lucy, overwhelmed by regret, had been obliged to explain that she must refuse their offers because she was in love with another man. That very same afternoon, Arthur Holmwood had managed to find a quiet moment to make his own sweet declaration, which Lucy had accepted with enthusiasm.

“It must have been a wonderful feeling,” I said, “to discover that you were adored by so many good, noble, and worthy men.”

“It was wonderful—and yet it was too, too awful at the same time. How Dr. Seward and Mr. Morris could have determined that they were in love with me, I really cannot say; for every time they came to call, I was obliged to sit by like a dumb animal, smile a little school-girl smile, and blush modestly at every word they spoke, while Mamma did most of the talking. Sometimes I just wanted to scream with frustration, for it was all so silly. Yet I liked them all, and there we were, alone at last, and each man was pouring out his heart and soul to me. Then I had to send two of them away, hats in hand, to know that they were passing quite out of my life for ever! I burst into tears when I saw the expression on Dr. Seward’s face, for he looked so downcast and broken-hearted. When I told Mr. Morris there was someone else, he said, in that charming Texas accent of his, ‘Little girl, your honesty and pluck have made me a friend, and that’s rarer than a lover.’ He said lots of brave and noble things about his ‘rival,’ not even knowing it was Arthur—his closest friend. Then—did I tell you in my letter what Mr. Morris asked me to do before leaving?”

“Yes! He asked you to kiss him, to help soften the blow, I suppose—and you did it!” We paused part-way up the steps to catch our breath, and I glanced at her. “I admit, I was a little surprised.”

“Why?”

“Lucy, you cannot go around kissing every man who asks for your hand, just because you feel sorry for him!”

“It was just one kiss. Oh, Mina! Why can’t they let a girl marry three men, or as many as want her, and save all this trouble?”

I laughed out loud and took Lucy in my arms. “You silly goose. Marrying three men? The very idea!”

“I felt so bad that I had to make two of them so unhappy.”

“I would not waste another minute worrying about Dr. Seward and Mr. Morris if I were you,” I said, as we resumed our climb. “They will recover from their disappointment in time, and find other young women who will worship the ground they walk on.”

“I hope so, for I believe everyone deserves to feel the kind of happiness that I have found with Arthur and that you have with Jonathan.”

“So do I. To be a wife—to be Jonathan’s wife—to spend our lives together, to help him with his work, to become a mother—it is all I could ever want.”

Lucy went quiet for a moment, and then said: “Mina: did you always feel that way?

“What way?”

“I know you and Jonathan have been friends for ever—but you did not regard him as a suitor until recently. Did you ever think of another man, before Jonathan?”

“No. Never.”

“Never? Surely, in the time since I left Upton Hall, there must have been some boy or man that you liked, and who liked you back—someone of whom you have never spoken?”

“If there had been, you would know about it, Lucy. I have always told you everything.”

“That will not do. A girl must keep a few secrets.” Lucy batted her eyelashes playfully. Then she laughed, and added: “I hope you know I am teasing, Mina. I have kept no secrets from you, either—or from Arthur. Mamma says honesty and respect are the most important things in a marriage, even more important than love, and I agree—don’t you?”

“I do. Jonathan and I abhor secrecy and concealments. We made a solemn pact, long ago, that we would always be completely open with each other—a promise we believe is particularly important now that we are to become husband and wife.”

“That is just as it should be.”

We had reached the top of the steps now, and strolled past the Church of St. Mary’s, a fortresslike stone building with a stout tower and crenellated roof-top, whose sturdy exterior seemed ideally designed to survive the onslaughts of the stormy North Sea weather. Our explorations took us now to the adjoining ruins of Whitby Abbey—a gaunt, imposing, and most noble ruin of immense size, situated on sprawling green lawns, and surrounded by fields dotted with sheep. We could not help but stare in wonder at its beauty, taking in the grand, roofless nave, the soaring south transept, and the delicate lancets of the east end of the former abbey church.

“There is a wonderful legend about this abbey, that I read about before I came,” I said. “They claim that on certain summer afternoons, when the sun strikes the northern part of the choir at a particular angle, a lady in white can be seen in one of the windows.”

“A lady in white? Who can it be?”

“Some believe it is the ghost of St. Hilda—the Saxon princess who founded the abbey as a monastery in the sixth century—seeking revenge from the Vikings who sacked her great edifice.”

“A ghost!” Lucy cried with a laugh. “Do you believe in ghosts?”

“Of course not. No doubt the ‘vision’ is just a reflection caused by the sun’s beams.”

