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Mr Stoker and I
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Remember to Love Me

The Final Act of Mercy Dove


For my husband, James,

without whom I would be lost at sea.


How blessed are some people, whose lives have no fears, no dreads; to whom sleep is a blessing that comes nightly and brings nothing but sweet dreams.

 

Bram Stoker

DRACULA
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We met on a Tuesday. At first glance, it may have seemed a curious encounter, an unusual friendship. Inappropriate, maybe; I was, after all, a young woman alone in the company of a gentleman. However, it was nothing of the sort. How could it have been?

Perhaps we were both seeking harmony. Or possibly it was my shroud of sorrow, my burden, that enticed his curious nature. Whatever the lure, it was not one of physical tangibility but one of spirit. From that first moment, we were connected, tethered together from a very long distant past before this life, or of the future, where our paths would cross and entwine—a meeting fated by the heavens, or from somewhere very different.

And even now, I remember that summer with great fondness; it will always remain embedded within the fabric of my existence as fortuitous. Over the years, those memories that summer has warmed my heart when there has been no heat to kindle as much as a spark to the coldness of my core. 

Whitby had been chilly that summer of 1890. I had heard it remarked how it was notably cooler than usual. Long, dull days, even duller evenings, as if Mother Nature herself was turning her back on us.

Over time, the place had been mine, becoming a private sanctuary—a dreamlike refuge from a nightmare reality that haunted every corner of my mind. My thoughts at that time were muddled like the dark, sombre clouds, a monstrous stormy sea of turmoil, an inner panic raging war on my being. It had not always been so. I had once been at peace, my mind settled and at ease. I was back then as all young girls, spontaneous and carefree.

Then it all changed.

The seat overlooked the sea. A wooden bench, not of great distinction, a simple object that had become part of me as much as part of the landscape. A bench on the very spot in which we sit now.

By day, it was often frequented by wandering folk, resting from the long-stepped climb to take in the view. By night it was a deserted place, other than the forgotten tenants who occupied the graveyard that lay behind. Beyond that, perched high upon the cliff top, the noble ruined Abbey. A great beacon dominating the landscape. Its maze of monument arches reaching up to pierce the clouds.

As I sat on the wooden seat, I was surrounded by scattered weather-worn headstones that marked lost seafaring souls, leaning, where the easterly wind had thrashed them into submission. Some almost toppling over the cliff as the lost seamen made their way back to the briny deep. Though, those graves were empty. Those pitiful souls were lost to the sea, eternally reliving their last dark drowning moments.

I would stare out, ponder on those wretched souls. Bodiless spirits tossing in the waves with no arms to swim home. In those early morning hours, as the mist floated on the horizon, caressing the surface of the water, I would almost see them, hear them beckoning me into the dark depths. It was those moments my hands gripped the wooden seat, digging my nails into the woodgrain, keeping me from throwing myself over the cliff to join them.

I wonder now if that would have been for the best. If submitting myself to the waves all those years ago would have, in fact, saved us all a great deal of pain and sorrow—not so foolish after all. If I had only known way back then, that which I know now. But past days are lost. Lost to all. Though not to me, never to me. I relive them like a drowning sailor frantically thrashing to be saved.

Always prone to bouts of melodrama, of elaborate fancies, my father would remark; as a child, I would be scolded for such stories, my recounted escapades were scorned upon. My father, Dr Edgar Meredith, a well-respected doctor in Yorkshire and indeed London, could not be known to have a daughter with a mind for such notions; scandal would fall upon his excellent reputation. His revered knowledge and work in his field would be marred, bringing nothing but ruin and rejection upon the family.

I had heard that phrase so often, my eyes would glaze, and my mouth would mime, only to find myself chastised the more.

At first, I was hushed in the company of others. My mother, Violet Meredith, with her finger to her lips in a discreet motion to silence my thoughts floating to the surface. I did tend to express them freely, yet thinking upon that now, I believe it was a simple need to be heard, and such continual hushing from my parents only led to spark a rebellious quirk in my nature.

