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R E A D  T H I S   
Y E S ,  Y O U !  

Hello! I am so excited for you to sink your teeth into Bram Stoker’s 
Dracula. Though you may only think of vampires as Halloween cos-
tumes or sensationalist horror, Dracula is actually such a fun, deep read. 
Before you begin, here are a few things you should know. 

1) I, Erica Abbett, wrote the annotations. I’m an author and former 
teacher, and I’ve annotated about a dozen other classic novels. 
You’re in good hands! 
2) If a footnote falls after a word, it generally defines the word. If it 
falls after a punctuation mark, it generally explains the preceding 
sentence or idea. 
3) You do not have to read all the annotations. Brilliant as they are, 
they will take you out of the story. Use them when you need them; 
ignore them when you don’t! 
4) There is a glossary of terms at the back of the book. I’ve used 
my infallible  judgment in deciding which words are hard enough 1

to warrant a definition at the bottom of the page. Sometimes I re-
peat myself; often I don’t. In the latter case, you will find definitions 
at the back! 

That being said, I’ll see you in the footnotes! You can read my fore-
word after this, or skip straight to chapter one. 

Erica Abbett
Texas, 2025

 Infallible - Unfailing; incapable of being wrong1



F O R E W O R D   
B Y  E R I C A  A B B E T T  

If you don’t have much experience reading the classics, Bram Stok-
er’s Dracula is a bloody brilliant place to begin.1

The pacing is breathless, the language isn’t overly complex, and 
you probably know so much about vampires from popular culture that 
it can be quite fun to see where the mania originated. 

To be clear, Stoker didn’t invent the idea of vampires—the spooky 
stories go back centuries, particularly in the Transylvania region of 
Romania. However, Dracula’s publication in 1897 sparked a worldwide 
fascination that persists  to this day. 2

How many vampire books, shows, and movies have you seen, if 
only in passing? It’s actually bizarre how much this nonexistent crea-
ture has crept into our culture. Even if you’ve never read Dracula, you 
could probably tell me five things about “vampires” without much 
effort. 

They suck blood, have long canine teeth, can transform into bats, hate gar-
lic, fear sunlight…The list would be easy to rattle off. If you’re an expert, 
you might even “know” that their reflections are invisible in mirrors, 
and they cannot enter one’s home without an invitation.

An entire sub-genre is devoted to this imagined creature, and much 
of the fascination can be traced to the book you’re holding. 

SETTING THE SCENE

As you read Dracula, I want you to imagine it’s the year 1897. 
Household electricity is virtually nonexistent. When the sun sets, you 
read by the flickering light of a dying fire. Jack the Ripper still prowls 
London’s cobblestone streets, never having been caught after murder-

 I hope you appreciate the pun! 1

 Persists - Continues2
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ing five women—savaging their necks in particular—and some think 
he’s responsible for another four unsolved murders. Coal-based inven-
tions have made traveling easier than ever, but smoke smothers your 
cities, leaving them in a dreadful fog. No murderer could ask for a bet-
ter setting.

At the same time, these inventions have given you a sense of supe-
riority over other cultures and time periods. Why, it’s hard to believe 
your grandparents needed weeks, or even months, to send a message 
across the ocean! Thanks to those clever undersea telegraph cables, you 
can do it in minutes. You were young when Sir Arthur Conan Doyle’s 
Sherlock Holmes debuted as a column, but you’ve read all the books and 
are a firm believer in the powers of logic and deduction to solve even 
the most baffling mysteries.

In short, your world is in a state of rapid transformation. What once 
seemed impossible now exists before your very eyes, and nobody 
knows what will happen next.

Sitting in your coziest chair, you read a line about the hellfire flash-
ing in Dracula’s eyes, and…What was that? You could’ve sworn you 
saw something move from the corner of your eye. A log falls in the fire, 
and your heart nearly flies out the window. 

This is ridiculous, you think. It’s practically the 20th century! Britannia 
rules the waves, monsters aren’t real, and this is just a book. 

Nevertheless, you cock your head to the side and consider the word 
“Transylvania,” mentally translating from its Latin origins: “the land 
across the forest.” Dracula may be just a book, but Transylvania is a real 
place. A sinister-sounding one at that. What kind of land exists beyond 
the forest?

The lines begin to blur between fact and fiction. You think back on 
Sherlock Holmes and become a little skeptical. Logic is good and well 
when the author can choose the murderer, but you live in the real 
world, where grisly murders often go unsolved.