“Well, I prefer the legend. It is far more romantic.”

We left the abbey and headed back past the church, emerging into a wide-open area between the church and the cliff, which was full of weathered tombstones. “Good gracious,” I said. “What an immense churchyard—and what a view!”

Indeed, the graveyard surrounding the church was very large and well situated. Resting dramatically atop the high cliff, it overlooked the town and harbour on one side and the sea on the other—and it seemed to be a popular place. A good two dozen people were strolling along the series of paths that criss-crossed the churchyard, or sitting on the benches beside the walks, gazing at the view and enjoying the breeze.

The view drew us like a magnet. We strode directly towards the eminence, where we found an iron bench, painted green, and situated close to the cliff’s edge. We sat down. The seat afforded a magnificent, panoramic view of the town and harbour below us, the endless sparkling sea, the sea-walls, two lighthouses, and the long stretches of sandy beach all the way up to the bay, to where the headland stretched out into the sea. Beside us, two artists worked at their easels; behind us, sheep and lambs bleated in the fields; I heard a clatter of donkey’s hooves up the paved road below, and the murmur of conversation of the passers-by; but otherwise, all was peaceful and utterly serene.

“I think this is the nicest spot in Whitby,” I declared.

“I could not agree more,” returned Lucy, “and this is the best seat in the whole place. I hereby claim it as our very own.”

“I believe,” I said with a happy smile, “that I shall come up here quite often, to read or to write.”

Had I known, then, of the events which would occur at this very spot, which would so disastrously alter Lucy’s fate, and so dramatically and inexorably influence mine, I would have turned around and insisted that we leave Whitby at once. At least—I like to think that I would have had the courage to do so. But how can one imagine the unimaginable? Particularly when it all began so innocently?

 

ON MY FIRST NIGHT IN WHITBY, LUCY BEGAN WALKING IN HER sleep.

The evening had been pleasant enough. After our walk, Lucy and I had returned to the house at the Royal Crescent, where we had enjoyed an early dinner with Mrs. Westenra. That good lady was in excellent spirits and welcomed me heartily. Afterwards, while Lucy and her mother went out to pay some duty calls on acquaintances in the area, I sneaked away to the East Cliff again on my own, where I spent a lovely hour sitting on “our bench” and writing in my journal.

That night, however, not long after Lucy and I retired to our room and fell asleep, I was awakened by a rustling sound. It was a warm night, and we had left the shutters and window open. As I sleepily opened my eyes, in the glow of moonlight illuminating the chamber, I perceived that Lucy had risen from her bed and was dressing herself.

“Lucy? What is wrong? Why are you up?”

My friend did not answer but continued buttoning up her petticoat. Her eyes were wide and staring, with a sort of vacant look; now she took a skirt from the wardrobe and began to step into it.

“Lucy!” I rose and padded barefoot across the room to her. “Why are you getting dressed?” Again, there was no answer; Lucy did not appear even to be aware of my presence. All at once, I understood what was happening.

I had witnessed this peculiar behaviour on Lucy’s part on several previous occasions, years earlier, when we were at school. One snowy night, she had risen from our bed and walked outside, barefoot and in her nightdress; thankfully, a servant had found her before she froze to death, warmed her by the fire, and brought her back to bed. Another time, Lucy had dressed herself in her best coat and hat and walked down-stairs to the kitchen, where she had consumed a large slice of apple-pie and a glass of milk before she was discovered. The next morning, she had only a vague memory of these incidents, or none at all.

“Lucy, dear,” I said now, as I put my hands on her shoulders and gazed into her vacant eyes, “it is the middle of the night. You must go back to bed. Let me help you undress.”

To my relief, she did not fight me. At the sound of my voice, or perhaps it was the touch of my hands, her intention entirely disappeared, and she calmly yielded herself to my ministrations. I managed to undress her, put her nightdress back on, and get her back to bed, all without waking her.

At breakfast the next morning, Lucy was her usual, sunny self, chattering away as if nothing out of the ordinary had occurred the night before. With a little laugh, I told Lucy and her mother about what had happened.

“Sleep-walking?” Lucy replied with a surprised laugh of her own, as she spread butter and jam on her toast. “It has been quite a long while since I did that.”

Mrs. Westenra did not find the news as amusing as we did. “Oh dear,” said she, her pale forehead furrowing with concern as she played with the string of pearls around her neck. “I have always been worried about that old habit of yours, Lucy. To think that it should come back now, of all times, when we are at this strange, new place.”

