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As they often did, the man who had once gone through life as Edwin Chadwick allowed his thoughts to go back to that time when his body was as free as those thoughts and the whole of his life had seemed to stretch before him.

Back to that time when, married for just two years to the love of his life, he had been commissioned by the publishing house for whom he had already written a number of historical works on some of Europe’s more exotic and mysterious locales.

A commission which, if he accepted it – and, newly married with a wife expecting their first child, he was hardly financially secure enough to refuse – would see him transplanted from his happy home in the Warwickshire countryside to the less familiar and mythically foreboding region dominated by the Carpathian mountain range.

More specifically, to Romania, and that area of it dominated by the legend of Vlad the Impaler and the myth recently made popular by the works of Le Fanu, along with a number of other less gifted practitioners of their craft all too willing to add their names to what appeared a vogue likely to have a longevity the equal of its current popularity.

For a writer of his years and fledgling experience it was a substantial commission and one, should he accomplish it with both critical approval and monetary success in terms of sales, that would bode well for commissions in the future.

As well as providing the financial wherewithal to devote himself to the writing of the fiction that was his passion while providing for his loved ones.

Such was the inducement to leave his fiancé and make the tiresome and arduous journey to that region of Europe fast becoming a fruitful hunting ground for scribes just like him.
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And so it was, saddened to leave but full of the anticipation provoked in the heart and mind of a still young man in his thirties at the beginning of a new adventure, that Edwin Chadwick had kissed and embraced his darling Sally in a tearful goodbye and embarked for the continent and the still arduous journey by boat, train, and coach that would see him situated in a strange and mystical land for at least the next four to five months.

And would alter the course of his life.

For the worse!
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The moon in a dark and foreboding night sky filled the large half-open window and dominated the sight of the man prone upon the mattress. 

A mattress belonging to an ornate and equally antique bed in a room that was a mixture of the baroque and the rococo that, while clean and orderly, seemed out of keeping with the current century. 

How he came to be there was a puzzle the attempts of his thoughts to shed light upon were no closer to solving and his memory seemed to come to a full stop after he had driven the small horse and buggy he had hired to the entrance of the castle and rang at its antiquated and doom-laden bell.

Through that same moon-framing window he could see dark clouds scud across the orb providing him with illumination and make out the passing of the season’s brittle leaves as they whipped into a frenzy by the wind swirling in from the adjacent mountains. The same wind howling in his ears with a mournful insistence that did little to quell the sense of mounting terror besieging his immobile and helpless form.

The Englishman on the bed, unrestrained by anything other than his compulsion to obey an earlier command not to move, once again reviewed the ill-advised belief in his own logic and sense of intellectual superiority that had enabled him to laugh off the warnings of both revelers and innkeeper in the friendly and welcoming Rasnov hostelry where he had
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