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    Fear in Varney the Vampire emerges less from sudden violence than from the uneasy suspicion that the familiar world of home, family, and inheritance can be entered, drained, and transformed by a persistent outsider.

Varney the Vampire, usually attributed to James Malcolm Rymer and Thomas Peckett Prest, is a major work of nineteenth-century gothic horror and one of the most expansive early vampire narratives in English. First published in serial form in Britain during the Victorian period, it belongs to the world of penny fiction, where sensation, suspense, and momentum shaped the reading experience. Its setting draws on the darkened spaces of the gothic tradition, especially the vulnerable household and the threatened estate, while its scale gives the tale an unusually broad social and emotional reach.

The story begins with a family under pressure and an uncanny intruder whose appearances bring terror, secrecy, and uncertainty. From that simple but potent premise, the narrative develops through recurring danger, investigation, confrontation, and flight, using the vampire not only as a source of fear but also as a catalyst for anxiety already present within domestic and social life. Readers should expect a plot driven by cliffhangers and reversals rather than compact realism. The opening setup is straightforward, but the pleasures of the book come from its sustained atmosphere and its continual testing of what characters think they understand.

The reading experience is shaped by serial storytelling, and that origin is visible in the prose. The voice is direct, energetic, and often deliberately heightened, moving quickly between menace, explanation, and emotional appeal. Scenes of nocturnal dread sit alongside conversations, revelations, and abrupt turns that encourage onward reading. At the same time, the novel’s length allows it to linger over mood and moral tension in ways shorter vampire fiction cannot. Its tone is sensational but not simple: moments of horror are balanced by curiosity, pathos, and a repeated interest in how fear spreads through households and communities.

Among the book’s central themes are invasion, vulnerability, class pressure, and the unstable boundary between the human and the monstrous. The vampire threatens bodies, fortunes, reputations, and the fragile structures that hold families together, making the supernatural menace inseparable from material insecurity. The novel also explores repetition and endurance: terror returns, rumors multiply, and the past refuses to stay buried. In this way, the figure of Varney becomes more than a source of shocks. He concentrates a range of social anxieties that Victorian readers could recognize, while also giving those anxieties a memorable narrative form.

The novel still matters because it stands near the formation of the vampire as a durable modern figure. Later treatments of vampirism would become more polished and psychologically compressed, but Varney the Vampire preserves an earlier stage in the tradition, when the creature’s meanings were still expansive and unsettled. Contemporary readers can see the genre in motion here, experimenting with sympathy, repulsion, melodrama, and moral ambiguity. That openness gives the work continuing interest not only as a landmark of horror fiction but also as evidence of how popular literature develops through serial invention, repetition, and variation.

To read the first three volumes now is to encounter a text that is historically important, imaginatively forceful, and unapologetically abundant. Its episodes can be extravagant, yet that very expansiveness is part of its achievement, creating a cumulative rhythm of threat and reprieve that defines its peculiar power. The novel invites readers to appreciate both its immediate thrills and its broader significance within gothic and vampire literature. What endures is not simply the spectacle of the supernatural, but the persistent pressure the book places on ordinary security, asking how easily a settled life can be unsettled from within.
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    First published in serialized form in the 1840s and attributed to James Malcolm Rymer and Thomas Peckett Prest, Varney the Vampire, or The Feast of Blood opens as a sensation tale set around the threatened Bannerworth family. A nocturnal attack on Flora Bannerworth introduces the figure of Sir Francis Varney, whose uncanny appearance, stealth, and recurring presence immediately bind aristocratic decline to Gothic menace. The narrative proceeds through suspicious visitations, family alarm, and local rumor, establishing a world where financial pressure, social vulnerability, and fear of the supernatural overlap. From the outset, the story balances vampire terror with mystery about motive, identity, and proof.

As the early volumes unfold, attention shifts between domestic crisis and wider inquiry. Henry Bannerworth, Admiral Bell, and other allies attempt to protect Flora and understand the danger surrounding the house, while Varney appears by turns predatory, persuasive, and strangely exposed. The tale repeatedly tests whether events should be read as supernatural attack, criminal intrusion, or some unstable mixture of both. Scenes of pursuit, concealment, and confrontation build suspense without settling the question too quickly. At the same time, the family’s reduced circumstances sharpen the stakes, since inheritance, property, and reputation are as imperiled as bodily safety.

The developing conflict broadens beyond a single household as Varney’s history and movements become objects of speculation. The serial form encourages successive revelations, reversals, and cliff-hangers, moving the action through attacks, escapes, and renewed negotiations with danger. Varney is not presented simply as a remote monster; he becomes a disruptive presence who can infiltrate social spaces, unsettle legal and familial order, and provoke both dread and uneasy fascination. This complexity gives the narrative much of its force. The vampire theme is therefore tied not only to blood and death, but also to recurrence, dependency, and the persistence of unresolved pasts.

Across these volumes, the novel sustains tension by alternating intimate scenes of fear with more expansive episodes involving pursuit and public disturbance. Villagers, servants, and secondary figures contribute to an atmosphere in which rumor spreads faster than certainty, and every new incident seems to confirm and complicate the central threat. The Bannerworth circle must weigh practical action against panic, especially when apparent evidence remains difficult to interpret. In this way, the story follows a recognizable Gothic trajectory while adapting it to popular serial fiction: each episode advances the mystery, deepens emotional strain, and keeps the vampire both visible and elusive.

A notable feature of the narrative is its treatment of Varney himself. Even in the early movement of the book, he is associated with menace, yet he is also granted moments that complicate a purely demonic reading. This does not remove the danger he poses; rather, it enlarges the novel’s central question of what kind of being he is and how the living should respond to him. The result is a more flexible vampire figure than earlier Gothic villains often allow. Fear remains central, but so do ambiguity, repetition, and the unsettling possibility that the enemy bears marks of suffering as well as aggression.

The prose and plotting reflect the conventions of penny dreadful and sensation serial publication, with emphatic incidents, reversals, and sustained suspense carrying readers from crisis to crisis. Within that energetic form, the novel repeatedly links private terror to social instability: a family under siege becomes a lens on class anxiety, economic precarity, and the fragility of domestic security. The vampire is thus a catalyst for multiple kinds of disorder, not merely a source of horror. Volumes one through three chiefly establish this framework, introducing the principal relationships and conflicts while withholding the larger resolution that later installments continue to develop.