Mrs. Westenra was a petite but full-figured woman of five-and-forty. It was easy to see where her daughter had gotten her beauty, for they both possessed the same attractive features, the same deep blue eyes, dark, curly hair, and smooth, ivory complexion. Turning to me, Mrs. Westenra added, “She inherited this tendency from her father. Edward used to get up in the night and dress himself and go out if I did not wake him in time to stop him. One night in town, a bobby found him wandering about in St. James’s Park in his best Sunday suit. Another time, in the country, he took all his gear down to the river at two o’clock in the morning and went fishing.”

Lucy laughed. “I remember that. Silly Papa.” Then her smile fled, and she grew misty-eyed as she sipped her cocoa. “Oh, how I miss him.”

“Your father was a wonderful man,” I agreed.


Mrs. Westenra shook her head sadly. “I never thought I would be left alone like this. I thought surely I would go first. Dear, dear Edward.” Her eyes suddenly filled with tears, and she reached across the table and took Lucy’s hand. “Thank goodness Lucy has been at home with me this past year and a half. How I shall get on after she is married, I do not know.”

Lucy put her other hand atop her mother’s, meeting her gaze. “Mamma, you will do just fine. Arthur and I will not live far away, and we shall come to visit you so often, you will hardly know I am gone.”

Mrs. Westenra dabbed at her eyes with her napkin. “I hope so, my dearest. I am very happy for you, Lucy, and I hope you will be happy, too.”

The two women shared a loving smile. I felt a warm glow of affection for them both—and at the same time, despite myself—a little pang of envy. It was one of my greatest sorrows in life that I had never known the joys of a mother’s or father’s love. The dark stigma of my past had been a source of mortification to me ever since I had learned of it as a child, and I still blushed with shame every time I thought of it.

“Now let us talk about the wedding,” said Mrs. Westenra, recovering her spirits as she took a dainty bite of her scrambled eggs. “I think you and Arthur should be married as soon as possible.”

“What is the rush, Mamma? Long engagements are very common. Even you and Papa waited a year before you married, did you not?”

“Yes, but our circumstances were very different. Your father was struggling to start a new banking business, and he wanted it running smoothly before we wed. Arthur does not have any such financial constraints. He is very wealthy. As the only son, he will one day inherit Ring Manor and all of his father’s estates and holdings. There is no reason on earth for you to wait.” Mrs. Westenra spoke with such urgency, I sensed there might be some other reason behind her desire to see Lucy quickly wed; but she only added: “In any case, September is a lovely month for a wedding.”

“Well, I will wait and see what Arthur says when he arrives,” Lucy said sweetly.

“What about you, Mina?” Mrs. Westenra enquired. “When and where are you and Jonathan to wed? Have you made plans?”

I hesitated, then said solemnly, “We had talked about marrying in Exeter in late summer—something very simple, of course—but now I do not know.” I told her about Jonathan’s business trip to Transylvania, how late he was in returning, and how long it had been since I had heard from him. “There is something about his last letter that does not satisfy me. It is his writing, and yet it does not read like him.”

“Have you written to his employer?” asked Mrs. Westenra.

“I have. Mr. Hawkins has not heard a word either.”

Lucy and her mother tried their best to allay my fears, but under the circumstances, there was little they could say. After breakfast, Lucy proposed a walk up to the East Cliff again. Her mother, who seemed winded just in walking from dining-room to sitting-room, begged us to excuse her. Before Lucy and I could go out, however, Mrs. Westenra took me aside privately and said, in a low, anxious tone:

“Mina: I did not want to say anything in front of Lucy, but I am very worried about her.”

“Why are you worried?”

“It is this old habit of sleep-walking of hers. It can be a very dangerous thing. Say nothing to her of this; but you must promise me to keep an eye on her, and to lock the door of your room every night, so she cannot get out.”

I gave Mrs. Westenra my solemn promise, firm in the belief that I could protect Lucy from all harm. Oh! How very wrong I turned out to be!


 

THAT AFTERNOON, LUCY AND I RETURNED TO THE CHURCHYARD atop the East Cliff, where we chatted with a gnarled, former sailor called Mr. Swales, who said he was nearly a hundred years old. He and his two elderly cronies were so charmed by the sight of Lucy that they took seats next to her just moments after we sat down on our favourite bench. Lucy posed thoughtful questions about their adventures at sea with the Greenland fishing fleet, and their glory days during the battle of Waterloo.

I was more interested in the subject of local legends; but when I turned the conversation in that direction, old Mr. Swales insisted that all those tales about the White Lady in the abbey window and so forth were stuff and nonsense.