After all, I knew my stories were true. I had seen with my own eyes and felt with my own skin as those tingles grew, gently at first until my whole body prickled with realisation. Alas, the truth of the dead stayed with me as no other would entertain.

Happily, my younger brother would delight at tales of ghostly apparitions. And it was my sisterly duty to fulfil such cravings.

Whitby Abbey became a favoured escape for us both. Chasing shadows through the arches, calling to the spirits to play. The White Lady would watch us from high in her window, her hollow eyes following us as we ran through the archways. It was our game, make-believe for Jonathan, an escape from his diminishing health. For myself, they were ever present; I could never outrun them.

We were very close, two siblings, both with our own demons to hide. Without my dear Jonathan, those early years would have been unbearable. So very amusing now, in a dark, desperate way. It was our very closeness that became the doom of us both. But back then, we thrived in our private world of ghosts as if we were indeed that—ghosts in our mortal shells.

Upon reflection, no matter how real to me, I understand the legitimacy of such tales to be questionable, naturally. The irony of which has not been lost on me these past years. I urge you to always remember that the living are living, the dead are dead, and those that linger in-between, those are the noteworthy. And indeed, as such, demand the respect of acknowledgement, or else their existence be in vain.

As I grew and womanhood began to blossom, I was merely ushered away out of sight. When young ladies were nurtured and greeted into society, I was absent from social gatherings. There were no more outings to the theatre, galleries, or museums, no more invitations for afternoon tea; I simply became invisible. It was for the benefit of my parents, not for my own, as I was regularly told. No, it was through fear of causing a scene, a scandal.

Evidently, that changed.

Upon returning from an impromptu journey to London, my father arrived home in a mood of vigour and renewed vitality. He displayed a fresh hunger, for what at the time I had no idea. However, as a few days grew to a week, it became ever more apparent. My brother and I were at the centre of this great eagerness to attain what I could not quite fathom. Nonetheless, it was for Jonathan; it was always for Jonathan. And the cause of this, a new associate from London.

Father had invited this gentleman to dinner. I took to my room, though this day my father stole me by the arm to introduce me. His new acquaintance stood in the hall, his feet firmly planted on the marble floor; tall, straight, almost military. I could not see his face from the upstairs gallery. But I was drawn to his hands clasped behind his back and those long elegant fingers. We descended the stairs; my father reached out his hand to his guest as I hovered on the bottom sweep of the staircase. He was extremely tall, graceful—imposing. Surely, if I stood on the marble, I would disappear, vanish from view. 

He turned.

‘Ah, Doctor, let me introduce my daughter, Lucinda.’

‘Miss Lucy,’ I instinctively added.

Ignoring my father, the gentlemen stepped forward in one long stride, reaching the bottom step. I stood three stairs up; even then, his height overpowered mine. 

‘Miss Lucinda.’ He bowed his head, his hands still clutched behind his back. His eyes then met mine, deep slate grey with thick lashes, black as jet. There was something dangerously alluring about those eyes; I was drifting. A sensation I later became accustomed to. He reached for my hand, taking it; he pulled my fingers to meet his lips, they lingered there a moment. ‘It is my pleasure.’

‘Lucy, this is Doctor—’ 

‘Vladimir, please, there is no need for such formality. Simply Vladimir, Miss Lucinda.’

I froze. My name slipped like poetry from his tongue; his strong accent gave him an exotic air. While a few of the doctors I had met before had been from overseas, I had never met anyone with such an accent. I was entranced.

‘Where are you from, Doctor—?’

‘Vladimir, please. I am a countryman of Transylvania. The most picturesque land. My home is a small village just outside of Brașov, at the foot of the Carpathian Mountains.’

His words of home were lyrical, sung, a serene melody from his lips spoken with grace and longing.

‘Your English, it is impeccable.’