Suddenly, Dracula seems more realistic than Sherlock Holmes.1

AN EPISTOLARY NARRATIVE

Dracula wasn’t just a gripping read for Victorians. You’ll probably 

 Fun fact: Sir Arthur Conan Doyle and Bram Stoker were big fans of each 1

other’s books! And though they existed in different “worlds,” there were 
undoubtedly readers who enjoyed both Dracula and Sherlock Holmes.
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have a hard time putting it down, too. Beyond the story itself, Stoker’s 
decision to tell the story in letters, journal entries, and newspaper clip-
pings—or what’s known as an “epistolary narrative”—also adds to the 
story’s verisimilitude . 1

Think of it this way: if you were trying to convince a stranger of the 
wildest tale imaginable, how would you do it?

If you started your story with, “Once upon a time,” he’d assume 
you were telling a fairy tale. 

If you said, “I know this sounds crazy, but trust me,” he might lis-
ten, but he might also question your sanity. This approach is the equiv-
alent of a first-person narrative.  

But if you presented him with cold, hard evidence—a folder an inch 
thick with written testimony from a doctor, a lawyer, and a lord—he’d 
be far more likely to believe you, and this approach is the equivalent of 
an epistolary narrative.  

This approach “hacks” your discerning  nature. Though your con2 -
scious self knows you’re reading fiction, a deeper part can’t help but be 
convinced by all the evidence— even though Stoker manufactured it 3

all himself. 

SEDUCTION AND SEXUALITY

Queen Victoria (1819-1901) was famously prim and proper, and the 
empire largely followed her example. Though it didn’t cause a scandal, 
Dracula did push the limits of propriety for a novel published in her 
era. 

Though Dracula is presented as red-eyed and terrifying, every fe-
male vampire is described in terms of impossible beauty. Seductive and 
sexual, her hair blows in gentle waves as she draws unwitting men to 
their death with a “kiss.”  

Reading a passage like the one below, you’ll see what I mean. 
Jonathan Harker encounters three female vampires in the middle of the 
night, and recalls: 

All three had brilliant white teeth that shone like pearls 

 Verisimilitude - The appearance of being real1

 Discerning - Related to good judgement2

 I’ve been using em dashes since before ChatGPT made them suspicious, and I 3

refuse to give them up!
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against the ruby of their voluptuous lips. There was something 
about them that made me uneasy, some longing and at the same 
time some deadly fear. I felt in my heart a wicked, burning de-
sire that they would kiss me with those red lips. It is not good to 
note this down, lest some day it should meet Mina’s eyes and 
cause her pain; but it is the truth…One said:—

“Go on! You are first, and we shall follow; yours is the right 
to begin.” The other added:—

“He is young and strong; there are kisses for us all.” I lay 
quiet, looking out under my eyelashes in an agony of delightful 
anticipation. The fair girl advanced and bent over me till I could 
feel the movement of her breath upon me. Sweet it was in one 
sense, honey-sweet, and sent the same tingling through the 
nerves as her voice, but with a bitter underlying the sweet, a 
bitter offensiveness, as one smells in blood.

I was afraid to raise my eyelids, but looked out and saw 
perfectly under the lashes. The girl went on her knees, and bent 
over me, simply gloating. There was a deliberate voluptuous-
ness which was both thrilling and repulsive, and as she arched 
her neck she actually licked her lips like an animal, till I could 
see in the moonlight the moisture shining on the scarlet lips and 
on the red tongue as it lapped the white sharp teeth. Lower and 
lower went her head as the lips went below the range of my 
mouth and chin and seemed about to fasten on my throat…

The sexualization of vampires undoubtedly contributed to their 
continued popularity. Though many adaptations play with the myths—
saying they actually can touch a crucifix, or their skin really glitters in 
the sun—you’ll notice that they never omit the intense sexuality, speed, 
and strength associated with vampires.  

FAITH AND FIDELITY

Stoker’s Dracula could not exist without the extraordinary faith and 
fidelity  of its characters. God is mentioned by name a stunning 280 1

times! If modern adaptations are 99% seduction and 1% faith, Dracula 

 Fidelity - Faithfulness; loyalty1
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inverts that. 
When all hope seems lost, Stoker’s characters draw strength from 

the knowledge that Jesus triumphed over death, and with God’s help, 
they will, too. Certain they will meet their maker when they die, they 
repeatedly risk their lives to save one another. 