“They be just fool-talk for day-trippers and the like,” the elderly man scoffed. “Don’t ye pay them no mind, miss. If ye like tales, howsoever, I’ll tell ye some good ’uns that be true.”

He went on to relate several colourful stories about the town and churchyard. Lucy became upset when he pointed out that the stone slab at our feet, upon which our favourite seat rested, was the grave of a man who had committed suicide. Mr. Swales assured her that he had sat there himself off and on for more than twenty years, and it had done him no harm.

When we returned to our lodging-house, our landlady, Mrs. Abernathy, said there was a letter waiting for me. My heart leapt in excitement. I recognised the hand at once: it was from Jonathan’s employer, Mr. Peter Hawkins. Unable to wait until we reached our chamber, I ripped open the envelope at once. To my relief, I saw that the dear old man had enclosed a letter he had received from Jonathan.

“You see?” Lucy cried, straining for a peek at the enclosed missive as I glanced over it. “I told you Jonathan would write. What does he say?”


My heart sank. It was Jonathan’s handwriting; but I had longed for reassuring words and an explanation for his long silence. Instead, the enclosed letter to his employer was a shattering disappointment:


Castle Dracula—19 June, 1890




My Dear Sir:




I write to report to you that I have satisfactorily completed the business errand upon which I was engaged, and intend to start for home to-morrow, but will probably stop for a holiday somewhere on the way.

I remain, yours faithfully,
 J. Harker



“One line,” I said quietly, as I passed the letter to Lucy. “One line only. It is very unlike Jonathan.”

“How so? He wrote to Mr. Hawkins, not you; I think it quite succinct and business-like.”

“That is just it. Mr. Hawkins is more like a father to Jonathan than a business associate. We have both known him ever since we were children. Jonathan would never address the old man in such a business-like tone.”

“Perhaps he was in a hurry. And look: he says he plans to stop for a holiday on the way home.”

“Even if Jonathan did stop somewhere, he should have arrived long before this. And why did he write to Mr. Hawkins, but not to me? I sent him my address here in Whitby.” A sudden fear gripped my stomach, and so assailed my senses that I was obliged to sink into a near-by chair. “Do you think it possible—could Jonathan have met another woman while on his journey? Is that the reason for his silence?”


“Another woman?” Lucy cried, aghast. “Never! Jonathan is as faithful as you, Mina Murray. He is very much in love with you, and you are the two most loyal people I have ever met. He would never look twice at another woman, I assure you.”

“Do you really think so?”

“I know so. You will marry Jonathan, Mina. I am sure there is some simple reason for his silence, and you will learn it in good time. He will come home to you, I promise.”

 

NEARLY A FORTNIGHT PASSED WITH NO FURTHER NEWS FROM Jonathan, keeping me in a state of suspense that was really quite dreadful. Lucy heard from Arthur, however. To her disappointment, he was obliged to postpone his visit, as his father had been taken ill—which meant postponing our plans to go rowing up the river, something we had been eagerly looking forward to.

Adding to this anxiety, Lucy continued to sleep-walk from time to time. In each instance, I was awakened by her moving about the room, determinedly seeking a way out. I now slept with the key securely tied to my wrist. Despite all this, we enjoyed our days together, which were spent strolling through the town or up to the East Cliff, or taking long walks to the charming near-by villages. Although we took care to wear our hats, Mrs. Westenra remarked with satisfaction that Lucy’s once-pale cheeks were now taking on a becoming rosy hue.

On the 6th of August, the weather changed. The sun was hidden behind thick clouds, the sea tumbled over the sandy flats with a roar, and everything was shrouded in a deep grey mist.

“We be in for a storm, my deary, and a big ’un, mark my words,” said old Mr. Swales, as he joined me on my seat in the churchyard that afternoon. He was a dear old man, but that day, as he rambled on, he seemed entirely fixated on the subject of death. Staring out to sea, he said in an ominous tone: “May be it’s in that wind out over the sea that’s bringin’ with it loss and wreck, and sore distress, and sad hearts…Look! It sounds, and looks, and tastes, and smells like death!”

His words unnerved me. Although I know he meant no harm, I was glad when he left. For a while, I wrote in my journal, and watched the fishing-boats scurrying back to safety in the harbour. My attention was soon caught by a ship out at sea. It was a sizeable vessel, heading westward towards our coast with all sails set, but it was knocking about in the queerest way, as if changing direction with every puff of wind.