Taken together, these opening volumes offer one of the formative extended treatments of the vampire in nineteenth-century popular fiction. Without exhausting its major turns, they show how Varney the Vampire expands Gothic material into an ongoing narrative of pursuit, uncertainty, and moral strain. The work’s enduring resonance lies in its hybrid qualities: melodrama joined to horror, sensational pacing joined to a more complicated monster than simple folklore might suggest. For that reason, it remains significant not just as an early vampire story, but as a revealing example of serialized fiction shaping modern ideas about monstrosity, sympathy, and suspense.
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    Varney the Vampire appeared in Britain between 1845 and 1847, in the early Victorian period, when serialized popular fiction reached a mass audience through cheap weekly parts known as penny bloods or penny dreadfuls. Usually issued in London and sold through booksellers, street vendors, and circulating networks, these publications catered to expanding urban readerships created by rising literacy and cheaper print technologies. The work is generally attributed to James Malcolm Rymer and Thomas Peckett Prest, both prolific contributors to serial fiction. Its publication history belongs to a commercial print culture that rewarded sensation, cliffhangers, rapid production, and adaptation of familiar gothic materials.

The broader setting for the novel was a Britain transformed by industrialization, railway expansion, and urban growth. The 1840s were marked by severe social strain, including economic downturns, food-price instability, and labor unrest, while Parliament debated reform and public order in a rapidly changing society. Print became central to these debates as newspapers, magazines, chapbooks, and serialized fiction circulated widely. London stood at the center of this literary marketplace, with publishers exploiting new methods of typesetting, wood engraving, and distribution. Varney emerged from this environment of accelerated communication, commercial competition, and heightened concern about the effects of mass reading.

The novel also belongs to a long gothic tradition that remained influential well after its late eighteenth-century origins. Horace Walpole’s The Castle of Otranto, Ann Radcliffe’s romances, and Matthew Lewis’s The Monk had established conventions of ancestral houses, persecution, secrets, and heightened terror. By the 1840s, these motifs were being reshaped for serial publication and broader audiences. Vampire lore had entered British literary culture decisively through John Polidori’s The Vampyre in 1819 and later through works such as James Sheridan Le Fanu’s earlier tales of the uncanny. Varney inherits this tradition while extending it into an expansive, episodic popular form.

Its immediate literary context included the era’s appetite for sensational crime and urban mystery. Edward Lloyd’s The String of Pearls, associated with the Sweeney Todd legend, and George W. M. Reynolds’s Mysteries of London demonstrated the commercial success of lurid serialized narratives centered on violence, secrecy, and social threat. These works often mixed melodrama with topical anxieties about class, criminality, and hidden vice. Varney shares this market with them, though it places its dangers in a partly historical, partly gothic landscape of country houses and family vulnerability. The serial’s pacing, repetition, and suspense reflect the economics of weekly publication rather than the structure of a conventional novel.

Questions of authorship and literary status also belong to the work’s historical context. Nineteenth-century popular serials were often published anonymously or pseudonymously, and surviving records do not always permit firm attribution of every installment. Rymer and Prest were both linked to Edward Lloyd’s publishing operations and to a wider trade that blurred boundaries between journalism, hack writing, piracy, and fiction. This world was viewed skeptically by many cultural authorities, who contrasted “respectable” literature with cheap sensational print. Varney therefore emerged from a contested literary field in which commercial success among working- and lower-middle-class readers did not guarantee critical prestige or stable bibliographical documentation.

The institutions surrounding the novel included publishers, printers, circulating libraries, and the law. Before later reforms, taxes on newspapers had helped push some readers and producers toward less regulated forms of cheap literature, while improvements in paper production and steam printing reduced costs. Although serialized fiction was legal, the period’s publishers operated amid recurrent disputes over copyright, reprinting, and unauthorized adaptations. Reading itself was shaped by Mechanics’ Institutes, Sunday schools, and other educational efforts that increased literacy while also provoking debate about what kinds of reading were morally beneficial. Varney circulated within this mixed institutional environment of reform, commerce, and cultural anxiety.

Thematically, the serial reflects persistent Victorian concerns about inheritance, domestic security, reputation, and the porous line between the respectable household and external threat. Such concerns were especially resonant in a society where family property, credit, and social standing carried heavy legal and moral weight. At the same time, mid-century science and medicine were expanding public interest in physiology, mesmerism, and the boundaries between life and death, even as older supernatural beliefs remained culturally available. Varney draws on these overlapping frameworks, presenting vampirism through a language that could register both gothic terror and contemporary fascination with bodily states, compulsion, and ambiguous forms of agency.

Historically, Varney the Vampire is significant less as an isolated masterpiece than as evidence of how early Victorian popular fiction absorbed and recast social tensions through sensational narrative. It helped consolidate the vampire as a recurring figure in English-language prose decades before Bram Stoker’s Dracula, while preserving features of serial melodrama unique to the 1840s marketplace. The work reflects its era’s democratization of reading, the commercialization of authorship, and elite unease about mass culture. Its mixture of aristocratic settings, financial distress, bodily menace, and extended suspense shows how cheap print could both entertain readers and register the insecurities of a rapidly changing society.
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After the unprecedented triumph of "Varney the Vampyre," little remains to be said but grateful acceptance of such popular favor and all it brings. Belief in vampyres first rose in Norway and Sweden, then swept southward and seized the imaginations of the credulous. This romance is gathered from what seem the most authentic sources, and the question of belief is left entirely to the public. Nothing in the unhappy Varney’s life that might illuminate his extraordinary career has been withheld; his death, told here as it happened, made a great stir across Europe in 1713 and appeared in the public prints.
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At midnight the old cathedral clock sounds through a thick, deathlike stillness. A faint thunderclap seems to summon the winds, and one terrible hurricane sweeps over the city, wrecking more in minutes than ordinary storms might in years, then stops as suddenly as it came. Sleepers wake, shudder, and sink back again. Then hail bursts over the city, stripping leaves and branches, smashing exposed windows, and drowning every cry beneath its clatter. Sudden gusts suspend the ice for an instant only to hurl it harder elsewhere. Hail, rain, and wind rage together through an awful night, while all the city lies shaken beneath them.
In an ancient chamber with carved walls, a great bay window, and a single portrait of a pale young man with disturbing eyes, a beautiful young girl lies half asleep in a stately old bed. Dusty feathers and heavy hangings give the room a funereal air. The storm batters the window but cannot break it. Restless in sleep, she moans, and once the name of Christ slips faintly from her lips. Then lightning blazes, thunder crashes, and she wakes with a weak cry, prays for those she loves and for all living things, until another flash makes her shriek at what stands outside the window.
"What—what was it?" she gasps. "Real, or a delusion? Oh, God, what was it? A figure tall and gaunt, endeavouring from the outside to unclasp the window. I saw it." In a lull she hears a clatter on the glass; another flash shows a tall figure on the ledge, scraping with long nails and searching for a way in. A mill catches fire, and its red glare reveals the creature clearly. She can only whisper, "Help—help—help—help!" A pane breaks, a fleshless hand slips through, the fastening lifts, and the window opens. The white, bloodless thing with tin-bright eyes and fanglike teeth glides toward her bed.
She reaches the bed’s edge and stops, as if all power to move has left her. She clutches the bedclothes, breath short, breast heaving, limbs trembling, unable to tear her eyes from that marble face; he holds her with his glittering eye. The storm dies, the clock strikes one, a hiss comes from his throat, his gaunt arms rise, his lips move, and he advances. She slips one foot to the floor toward the door, dragging the covers, then lies half on the bed, hair streaming over the pillows. Suddenly he howls, seizes her hair, drags her back, and, as she screams, fastens his fang-like teeth into her neck and drinks.
CHAPTER II.

