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Bram Stoker

The Guest of
- Dracula

fBram Stoker was born in Dublin in 1847. Stoker was a sicklh
child, but he was well looked after by his extraordinary mother.
She was an active social worker. femimist. and writer. She thought
that the best way to solve the world's social problems was to
“equalize the sexes™. She was also a greatstorvieller, and entertained
the sickly Bram with gruesome Irish horror stories. When Bram
was a young man he followed i his mothers footsteps and wrote
in tavour of women’'s rights. Later in lite he would change his
mind. Also as a voung man he developed a great passion for the
American poet Walt Whitman whom he detended from his many
critics of the time. It is strange and tantalising to think of the
correspondence hetween the author of Dracula and the author of
Leaves of Grass.
In 1870 Stoker began his carcerasacivil servant in Dublin. In 1876
he metthe idol of his life. the actor Henry Irving. who overwhelmed
Stoker with his power on the stage. Stoker became his manager.
This was a full time job. but Stoker found time to write some
seventeen books, among which are The Snake’s Pass. The Lair of
the White Worm. The Lady of the Shroud. and, of course, Dracula.
Oddly enough though. during his lifetime Stoker was best known
for his book. Personal Reminiscences of Henry Irving.
‘Dracula’s Guest s an episode from “Dracula’ which was
published by Stoker’s wite after his death. In it the reader can find
ample evidence of the power of Stoker’s writing. His fierce and
detailed treatment ot erotic fears disturb as much today as they ever
have. This 1s probably so because these fears disturbed their
creator. In tact. later in life. Stoker ardently supported the censure
of certain books which he believed *are meant by both authors and
publishers to bring to the winning of commercial success the
forces ofevil inherent in man. The evil is grave and dangerous. and
may.if itdoes not already. deeply aftect the principles and lives of
the young people of this country.” The other story in this volume.
The Burial of the Rars, brings up from the depths another tear.
related perhaps to the evil ‘sexual impulses’™ Stoker wished to
Cmccl from British books: the fear of social revolution.

J

YuSpiga

LANGUAGES



DRACULA’S GUEST

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
Delbriick (the maitre d'hotel of the Quatre Saisons,
where | was staying) came down, bareheaded. to the
carriage and. after wishing me apleasantdrive, said tothe
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 1s.”

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

“Tell me, Johann, what 1s tonight?”

He crossed himself as he answered laconically: *Walpurgis
Nacht.” Then he took out his watch, a great, old-fashioned
German silver thing as big as a turnip, and looked at 1t, with
his eyebrows gathered together and a little impatient shrug of
his shoulders. [ realised that this was his way of respectfully
protesting against the unnecessary delay. and sank back inthe
carriage, merely motioning him to proceed. He started ott
rapidly. as if to make up tor lost time. Every now and then the
horses seemed to throw up their heads and sniffed the air
suspiciously. On such occasions [ often looked round n
alarm. The road was pretty bleak. for we were traversing a sort
of high. wind-swept plateau.

As we drove, [ saw a road that looked but hittle used. and
which seemed todipthrough a hittle. winding valley. Itlooked
so inviting that. even at the risk of offending him, | called
Johannto stop —and when he had pulled up, Itold him I would
like to drive down that road. He made all sorts of excuses, and
frequently crossed himselt as he spoke. This somewhat
piqued my curiosity. so [ asked him various questions. He
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joyousness: happiness, gaiety.

to depart: leave.

maitre d’hétel: head butler (servant).
bareheaded: without a hat.

drive: trip.

coachman: driver.

Remember you are back: make sure you have come back here.
shiver: a distinct trace.

for: since.
Ja, mein Herr: (German) yes, my Lord.
we had cleared the town: we had gone beyond the town.

laconically: briefly. Walpurgis Nacht: (German)the night of St
Walpurga, i.e. the night before May Day on which witches and
ghosts appear. turnip: a thick root of a plant which is eaten
(about the size of a baseball). gathered: pulled. shrug: to life up
your shoulders.

sank: (sink, sank, sunk) fell.

sniffed: smelled

pretty: rather, quite. traversing: crossing.
wind-swept: windy.

to dip: to go down slightly.
pulled up: stopped.

crossed himself: made the sign of the cross on his chest.
piqued: excited, stimulated.



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, thatis 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 dnift of his talk. He seemed
always just about to tell me something — the very idea of
which evidently frightened him; but cach time he pulled
himself up, saying, as he crossed himself:

*“Walpurgis Nacht!”

[ 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. |
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 the other road, indicated 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
crossroads: *Ah! I see, asuicide. How interesting! " But forthe
life of me I could not make out why the horses were fright-
ened.

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?’ 1 said, questioning him: ‘isn’t it long since the
wolves were so near the city?’



fencingly: defensively so as not to give the real answer.

the box: the driver’s seat.

appealingly: as if he were asking me to do something. implored:
begged.

the drift: the intent, the implication.

he pulled himself up: he stopped himself.

The advantage certainly rested with him: he certainly had the
advantage. crude: imperfect, faulty.

broke into: began speaking suddenly.

restless: impatient, nervous.

pale: white.

bridles:leather bands putonahorse's headto controlit. led: (lead,
led, led) directed. some: about.
pointed:indicated. spot:place. drew: (draw, drew, drawn)pulled.

Buried: putunder ground. himwhat: (incorrect English)the man
who.

suicides: people who have killed themselves.

crossroads: places where two roads intersect (cross).

But for the life of me: Not for anything in the world.

Whilst: (archaic) while.
yelp: short, sharp cry of pain (usually of dogs). bark: sound that
dogs make.

wolf: large wild dog (Canis lupus). but yet: but.

isn’titlong ... the city?: have not the wolves been away from the
city for a long time.



‘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 dnfted rapidly across the sky. The sunshine
passed away, and a breath of cold wind seemed to drift past
us. It was only 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, straightway 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 [ pointed down.

Again he crossed himselt and mumbled a prayer, before
he answered, ‘It 1s unholy.’

"What 1s unholy?" I enquired.

“The village.’

“Then there 1s 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 1s it now”

Whereupon he burst out into a long story in German and
English, somixed 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
theirmouths red with blood. And so, inhaste tosave theirlives
(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



the wolves have been ... long: (incorrect English) the wolves
have only been here forashort period of time. petting: caressing,
touching affectionately. darifted: moved (by the wind. or by
currents).

he comes: (incorrect English) it is coming.

straightway: immediately. reins: narrow bands of leather or
ropes attached to the bit, used to direct a horse. pawing: hitting
at the ground with the hoof with impatience, fear, etc.

obstinate: stubborn. at once: immediately.

mumbled: said indistinctly under his breath.

piqued: stimulated.

burst out into: began suddenly and with violence.
roughly | gathered: | vaguely understood.
rosy with life: rosy because of life.

red with blood: red because there was blood on them. in haste:
in a hurry. aye, and: yes, and of course.



imagination had got hold of him, and he ended in a pertect
paroxysm of fear — whitefaced, perspiring, trembling and
looking round him, as if expecting that some dreadful pres-
ence would manifest itself there in the bright sunshine on the
open plain. Finally, in an agony of desperation, he cried:

"Walpurgis Nacht!" and pointed to the carriage for me to
get in. All my English blood rose at this, and. standing back,
[ said:

"You are atraid, Johann — you are atraid. Go home: I shall
return alone; the walk will do me good.” The carriage door
was open. | took trom 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
— Walpurgis Nacht 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 cross-road into the
valley.

With a despairing gesture, Johann turmed 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
overthe crest of the hillaman tall and thin. I could see somuch
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 | 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
[ dare say I tramped for a couple of hours without thinking of
time or distance, and certainly without seeing a person or a



had got hold of him: dominated, controlled him.

paroxysm: fit, passion. perspiring: sweating.

dreadful: horrible, fearful. presence: supernatural influence felt
to be near.

my English blood rose at this: my English pride was stimulated
by this.

walking-stick: cane.
excursions: trips.

restive: nervous.

imploring: begging.

| pitied: | felt sorry for.

deeply in earnest: very sincere. | could not help: | had to.

means: way.
he jabbered: talked in an unintelligible manner.

cross-road: a road that crosses another road.

looked after him: watched him as he went away.

a man tall and thin: (note poetic inversion).

they bolted: they ran away suddenly from fear.

| dare say: | imagine. | tramped: | walked, | hiked.



house. So far as the place was concerned, it was desolation
itself. But I did not notice this particularly till, on tuming a
bend in the road, I came upon a scattered fringe of wood; then
[ recognised that [ 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. [ 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 pictur-
esque. 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 [ hesitated. | had said I would see.the
deserted village, so on [ 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 followed 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 i 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
tfaster and heavier fell the snow, till the earth before and
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