When the coastguardsman ambled by with his spy-glass, he stopped to talk with me, all the time looking at the same ship. “She’s a Russian, by the look of her,” he said, “but she doesn’t know her mind a bit, and is steered mighty strangely. It’s as if she sees the storm coming but can’t decide whether to run up north, or put in here.”

The next day was again cold and grey, and the strange schooner was still there, gently rolling on the undulating sea, its sails idly flapping. That evening after tea, Lucy and I returned to the cliff-top to join a large assemblage that was curiously watching the ship, as well as the approach of sunset—a sight so beautiful, with its masses of clouds in every shade of sunset colour from red to purple, violet, pink, green, yellow, and gold—it seemed impossible to believe that bad weather could be imminent.

By evening, however, the air grew uncannily still. At midnight, when Lucy and I were safely tucked in our beds, a faint, hollow booming came from over the sea, and the tempest broke in sudden earnest. Rain poured down in a fury, clattering against the roof, the window-panes, and the chimney-pots. Every peal of thunder sounded like a distant gun and made me jump. I was too agitated to sleep, and for many an hour, I heard Lucy tossing and turning in her own bed. At last, I fell into a fitful slumber, and I had a strange dream.

Perhaps I have a very active imagination; perhaps it is in my blood; but I have a propensity to dream very vividly—and I have dreamt every single night, all night long, ever since I was a little child. At any moment when I awake, I can recall the dream I was just experiencing in perfect detail, and it always takes me some minutes to reassure myself that it was not real. Sometimes, my dreams are silly, sweet, and tangled fantasies incorporating bits and pieces of the day I have just been through; at other times they are nightmares, frightening manifestations of my darkest fears; but on occasion they have proven to be portents or signs, showing me what my future holds.

On this night, I dreamt that I was back in my chamber at school—only it was not the school where I had lived and worked—it was a place I did not recognise. In the dead of night, in the glow of a brilliant moon, I wandered down a long, cold passageway in search of something—I knew not what. Outside, a fierce wind blew through the tree tops, making the eaves of the building creak and groan, and casting frightening shadows on the walls. The floor boards felt icy beneath my bare feet, and I shivered in my thin nightdress. I wanted to return to the warmth and safety of my bed, but I could not; I could only move forward, one step at a time, compelled onward by some force I could not name.

All at once, a deep, soft voice came out of the darkness: “My love!”

Was it Jonathan calling? Was he here, at last? “Where are you, Jonathan?” I cried, as I ran down the long, endlessly twisting corridor, past many closed doors.

“My love!” I heard again.


I suddenly realised it was not Jonathan at all but a voice I had never heard before. I flew breathlessly around a corner, only to lurch to an abrupt halt as a door opened just ahead of me. From that door issued a tall, dark figure. Was it was man or beast? I could not be certain. In the shadowy passage, I could not perceive the being’s features; just two gleaming, red eyes—a sight which made me gasp in alarm.

He—or it—approached and stopped before me, uttering words in a soft tone that sent a chill up my spine, yet at the same time were both captivating and strangely compelling:

“I am coming for you.”








TWO



I AWOKE WITH A START, MY HEART POUNDING, TO HEAR THE storm still raging outside. The dream had felt very real; the image of the dark, faceless figure remained vivid in my mind. Who was he—or it? Why did he call me My love? Why was he coming for me? This contemplation was interrupted when I heard movement in the room. I struck a match and discovered Lucy sitting on her bed in her nightdress, pulling on her boots. I lit the lamp and went to her.

“Lucy: dearest. You must go back to bed.”

“No,” she replied, pushing me away emphatically in her sleep. “I must go. He is coming for me.”

A wave of apprehension washed over me. Had not I just heard those same words in my dream? “Who is coming?”

“I must go!” was her only response, as she began to tie her shoe-laces.

It took some doing to convince Lucy that, under no circumstances would I permit her to leave the room. She did not wake, but continued to be restless all night, rising yet again to dress herself. How strange, I thought—when I managed to get her back to bed once more, and settled beneath the bedclothes myself—was it possible that Lucy and I had had the very same dream?

 

“I NEVER REMEMBER ANYTHING I DREAM,” LUCY SAID WITH A shrug the next morning, when I asked her about it. “It took me ages to fall asleep, but when I did, I slept like a log.”

I let out a great yawn, exhausted by the night’s proceedings; but since Lucy looked so bright and happy as she opened the shutters to let in the early-morning light, I decided to make no mention of them.

“What a horrible storm!” Lucy went on. “Thank goodness it is over now.”

“Old Mr. Swales was so full of doom and gloom yesterday about this tempest. I hope all the fishing-boats survived intact.”