‘I trained in London. I spend many years of study both medicine and your language.’ 

He lowered his head, bowing with those last words, all the while his eyes remained fixed on mine. My blood rushed to the surface, blushing my cheeks.

I had no idea what this gentleman was doing in our house, beyond what I had ascertained from my father. Our connection was a medical one, but this man: he was beyond, far beyond, anyone my father had ever associated with, certainly to my knowledge, such as it was. Even now, despite everything that has transpired, that meeting has become ingrained, its mark as much part of me as my own blood.

Please forgive me; I digress a little. I have developed a tendency to do so with time. There is little to tether me to the here and now, so I voyage back to when peace once reigned.

It may seem that I have come to recollect with an endearment, a dark romantic view of once was. But please be sure, and my word is a serious one; there is nothing endearing about my story. You must always remember that it is not one of romance, of lost hearts and lost loves. I fear that with the passing years, the story has become one lavished, enhanced by the Romantics. One that has wavered off his original. For it was my story that inspired, encouraged, and moved him to create.

Maybe without those days here in Whitby, the story would not have been at all. It was, in fact, and I have over the years even questioned myself, but I stand by the truth, that it is a tale of dark deeds, of fear, and of desperation.

While my story may only be part of the whole, it is the measure that sits at the core of it, the tiny spark that ignited the fire. And what a magnificent blazing inferno it has become.

Again, my mind wanders, please, you must nudge me if I waver too often. It’s the sea; it pulls my attention from my consciousness, such as it is.

That meeting had been exceptionally early for the likes of ordinary people. Though I have come to learn, and it is a great lesson in life, there is no such thing as ordinary—people or events.

†

Have you ever sat and watched the sun emerge from the depths of sleep? A great bloated ball of new life, molten, dripping, bleeding the last of the night. Those long moments when it swells from the sea. That time between day and night, where it is neither one nor the other.

The view from my bench was calm, eventless, and had been for as long as I had already sat. Silent as the grave, albeit a watery one. Until that is, his footsteps. Not that they were heavy or of a hurried nature, simply jolting in my silent wanderings.

I recall the oddest urge to glance at this visitor, much like an inexplicable feeling of being pulled from my belly by some invisible thread. I take those feelings seriously. Thus, I did as my instincts bid. Reflecting on that moment, as I have many times as we sit now upon this seat, in the same place in which we sat, that feeling, as mystifying as it was at the time, it was fated.

Do you believe in such things, fate, and destiny, good and evil? Of course, evil comes hither in many guises, the worst, the deadliest in the semblance of gentle, good meaning, healing. Shrouding the inner motives beneath, concealing them from trusting eyes. That is the truest of all evil intent, the act of selfish interest. Those parties travel narrow roads with a destination made only of their own success, at the cost of others, the innocent.

Initially, there was no exchange of words. There was no need, no urgency to converse. The morning pulled all our attention, demanding it. Shuffling as he sat, folding his hands in his lap, I glanced across.

Most notably was his countenance, his face, kind by any stock, not so much a handsome man, not that at the time any such consideration crossed my mind. But upon reflection, his face was one of free expression, worn with ease, not through necessity or design. No, of anyone I had met before, and indeed studied since, he was of a genuine, gentle nature, with kind blue eyes and sandy whiskers.

I have no actual memory of how long we sat lost in our thoughts. Yet, I vividly remember the moment he spoke in his warm Irish lilt as if it were yesterday. His name was all he said.

‘Stoker. Abraham, Bram, as it is.’

It was a strange announcement, and I said as such. He took my observation in good spirit, replying with a broad smile. So, I repaid the gesture.

‘Miss Meredith. Lucinda, Miss Lucy, as it has always been so.’

It’s slightly peculiar now as I reflect upon that meet. I had only ever been introduced as such; my surname never needed. Certainly, when I would be presented to gentlemen in such situations, the words would be spoken by my father, generally to fellow doctors in his field. I was, in this instance, a little out of my depth as far as company was concerned. Nevertheless, he smiled, and I returned it.