Jesus’ ultimate superiority also propels the plot. Recall that Stoker’s 
vampires cannot touch a crucifix  and are powerless against the Host , 1 2

which the characters use to trap the undead. 
When modern adaptations strip away these details—declaring it a 

“myth” that vampires cannot touch a crucifix, for instance—they also 
muddy the message and rob the story of its original depth. At its core, 
Dracula is a faith-based tale of good versus evil. When it’s reduced to 
“hot vampires,” an ocean becomes a swimming pool.

OP POS ING FO R C E S

Finally, I want you to notice how Stoker utilizes opposing forces to 
make the novel positively unputdownable. 

Can ancient terrors kill a modern man? Does Britannia rule the 
waves, or do deadly creatures lurk in the land beyond the forest? Can 
you kill the undead? Can a traditional woman embody elements of the 
“New Woman”? And most importantly: who wins in a battle of good 
vs. evil? It’s like watching five simultaneous tug-of-war tournaments 
where the loser dies. How could you possibly walk away?

As with all my annotated classics, I’ll be with you through the very 
end. If you’re ever confused, simply glance at the bottom of the page 
(or tap the little number in your e-reader). 

See you on the other side, 
Erica Abbett
Texas, 2025 

 Crucifix - A representation of Jesus on the cross (I used to think a cross and a 1

crucifix were the same thing, but a cross is the cross alone, whereas the cru-
cifix depicts Jesus still on it)

 The Host - Consecrated bread representing the body of Christ2



D R A C U L A  

TO MY DEAR FRIEND

HOMMY-BEG1

 

 Stoker’s nickname for his friend and fellow author Sir Thomas Henry Hall 1

Caine



How these papers have been placed in sequence will be made manifest in 
the reading of them. All needless matters have been eliminated, so that a histo-
ry almost at variance  with the possibilities of later-day belief may stand forth 1

as simple fact. There is throughout no statement of past things wherein memo-
ry may err, for all the records chosen are exactly contemporary , given from the 2

standpoints and within the range of knowledge of those who made them.3

 Variance - Inconsistent; at odds1

 Contemporary - Occurring at the same time as something else2

 A brilliant way to start the book. “You’ll soon find out how these papers were 3

compiled, but know in advance that it’s all 100% true.”



Chapter One 

JO N AT H A N HARKER’S  JO U R N A L

(Kept in shorthand.)

3 May. Bistritz .—Left Munich  at 8:35 P. M., on 1st May, arriving at 1 2

Vienna  early next morning; should have arrived at 6:46, but train was 3

an hour late. Buda-Pesth  seems a wonderful place, from the glimpse 4

which I got of it from the train and the little I could walk through the 
streets.  I feared to go very far from the station, as we had arrived late 5

and would start as near the correct time as possible. The impression I 
had was that we were leaving the West and entering the East;  the most 6

western of splendid bridges over the Danube , which is here of noble 7

width and depth, took us among the traditions of Turkish rule.
We left in pretty good time, and came after nightfall to Klausen-

burgh . Here I stopped for the night at the Hotel Royale. I had for din8 -
ner, or rather supper, a chicken done up some way with red pepper, 
which was very good but thirsty. (Mem., get recipe for Mina.)  I asked 9

the waiter, and he said it was called “paprika hendl,” and that, as it was 

 Bistritz - Town in the Transylvania region of Romania1

 Munich - City in Germany2

 Vienna - City in Austria3

 Buda-Pesth - Historic city now known as Budapest in Hungary4

 Don’t get too hung up on the geography. Your main takeaway should just be 5

that he’s traveling east.
 Underline this phrase. It will become a recurring theme throughout the begin6 -

ning of the book, this idea of leaving the “known” and civilized west for the 
wild and untamed east. 