“Let us go down and see.”

We dressed quickly, skipped breakfast, and hastened outside. The early-morning air was crisp, fresh, and clear, and the newly risen sun peeked out here and there between billowing clouds. As we hurried down the street, I felt a sudden chill, and the oddest sensation came over me. I saw Lucy shiver, and said, “Are you cold?”

“No,” she replied, “but I just had a funny feeling—as if someone was watching us.”

“I had the same feeling!” We looked quickly around us. The buildings along the street were all cast in shadows, but the street itself was empty except for us and two other souls, who were marching briskly in our direction, towards the West Cliff.

“I do not see anything,” Lucy said.

“I think the storm has set our nerves on edge.” Sharing a little shudder and a laugh, we took each other’s arms and hurried down to the harbour.

The sea was still dark and awash in angry-looking, foam-crested waves. There were only a few people about, and they were all chattering excitedly. All the fishing-boats appeared to be securely moored to their docks; however, a large sailing ship—the same strange, foundering ship, I realised, which had aroused such curiosity in the days before—had beached itself across the way, by the pier jutting under the East Cliff. It now stood tilted on the sand and gravel at a perilous angle, its sails in shreds, and some of its top hamper crashed to pieces across the deck and sands below.

“Such a beautiful ship!” I cried in dismay. “What a shame!” I turned to a red-bearded, weathered-faced man standing near-by, and asked, “What happened? Do you know?”

“I do,” replied the man solemnly, as he puffed at his pipe. “I saw it all late last night. They say it’s a Russian ship called the Demeter. The coastguard saw her coming in, all shrouded by mist and fog, and signalled her to reduce sail in the face of her danger, but got nary a response. She kept wavering this way and that, like there was no hand at the wheel. Then the storm broke with a great roar, and she was lost from sight for a time. Suddenly the wind shifted, and there she was again. By some miracle the schooner made straight into the harbour, rushing in with such speed that I knew she must fetch up somewhere. Indeed, she ran in as soft and sleek as a seal flappin’ under an ice-floe, then rammed up on the sand heap with a great concussion. When the coastguard boarded the vessel, then it was that the great horror met their eyes.”

“What great horror?” Lucy asked fearfully.

“That ship was steered by a dead man,” he replied, his eyes widening under his bushy eyebrows.

“A dead man?” I repeated. “How can that be?”

“There lies the mystery, missy: for the entire crew is missing, and they found the captain’s corpse lashed to the helm, swinging horribly to and fro, his dead hands clutching a crucifix.”

“Oh!” Lucy and I cried together, in stunned alarm.

“The only survivor, it appears, was a dog.”

“A dog?” I repeated, surprised.

He nodded. “Just as the vessel touched shore, a huge dog leapt off the bow onto the sand, made straight for the cliff, and disappeared. Neither hide nor hair of it has been seen since. It must be a fierce brute, too; for it seems to have fought and killed a local dog—a half-bred mastiff that was found in the roadway opposite to its master’s yard, with its throat torn away and its belly slit open, as if with a savage claw.”

“Oh!” Lucy cried again.

I was inclined to stay and hear more, but this tale so distressed Lucy that she insisted we return to the Royal Crescent at once. Later, as she picked at her breakfast, Lucy said with a frown, “We were having such a lovely holiday, and now that horrible ship has to appear—with a—with a dead man at the wheel! I shudder just to think of it.”

Mrs. Westenra, who was not feeling too well herself, suggested that Lucy spend a quiet day with her to calm her nerves. “You have received a shock, my dear, that is all. In a few days, you will have forgotten all about it.”

I, too, was unnerved by the eerie appearance of the beached ship, but I had no desire to let it ruin my holiday, or to spend the day cooped up inside. Although the morning had grown quite overcast, it still promised to be a nice day, and I felt a strong compulsion to go up to my favourite seat on the East Cliff to read and write. I quickly checked my appearance in the looking-glass, smoothing out my simple skirt and jacket of amethyst piqué, straightening the jabot of my white blouse, and ensuring that my blonde hair was tidily secured beneath my straw hat. Satisfied that I appeared presentable, I took a book and my journal, hugged my companions good-bye, and headed out, filled with a strange, inward anticipation that I could not explain.

The wind was blowing briskly as I traversed the churchyard, past the widely dispersed gravestones washed clean by the night’s rain. I inhaled deeply, finding pleasure in the mingled scents of wet gravel, stone, earth, and grass. For some reason, for the second time that morning, I was possessed by the strange feeling that I was being watched; but as I glanced around, I could again perceive nothing out of the ordinary.