Hence, there you have it, our meeting. As I said, it was a Tuesday in Whitby, upon the East Cliff overlooking the sea. Even now, as time flies on swift wings, Whitby remains much the same.

I can’t help but think of how things may have been if we had not met. Undeniably, that would not be so entertaining for you. But alas, my wretched life would have still tormented the same, unnoted yes, but as melancholy, as woeful, just with no one other than my poor lost soul to recall it.

I can and will state that Mr Stoker, Bram, had become a friend even from that moment.

We conversed on the weather, which is only polite, and other customary subjects. I learnt of his work as a theatre manager in London, of his writer friends, of the great actor Henry Irving and Bram’s dear wife. He had just completed a theatre tour with Irving in Scotland and was resting here in Whitby before his wife and son would join him.

I recall a slight pang of jealousy; no, it was not so much jealousy as longing. I would never know how it would feel to be a wife, a mother. It was not an aspiration that had been pondered on, not ever being of great worth before, just tucked away in some dark corner of my mind along with all those other monstrous regrets. But to hear the affection in his voice at the mention of a loved one, I realised then that I would never know how it was to love and be loved—and it pained.

Naturally, Bram asked about my family and life in Yorkshire, about Whitby, its inhabitants, its industry. Of pleasure and trade, of ships and ghosts. His interest wrapped each word with curiosity, wonder, sparking my own thoughts with a renewed vibrancy. One I had lost along with my innocence.

At first, I was unsure what to say, my life being of a rural nature compared to his well-travelled experience. Myself, I had only ever travelled to London on ordered visits while my father was regularly absent from Yorkshire, frequenting London’s lectures, and meeting with medical and research colleagues. I blushed and hesitated, though; I could see at his thoughtful expression that it mattered not. So, I began at the beginning.

‘My father is a doctor here in Whitby. Well-respected in his field.’ I paused a second, wanting to add something more, there was more I needed to say, but somehow my memory could not quite grasp those threads, so they were left hanging.

‘A doctor, I see. And your mother?’    

‘My mother—’ I gazed at the newly formed sun, dripping the last of the night sea from its round. ‘My mother, she is of a gentle nature, kind in spirit and well known in the town. She had been, and I know it is still true, a great beauty in her youth. I have heard stories of her many suitors, their pledges, and their courting.’ I paused again, glancing at my companion, waiting for a glint of reassurance.

I lacked the art of conversation. I had become somewhat reclusive in my thoughts and habits.

‘Are you an only child, Miss Lucy? I grew with many siblings myself, one of seven children. My poor mother.’ His eyes creased with a smile.

‘I have but one brother. Younger than I, only by two years, although he has always seemed so small for his age, now a young man of seventeen. Alas, my brother has always been—sickly.’

‘Sick? An unwell lad?’

There it was, the start of it. And while my brother’s health had always been a ghastly topic of discussion, one that I did so detest, I found myself telling it regardless. Mr Stoker had an effortless way about him, in turn conveying that easiness upon me like a soft blanket of trust.

‘The blood. A sickness of the blood. That is what my father calls it. He has always been that way. I can’t give it to you in correct medical terms, of course. He has suffered greatly at the hands of his ailment. Poor, dear Jonathan, he truly is dear to me. The dearest of all.’

Momentarily, he reached out to comfort my hand with his, though, at the last, withdrawing. I had not taken the gesture as inappropriate but one of sincere concern and wished he had held my hand.

‘I am truly sorry to hear that. I have a son myself, to know that he was ill or a poorly child that would be hard to bear.’ We both looked out at the bright morning, and he continued. ‘I spent my early years a sickly boy, bedridden until nearly the age of seven. I can only imagine now the burdening pain it must have been to my parents.’ His smile dimmed, a solemn expression coveting those blue eyes. Then, as the memory left him, his face lightened. ‘Your father does he . . . can he treat your brother? Is there a cure for what ails him?’