 Danube - Second-longest river in Europe7

 Another city in Romania.8

 I’d underline and make a note in the margins: “Who is Mina?”9
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a national dish, I should be able to get it anywhere along the Carpathi-
ans . I found my smattering of German very useful here; indeed, I don’t 1

know how I should be able to get on without it.
Having had some time at my disposal when in London, I had visit-

ed the British Museum, and made search among the books and maps in 
the library regarding Transylvania; it had struck me that some fore-
knowledge of the country could hardly fail to have some importance in 
dealing with a nobleman of that country.  I find that the district he 2

named is in the extreme east of the country, just on the borders of three 
states, Transylvania, Moldavia and Bukovina, in the midst of the 
Carpathian mountains; one of the wildest and least known portions of 
Europe. I was not able to light on any map or work giving the exact 
locality of the Castle Dracula, as there are no maps of this country as 
yet to compare with our own Ordnance Survey maps;  but I found that 3

Bistritz, the post town named by Count Dracula, is a fairly well-known 
place. I shall enter here some of my notes, as they may refresh my 
memory when I talk over my travels with Mina.

In the population of Transylvania there are four distinct nationali-
ties: Saxons in the South, and mixed with them the Wallachs, who are 
the descendants of the Dacians; Magyars in the West, and Szekelys in 
the East and North.  I am going among the latter, who claim to be de4 -
scended from Attila and the Huns. This may be so, for when the Mag-
yars conquered the country in the eleventh century they found the 
Huns settled in it. I read that every known superstition in the world is 
gathered into the horseshoe of the Carpathians, as if it were the centre 
of some sort of imaginative whirlpool; if so my stay may be very inter-
esting. (Mem., I must ask the Count all about them.)5

I did not sleep well, though my bed was comfortable enough, for I 
had all sorts of queer  dreams. There was a dog howling all night under 6

 Carpathians - Eastern European mountain range1

 Now we know why he’s traveling east! He’s meeting with a nobleman from 2

Transylvania…
 Continuing the theme…Entering the wild and untamed east…3

 You don’t need to remember these details. They’re just meant to show that 4

Harker is a scholarly and methodical individual. 
 Note: he finds all the local superstitions “interesting,” like a museum or na5 -

tional dish. We get a sense that he’s a rational, “modern” man who doesn’t 
believe in ghost stories. 

 Queer - Strange (archaic definition)6
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my window, which may have had something to do with it; or it may 
have been the paprika, for I had to drink up all the water in my carafe , 1

and was still thirsty. Towards morning I slept and was wakened by the 
continuous knocking at my door, so I guess I must have been sleeping 
soundly then. I had for breakfast more paprika, and a sort of porridge 
of maize  flour which they said was “mamaliga,” and egg-plant stuffed 2

with forcemeat, a very excellent dish, which they call “impletata.” 
(Mem., get recipe for this also.) I had to hurry breakfast, for the train 
started a little before eight, or rather it ought to have done so, for after 
rushing to the station at 7:30 I had to sit in the carriage for more than an 
hour before we began to move. It seems to me that the further east you 
go the more unpunctual are the trains.  What ought they to be in Chi3 -
na?

All day long we seemed to dawdle through a country which was 
full of beauty of every kind.  Sometimes we saw little towns or castles 4

on the top of steep hills such as we see in old missals ; sometimes we 5

ran by rivers and streams which seemed from the wide stony margin 
on each side of them to be subject to great floods. It takes a lot of water, 
and running strong, to sweep the outside edge of a river clear. At every 
station there were groups of people, sometimes crowds, and in all sorts 
of attire. Some of them were just like the peasants at home or those I 
saw coming through France and Germany, with short jackets and 
round hats and home-made trousers; but others were very picturesque. 
The women looked pretty, except when you got near them,  but they 6

were very clumsy about the waist. They had all full white sleeves of 
some kind or other, and most of them had big belts with a lot of strips 
of something fluttering from them like the dresses in a ballet, but of 
course there were petticoats under them. The strangest figures we saw 
were the Slovaks, who were more barbarian than the rest, with their big 
cow-boy hats, great baggy dirty-white trousers, white linen shirts, and 

 Carafe - Pitcher of water1

 Maize - Corn2

 The theme continues…He’s leaving the orderly west…3

 But it’s important to note that he isn’t prejudiced against the east. He finds it 4

charming. Again, the point of all this is to convey that Harker is a reliable 
narrator: orderly and attentive to detail, impatient with delays like all Eng-
lishmen, but a good chap. 