People of all ages and descriptions were strolling about as usual, chatting and smiling. Were it not for the multitude of mud puddles which had gathered in the low spots along the path edges, there would be nothing to indicate that a storm of the most spectacular nature had blown through only the night before, much less a storm which had violently driven in a ship populated by ghosts.

I was pleased to see that my preferred bench was empty. I sat down and revelled in the beauty of the scene below me. Sunlight danced on the ever-shifting, dark blue sea, and the waves crashed up in great, foaming, white crests against the beaches, sea-walls, and distant headlands. I thought about Jonathan; I prayed that he was safe, and had not been crossing the stormy sea the night before.

Just as I took out my fountain-pen and was about to begin my journal entry, the wind suddenly and unceremoniously picked up and took off with my hat. One moment, my bonnet was secured to my head; the next, it was airborne and rolling away in frantic circles across the pathway.

I leapt up in dismay and dashed after my retreating bonnet. Despite my most earnest attempts to retrieve it, however, it maddeningly remained just a few inches out of my reach. It was making a bee-line for the most dangerous section of the cliff—that part where the sustaining bank had fallen away, and some of the flat tombstones actually projected out over the sands far below. I stopped a few feet from the cliff edge, certain that my hat was lost to me; for it would be only seconds now before it rashly flung itself out into open space and sailed to its doom below in the depths of the sea.

Suddenly, a tall form rushed past me and grabbed my hat at the very brink of the cliff, just as it was about to hurl itself into oblivion. I had never seen a human being move with such speed; but then, with calm assurance and a pantherlike grace, the gentleman returned to my side and presented me with his spoils.

“Is this your hat, miss?” he enquired in a deep, rich voice, enlivened by a very slight, indistinct foreign accent.

I stared at him, suddenly speechless. He was a young gentleman—not much older than thirty, I thought. He was tall, thin, and extremely attractive, with a handsome nose, perfectly white teeth, and a jet-black moustache that matched his hair. As he smiled down at me, I was captivated by the force of his dark blue eyes, which were at once intense and compelling. He was impeccably dressed in a knee-length black frock coat, black tie, vest, and trousers, and a crisp white shirt, which were perfectly tailored to fit his fine figure, and whose materials and workmanship immediately announced his wealthy status. His complexion glowed with good health; his entire face and form, in fact, so embodied the very model of masculine beauty and charm that for a breathless moment, I wondered if I had conjured him from my imagination.

As our gazes met, an expression crossed his face which I had never before seen directed at me—not even by Jonathan. It was an expression of such immediate, profound, and undisguised interest, it caused my heart to flutter.

“Thank you, sir,” I said, when at last I found my voice. “I am very much obliged to you.”


“I am pleased to have been of service.” His gentle accent, I decided, was of European origin, yet his English was perfect. He bowed, briefly removing his black top hat, still staring at me intently with those fascinating eyes, as if taken aback by the force of unexpected feelings.

I knew I should not engage in further conversation with him. He was a stranger, and I was a single woman, engaged to another, and here without a chaperone. Only one proper course of action was open to me, and I was well aware of it: I must curtsey silently and be on my way. And yet…I could not bring myself to do it. Instead, I studied the straw bonnet in my hands, a simple affair, unadorned except for a white ribbon and a small cluster of flowers, and said:

“You were very brave, sir, to—to rush so close to the cliff edge like that, just for a hat. It was quite dangerous.”

He seemed to collect himself and gave me a warm smile. “It appeared to be an article that you wished very much to rescue. I did not think of the danger.”

There was, I decided (darting another glance in his direction) an inexplicable hint of “danger” in everything about him, which made him seem at once exotic and mysterious—but which, I told myself, had more to do with the fact that he was so very attractive that I could not take my eyes off him, than it did with anything particular about the man himself.

“It is not an expensive hat by any means, as you can see,” I replied, “but I have had it a long while, and I have grown attached to it. And it is all the more valuable, in that it—it is the only hat I have with me.” Good Lord, I thought, why was I babbling on like an idiot about my hat?

“Ah,” he said, as we started back in the direction from which I had come, “then I take it you do not live in Whitby?”

“No. I have been here but a fortnight. I am on holiday with a friend and her mother.”


“I am a visitor here as well. I arrived in Whitby only yesterday.”

“Where are you from, sir?”

He looked at me, then replied: “Austria.”

“I have seen pictures of Austria, and from all accounts, it is a lovely country.”