‘My father.’ Where to begin. ‘Jonathan has always suffered so. My father always has, I’m sure, done his best where my brother is concerned. Though, illness of the body is not my father’s field. There have been countless doctors who have all failed miserably. My father tries with continual vigour to find one who can. Although—’

It was here that I genuinely wanted to explain to dear Mr Stoker, but the language, the phrasing I should use, it felt impossible to find the words to share the events of that time. There had always been a great fear that others would not understand. For although I had become accustomed to the nature of things, in my heart, in the pit of my stomach, I felt the wrongness of it. Would it be understood?

‘Please forgive me. I pry too much. It is a sensitive subject, and I do not mean to cause distress. Please accept my apology, Miss Lucy.’

I reached out to his hand, wanting to take it. It was here, as his sentiment left his lips in earnest, that I understood. I tried to tell him I needed to. I had waited far too long to explain to another soul what had plagued my thoughts and haunted my dreams for so long. 

‘Would you meet me again, Mr Stoker?’

Those words had left my lips long before my mind had registered. His simple presence gave me courage, though I could feel him wondering. It was as if I could hear his thoughts; I had stepped into his mind. 

‘Dear Miss Lucy, it would be my pleasure.’

‘I feel I must tell you something.’

‘I see. You may tell me anything.’

‘I can’t quite explain the way of things. You are here. I am here. And although we have met only this morning, I know that you are the one.’

Curiosity draped his face, then a smile, he beamed as creases decorated his blue eyes. He knew as well as I. He had felt it.

‘A story, Mr Stoker. One that I have waited to tell. I had not known until this very moment, until the instant I saw you and felt you with me. More importantly, I am sure it is for your sake as well as mine.’

It was done. The words had been spoken, and he had obliged me, possibly with sheer courtesy or indeed inquisitiveness that seemed to emanate from his face. Whatever it was that drew Bram, there was no going back, and I was glad of it. 
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My mornings and every evening and night are much the same, one long existence outside, or inside of time, I know not which, or if it even matters. All I have come to understand is that no matter what I desire or what compels my thoughts, my body will now, always, find itself seated upon this bench. My eyes forever watching the sea. After all, I am here again, and so are you. Or are we still here as we were? Has time even moved?

That summer of 1890 was much the same and altogether very different. 

Mr Stoker was seated next to me as the moon was nearing its time. Darkness was thinning with the dawn, and again the sun swelled from the sea.

We watched as it took shape, filled the sky, larger that morning than ever before. It seemed warmer too. It may well have been my inner thoughts that heated my skin a little if that was at all possible. 

‘Mr Stoker?’

‘Please, call me Bram.’

‘I am grateful that you came again today.’

‘How could I not.’ A smile. ‘Besides, there is more I would like to hear about this town. So much life about below those steps, yet up here there is a peace that is very hard to find in London.’

‘Maybe it is the peace that keeps me here.’

‘Would you tell me a little more of the Abbey?’

Bram had turned his back to the sea, gazing beyond me, high up on the East side. His eyes scanned the vista, its stonework, its endless sky.

‘It was our sanctuary.’

His eyes caught mine, blinking, a frown knitting his brow. I knew then that he had seen, sensed. But he said nothing, almost whisking the singular moment aside, replacing it with more tangible inquisitiveness.

‘Yours and your brother’s?’

‘Yes.’ My eyes returned to the sea, those gentle waves creeping ever closer to the shore. ‘We would play, we would hide.’

‘Hide?’ 

‘From the world.’ I nodded, ‘from our father. Jonathan and I, we were different, you see. Of course, our parents realised that, it was the very cause of such distress over time. Both Jonathan's illness and my—’ I drifted, losing those words somewhere, maybe they fell with my eyes to the shore.

‘Where is Jonathan now? Could I meet him?’

‘No, no one can see him now.’ 

Bram followed my gaze as instinctively it was pulling in the other direction, to the West side of Whitby. He stood, turning to see where my eyes were now fixed. With morbid curiosity, one that I can still feel clutch at me, gripping, snatching with sharp claws. I did not want to look upon it, to stare fixed, unable to move. But it is always the same. Even now, I dare not look over. So, my eyes stay transfixed on the sea. I have learnt not to succumb to the torment. It brings nothing but more pain, more hollow repentance.

But back then, the draw was too much.

‘Where is that? I have seen that place from a distance, although I don’t know what it is. Miss Lucy?’

‘It is a place of horrors and torment, a place of death. Not death of the body, no, those who reside there—’ That tingling memory crept across my skin, one that I wanted to scrub away. ‘Those unfortunate souls are not dead in body but in mind. Empty shells of humanity, scrabbling around in the darkness of their own existence, screaming for someone to hear them amid the deafening cries that fill the spaces between those monstrous stone walls.’ Heat was rising, or indeed, it had once, but here I could feel that sensation of panic and fear.

‘Your brother? Good God, Lucy.’

There was true astonishment, fear and worry in Bram’s face, his eyes wide, his mouth tight. He sat down hard. My fondness grew ever more for this dear man who could sense my pain. 

‘The Asylum. My father’s hospital.’

Bram sat, realisation rewarding his thoughts with the enormity of the situation. ‘But surely, your brother’s ailment, his illness is bodily, a blood disease? What possible good could ever come from him being taken to such a place? I have heard some terrible accounts of such institutions.’

‘My father, as I have said, always did his best. Even when his best was placing his family in the hands of others.’

‘Tell me, Lucy, tell me what happened.’

‘There. Beyond the Abbey.’ 

Bram had stood again, now eagerly scanning beyond the church, the Abbey, to what lay behind.

‘The Manor, it was once home. Once a great house. Then it became tainted, much like me.’

Bram sat again, nearer this time, his body turned towards mine. I could sense his closeness, his warmth like the morning sun seemed to grow. It was the expression on his dear face that will always remain with me. It was one of both wonder, pity, and dare I say it, hope. At that moment, time pulled out from under me. I could not think of anything or anyone but us, two strangers with an unfathomable tie binding us together. As I have said, our connection was something of spirit.

The morning was brighter now, the sky, the endless far-reaching sky bluer than before, bluer than I had ever seen it. It will always remain the one thing that will instil wonder. How up here in my pocket of refuge, my tiny and insignificant slice of cliff can own such a vastness above it, an infinite sky.

Bram was watching me. Hearing his thoughts, my mind reached into his, filing through all his questions for the solutions. Did he have them? Or was he looking to me for those answers?

‘What is that?’ Those soft eyes gestured to my lap.

Within my grasp, my hands lay upon something, a book, a diary. I could not remember it being there before, but was it not always with me? My memory had written those words. Those days, weeks, months were written so indelible, blood seemed more appropriate than ink.

Bram reached over; his palm lay open. Without hesitation, I handed him the book.

‘Is this what you wanted to give me? Your diary. Surely that is too personal, far too improper for me to read?’

‘No, it is not so much my diary as an account. Something that needs to be told, heard if you will, my story. It is for you and myself; I can’t explain how or why I feel this. I just know. There is something between us, something invisible but exists.’ I pushed the diary firmly into his hand. ‘Please take it, for although my hand has never put pen to paper, my memories have found themselves etched within these pages.’

Bram eyed me curiously, but without a word he cast his eyes to the book. He examined its soft leather bounds as if it was a strange creature.

Perhaps it had been a mistake. A moment of reluctance, I went to retrieve it, but as I reached across, an inexplicable sensation swathed my body, a tingling, some strange power, and I could not touch it. My fingers lingered just above the worn cover, Bram watching my tips as they hovered.

‘Lucy?’ 

‘Forgive me, Bram, it will not return to me. No, please take it. It is now yours to have.’

‘I am not sure I understand.’

I knew there was no explaining. Possibly, this was the one thing I had for so long kept hidden from myself. I was sure somewhere in the pit of my belly that I knew, I must have known. But it was here, this very moment, the dawn hour up on the East Cliff of Whitby, the summer of 1890, that all those lost memory threads began weaving themselves back together. 

Giving up these memories, giving them to Bram had taken them from my possession, and I no longer owned them. I had relinquished them to another custodian. Looking into Bram’s eyes, I, for the first time in so very long, I was almost whole again.

With no more words, Bram understood; I was sure of it. 

‘You should take it with you. Please read it.’

‘I don’t know if I should. There is something, isn’t there, Lucy? Something that you have not told me. I don’t want to press you, but this book is far more than it first appears.’

‘It will serve you, Bram. And—’ Should I say it.

I was not sure if he was aware of it, if he took it for what it was; our chance meeting up here overlooking the world, the elements. For I knew that this was no accidental encounter. Fate, or whatever people liked to call it, had pulled us together.

‘I can no longer bring myself to hold it, to own it. It will always be part of me, but please be sure it is the one part of me that needs to be buried.’

‘Then why give it to me? I really don’t understand.’

‘Because in my possession, it is real.’

‘And in mine?’

‘And in your—’ my poor mind was trying to gather my words from amongst the pile of tattered thoughts. ‘You can make good of it.’

Bram was silent for a while, merely turning the book over in his hands, not once opening the pages. It looked smaller than before, maybe a little less burdening. 

‘Alright, I shall take it. I shall read it.’ There was uncertainty in his actions. He paused with his palms on either side of the book, gazing at the brown age-mottled paper edges; the black leather scuffed and rubbed in patches, the spine creased and supple. ‘I shall wait if that pleases you, my dear.’

There was that soft Irish brogue that my ears had grown so very fond of.

‘Please, Bram. In the comforts of your own room, in the silence and peace of your private company. Open it, surrounding yourself with familiarity and harmony. I fear that you will need all the strength of that goodwill. For this is a story that may test your resolve of all that you know to be true, honest, and good. It will test your convictions and cause your heart to falter. But no matter what feelings it brings forth, remember that they are my words, that they are true beyond any doubt. That no matter how conventional people may seem, there is no such thing as ordinary.

Above all, please take the knowledge that all that was done, all those events that transpired were all brought about by love. As misguided and misplaced as that might have been.’
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Bram Stoker’s Journal

Tuesday 22nd July 1890

 

Whitby is a charming little town. The local folk are both welcoming and obliging. Their accents and local dialects are hugely interesting, with many quirks I am finding fascinating. My notebook is full of phrases.

Henry was right; rest is exactly what I need; London can wait. The theatre and work can wait; it has been too long since I merely lived. I shall spend the time wisely in research for my writing. 

I have found the most suitable lodgings with Mrs Veazey, again on Henry’s recommendation. My rooms have a pleasant outlook, and the landlady keeps a well-ordered, spotless establishment, with a much homely appeal that suits my needs.

Mrs Veazey has a mind to clean my room early each morning, this suits me very well as it has allowed me to take a stroll before the town is too busy. The past two mornings have been uncharacteristically cool, with many of the locals remarking it so; several times, I have heard it today, being the usual greeting as I’ve passed by.

With my jacket securely buttoned this morning, I headed out much earlier. It was hardly morning at all. Peering at my watch, it was a little past three, but I was drawn from my sleep with an inexplicable feeling, not one of unrest so much as being summoned. I found myself heading towards Whitby Abbey, although I had not made it that far before my interest was drawn elsewhere. 

The early hour’s darkness was gradually fading with the pending sunrise. I sat down on a bench with a view of the sea. I could hear the first sounds of morning; the fishermen below, the lap of waves, and the eager caws of the gulls swooping overhead. Within these minutes, as I listened, I took note of my surroundings, which is the remarkable point; I found I was sitting next to a young woman.