 Missals - Prayer books5

 Ha! 6
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enormous heavy leather belts, nearly a foot wide, all studded over with 
brass nails. They wore high boots, with their trousers tucked into them, 
and had long black hair and heavy black moustaches.  They are very 1

picturesque, but do not look prepossessing . On the stage they would 2

be set down at once as some old Oriental band of brigands.  They are, 3

however, I am told, very harmless and rather wanting in natural self-
assertion.4

It was on the dark side of twilight when we got to Bistritz, which is 
a very interesting old place. Being practically on the frontier—for the 
Borgo Pass leads from it into Bukovina—it has had a very stormy exis-
tence,  and it certainly shows marks of it. Fifty years ago a series of 5

great fires took place, which made terrible havoc on five separate occa-
sions. At the very beginning of the seventeenth century it underwent a 
siege of three weeks and lost 13,000 people, the casualties of war proper 
being assisted by famine and disease.

Count Dracula had directed me to go to the Golden Krone Hotel, 
which I found, to my great delight, to be thoroughly old-fashioned, for 
of course I wanted to see all I could of the ways of the country. I was 
evidently expected, for when I got near the door I faced a cheery-look-
ing elderly woman in the usual peasant dress—white undergarment 
with long double apron, front, and back, of coloured stuff fitting almost 
too tight for modesty. When I came close she bowed and said, “The 
Herr  Englishman?” “Yes,” I said, “Jonathan Harker.” She smiled, and 6

gave some message to an elderly man in white shirt-sleeves, who had 
followed her to the door. He went, but immediately returned with a 
letter:—

“My Friend.—Welcome to the Carpathians. I am anxiously expecting you. 
Sleep well to-night. At three to-morrow the diligence will start for Bukovina; a 
place on it is kept for you. At the Borgo Pass my carriage will await you and 

 You don’t need to remember these details. We’re just getting to know Harker, 1

establishing that he’s a man of facts and detail. If anything, he’s a bit of a 
dull stick—highly unlikely to just invent a story about vampires, for in-
stance.

 Prepossessing - Attractive or appealing2

 “In England, people would immediately assume they were thieves.”3

 “Weirdly enough, I’m told they’re rather shy.”4

 Excellent atmosphere-building. 5

 Herr - German equivalent of “Mr.”6
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will bring you to me. I trust that your journey from London has been a happy 
one, and that you will enjoy your stay in my beautiful land.

“Your friend, 
“Dracula.”

4 May.—I found that my landlord had got a letter from the Count, 
directing him to secure the best place on the coach for me; but on mak-
ing inquiries as to details he seemed somewhat reticent , and pretended 1

that he could not understand my German. This could not be true, be-
cause up to then he had understood it perfectly; at least, he answered 
my questions exactly as if he did. He and his wife, the old lady who 
had received me, looked at each other in a frightened sort of way. He 
mumbled out that the money had been sent in a letter, and that was all 
he knew. When I asked him if he knew Count Dracula, and could tell 
me anything of his castle, both he and his wife crossed themselves, and, 
saying that they knew nothing at all, simply refused to speak further.  2

It was so near the time of starting that I had no time to ask any one else, 
for it was all very mysterious and not by any means comforting.

Just before I was leaving, the old lady came up to my room and said 
in a very hysterical way:

“Must you go? Oh! young Herr, must you go?” She was in such an 
excited state that she seemed to have lost her grip of what German she 
knew, and mixed it all up with some other language which I did not 
know at all. I was just able to follow her by asking many questions. 
When I told her that I must go at once, and that I was engaged on im-
portant business, she asked again:

“Do you know what day it is?” I answered that it was the fourth of 
May. She shook her head as she said again:

“Oh, yes! I know that! I know that, but do you know what day it 
is?” On my saying that I did not understand, she went on:

“It is the eve of St. George’s Day. Do you not know that to-night, 
when the clock strikes midnight, all the evil things in the world will 
have full sway? Do you know where you are going, and what you are 
going to?” She was in such evident distress that I tried to comfort her, 

 Reticent - Not fully revealing one’s thoughts or feelings1

 Imagine if you were going to stay with someone in a foreign country, and 2

everybody clams up and starts crossing themselves at the very mention of 
him! 
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but without effect. Finally she went down on her knees and implored  1

me not to go; at least to wait a day or two before starting. It was all very 
ridiculous but  I did not feel comfortable. However, there was business 2

to be done, and I could allow nothing to interfere with it. I therefore 
tried to raise her up, and said, as gravely as I could, that I thanked her, 
but my duty was imperative , and that I must go. She then rose and 3

dried her eyes, and taking a crucifix  from her neck offered it to me. I 4

did not know what to do, for, as an English Churchman, I have been 
taught to regard such things as in some measure idolatrous,  and yet it 5

seemed so ungracious to refuse an old lady meaning so well and in 
such a state of mind. She saw, I suppose, the doubt in my face, for she 
put the rosary  round my neck, and said, “For your mother’s sake,” 6

and went out of the room. I am writing up this part of the diary whilst I 
am waiting for the coach, which is, of course, late; and the crucifix is 
still round my neck. Whether it is the old lady’s fear, or the many 
ghostly traditions of this place, or the crucifix itself, I do not know, but I 
am not feeling nearly as easy in my mind as usual. If this book should 
ever reach Mina before I do, let it bring my good-bye.  Here comes the 7

coach!

5 May. The Castle.—The grey of the morning has passed, and the sun 
is high over the distant horizon, which seems jagged, whether with 
trees or hills I know not, for it is so far off that big things and little are 
mixed. I am not sleepy, and, as I am not to be called till I awake, natu-
rally I write till sleep comes. There are many odd things to put down, 
and, lest who reads them may fancy that I dined too well before I left 
Bistritz, let me put down my dinner exactly. I dined on what they called 
“robber steak”—bits of bacon, onion, and beef, seasoned with red pep-

 Implored - Begged1

 The “but” here means something like “so”2

 Imperative - Crucial; of the utmost importance3

 Crucifix - A cross with Jesus still “fixed” to it4

 This is a reference to Romania’s predominantly Eastern Orthodox population. 5

In both Orthodox and Catholic iconography, Christ is often shown on the 
cross, while Protestant denominations (like the Church of England) tend to 
depict an empty cross. In other words, a crucifix shows Christ “fixed” to the 
cross; a plain cross does not.

 Rosary - Often worn as a necklace, one can use the beads of the rosary to keep 6

track of prayers and other devotions
 Suddenly, Harker considers the possibility he might not make it home…7
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per, and strung on sticks and roasted over the fire, in the simple style of 
the London cat’s meat! The wine was Golden Mediasch, which pro-
duces a queer sting on the tongue, which is, however, not disagreeable. 
I had only a couple of glasses of this, and nothing else.1

When I got on the coach the driver had not taken his seat, and I saw 
him talking with the landlady. They were evidently talking of me, for 
every now and then they looked at me, and some of the people who 
were sitting on the bench outside the door—which they call by a name 
meaning “word-bearer”—came and listened, and then looked at me, 
most of them pityingly. I could hear a lot of words often repeated, 
queer words, for there were many nationalities in the crowd; so I quiet-
ly got my polyglot  dictionary from my bag and looked them out. I 2

must say they were not cheering to me, for amongst them were “Or-
dog”—Satan, “pokol”—hell, “stregoica”—witch, “vrolok” and 
“vlkoslak”—both of which mean the same thing, one being Slovak and 
the other Servian for something that is either were-wolf or vampire. 
(Mem., I must ask the Count about these superstitions)3

When we started, the crowd round the inn door, which had by this 
time swelled to a considerable size, all made the sign of the cross and 
pointed two fingers towards me. With some difficulty I got a fellow-
passenger to tell me what they meant; he would not answer at first, but 
on learning that I was English, he explained that it was a charm or 
guard against the evil eye. This was not very pleasant for me, just start-
ing for an unknown place to meet an unknown man; but every one 
seemed so kind-hearted, and so sorrowful, and so sympathetic that I 
could not but be touched. I shall never forget the last glimpse which I 
had of the inn-yard and its crowd of picturesque figures, all crossing 
themselves, as they stood round the wide archway, with its background 
of rich foliage of oleander and orange trees in green tubs clustered in 
the centre of the yard. Then our driver, whose wide linen drawers cov-
ered the whole front of the box-seat—“gotza” they call them—cracked 
his big whip over his four small horses, which ran abreast, and we set 