“It is indeed; but this is also a lovely place, is it not? There is such a marvellous view from these cliffs. The sea is so beautiful, so restless, and so endless. I never tire of looking at it. We do not have such sights back home.”

“I have always loved the sea-side, at any time of year. Although, if you arrived in Whitby only yesterday, you must have found last night’s storm a rather rude welcoming.”

“The storm—yes. It was fearsome.” As we passed a cliff-side artist who was painting the broken ship on the sands below, the gentleman paused briefly to admire the work. “Your perspective is very interesting,” he told the painter, “and your choice of colours is very pleasing to the eye.”

The artist acknowledged the compliment with a smile and a nod. Just then, I noticed my errant hat-pin lying on the gravel pathway by the bench where I had been sitting. I quickly retrieved it and stopped to refasten my hat.

“Are these yours as well?” the gentleman asked, referring to my book and journal, which were lying on the path a few feet away, their pages fluttering in the breeze.

“Yes, they are.”

He retrieved them. As he dusted off my journal, his attention was drawn to the open page and the loops, squiggles, and other strange symbols inscribed there. I was a little embarrassed that a stranger’s eye had fallen on my private diary, but at the same time relieved by the unusual method I had employed in writing it.

“Forgive me,” he said, “if I enquire too freely, but is this written in some new form of shorthand—or as I think you call it—stenography?”


“It is,” I replied, surprised that he was familiar with this abbreviated, symbolic writing method.

“A fascinating system, is it not—as old as the Acropolis stone from Ancient Greece. The way it allows one to write with increased speed and brevity, as quickly as people speak.”

“Yes, and at the same time it achieves total privacy, for it makes that writing unintelligible to most others—which is ideal for keeping a diary.”

He smiled. “I am familiar with a number of methods, but this one I do not recognise.”

“It is called Gregg’s shorthand. It was published two years ago, and is not yet commonly employed. I have only just learned the art, so that I might be able to—” I hesitated. To go on with my thought would, I feared, put an abrupt end to a pleasant conversation I truly wished to continue; but the truth could not be avoided. He had a right to know, at once, that I was betrothed to another. “I learned stenography,” I went on, “so that I might be of some help to my fiancé in his work. He is a solicitor, you see. I hope to be able to take down what he says, and then transcribe it for him on the typewriter.”

At this admission, the gentleman’s smile briefly faded; but he quickly recovered his aplomb and said, “So you are adept with a typewriter as well as stenography? These are very unusual skills. Your fiancé is a lucky man to have so learned, so devoted, and so beautiful a companion. A very lucky man indeed.”

My cheeks grew warm, not only from his words of praise but from the admiration in his eyes as he spoke them. “Thank you, sir, but I feel that I am the lucky one. Jonathan is a good man.”

He did not comment on that but only paused and glanced about us, saying, “He is not here with you, I presume, as you said you travelled with a friend and her mother?”

“He is on a business trip overseas and has not yet returned.”

“I see. In the meantime, you are quite at leisure, yes?” Before I could reply, he added, “I have not yet had an opportunity to explore the area. The ruined abbey looks most intriguing. Would you do me the honour of joining me on a tour about the grounds?”

As he looked down at me, my heart began to pound in a strange, frenzied cadence. We had been conversing a few minutes only, yet there was something about this man, about his eyes, that was so mesmerising, I could hardly bear to tear my gaze from his. I could not deny it: I was very attracted to him, and he seemed to be attracted to me. Oh! I thought: these new-found feelings which were coursing through me—although undeniably thrilling—were wrong; very wrong, indeed.

He must have read my thoughts on my face, for he said: “There is nothing improper about our walking and talking together. We are simply two modern people, conversing in broad daylight, and there are plenty of others about.”

I opened my mouth to decline—but instead I heard myself say, “I would be delighted to accompany you,” and before I knew it, I was falling in step with him along the gravel path.

“I could not help but notice the title of your book.” He nodded towards the tome I was carrying. “On the Origin of Species. A most interesting choice.”

“Are you familiar with it?”

“I am indeed. It is a seminal work in scientific literature.”

“I find Darwin’s theory of evolution most interesting. The idea that populations evolve over the course of generations, through a process of natural selection—”

“—And that only the fittest survive—”

“—And form new species—”

“Yes!” he returned, with animation. “The ideas have been around long before Charles Darwin published his book; some have traced the concept as far back as Aristotle. But Darwin’s theories have at last brought it to the attention of the general public.”

“The book has aroused such heated debate!”


“Which is not surprising. Darwin’s theory has called into question
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