Table of Contents


Lights flashed through the house, doors opened, and voices called. A half-dressed young man asked, "Did you hear a scream, Harry?" "I did—where was it?" "God knows." A tap came, and a woman cried, "For God's sake, get up!" "We are up." "Did you hear anything?" "Yes, a scream." "Oh, search the house." A middle-aged man joined them—then a rush of shrieks stunned them all. The mother fainted. He cried, "Henry, support your mother. Can you doubt these cries come from Flora's room?" He fetched pistols, shouting, "Follow me, who can!" and ran toward the antique chamber.
At Flora's locked door he cried, "Flora! Flora, speak!" Silence. "We must force the door." Henry trembled. "I hear a strange noise within." "What does it sound like?" "Like some animal eating, or sucking some liquid." Henry fetched a crowbar. "This will do." "Give it to me." As the awful noise continued, they pried the oak door until the lock snapped. "It opens—it opens," cried Henry. Mr. Marchdale forced it wide. Henry rushed in with a candle, crying, "Flora—Flora!" Something sprang from the bed, hurled him down, and extinguished the light. In the dim red glow, a gigantic figure rushed for the window, blood on its mouth and one dreadful metallic eye shining.
"Don't rise, Henry," cried Marchdale, and fired. "If that has missed its aim, I'll never pull a trigger again." He lunged forward, but when a lady returned with a light and the creature turned its face on him, even he recoiled, crying, "Great God!" Its blood-flushed face, blazing eyes, and canine teeth showed as it howled, gave a wild shrieking laugh, and leapt through the window. "God help us!" Henry gasped. Marchdale stamped and cried, "Be it what or who it may, I'll follow it!" "No—no—do not," cried the lady. "I must." In the garden he shouted, "There—towards the wall!" They reached him; clutching torn clothing, he whispered, "It is not human. Look there." At the twelve-foot wall, the monster struggled to clear it.
They saw it leaping from the ground almost to the top of the wall, then dropping back into the garden with such a dull, heavy thud the earth seemed to shake. Trembling, they watched its useless struggles. “What—what is it?” Henry whispered. “God, what can it possibly be?” “I know not,” said 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—there is Heaven above us. Come on, for dear Flora’s sake.” Marchdale handed him a pistol; Henry fired, the figure shrieked, and fell.
CHAPTER III.
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"He is human!" cried Henry. "I have surely killed him." "It would seem so," said Mr. Marchdale. They hurried with George through the gate, across the paddock, and along the outer wall, expecting to find the fallen body; but after searching its whole length twice, they found nothing, no corpse, no trace. "There is nothing here," said Harry. "Nothing," said his brother. "It could not have been a delusion," said Mr. Marchdale. "A delusion? That is not possible; we all saw it." Henry called it beyond belief. George cried, "For God's sake, Henry, let us return" to Flora.
As they hastened home, they blamed themselves for leaving the house unprotected. Lights blazed in the windows; frightened faces crossed them. At the door Henry demanded, "Is Flora living?" "Yes; but—" "Enough—enough! Thank God she lives." In her room their mother clung to Marchdale, crying, "Tell me the meaning of all this?" "I cannot," he answered. Flora lay half-reclining, deathly pale, faintly breathing, blood spotted at her neck. "Does she sleep?" Henry asked. "No... This is a swoon." They revived her. She shrieked awake, then wept, "Oh, Heaven... save me from that dreadful form.
Given wine, she begged, "Do not leave me... That horrible form!" Then she said, "I was awakened by the storm, and I saw that terrible apparition at the window... It came—it seized me by the hair. I know no more." At her neck they found two small punctures. "How came these wounds?" said Henry. "I do not know... as if I had almost bled to death." Marchdale groaned, then denied he had anything to say. Henry promised, "I will sit by your bedside and watch you." She slept. George pointed to a portrait. "Gracious Heaven, how like!" cried Marchdale. "It is the very man himself.
"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." Henry said, "The daylight is coming quickly on. 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." Mr. Marchdale offered powder-flask and bullets; Henry reloaded the pistols, set them by the bed, and stayed while Flora slept, Mrs. Bannerworth withdrew in tears, and the house fell still under wakeful thought.
CHAPTER IV.
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With daylight, Henry Bannerworth felt the night's terror loosen as he kept watch beside his sleeping sister. Nothing had disturbed the room, yet in the candlelight he had sat fixed on the portrait in the panel, unable to stop staring at it, until dawn made the flame look sickly. "It shall be removed," he said, then found it painted fast into the wood. "True, I might now destroy it... It shall be removed to some other room." Then another thought came. Since Flora would likely never sleep there again, "It can be left where it is, and we can fasten up... the very door of this room.
As Henry moved to shade Flora from the sun, she woke crying, "Help—help!" He hurried to her. "You are safe, Flora—you are safe." But she gasped, "Where is it now?" and, asked what she meant, answered, "The dreadful apparition. Oh, what have I done to be made thus perpetually miserable?" He begged, "Think no more of it, Flora." She cried, "I must think. My brain is on fire!... Hark—hark—hark! He comes on the wings of the storm." Henry rang softly. Their mother came. He said Flora wandered, urged her to soothe her, and added, "Get her out of this room.
Henry went to Marchdale, pausing at the window where the storm-cleared morning shone bright with birdsong. Marchdale, already dressed, said, "Flora is awake, I presume." Henry answered that her mind was disturbed. After making him swear secrecy, Marchdale leaned close. "Have you never heard... of beings who never die?... A vampyre[1]!" Henry sprang up trembling. Marchdale pressed on: "One who has to renew a dreadful existence by human blood." Henry groaned, swore he would not believe it, and begged for any other explanation. Marchdale spoke of unharmed pistol bullets and marks on Flora's neck. At last Henry said, "I will sit up to-night with my sister.
Henry asked if the horror might come again. Marchdale answered, "I cannot—I dare not speculate," but promised, "Come what dangers may, I will share them with you, Henry." Henry thanked him, urged silence before George, and said Flora must be moved from the chamber made dreadful by the portrait's perfect likeness to last night's visitor. He would not remove it, since it was painted on the panel, though the room might stand deserted forever. A step sounded; George entered pale and shaken. He cried that one wild thought possessed him: "Have you never heard of a vampyre?" Then, weeping, he declared Flora had been visited by one.
Henry calmed him. George was not alone; Marchdale too had thought of a vampyre, though both men agreed to "repudiate it with horror." Henry hushed George's protest that disbelief could not alter fact, saying they must not embrace what would drive them mad. They would keep the fear from Flora and watch over her that night. George begged to join them, but Henry refused, urging rest. Marchdale told him to appear cheerful before his mother, and George agreed to "play the hypocrite." As Flora lingered in danger, Henry rode at noon for Mr. Chillingworth. Gossip had already spread everywhere, and Henry, pressed on the road, called it a thief's visit and hurried on.