 Translation: “I was not drunk, and did not imagine what I am about to tell 1

you.”
 Polyglot (adj.) - Containing many languages2

 This is a great example of dramatic irony (when the audience knows some3 -
thing the characters don’t). We know they’re speaking about Count Dracula, 
but poor Harker doesn’t.
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off on our journey.
I soon lost sight and recollection of ghostly fears in the beauty of the 

scene as we drove along, although had I known the language, or rather 
languages, which my fellow-passengers were speaking, I might not 
have been able to throw them off so easily. Before us lay a green sloping 
land full of forests and woods, with here and there steep hills, crowned 
with clumps of trees or with farmhouses, the blank gable end to the 
road. There was everywhere a bewildering mass of fruit blossom—
apple, plum, pear, cherry; and as we drove by I could see the green 
grass under the trees spangled with the fallen petals. In and out 
amongst these green hills of what they call here the “Mittel Land” ran 
the road, losing itself as it swept round the grassy curve, or was shut 
out by the straggling ends of pine woods, which here and there ran 
down the hillsides like tongues of flame. The road was rugged, but still 
we seemed to fly over it with a feverish haste. I could not understand 
then what the haste meant, but the driver was evidently bent on losing 
no time in reaching Borgo Prund. I was told that this road is in sum-
mertime excellent, but that it had not yet been put in order after the 
winter snows. In this respect it is different from the general run of 
roads in the Carpathians, for it is an old tradition that they are not to be 
kept in too good order. Of old the Hospadars would not repair them, 
lest the Turk should think that they were preparing to bring in foreign 
troops, and so hasten the war which was always really at loading 
point.1

Beyond the green swelling hills of the Mittel Land rose mighty 
slopes of forest up to the lofty steeps of the Carpathians themselves. 
Right and left of us they towered, with the afternoon sun falling full 
upon them and bringing out all the glorious colours of this beautiful 
range, deep blue and purple in the shadows of the peaks, green and 
brown where grass and rock mingled, and an endless perspective of 
jagged rock and pointed crags, till these were themselves lost in the 
distance, where the snowy peaks rose grandly. Here and there seemed 
mighty rifts in the mountains, through which, as the sun began to sink, 
we saw now and again the white gleam of falling water. One of my 
companions touched my arm as we swept round the base of a hill and 
opened up the lofty, snow-covered peak of a mountain, which seemed, 

 More miscellaneous details to show what a smart and reliable narrator he is. 1
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as we wound on our serpentine  way, to be right before us:—1

“Look! Isten szek!”—“God’s seat!”—and he crossed himself rever-
ently.

As we wound on our endless way, and the sun sank lower and low-
er behind us, the shadows of the evening began to creep round us.  2

This was emphasised by the fact that the snowy mountain-top still held 
the sunset, and seemed to glow out with a delicate cool pink. Here and 
there we passed Cszeks and Slovaks, all in picturesque attire, but I no-
ticed that goitre  was painfully prevalent. By the roadside were many 3

crosses, and as we swept by, my companions all crossed themselves. 
Here and there was a peasant man or woman kneeling before a shrine, 
who did not even turn round as we approached, but seemed in the self-
surrender of devotion to have neither eyes nor ears for the outer world. 
There were many things new to me: for instance, hay-ricks in the trees, 
and here and there very beautiful masses of weeping birch, their white 
stems shining like silver through the delicate green of the leaves. Now 
and again we passed a leiter-wagon—the ordinary peasant’s cart—with 
its long, snake-like vertebra, calculated to suit the inequalities of the 
road. On this were sure to be seated quite a group of home-coming 
peasants, the Cszeks with their white, and the Slovaks with their 
coloured, sheepskins, the latter carrying lance-fashion their long staves, 
with axe at end. As the evening fell it began to get very cold, and the 
growing twilight seemed to merge into one dark mistiness the gloom of 
the trees, oak, beech, and pine, though in the valleys which ran deep 
between the spurs of the hills, as we ascended through the Pass, the 
dark firs stood out here and there against the background of late-lying 
snow. Sometimes, as the road was cut through the pine woods that 
seemed in the darkness to be closing down upon us, great masses of 
greyness, which here and there bestrewed the trees, produced a pecu-
liarly weird and solemn effect, which carried on the thoughts and grim 
fancies engendered earlier in the evening, when the falling sunset 
threw into strange relief the ghost-like clouds which amongst the 
Carpathians seem to wind ceaselessly through the valleys. Sometimes 
the hills were so steep that, despite our driver’s haste,  the horses could 4

 Serpentine - Snake-like (note the word choice)1

 More great atmosphere, bringing the shadows to life. 2

 Goitre - A disease characterized by a swelling of the neck3

 Why is the driver in such a rush?4
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only go slowly. I wished to get down and walk up them, as we do at 
home, but the driver would not hear of it. “No, no,” he said; “you must 
not walk here; the dogs are too fierce”; and then he added, with what 
he evidently meant for grim pleasantry—for he looked round to catch 
the approving smile of the rest—“and you may have enough of such 
matters before you go to sleep.” The only stop he would make was a 
moment’s pause to light his lamps.

When it grew dark there seemed to be some excitement amongst 
the passengers, and they kept speaking to him, one after the other, as 
though urging him to further speed. He lashed the horses unmercifully 
with his long whip, and with wild cries of encouragement urged them 
on to further exertions . Then through the darkness I could see a sort of 1

patch of grey light ahead of us, as though there were a cleft  in the hills. 2

The excitement of the passengers grew greater; the crazy coach rocked 
on its great leather springs, and swayed like a boat tossed on a stormy 
sea. I had to hold on. The road grew more level, and we appeared to fly 
along. Then the mountains seemed to come nearer to us on each side 
and to frown down upon us; we were entering on the Borgo Pass. One 
by one several of the passengers offered me gifts, which they pressed 
upon me with an earnestness which would take no denial; these were 
certainly of an odd and varied kind, but each was given in simple good 
faith, with a kindly word, and a blessing, and that strange mixture of 
fear-meaning movements which I had seen outside the hotel at Bistritz
—the sign of the cross and the guard against the evil eye. Then, as we 
flew along, the driver leaned forward, and on each side the passengers, 
craning over the edge of the coach, peered eagerly into the darkness. It 
was evident that something very exciting was either happening or ex-
pected, but though I asked each passenger, no one would give me the 
slightest explanation. This state of excitement kept on for some little 
time; and at last we saw before us the Pass opening out on the eastern 
side. There were dark, rolling clouds overhead, and in the air the heavy, 
oppressive sense of thunder. It seemed as though the mountain range 
had separated two atmospheres, and that now we had got into the 
thunderous one. I was now myself looking out for the conveyance  3

which was to take me to the Count. Each moment I expected to see the 
glare of lamps through the blackness; but all was dark. The only light 

 Exertions - Labors; hard work1

 Cleft - Split; division2

 Conveyance - Method of transportation3
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was the flickering rays of our own lamps, in which the steam from our 
hard-driven horses rose in a white cloud. We could see now the sandy 
road lying white before us, but there was on it no sign of a vehicle. The 
passengers drew back with a sigh of gladness, which seemed to mock 
my own disappointment.  I was already thinking what I had best do, 1

when the driver, looking at his watch, said to the others something 
which I could hardly hear, it was spoken so quietly and in so low a 
tone; I thought it was “An hour less than the time.” Then turning to 
me, he said in German worse than my own:—

“There is no carriage here. The Herr is not expected after all. He will 
now come on to Bukovina, and return to-morrow or the next day; bet-
ter the next day.”  Whilst he was speaking the horses began to neigh 2

and snort and plunge wildly, so that the driver had to hold them up. 
Then, amongst a chorus of screams from the peasants and a universal 
crossing of themselves, a calèche , with four horses, drove up behind 3

us, overtook us, and drew up beside the coach. I could see from the 
flash of our lamps, as the rays fell on them, that the horses were coal-
black and splendid animals. They were driven by a tall man, with a 
long brown beard and a great black hat, which seemed to hide his face 
from us. I could only see the gleam of a pair of very bright eyes, which 
seemed red in the lamplight,  as he turned to us. He said to the driver:4

—
“You are early to-night, my friend.” The man stammered in reply:—
“The English Herr was in a hurry,” to which the stranger replied:—
“That is why, I suppose, you wished him to go on to Bukovina. You 

cannot deceive me, my friend; I know too much, and my horses are 
swift.”  As he spoke he smiled, and the lamplight fell on a hard-looking 5

mouth, with very red lips and sharp-looking teeth, as white as ivory. 
One of my companions whispered to another the line from Burger’s 
“Lenore”:—

“Denn die Todten reiten schnell”—
(“For the dead travel fast.”)

 Significant1

 The driver is telling Harker to come back to town with them, and try to meet 2

the count again in a few days. 
 Calèche - Small horse-drawn carriage3

 Yikes4

 Ah! The creepy man knows the villager was trying to save Harker…5
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The strange driver evidently heard the words, for he looked up 
with a gleaming smile. The passenger turned his face away, at the same 
time putting out his two fingers and crossing himself. “Give me the 
Herr’s luggage,” said the driver; and with exceeding alacrity  my bags 1

were handed out and put in the calèche. