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            For Eoin, who took me to Whitby,

and Avril, who took me to

Transylvania.
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            Introduction

         

         Since their origins in the eighteenth century, Gothic stories have always resonated with those who – like me – seek mystery and melodrama. Gothic novels, with their heightened emotions and gloomy settings, first became popular during an age of exploration and expansion where certainties were being eroded by new discoveries around the world. Many of the best-known Gothic writers, like Bram Stoker and Mary Shelley, were writing in the nineteenth century, when industrialisation was drawing more and more people to the cities. The experience of living cheek by jowl with strangers, as well as the era’s staples of pea-souper fogs, dark satanic mills and miserable poverty, all contributed to a sense of danger and crime. In times of uncertainty or upheaval, reading about frightening, wild or melodramatic things can create a safe place for our fears and worries – which makes these stories as perfect for our own turbulent times as they were for the Victorians.

         When I was a teenager in 1980s Ireland, circumstances were definitely ripe for a dark flowering; Ireland was in the throes of recession, unemployment was high and the threat of nuclear war still loomed. Perhaps it was no surprise that youth subcultures turned to music and media that presented anxiety in an aesthetic and stylised way, making it easier to process. Much like today, it was a fertile time to be a fan of 9the shadows, as music, film and fashion all leaned into them. This was the era of bands that created dark pop, like The Cure and the Sisters of Mercy. Siouxsie and the Banshees’ Join Hands album grew out of the band’s interest in Edgar Allan Poe, while Bauhaus’s ‘Bela Lugosi’s Dead’ (with its Dracula-specific lyrics and throbbing repetition of ‘undead, undead’) has a direct link with Gothic literature. Popular films like The Addams Family and Beetlejuice let the freaks and the frights take the spotlight, and there was a surge in reimagining the vampire legend for modern America in films such as The Lost Boys, where vampires bedevil a Californian seaside town, and Kathryn Bigelow’s Near Dark, an eerie, poignant Western. Modern Gothic novels like Anne Rice’s The Vampire Lestat were on the bestseller list, while the film adaptation of her Interview with the Vampire followed in the early 1990s.

         It was the perfect time to start my exploration of Gothic fiction; the creeping sense of dread and the murky glamour drew me in. I loved the prevalence of ruined castles, spooky houses and forbidding landscapes. Think of the winding path Jonathan Harker travels to visit his client in the Carpathian Mountains in Dracula, or the moors surrounding Heathcliff’s unwelcoming home in Emily Brontë’s Gothic classic Wuthering Heights. Dracula’s castle would probably be an uncomfortable place to sleep, but it has style! I loved these books and films for their atmosphere, aesthetics and elaborate plots.

         When it comes to Gothic fiction, Dracula is the most iconic character of them all. He’s a part of our culture and has transcended his original appearance in the pages of Bram Stoker’s 1897 novel to become as well known as the Nike 10swoosh or McDonalds’ arches. Bela Lugosi’s portrayal of him in Tod Browning’s 1931 film – jet-black hair with a dramatic widow’s peak, pale skin, high-collared black cloak lined in opulent scarlet – is the most enduring and recognisable image of ‘the vampire’. Everyone from Christopher Lee in the Hammer horror films to Sesame Street’s Count and Nicholas Cage in the 2024 comedy horror Renfield has adopted the style (though Gary Oldman in Bram Stoker’s Dracula (1992) and Bill Skarsgård as Count Orlok in Nosferatu (2024) both look closer to the description in Stoker’s book.)

         I vividly remember reading Dracula for the first time, the sense of excitement as I raced through the book, and being amazed that ‘a classic’ – a word that can make a book sound stuffy or outdated – was so readable and thrilling. The Dracula on the page was as compelling as any I’d seen on screen; the book didn’t require any modernising to make it palatable: it was all there. And it was written by a man who’d lived only a mile or so from where I grew up! I knew his home in The Crescent in Marino well – it amazed me that one of the creepiest and best-known characters in all of literature was created by a writer from my area: north Dublin.

         Dracula was my gateway to other classic Gothic novelists like the Brontës and Edgar Allan Poe, but it has also been the inspiration for countless books and films in the almost 150 years since it was published. Fritz Murnau’s 1922 film Nosferatu was an unauthorised adaptation of Dracula with the action transposed to Germany (so closely did it follow the original that Stoker’s widow sued for copyright violation and won her case). Films based on Stoker’s book, as well as countless spin-offs inspired 11by it, have been made time and time again across the decades – most recently in Robert Eggers’ virtuoso 2024 version. Stoker’s incarnation of evil continues to inspire adaptations of vampire lore, including hugely popular TV series such as Buffy the Vampire Slayer, comedy-horror mockumentary What We Do in the Shadows and BBC’s cult classic Being Human: it’s the story that keeps holding our attention.

         But before Dracula, there was Carmilla, the compelling, sensual story of a female vampire, written by Joseph Sheridan Le Fanu (an abridged extract is included in this collection). So much of what we now accept as vampire canon is in Carmilla. From the scientific framing (the story is purported to be from the papers of a ‘Dr Hesselius’), to the traits of the vampire and the advice on how to protect oneself, the lore is all there. Carmilla, the beautiful, mysterious woman who attaches herself to the narrator, Laura, and her family, is both attractive and repulsive. She’s languid, yet ‘full of life’ – a bad sign for all those around her as they slowly fade away – prefiguring Count Dracula’s assertion, ‘For the blood is the life’.

         So imagine my delight on discovering that Carmilla’s creator – Le Fanu – was also from north Dublin. What were the chances? Stoker, born in Clontarf in 1847, and Le Fanu, born in Dominick Street in 1814, were both of mixed (Irish, English and Anglo-Irish) descent. Stoker’s father was a senior civil servant in Dublin Castle, while Le Fanu’s was a rector. Both were probably influenced by dark times in Irish history: as a teenager, Le Fanu lived in Limerick during the upheaval of the Tithe War, when there was simmering resentment (which sometimes boiled over into violence) among the local Catholic 12population, who were required to pay tithes to the Protestant Church. His father spoke of bad feeling, recalling that ‘the people would not speak to us and scowled at us as they passed by’. Stoker, born in ‘Black ’47’, had his imagination fuelled by his Sligo grandmother’s macabre stories of famine deaths and cholera epidemics. Who knows how much of this seeped into their fiction?

         It probably shouldn’t have surprised me that two of the foremost Gothic writers were Irish. So many Gothic tropes were staples of Irish culture in the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries. One fiction review of the time stated that Ireland was ‘fertile in the materials of romance’ – meaning we were seen, by readers in the UK at least, as wild and overwrought, even before the supernatural came into it. Ireland was also blessed (or damned) with sunless skies (only a few other countries in the world suffer under greyer ones, such as the Faroe Islands and Iceland), moody weather, abandoned famine villages recalling hardship and privation, strong religious influences and belief in the power of holy objects, plus our own native folklore and superstitions, from the banshee to shape-shifters like the Púca, or The Hungry Sod to apparitions of the devil. In Irish Gothic stories we see many of these facets of Irish life transformed into fiction.

         Despite the influence their home country and backgrounds must have had on their work, the first Irish Gothic writers I read, Stoker and Le Fanu, actually set many of the stories and novels outside Ireland. Dracula (and the Stoker story included this book, ‘Dracula’s Guest’) and Carmilla are set in places we now ‘expect’ vampires to be: central Europe. But further 13reading revealed a wealth of similar stories set against an Irish background – many of the authors in this collection have brought a distinctive and specifically Irish flavour to their stories. Irishness is woven into the settings, from Dublin to the west of Ireland.

         Katharine Tynan, who grew up in Clondalkin, Dublin, once said she was influenced by ‘the dreadful churchyard stories of Irish peasant imagination’. Religion, the power of the crucifix and a deathbed plea for forgiveness from God feature in her ‘Spancel of Death’, while we have a macabre graveyard scene in Gerald Griffin’s ‘The Brown Man’, and a banshee – well out of her comfort zone in London – in Charlotte Riddell’s ‘Hertford O’Donnell’s Warning’. Though ‘The Spancel of Death’ is very different from Carmilla in setting and language – it’s set in rural Ireland and is told in the third person – the struggle between good and evil, and the battle for the soul in both stories is something Irish readers would have been familiar with from religious writing. Tynan also wrote a book of tales about Achill Island, An Isle in the Water (which included another story about a gruesome love charm, called ‘The Death Spancel’). She draws on the superstitions and supernatural beliefs of the west of Ireland, some of which have a folk-Gothic or Gothic fairy-tale feel.

         The action of Rosa Mulholland’s ‘The Ghost at the Rath’ moves from the comfortable normality of a barrister’s chambers in Dublin to an isolated house in the countryside (with an atmosphere somewhere between Stephen King’s haunted Overlook Hotel and the narcotic-induced blissful apathy of Homer’s Island of the Lotus Eaters) but it’s recognisably Ireland throughout. We encounter ‘a dazzling lady … When 14she held up her cloth of silver train, I could see the diamonds that twinkled on her feet. Her bosom was covered with moss-roses, and there was a red light in her eyes like the reflection from a hundred glowing fires. Her black hair went coiling about her head, and couched among the braids lay a jewel not unlike the head of a snake.’

         For the reader, it’s immensely enjoyable to see such glamorous and alluring Gothic traits in an Irish setting.

         Gerald Griffin was unusual for Gothic writers of his time in that he was Catholic. His horrifying story, ‘The Brown Man’, is one of the earliest stories included in this collection, and it has a dark fairy-tale feel, as it tells of a beautiful young Irish girl tricked by a man (or is he a man?). Griffin was determined to show the Irish accurately to his readers, mainly in England. He piggybacked on the vogue for stories about different cultures in order to show Ireland as a place of interesting traditions, worth reading about. The collection that ‘The Brown Man’ is taken from, Hollandtide, was framed as a collection of stories that Irish people would tell each other around the fireside, allowing non-Irish readers a privileged glimpse in. Writing to his brother about his other book, Munster Anecdotes, Griffin said that he wanted to describe Irish ‘manners and scenery precisely as they stand’. He described rural Ireland in an exact and naturalistic way. The landscape of frosty trees, looming mountains and cold, hard ground is beautifully evoked (though at the time Dublin and London Magazine called his story ‘too diabolical’).

         Charlotte Riddell’s ‘Hertford O’Donnell’s Warning’ is set in London, between Regent Street and St Bart’s Hospital, 15but it has the emigrant feel to it, which the author no doubt understood, having moved from County Antrim to London at the age of twenty-three after her father’s death. Hertford O’Donnell’s Irishness is constantly referred to in the text, and he is eventually tracked down by the (literal) spirit of home. The juxtaposition of Hertford O’Donnell’s comfortable, successful life in London and the baleful presence that inserts itself into it is a familiar trope of Gothic fiction, and one I really enjoy. Hertford O’Donnell getting into bed beside his dog, trying to sleep and pretend everything is normal, is a proxy for the reader – we can imagine how we’d feel experiencing the supernatural. The same goes for the down-to-earth Laura in Carmilla, Miles Thunder, the kindly, practical lawyer in ‘The Ghost at the Rath’ and the gentle Lady Kathaleen Plunkett in ‘The Spancel of Death’. Their presence among the heightened, possibly supernatural, events is a grounding one.

         Other stories lean right into the weird. Another titan of Irish Gothic is Charles Maturin, author of Melmoth the Wanderer. Maturin was born in Dublin in 1780, attended Trinity College and went on to become a Protestant clergyman. Melmoth, his most celebrated Gothic novel, is about a man with a terrible secret attempting to pass off his burden to another. In Maturin’s ‘Leixlip Castle’, included here, from the very moment the family move to County Kildare, everything has a sinister feel. A lot of the horror in this particular story comes from the Irish natives and their superstitious ways. The old housekeeper seems to hold all the power over her mistress, maybe reflecting fears of the residents of the Big House that they are at risk from their servants, the Irish.16

         Dread permeates Dora Sigerson Shorter’s ‘Transmigration’ too – the sense of horror and dislocation never wavers in this modernist tale of possession or body swap. It’s a story that stays with the reader long after the book is closed. Sigerson Shorter, who was born in Clare Street in Dublin, was best known as a poet, and her lyricism can be seen in ‘Transmigration’; the beauty of the writing heightens the horror of the story.

         Oscar Wilde is better known for his wit and lightness of touch than for Gothic stories. Yet his Dorian Gray attracts and repels just as much as Carmilla or Dracula: he’s beautiful, but corrupt and becoming ever more so with each passing year. Readers may think of Wilde as comedic and witty, but he creates a genuine atmosphere of menace and real horror, as seen in the extract included in this collection. This Gothic story also allowed Wilde to explore and dare to speak of non-conformist things – the original typescript of his 1890 novella was even more overt about homosexual desire.

         L.T. Meade’s Madame Sara, a soignée supervillain, is another whose beauty hides evil within. Meade was best known as a writer of girls’ stories, but ‘The Face of the Abbot’, included here, is from her collection of tales about Madame Sara, The Sorceress of the Strand. It’s really more of a ‘sensation’ story with a mystery to solve, but it leans heavily into its Gothic elements, while also rattling along at a fine pace.

         Gothic stories in general often seem to set polite, calm society side by side with the wild and melodramatic; think of buttoned-up English gentleman Lockwood in Wuthering Heights struggling to maintain his polite-society standards when faced with Heathcliff, or the contrast between upright, 17sociable Dr Jekyll and the animalistic violence of Mr Hyde in Robert Louis Stevenson’s classic Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde, right up to Wednesday Addams attending a regular American high school in the opening episode of Netflix’s Wednesday. Irish Gothic stories sometimes contrast the Irish and the Anglo-Irish, with one or other being the antagonist. Maybe it’s a way to make sense of anxiety, like the tension or fear between disparate groups, whether that’s colonial powers in Ireland or elsewhere and the native population, or between genders or races. Gothic fiction can allow a release of emotion for both writer and reader. Can it be freeing to see real-life topics transformed in this way? Is it easier and clearer for protagonists to fight back against whatever supernatural force they are up against than to unpick all the complexities that make up antagonism between different groups? Some of these stories also contain language that would today be considered racist or discriminatory, reflecting the social attitudes of their historical context. As such, they provide a window onto societal views of their time.

         Like Oscar Wilde’s Dorian Gray, Gothic stories themselves attract and repel – they’re creepy, they may tell of terrifying happenings or repulsive behaviour, but we are drawn in by the grandeur and romance. The reason that I wanted to bring this collection together was to let other readers see just how atmospheric, compelling and, above all, page turning Irish Gothic stories are. So turn the page and lose yourself in a world of candlelight, dark shadows and mystery. I hope you enjoy them as much as I have.

         
             

         

         Helen Carr18
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            This story was published by Bram Stoker’s widow, Florence, in 1914, two years after his death. It was the title story in a collection called Dracula’s Guest and Other Weird Stories. It’s unclear whether the story was originally intended to form an early chapter of Dracula or if it was inspired by notes and plans Stoker had for early drafts of his famous novel. In any case, it takes the reader into similar territory to the opening of Dracula. Much like Jonathan Harker setting out across central Europe to meet the mysterious count in Transylvania, this story introduces us to an intrepid young Englishman abroad, on his way to meet a European nobleman. Being adventurous, he ignores local superstitions and sets out for an unaccompanied walk, but what awaits him in the forest?
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         When we started for our drive the sun was shining brightly on Munich, and the air was full of the joyousness of early summer. Just as we were about to depart, Herr Delbrück (the maître d’hôtel of the Quatre Saisons, where I was staying) came down, bareheaded, to the carriage and, after wishing me a pleasant drive, said to the coachman, still holding his hand on the handle of the carriage door:

         ‘Remember you are back by nightfall. The sky looks bright but there is a shiver in the north wind that says there may be a sudden storm. But I am sure you will not be late.’ Here he smiled, and added, ‘for you know what night it is.’

         Johann answered with an emphatic, ‘Ja, mein Herr,’ and, touching his hat, drove off quickly. When we had cleared the town, I said, after signalling to him to stop:

         ‘Tell me, Johann, what is tonight?’

         He crossed himself, as he answered laconically: ‘Walpurgisnacht.’ Then he took out his watch, a great, old-fashioned German silver thing as big as a turnip, and looked at it, with his eyebrows gathered together and a little impatient shrug of his shoulders. I realised that this was his way of respectfully protesting against the unnecessary delay, and sank back in the carriage, merely motioning him to proceed. He started off rapidly, as if to make up for lost time. Every now and then the horses seemed to throw up their heads and sniffed the air suspiciously. On such occasions I often looked round in alarm. The road was pretty bleak, for we were traversing a sort of high, windswept plateau. As we drove, I saw a road that 22looked but little used, and which seemed to dip through a little, winding valley. It looked so inviting that, even at the risk of offending him, I called Johann to stop – and when he had pulled up, I told him I would like to drive down that road. He made all sorts of excuses, and frequently crossed himself as he spoke. This somewhat piqued my curiosity, so I asked him various questions. He answered fencingly, and repeatedly looked at his watch in protest. Finally I said:

         ‘Well, Johann, I want to go down this road. I shall not ask you to come unless you like; but tell me why you do not like to go, that is all I ask.’ For answer he seemed to throw himself off the box, so quickly did he reach the ground. Then he stretched out his hands appealingly to me, and implored me not to go. There was just enough of English mixed with the German for me to understand the drift of his talk. He seemed always just about to tell me something – the very idea of which evidently frightened him; but each time he pulled himself up, saying, as he crossed himself: ‘Walpurgisnacht!’

         I tried to argue with him, but it was difficult to argue with a man when I did not know his language. The advantage certainly rested with him, for although he began to speak in English, of a very crude and broken kind, he always got excited and broke into his native tongue – and every time he did so, he looked at his watch. Then the horses became restless and sniffed the air. At this he grew very pale, and, looking around in a frightened way, he suddenly jumped forward, took them by the bridles and led them on some twenty feet. I followed, and asked why he had done this. For answer he crossed himself, pointed to the spot we had left and drew his carriage in the direction of 23the other road, indicating a cross, and said, first in German, then in English: ‘Buried him – him what killed themselves.’

         I remembered the old custom of burying suicides at cross-roads: ‘Ah! I see, a suicide. How interesting!’ But for the life of me I could not make out why the horses were frightened.

         Whilst we were talking, we heard a sort of sound between a yelp and a bark. It was far away; but the horses got very restless, and it took Johann all his time to quiet them. He was pale, and said, ‘It sounds like a wolf – but yet there are no wolves here now.’

         ‘No?’ I said, questioning him; ‘isn’t it long since the wolves were so near the city?’

         ‘Long, long,’ he answered, ‘in the spring and summer; but with the snow the wolves have been here not so long.’

         Whilst he was petting the horses and trying to quiet them, dark clouds drifted rapidly across the sky. The sunshine passed away, and a breath of cold wind seemed to drift past us. It was only a breath, however, and more in the nature of a warning than a fact, for the sun came out brightly again. Johann looked under his lifted hand at the horizon and said:

         ‘The storm of snow, he comes before long time.’ Then he looked at his watch again, and, straightaway holding his reins firmly – for the horses were still pawing the ground restlessly and shaking their heads – he climbed to his box as though the time had come for proceeding on our journey.

         I felt a little obstinate and did not at once get into the carriage.

         ‘Tell me,’ I said, ‘about this place where the road leads,’ and I pointed down.24

         Again he crossed himself and mumbled a prayer, before he answered, ‘It is unholy.’

         ‘What is unholy?’ I enquired.

         ‘The village.’

         ‘Then there is a village?’

         ‘No, no. No one lives there hundreds of years.’ My curiosity was piqued, ‘But you said there was a village.’

         ‘There was.’

         ‘Where is it now?’

         Whereupon he burst out into a long story in German and English, so mixed up that I could not quite understand exactly what he said, but roughly I gathered that long ago, hundreds of years, men had died there and been buried in their graves; and sounds were heard under the clay, and when the graves were opened, men and women were found rosy with life, and their mouths red with blood. And so, in haste to save their lives (aye, and their souls! – and here he crossed himself) those who were left fled away to other places, where the living lived, and the dead were dead and not – not something. He was evidently afraid to speak the last words. As he proceeded with his narration, he grew more and more excited. It seemed as if his imagination had got hold of him, and he ended in a perfect paroxysm of fear – white-faced, perspiring, trembling and looking round him, as if expecting that some dreadful presence would manifest itself there in the bright sunshine on the open plain. Finally, in an agony of desperation, he cried:

         ‘Walpurgisnacht!’ and pointed to the carriage for me to get in. All my English blood rose at this, and, standing back, I said:

         ‘You are afraid, Johann – you are afraid. Go home; I shall 25return alone; the walk will do me good.’ The carriage door was open. I took from the seat my oak walking stick – which I always carry on my holiday excursions – and closed the door, pointing back to Munich, and said, ‘Go home, Johann – Walpurgisnacht doesn’t concern Englishmen.’

         The horses were now more restive than ever, and Johann was trying to hold them in, while excitedly imploring me not to do anything so foolish. I pitied the poor fellow, he was deeply in earnest; but all the same I could not help laughing. His English was quite gone now. In his anxiety he had forgotten that his only means of making me understand was to talk my language, so he jabbered away in his native German. It began to be a little tedious. After giving the direction, ‘Home!’ I turned to go down the crossroad into the valley.

         With a despairing gesture, Johann turned his horses towards Munich. I leaned on my stick and looked after him. He went slowly along the road for a while: then there came over the crest of the hill a man tall and thin. I could see so much in the distance. When he drew near the horses, they began to jump and kick about, then to scream with terror. Johann could not hold them in; they bolted down the road, running away madly. I watched them out of sight, then looked for the stranger, but I found that he, too, was gone.

         With a light heart I turned down the side road through the deepening valley to which Johann had objected. There was not the slightest reason, that I could see, for his objection; and I daresay I tramped for a couple of hours without thinking of time or distance, and certainly without seeing a person or a house. So far as the place was concerned, it was desolation 26itself. But I did not notice this particularly till, on turning a bend in the road, I came upon a scattered fringe of wood; then I recognised that I had been impressed unconsciously by the desolation of the region through which I had passed.

         I sat down to rest myself, and began to look around. It struck me that it was considerably colder than it had been at the commencement of my walk – a sort of sighing sound seemed to be around me, with, now and then, high overhead, a sort of muffled roar. Looking upwards I noticed that great thick clouds were drifting rapidly across the sky from north to south at a great height. There were signs of coming storm in some lofty stratum of the air. I was a little chilly, and, thinking that it was the sitting still after the exercise of walking, I resumed my journey.

         The ground I passed over was now much more picturesque. There were no striking objects that the eye might single out; but in all there was a charm of beauty. I took little heed of time and it was only when the deepening twilight forced itself upon me that I began to think of how I should find my way home. The brightness of the day had gone. The air was cold, and the drifting of clouds high overhead was more marked. They were accompanied by a sort of far-away rushing sound, through which seemed to come at intervals that mysterious cry which the driver had said came from a wolf. For a while I hesitated. I had said I would see the deserted village, so on I went, and presently came on a wide stretch of open country, shut in by hills all around. Their sides were covered with trees which spread down to the plain, dotting, in clumps, the gentler slopes and hollows which showed here and there. I 27followed with my eye the winding of the road, and saw that it curved close to one of the densest of these clumps and was lost behind it.

         As I looked there came a cold shiver in the air, and the snow began to fall. I thought of the miles and miles of bleak country I had passed, and then hurried on to seek the shelter of the wood in front. Darker and darker grew the sky, and faster and heavier fell the snow, till the earth before and around me was a glistening white carpet the further edge of which was lost in misty vagueness. The road was here but crude, and when on the level its boundaries were not so marked, as when it passed through the cuttings; and in a little while I found that I must have strayed from it, for I missed underfoot the hard surface, and my feet sank deeper in the grass and moss. Then the wind grew stronger and blew with ever-increasing force, till I was fain to run before it. The air became icy-cold, and in spite of my exercise I began to suffer. The snow was now falling so thickly and whirling around me in such rapid eddies that I could hardly keep my eyes open. Every now and then the heavens were torn asunder by vivid lightning, and in the flashes I could see ahead of me a great mass of trees, chiefly yew and cypress, all heavily coated with snow.

         I was soon amongst the shelter of the trees, and there, in comparative silence, I could hear the rush of the wind high overhead. Presently the blackness of the storm had become merged in the darkness of the night. By and by the storm seemed to be passing away: it now only came in fierce puffs or blasts. At such moments the weird sound of the wolf appeared to be echoed by many similar sounds around me.28

         Now and again, through the black mass of drifting cloud, came a straggling ray of moonlight, which lit up the expanse, and showed me that I was at the edge of a dense mass of cypress and yew trees. As the snow had ceased to fall, I walked out from the shelter and began to investigate more closely. It appeared to me that, amongst so many old foundations as I had passed, there might be still standing a house in which, though in ruins, I could find some sort of shelter for a while. As I skirted the edge of the copse, I found that a low wall encircled it, and following this I presently found an opening. Here the cypresses formed an alley leading up to a square mass of some kind of building. Just as I caught sight of this, however, the drifting clouds obscured the moon, and I passed up the path in darkness. The wind must have grown colder, for I felt myself shiver as I walked; but there was hope of shelter, and I groped my way blindly on.

         I stopped, for there was a sudden stillness. The storm had passed; and, perhaps in sympathy with nature’s silence, my heart seemed to cease to beat. But this was only momentarily; for suddenly the moonlight broke through the clouds, showing me that I was in a graveyard, and that the square object before me was a great massive tomb of marble, as white as the snow that lay on and all around it. With the moonlight there came a fierce sigh of the storm, which appeared to resume its course with a long, low howl, as of many dogs or wolves. I was awed and shocked, and felt the cold perceptibly grow upon me till it seemed to grip me by the heart. Then while the flood of moonlight still fell on the marble tomb, the storm gave further evidence of renewing, as though it was returning on 29its track. Impelled by some sort of fascination, I approached the sepulchre to see what it was, and why such a thing stood alone in such a place. I walked around it, and read, over the Doric door, in German:

         
            COUNTESS DOLINGEN OF GRATZ IN STYRIA

SOUGHT AND FOUND DEATH 1801

         

         On the top of the tomb, seemingly driven through the solid marble – for the structure was composed of a few vast blocks of stone – was a great iron spike or stake. On going to the back I saw, graven in great Russian letters:

         
            ‘The dead travel fast.’

         

         There was something so weird and uncanny about the whole thing that it gave me a turn and made me feel quite faint. I began to wish, for the first time, that I had taken Johann’s advice. Here a thought struck me, which came under almost mysterious circumstances and with a terrible shock. This was Walpurgis Night!

         Walpurgis Night, when, according to the belief of millions of people, the devil was abroad – when the graves were opened and the dead came forth and walked. When all evil things of earth and air and water held revel. This very place the driver had specially shunned. This was the depopulated village of centuries ago. This was where the suicide lay; and this was the 30place where I was alone – unmanned, shivering with cold in a shroud of snow with a wild storm gathering again upon me! It took all my philosophy, all the religion I had been taught, all my courage, not to collapse in a paroxysm of fright.

         And now a perfect tornado burst upon me. The ground shook as though thousands of horses thundered across it; and this time the storm bore on its icy wings, not snow, but great hailstones which drove with such violence that they might have come from the thongs of Balearic slingers – hailstones that beat down leaf and branch and made the shelter of the cypresses of no more avail than though their stems were standing corn. At the first I had rushed to the nearest tree; but I was soon fain to leave it and seek the only spot that seemed to afford refuge, the deep Doric doorway of the marble tomb. There, crouching against the massive bronze door, I gained a certain amount of protection from the beating of the hailstones, for now they only drove against me as they ricocheted from the ground and the side of the marble.

         As I leaned against the door, it moved slightly and opened inwards. The shelter of even a tomb was welcome in that pitiless tempest, and I was about to enter it when there came a flash of forked lightning that lit up the whole expanse of the heavens. In the instant, as I am a living man, I saw, as my eyes were turned into the darkness of the tomb, a beautiful woman, with rounded cheeks and red lips, seemingly sleeping on a bier. As the thunder broke overhead, I was grasped as by the hand of a giant and hurled out into the storm. The whole thing was so sudden that, before I could realise the shock, moral as well as physical, I found the hailstones beating me 31down. At the same time I had a strange, dominating feeling that I was not alone. I looked towards the tomb. Just then there came another blinding flash, which seemed to strike the iron stake that surmounted the tomb and to pour through to the earth, blasting and crumbling the marble, as in a burst of flame. The dead woman rose for a moment of agony, while she was lapped in the flame, and her bitter scream of pain was drowned in the thundercrash. The last thing I heard was this mingling of dreadful sound, as again I was seized in the giant-grasp and dragged away, while the hailstones beat on me, and the air around seemed reverberant with the howling of wolves. The last sight that I remembered was a vague, white, moving mass, as if all the graves around me had sent out the phantoms of their sheeted dead, and that they were closing in on me through the white cloudiness of the driving hail.

         
            [image: ]

         

         Gradually there came a sort of vague beginning of consciousness; then a sense of weariness that was dreadful. For a time I remembered nothing; but slowly my senses returned. My feet seemed positively racked with pain, yet I could not move them. They seemed to be numbed. There was an icy feeling at the back of my neck and all down my spine, and my ears, like my feet, were dead, yet in torment; but there was in my breast a sense of warmth which was, by comparison, delicious. It was as a nightmare – a physical nightmare, if one may use such an expression; for some heavy weight on my chest made it difficult for me to breathe.32

         This period of semi-lethargy seemed to remain a long time, and as it faded away I must have slept or swooned. Then came a sort of loathing, like the first stage of seasickness, and a wild desire to be free from something – I knew not what. A vast stillness enveloped me, as though all the world were asleep or dead – only broken by the low panting as of some animal close to me. I felt a warm rasping at my throat, then came a consciousness of the awful truth, which chilled me to the heart and sent the blood surging up through my brain. Some great animal was lying on me and now licking my throat. I feared to stir, for some instinct of prudence bade me lie still; but the brute seemed to realise that there was now some change in me, for it raised its head. Through my eyelashes I saw above me the two great flaming eyes of a gigantic wolf. Its sharp white teeth gleamed in the gaping red mouth, and I could feel its hot breath fierce and acrid upon me.

         For

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
            
            
         

         
      
   

OPS/images/title_image_online.jpg
IRISH
GOTHIC

DARK TALES
Jfrom LE FANU z STOKER

Edited by

Helen Carr

a
D

THE O’BRIEN PRESS
DUBLIN





OPS/images/a00vi_01_online.jpg





OPS/images/a00v_01_online.jpg





OPS/images/a031_01_online.jpg
i T





OPS/images/a019_01_online.jpg
DRACULA’S
GGuESsT

Bram Sroker
1847-1912






OPS/TOC.xhtml

    Contents


  

		Title Page


   		Dedication


   		Contents


   		Introduction


   		1. Dracula’s Guest (1914) by Bram Stoker


   		2. The Face of the Abbot (1902) by L.T. Meade & Robert Eustace


   		3. Transmigration (1900) by Dora Sigerson Shorter


   		4. Extract from The Picture of Dorian Gray (1891) by Oscar Wilde


   		5. The Spancel of Death (1890) by Katharine Tynan


   		6. Abridged extract from Carmilla  (1872) by Joseph Sheridan Le Fanu


   		7. Hertford O’Donnell’s Warning (1867) by Charlotte Riddell


   		8. The Ghost at the Rath (1866) by Rosa Mulholland


   		9. The Brown Man (abridged) (1827) by Gerald Griffin


   		10. Leixlip Castle: An Irish Family Legend (1825) by Charles Maturin


   		Author’s Note and Select Bibliography


   		Acknowledgements


   		About the Author


   		Copyright





    Page Navigation





		1


   		2


   		3


   		4


   		5


   		6


   		7


   		8


   		9


   		10


   		11


   		12


   		13


   		14


   		15


   		16


   		17


   		18


   		19


   		20


   		21


   		22


   		23


   		24


   		25


   		26


   		27


   		28


   		29


   		30


   		31


   		32


   		33


   		34


   		35


   		36


   		37


   		38


   		39


   		40


   		41


   		42


   		43


   		44


   		45


   		46


   		47


   		48


   		49


   		50


   		51


   		52


   		53


   		54


   		55


   		56


   		57


   		58


   		59


   		60


   		61


   		62


   		63


   		64


   		65


   		66


   		67


   		68


   		69


   		70


   		71


   		72


   		73


   		74


   		75


   		76


   		77


   		78


   		79


   		80


   		81


   		82


   		83


   		84


   		85


   		86


   		87


   		88


   		89


   		90


   		91


   		92


   		93


   		94


   		95


   		96


   		97


   		98


   		99


   		100


   		101


   		102


   		103


   		104


   		105


   		106


   		107


   		108


   		109


   		110


   		111


   		112


   		113


   		114


   		115


   		116


   		117


   		118


   		119


   		120


   		121


   		122


   		123


   		124


   		125


   		126


   		127


   		128


   		129


   		130


   		131


   		132


   		133


   		134


   		135


   		136


   		137


   		138


   		139


   		140


   		141


   		142


   		143


   		144


   		145


   		146


   		147


   		148


   		149


   		150


   		151


   		152


   		153


   		154


   		155


   		156


   		157


   		158


   		159


   		160


   		161


   		162


   		163


   		164


   		165


   		166


   		167


   		168


   		169


   		170


   		171


   		172


   		173


   		174


   		175


   		176


   		177


   		178


   		179


   		180


   		181


   		182


   		183


   		184


   		185


   		186


   		187


   		188


   		189


   		190


   		191


   		192


   		193


   		194


   		195


   		196


   		197


   		198


   		199


   		200


   		201


   		202


   		203


   		204


   		205


   		206


   		207


   		208


   		209


   		210


   		211


   		212


   		213


   		214


   		215


   		216


   		217


   		218


   		219


   		220


   		221


   		222


   		223


   		224


   		225


   		226


   		227


   		228


   		229


   		230


   		231


   		232


   		233


   		234


   		235


   		236


   		237


   		238


   		239


   		240


   		241


   		242


   		243


   		244


   		245


   		246


   		247


   		248


   		249


   		250


   		251


   		252


   		253


   		254


   		255


   		256


   		257


   		258


   		259


   		260


   		261


   		262


   		263


   		264


   		265


   		266


   		267


   		268


   		269


   		270


   		271


   		272


   		273


   		274





  

OPS/images/9781788496926_cover_epub.jpg
Edited by

Helen Carr

IRISH
GOTHIC

DARK TALES
Jfrom LE FANU # STOKER

= OEREN