With the doctor he told the whole story. Chillingworth said, "I never in all my life heard a more circumstantial narrative in favour of so hideous a superstition," yet scoffed at believing the dead returned: "I would rather believe you were all mad." He promised to come within two hours. Henry rode home fast, found evening near, and learned Flora was little better, waking from broken sleep to ramble wildly. At her bedside he gently called it an attempted robbery through the bay window and promised, "I intend to sit by your bedside armed." She clung to him: "Then I shall rest in peace, for I know that the dreadful vampyre cannot come." Henry cried, "The what, Flora!" She answered that no one told her; she had read of vampyres in a Norway travel book Marchdale had lent. Henry groaned, begged her to cast out the thought, and she started at a sound: "Henry, when you go, ring for some one first. Was there not a noise
"The accidental shutting of some door, dear." "Was it that?" "It was." "Then I am relieved. Henry, I sometimes fancy I am in the tomb, and that some one is feasting on my flesh. They do say, too, that those who in life have been bled by a vampyre, become themselves vampyres. Is it not horrible?" Henry begged her not to torment herself, saying Mr. Chillingworth was coming. "Can he minister to a mind diseased?" "But yours is not." She groaned that the dreadful being had held her by the hair, dragged her back, pressed its glazed eyes and hot breath on her, and fixed its teeth in her throat.
Henry soothed her: "You did" faint, and all should be put down to imagination. Flora cried that all had seen it. He insisted they had seen only some disguised housebreaker. "Was anything stolen?" "Not that I know of." She whispered, "That which came here was more than mortal... if it had but killed me." She heard it breathing still, felt sudden sleep stealing over her, and said she would never be what she was again. Mrs. Bannerworth entered: Dr. Chillingworth waited below. Flora agreed to see him. He came, called it "an ugly dream," and she answered, "Would it were a dream... it was a vampyre.
When Chillingworth challenged her, Flora said her own senses, Henry, George, Mr. Marchdale, and her mother all proved it. He noticed her neck. Shuddering, she said, "It is the mark left by the teeth of the vampyre." He examined the punctures in the light and said they were trifling, perhaps insect bites. Flora said kindness prompted such guesses, but she could not deny what she had seen unless mad. Drowsiness overcame her. Downstairs, Chillingworth confessed himself puzzled: the wounds did look like bites, though not necessarily human. He suspected narcotic or blood loss, promised medicine, then, speaking of vampyres and the full moon, suddenly broke off in disgust at his own fancy.
"The full of the moon," Henry repeated, glancing toward the window, "and the night is near at hand." The doctor said, "Banish these thoughts from your mind, or else, my young friend, you will make yourself decidedly ill. Good evening to you, for it is evening. I shall see you to-morrow morning." Mr. Chillingworth seemed eager to leave, and Henry did not stop him, but when he was gone, a great loneliness fell on him. "To-night is the full of the moon," he said. "How strange." He found "Travels in Norway," read of vampyres and the full moon, then dropped the book with a groan and a shudder.
CHAPTER V.
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Henry sat numbed and scarcely thinking until George touched his shoulder and asked, "Henry, are you asleep?" Startled, Henry said, "Oh, George, is it you?" George gave him a letter. At the window Henry read aloud: "Sir Francis Varney presents his compliments to Mr. Beaumont... and begs to proffer any assistance or counsel... Ratford Abbey[2]." "Sir Francis Varney! who is he?" George reminded him the man had bought Ratford Abbey. Henry said they were too poor for new acquaintances and would send a civil answer that checked familiarity. George agreed, then begged to share the night watch in Flora's room.
George insisted anxiety would harm him more than watchfulness, and Henry yielded. Mr. Marchdale also refused rest. "Should anything again appear, I am quite resolved that it shall not escape me." Asked what he would do, he answered, "With the name of God upon my lips, I would grapple with it." He showed what he had torn from the figure: an ancient bit of coat with lace and buttons. Henry said, "This reminds me of the fashion of garments very many years ago." They noticed its grave-like smell, and Henry said, "Say nothing of this relic." Near midnight they sat silently by Flora as moonlight flooded the house.
After midnight they whispered of the bright moon and the stillness. Flora stirred, then slept again. Marchdale said the torn cloth resembled the dress in the portrait from Flora's former room. Henry confessed he had thought so too and now wanted proof. George stayed with Flora while they crossed the corridor. In the moonlit room the cloth matched the portrait exactly. "Good God! it is the same." Henry added that the ancestor in the portrait had committed suicide and was buried in his clothes. Then footsteps sounded below the balcony. "The vampyre—the vampyre!" Marchdale leapt out, saw someone in the laurels, and raised a pistol. "Hold!" called a voice. "Why, that is Mr. Chillingworth's voice." "Yes, and it's Mr. Chillingworth's person, too.
"How is this?" said Marchdale. The doctor answered that he had decided only an hour and a half ago to keep watch outside and had climbed the gate, hoping to catch the vampyre. He had seen nothing, though he thought he heard something in the park. Marchdale proposed they search the garden and grounds. Henry agreed, but first went to Flora's room and asked George if he could stay alone half an hour. "Let me have some weapon and I care not," said George, fetched a sword, and told Henry, "Do not be longer gone than necessary." Henry promised and returned to Marchdale on the balcony.
They climbed down to the garden and joined Mr. Chillingworth. He said he had nearly resolved earlier to come, but had not been sure, and confessed strong curiosity. In his stick, he said, was a sword, and he meant to run through anything of "the vampyre order." Marchdale gave Henry a loaded pistol, and all three searched the house and found everything fast. Then they agreed to inspect the park wall. Seeing a ladder, Marchdale suggested setting it where the creature had escaped last night. They climbed up, admired the wide moonlit view, and spoke kindly to Henry of Flora, their trouble, and hope of relief.
Chillingworth suddenly whispered, "Hush!" and guided Henry's eyes to a shadowed rise, where a human form lay stretched "as if in death." As moonlight touched it, the limbs trembled and life returned. "The vampyre!" cried Marchdale, saying last night's bullets had struck it and the moonbeams were restoring it. Chillingworth urged, "Let us descend," but Marchdale first fired, knocking it down as it tried to rise. Still it rose again. Chillingworth leapt from the wall with drawn sword; Henry and Marchdale followed. The figure fled to a wood. Henry fired again, but it escaped. Back home, shaken, Henry asked if it could be his ancestor, dead by suicide a century before, in antique clothes. Urged to come back and rest, he yielded at last and said, "I cannot deny that such things are possible; but the probability will not bear a moment's investigation.
Marchdale said solemnly, "There are more things in Heaven and earth than our philosophy dreams of." Chillingworth answered, "So it seems," yet denied belief in vampyres: "Shut me in a room with them, and I'd defy them." Pressed about what they had seen, he said, "I saw a man lie down, get up, perhaps be shot, then hurry away." Marchdale urged Sir Francis's portrait and dress matched the figure and asked where that ancestor lay. Henry said, "In the family vault beneath the old church." They agreed the vault could be entered through the family pew. Henry asked until tomorrow to decide. Then they returned to Flora; George reported no alarm. At dawn Marchdale slept, while Henry and George kept watch, talked long, and woke Flora when sunlight filled the casement.
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The Bannerworths were well known nearby, but their name had long been disliked because for almost a century each head of the house had wasted and degraded the estate. Henry’s father followed the same path, raising money on what remained and losing it at play. One day he was found dead in the garden, a pencil clenched in his hand, after trying to write in his pocketbook, “The money is—.” Before that, he had behaved mysteriously, talked of leaving England forever, selling the house, and told Henry, “Do not regret... We shall be able to go some other country, and there live like princes of the land.
His secret died with him. Though burdened with debts and claims so heavy even the attorney doubted whether taking the estate was wise, Henry, brave and generous, kept the old house from attachment to his family home. Soon a London solicitor he did not know offered more than the place was worth for an unnamed client, and when Henry refused after consulting his mother, Flora, and George, he was asked to let it at any price. He refused that too. The family could only wonder why someone was so eager, on any terms, to gain possession of the house and grounds.
Another reason held them there. A dead relative had long sent Henry a hundred pounds each year so he, George, and Flora could travel. In Italy Flora’s horse slipped, and she fell over a precipice. A stranger, Charles Holland, cried for her to lie still and hope, then risked his life to reach and support her through a storm until help came. An artist travelling for pleasure and instruction, he journeyed with them, and he and Flora fell in love. He said he must be away two years, then return unchanged. So they kept Bannerworth Hall until he came and his advice could be heard, except for one matter concerning Mr. Marchdale.
Mr. Marchdale, a distant relation, had once loved Mrs. Bannerworth sincerely, but in her youth she chose the admirer who cared least for her and married Mr. Bannerworth. Later she saw her mistake too clearly, and only love for her children kept her from bitter regret. About a month after Mr. Bannerworth died, Marchdale came to the hall and asked to see the widow. Whether old tenderness stirred or she was simply glad to see someone from earlier days, she welcomed him kindly. Staying as a visitor, he soon won the whole family by frank manners, cultivated intellect, wide travel, sound sense, and delightful conversation.
He knew much they did not, thought clearly, and carried himself with rare quiet gentleness, so the Bannerworths esteemed him highly. With a small income and no wife or child, he admitted he took pleasure in living with them. He would not insult them by offering payment, yet he made sure they lost nothing by his stay, giving tasteful presents that also spared real expense. So matters stood at the hall, ripe for swift and decisive change. The vampyre's visit had already shaken everyone. On the second morning Henry received notice from the three servants to leave. Knowing why, and scarcely able to deny the horror he had seen, he paid them and let them go; fearful replacements came, and reasons for quitting the hall gathered fast.
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Henry and George woke Flora and, hiding the night’s events, spoke gently. "Well, Flora, you see you have been quite undisturbed to-night." She answered, "I have slept long, dear Henry," had dreamed nothing, felt refreshed, and asked for their mother. Pleased she no longer feared being left alone, the brothers withdrew. Henry said she was recovering, and if only the terror would pass, they might be happy again. Yet he would not rest until he visited the family vault. George regretted it, but Henry insisted the vault might break the dreadful belief that their ancestor’s corpse had risen as the thing haunting them.
He argued that though years had passed, some trace must remain, especially with lead and stone coffins; if their ancestor’s coffin held evident remains, they could believe he rested in peace. George agreed to go if Henry went, but Henry wanted Mr. Marchdale’s advice. Marchdale arrived, saying he had searched again where they saw "the—the I don't know what to call it," refusing the name vampyre, and found nothing. Asked his opinion, he said plainly, "make the visit." If the coffin were empty, little was added to strong suspicion; if not, they would be calmer. So they resolved on a secret night visit, with caution and the needed tools.
Henry explained the trap-door beneath the pew, the key he held, the short stone steps, and that they would need a screwdriver, something to wrench the coffin open, and lights. Marchdale hoped the tomb would ease their minds, and suggested taking Mr. Chillingworth, who could judge any remains. Henry then asked Flora whether she could stay with only her mother while they went out after dark. She paled and trembled, then said, "Go, go; I will not detain you," adding she must not live in fear forever. Asked if she could use firearms, she answered, "I do, Henry," and vowed to shoot any intruder. Chillingworth agreed to meet them at the church porch at nine.
Henry gave Flora a pair of pistols he trusted, loaded them carefully, and said, "Now, Flora, I have seen you use fire-arms when you were much younger than you are now, and therefore I need give you no instructions. If any intruder does come, and you do fire, be sure you take a good aim, and shoot low." She answered, "I will, Henry, I will; and you will be back in two hours?" "Most assuredly I will." Evening sank into a cloudy but not fully dark night. George, Henry, and Marchdale gathered downstairs with their tools, including the small crow-bar, and set out quickly for the church.
As they walked, Marchdale asked whether Flora was alarmed at being left alone. Henry said no; her natural courage had helped her resist the dreadful visitation, though it had nearly shaken her reason. Marchdale said such a trial might have driven some mad and hoped she would never face another. Henry said they must not believe it could happen twice. He added that she had recovered and now had a spirit of resistance. Marchdale said she had even asked for arms. Henry was surprised, regretted having both pistols with him, then said she was provided. Marchdale replied that she had loaded pistols ready for a warm reception if the vampyre came.
Marchdale suddenly remembered he had forgotten materials for lights and offered to run back, but a voice ahead cried, "Hilloa!" Henry recognized Mr. Chillingworth. The doctor came up, saying, "I was before my time, so rather than wait at the church porch, which would have exposed me to observation perhaps, I thought it better to walk on, and chance meeting with you." When Marchdale spoke of the missing means to light candles, Chillingworth said, "Make yourselves easy on that score. I am never without some chemical matches[3] of my own manufacture." So the four pushed on to the lonely old village church beyond the lane, standing in its graveyard beside a glebe house and two cottages.
Clouds thickened over the moon as they reached the wicket-gate. Henry said, "We have a favourable night," and Chillingworth asked how they were to get in. George said the doors would resist them. Henry proposed removing a small diamond pane from a low window, reaching in, and opening the simple fastening. At the window by a buttress, George lifted him up; Henry bent back the lead, removed the pane whole, handed it down, and opened the window. After some talk that there was little inside worth stealing, they climbed in. Henry shut the window and said they must open the family vault, trusting Heaven to pardon him. Chillingworth scoffed at tomb secrets, said only foul odour might be revealed, and advised using a low-held match. Henry led them to the family pew and trap door. Asked when it was last opened, he said, "When my father died," about ten months ago, and Marchdale answered that the screws had had time to rust fast.
"Here is one of my chemical matches," said Mr. Chillingworth, flashing a clear flame over the pew. In that minute Henry saw the screws, turned his key, then said, "I think that without a light now, I can turn the screws well." "Can you?" "Yes; there are but four." "Try it, then." He removed them by touch, asked for another match, and pocketed the screws. "Let us descend," he said. George whispered his disbelief; Marchdale answered, "We are the very slaves of circumstances." In the small, damp vault, Marchdale dropped candles and forgotten matches, and Chillingworth lit a candle, making all plainly visible.
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They stood silent in the vault, looking about them with uneasy curiosity. Henry and George, deeply moved by the place where their dead kindred lay, said nothing until Henry suddenly shook off his thoughts. "This is a time for action, George, and not for romantic thought. Let us proceed." George stepped forward. Chillingworth asked if they could tell which coffin was theirs among nearly twenty. Henry said they might, since some old coffins had been marble or metal. They examined the niches, but age had ruined almost everything; wood crumbled at a touch, inscriptions were lost, and plates lay fallen on the floor.
George said they would reach no conclusion. Marchdale picked up a plate, and Chillingworth read, "Ye mortale remains of Marmaduke Bannerworth, Yeoman[4]. God reste his soule. A.D. 1540." Henry said it belonged to the coffin they sought, yet the search seemed hopeless. Marchdale urged otherwise: the outer wood might rot, while an inner lead coffin remained sound and bore its own inscription. Henry tore decayed wood from one coffin and found black but solid lead beneath, though it was not the right one. Working quickly with two lights, they searched until Marchdale cried, "I have found it. It is here." On the lid they read, "Marmaduke Bannerworth, Yeoman, 1640.
Henry said, "This is the coffin, and it shall be opened." Marchdale took his crowbar and lifted the lid with surprising ease. Henry looked in, saw something, and breathed, "Thank God!" George cried, "The body is there!" But Chillingworth said, "Hold the lights," reached in, and raised only rotten rags that broke apart in his hands. Then, in a low voice: "There is not the least vestige of a dead body here." Henry groaned. Chillingworth said no corpse could have vanished so completely. George cried in horror; Marchdale sadly agreed. Henry begged silence. Chillingworth promised secrecy, yet still mocked the vampyre and miracles as imposture. Bewildered, Henry said, "Let us now come away.
Mr. Marchdale set the coffin lid back, and they moved to the stairs. Before climbing, Henry looked once more into the vault. "Oh, if only I could think there had been some mistake, some error, to give the mind a resting-place for hope." Marchdale said, "I deeply regret that I urged this expedition so strongly. I hoped much good would come of it." Chillingworth answered, "And with reason. I urged it too, and the result astonishes me, though I will not yet accept all the conclusions it seems to force." Henry said, "The curse of Heaven has fallen on me and my house.
"Oh, nonsense! What for?" said Chillingworth. "Alas, I know not." "Then Heaven would never act so oddly. Heaven curses nobody, and it is too just to inflict pain where it is not deserved." They climbed the steps, George and Henry too stunned for talk. They had expected Bannerworth's remains, something to make the vampyre impossible; instead the coffin was empty. Where was the body? Had it burst its bands and gone abroad again? After sights like these, even a sane man might fail to say, "I don't believe it." Chillingworth's answer was, "I will not believe this thing—upon this point I will yield to no evidence whatever.
The boards were laid down again and the screws replaced. Henry could not do it, so Marchdale carefully restored all exactly as they had found it, even the matting in the pew. They put out the light and went to the window to leave the church as they had entered. "Shall we replace the pane?" asked Marchdale. "Oh, it matters not—nothing matters now," said Henry. "I care not what becomes of me. I am weary of a life that must be misery and dread." "You must not sink into this state," said the doctor. "Be a man. If evils press you, fight them." "I cannot.
Chillingworth took Henry's arm and led him on. "Meet evils with obstinate defiance. When trouble comes, I get angry, call myself an injured man, and refuse to whine. There may or may not be vampyres; if there are, d—n them. I defy them." "Is not that defying Heaven?" "No. Heaven gave us the mind that resists." Henry said he had thought of turning to religion. "That is religion," said Chillingworth. But Henry answered, "I cannot and will not renounce Scripture; though some things are beyond reason, they are sacred." Silenced, Chillingworth parted, promising to see Flora tomorrow; Henry and George went home with Marchdale, stricken.
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Though Flora had freely agreed to stay at the hall with only her mother and her own courage, fear deepened after her brothers left. Again and again she nearly said, "I wish they had not gone." Mrs. Bannerworth also felt how poor a guard she was if the dreadful visitor returned. Flora tried to comfort herself: "But it is but for two hours," and, remembering the thing had come after midnight before, thought, "perhaps it may not be able to come earlier... therefore, I will believe myself safe." They sat in the breakfast-room by the shuttered lattice window, waiting for eleven o'clock and the men's return.
At ten, her mother said, "My dear, you look more like yourself, now." Flora answered, "Ah, if I could forget—" and listened while her mother urged that time and Henry would explain everything reasonably. Clinging to that hope, Flora suddenly whispered, "Listen, mother." She had several times heard a slight noise outside. Mrs. Bannerworth urged, "Shall I ring for the servants...?" but Flora cried, "Hush—hush—hush, mother!" Then came a distinct scratching at the window. "Oh, God!—oh, God! It has come again!" Flora cried. The scratching ceased; then the bar fell with a loud clash, and Mrs. Bannerworth fainted from terror.
Flora stared at the window as the scratching came again. She thought she heard voices and doors banging elsewhere in the house. At last the shutter shook, slowly opened, and the window was raised. A figure stood there: the tall gaunt form, ancient clothes, metallic eyes, half-open mouth, tusk-like teeth. It was the vampyre. It gazed at her and tried hideously to speak. Mechanically she seized a pistol and aimed. It stepped forward; she fired. A stunning report rang out, a cry of pain followed, and the vampyre fled. She fired the second pistol after it, rushed from the room, was caught in someone's arms, thought the vampyre had seized her, and fell insensible.
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George, Henry Bannerworth, and Mr. Marchdale had just reached the garden gate when a pistol shot cracked through the still night. "Good heavens!" cried George. "Can that be Flora firing at some intruder?" "It must be," cried Henry. "She has the only weapons in the house." Marchdale turned pale and trembled. "On, on," cried Henry, leaping the gate and racing straight across beds and flowers toward the house. Before he had gone half the distance, a second shot rang out, and he fancied the bullet whistled past his head. Guided by it, he made for a lit room with an open window and rushed inside.
There he saw Flora in a stranger’s arms and seized the man by the throat, until the stranger cried, "Good God, are you all mad?" Henry stared. "Gracious heavens, it is Mr. Holland!" Then he saw his mother stretched lifeless on the floor and lifted her as Marchdale and George reached the window. George cried, "What is this—oh! what has happened?" "I know not—I know not," said Henry. Servants came at Marchdale’s violent ringing. Henry said, "See to your mistress." Marchdale pointed at Holland, but Henry welcomed him warmly; Marchdale said, "I am proud to know you, sir," and Holland answered coldly, "Sir, I thank you.
No one knew more than that two shots had been heard. Mrs. Bannerworth was carried away, but Holland kept Flora by the open window, crying, "Flora, Flora, look up; do you not know me?" She opened her eyes: "Yes, yes; it is Charles—it is Charles," and clung to him weeping. Then she broke away. "You must leave me, Charles, for ever!" Henry asked softly, "Has it been again?" "It has. I fired full upon it, Henry, but it fled... it will come again." George promised Charles an explanation, but Henry hushed him. Flora released Charles from every vow; he swore unwavering love. She cried, "The curse of destiny is upon me... would that I were dead!" Charles reeled back and whispered, "Is—is she mad, or am I
"Tell him I am mad, Henry," cried Flora. "Do not, oh, do not make his lonely thoughts more terrible than that. Tell him I am mad." Henry whispered to Holland, "Come with me. I beg you, come at once, and you shall know all." "I—will." Henry said, "George, stay with Flora awhile. Come, Mr. Holland; you ought, and you shall know all, and then judge for yourself. This way, sir. You cannot, in your wildest imagination, guess what I have to tell you." Bewildered beyond measure, Holland left Flora’s pale, suffering face and followed Henry, still unable to imagine the horror waiting in that small private room.
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Charles sat with Henry Bannerworth changed almost beyond recognition, his joyful hope crushed, yet certain Flora had not dismissed him from caprice. Her pleading, “think of me no more,” had sounded like a sacrifice forced by some hidden cause, and now he trembled to hear it. “Tell me all, Henry—tell me all.” Henry answered, “I will have no reservations. Prepare yourself for the strangest revelation you ever heard.” When Charles declared nothing could shake his love for Flora, Henry said her words sprang not from ruined fortune but from something worse. “In all your travels... did you ever come across anything about vampyres
Charles stared, and Henry, seeing his thought, said, “You think I must be mad.” Yet he pressed on: his family had every reason to believe one of their own was “one of those horrible preternatural beings called vampyres.” Charles cried, “Good God, Henry,” but Henry insisted that judgment and prejudice must yield to “ocular demonstration,” then recounted everything from Flora’s first alarm to Charles catching her as she left the room. “You bewilder me, utterly,” Charles said. He called it impossible, wildly improbable, against nature itself. Henry answered, “‘We have seen it.’” Charles said he would doubt his eyesight; Henry replied many could not share one delusion.
Henry urged him to count himself free from Flora: “Fly from us.” Charles answered, “No, no! By Heaven, no!... I devote my life to her.” Henry warned that if vampyres existed, then one visited by one might after death become the same dreadful thing. “Now this must be insanity,” Charles cried, though in anguish he feared madness in the family. Still he refused to flee, and when Henry lamented, Charles said, “Let us bend all our energies to overcoming the evil.” He asked leave to stay, speak with Flora and the others, and then declared, “We will watch this vampyre and catch it.” Henry shuddered: “I did.
Charles vowed to master his fears through his love for Flora and asked if the thing would return tomorrow. Henry said he could not tell. Charles urged that they arrange a nightly watch, so one armed protector would always guard Flora and raise the alarm. Henry shuddered at the thought of taking a vampyre, but Charles said such a capture would be desirable, since the revivified corpse could be destroyed forever. When Henry asked, "Charles, Charles, are you jesting with me," Charles answered that he always assumed the worst and prepared for it. As night deepened, he chose the haunted room for himself, and Henry, shuddering, led him there and bade him good night.
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Charles Holland longed to be alone, crushed by Henry Bannerworth's fearful disclosure and by Flora's shaken state, which made the horror seem real. Nothing else had parted them: Flora still loved him, he had never swerved, fortune was sufficient, and death had not intervened. Yet one monstrous thought now yawned between them, crying, "Charles Holland, will you have a vampyre for your bride?" He paced wildly, then forced himself stillness and glanced at his candle, half ashamed to measure how long it would last. As he moved to snuff it out, his eyes fixed on the portrait set in the panel.
The portrait was masterfully alive, seeming to meet his gaze and follow him, and by candlelight the illusion deepened until he murmured, "Here is true skill; such as I have not before seen. How strangely this likeness of a man whom I never saw seems to gaze upon me." He studied it until fascination held him fast, not from fear but because it showed the man said to walk after death. "I shall now know that face again, let me see it where I may," he said. Then he noticed a differently colored piece in the frame, examined it closely, and grew convinced the picture had lately been moved.
He shifted the candle, searched the frame, and decided a break in the old molding could scarcely have happened except during some removal. Setting the candle on a chair, he touched the panel and found it moved easily. "Who knows what may be behind it?" he thought, imagining hidden chambers in such an ancient house, and resolved he would not rest till he saw beyond it. As he considered how to strip away the molding, a single soft knock came. "Come in," he called twice; then, after a third tap, flung the door open. No one. He returned, vexed, swore, "I will remain the occupant of this room come what may," and waited at the lock as the tapping came again.
Within half a minute the sound came again and the door flew open, yet no one stood there. In the corridor Charles heard a strange sound, half groan and half sigh, full of agony and sadness, and called, "Who's there? who's there?" Only his echo answered until a door opened and Henry cried, "What is it? who speaks?" Charles answered, "Henry." "Yes—yes—yes." "I fear I have disturbed you." Henry said, "You have been disturbed yourself, or you would not have done so. I shall be with you in a moment." Ashamed, Charles returned to his room and left the door open for him.
Henry entered asking, "What has happened, Charles?" Charles called it a trifle: someone had repeatedly tapped at his door, he opened it twice, and saw nobody. Henry said, "Do not regret it for a moment," yet after all they had already seen, any strange sound might be connected with those horrors. Their eyes turned to the portrait. Charles said it looked lately removed; the panel was loose and the moulding chipped. Henry doubted him, but agreed to help. They pried the panel out with poor tools and found only rough wood behind it. "There is no mystery here," said Henry. "We are foiled," said Charles, still unsatisfied.
Henry said, "Heaven knows we have mysteries enough in our family," when a clattering at the window and a shrill unearthly shriek startled them. A human form slowly rose outside. Charles stopped Henry, drew a holster pistol, and whispered, "Henry, if I don't hit it, I will consent to forfeit my head." He fired; smoke filled the room and the only light went out. "Henry! For God's sake open the window for me, Henry!" Lights flashed in the corridor as George and Marchdale arrived. In the garden they found nothing, though the bullet hole showed true aim. Marchdale, in tears, urged, "By leaving this place for ever.
He cried, "Alas! am I to be driven from the home of my ancestors for such a cause as this? And where am I to fly? Where are we to find refuge? To leave would break up all that is barely held together now, on creditors' sufferance[5], yet still to their advantage, since I do what no one else would do, paying away almost the whole estate to the last pittance." He was urged, "Heed nothing but escape from such horrors gathering round you." He answered that, if he were sure removal would truly help, he might risk all. Then Marchdale spoke of Flora, attacked by a vampyre, and shuddered that after death she might become one of those dreadful beings who feed on others' life blood, crying, "Too horrible
Charles burst out, "Then why speak of it? By the great God of Heaven, I will not give in to such a horrible doctrine!" Marchdale mourned for Charles's noble heart; Charles answered, "As I will be still." Marchdale begged Heaven forbid it, painting Flora as wife and mother coming at midnight to drain her children's blood, till Henry cried, "Peace!" Charles declared, "I will hear no more." Marchdale said he had only done a solemn duty; Henry pleaded for him, and after sharp words Marchdale said, "To-morrow, I leave this house... for ever." Charles denied insult, begged for no more such pictures, swore to fight this monstrous superstition, and vowed, "When I desert Flora Bannerworth, may Heaven desert me!... she only can break the tie.
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They searched every corner of the garden and found no trace of anyone, only a great stain of blood beneath the window where Flora had fired at the apparition and where its cry had seemed the cry of a wounded thing. Henry and Charles examined the ground closely, trying to learn whether man or vampyre had fled, but no blood appeared beyond that spot; it seemed to be hurt there and then vanish. At last, worn out by terror and sleeplessness, they returned to the Hall. Flora was told the pistol had been fired only as a precaution, though she sighed and wept, suspecting more. Henry went to rest; George resumed watch near her room.
Morning broke welcome upon the afflicted house. Birds sang, the autumn sun gilded park, trees, flowers, and stream, and Henry, looking over the beauty of the place, cried, "And must I be driven from this spot, the home of myself and my kindred, by a phantom? Must I indeed seek refuge elsewhere, because my own home has become hideous?" Daylight softened his night-born despair. Then the lodge bell rang, and a servant brought a sealed letter bearing Varney's name. Before Henry opened it, she demanded her pay: "I can't stay in a family as is so familiar with all sorts o' ghostesses." "What do you mean?" "I don't myself come of a wampyre family.
Henry told her, "Go, then, and settle with my mother. The sooner you leave this house, the better," and she went off vexed that he would not quarrel. Alone, he read Sir Francis Varney[6]'s courteous letter: Varney had heard the Hall was no desirable residence for Henry or Flora, advised him to sell at once, and offered to buy it at a fair price, asking only a kindly consideration and hoping for peace and amity whatever the reply. Puzzled, Henry walked in deep thought until Marchdale came. "Henry, why do you remain here alone?" He gave him the note. Marchdale read, recalled his own advice to leave, and said, "Henry, a thought has struck me.
Marchdale said, "Suppose you leave the Hall without selling it. Let it for a year, Henry." Henry answered, "It might be done." Marchdale urged that Sir Francis Varney could take it for twelve months, try the place before buying, and if the vampyre tormented him, he need not complete the bargain; if the apparition followed Henry away, Henry might return. "Most happy!" Henry cried. Marchdale softened the word, then said, "Let us hope the time may not be far distant when I may call you happy." Henry said, "I will hope; but do not mock me now." Marchdale replied, "Heaven forbid.
Henry said he would consult his mother, George, and his sister, and all agreed the plan was just. Flora, brightening, said, "Yes, dear Henry, let us leave here, and believe we leave behind us a world of terror." Henry asked why she had not said so sooner. She answered, "I knew you were attached to the old house, and events have come on us with such fearful rapidity." "True—true." "And you will leave, Henry?" "I will call upon Sir Francis Varney myself." Hope stirred through the family. Charles whispered, "Dear Flora, you will now surely no longer drive from you the honest heart that loves you?" She answered, "Hush, Charles; meet me in an hour in the garden.
Henry went at once with Marchdale to Sir Francis Varney's nearby house. At the gate he said, "Have you seen Sir Francis Varney?" Marchdale had not. Admitted by a servant, they were taken in, then summoned to the study. A tall man rose, drew up the blind, and Henry cried out in terror: the living image of the old portrait stood before him. "Are you unwell, sir?" Varney asked. Henry gasped, "God of Heaven! how like!" He cried, "Is this a dream?" Marchdale urged calm. At last Henry said, "You so much resemble the vampyre, that I know not what to think." Varney smiled, winced, and said he had only hurt his arm in a slight fall.
"Remarkable, is it not? Very remarkable. We never know when the most trifling cause may bring us serious bodily harm. In the midst of life we are in death." Henry answered, "And equally true, perhaps, that in the midst of death there may be found a horrible life." "Well, I should not wonder." Henry asked if he wished to purchase the Hall. "If you wish to sell." Henry pressed him: was he attached to the place from long ago? Varney smiled. "Not very long." He praised the house and grounds. Henry spoke of home and ancestry, then of a century’s ruin, and Varney rang for wine.
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