The remarkable detail in this observation was that she had not been there as I sat, indeed not that I had noticed. It was early and dark, but I am sure that I would not have sat so eagerly if the bench had already been occupied. 

It is rather strange, I must admit, but after my initial shock, I felt quite at ease, so did she, having made no attempt to leave or give any alarm. After a minute, I introduced myself, and she did the same. Miss Lucinda Meredith. There has been something niggling in the back of my mind all day. I still have not been able to pinpoint it. It is something regarding her name, Meredith. Possibly something I have overheard or read, the fact of it is a little lost, no doubt it will come to me, they always do.

I am quite distracted by the town, the people and that view of the sea; I am gathering tales from the locals like they are shells or jet.

We spoke for an hour or so while the morning crept to light the town. Miss Lucy told me of her life here in Whitby and the most difficult plight of her brother. I must admit the thought of my own son came to mind as she spoke. A great hankering to see him came over me; I am relieved to hear that they will be joining me here in a few days. I am sure Florence will find a fondness with Whitby, as I have. Until then, I will explore the town in the hope of gathering inspiration.

It is curious. There is something extraordinary about this young lady. The matter of it has kept my mind occupied. Throughout the whole day, my thoughts wandered back to her image, even this evening while enjoying supper, the vision of her eyes flashing before mine. I can’t help but get the impression that there is more to her. She has a compelling nature, that is for sure. The sensation is altogether a great oddity, if not a little unnerving. And even more, so that I agreed to meet her again tomorrow at dawn.

 

 

Wednesday 23rd July 1890

 

I arrived on the East Cliff to find her already seated, evidently absorbed in the sunrise. It was beautiful, snatching even my breath. We do not see a morning like that in London, although it does take my thoughts back to those of my youth in Ireland.

Today’s encounter was much the same as yesterday’s, in that there is something of this woman that I can’t quite measure.

There is a great sadness that hovers over her. Quite in a literal manner if the truth is told.

It is very unnerving.

If I am not careful, it may possibly overwhelm me too. With all this aside, I am intrigued and, more than that, compelled to help her if that is what she wishes. I am, in all truth, yet to gauge what she requires of me, as before I left, she gave me something rather odd.

She handed me a book; her diary is what I imagined it to be.

Although, quite resolute in her response to me when I said it would not be correct for me to read such a thing. It was more an account, is how she replied.

And so, I took it, allowing myself to bring it back to my room. I am yet to open its pages. I am unsure if I can bring myself to do so, but as I promised, then read it, I must. I am to go down for supper within the hour, so first a short walk to take the evening air. Then after, when I retire for the evening, I shall then read Lucy’s story.
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The Diary of Miss Lucinda Meredith

 

My room had become my prison.

For three days and three very long nights, there had been no escape. Wild easterly winds had blown in from somewhere cruel. I was sure it had been sent by my tormentor. A great tempestuous storm to thrash my windows with that unrelenting hammering, one that would pound inside my head, leaving its rhythm drumming still. That summer storm was nothing I could recall before, raging mercilessly. My fingers, numb and bruised, grasped in vain at the window latches; they were locked. I needed to escape. I tried; the good Lord knew that I had.

I was sick. That evil affliction that took me each night had now taken to lingering through the dawn till light, dull as it was, bleeding from behind the storm clouds.

There was a new torment I now faced. It taunted me with such wild dreams. I was flying, swooping just below the clouds; they hazed my sight as I swept too high, making my heart race and fogging my eyes. I dipped low, my fingertips skimming the great stormy waves as they thrash the rocks beneath me, rough and sharp. I was in the clutches of a fierce yearning as I dived towards the rocks, desperate to end my misery. I could almost feel my divine death of splintered bones and shredded flesh, my soul seeping oily streaks with my blood as it leaked into the salt, healing my agony once and
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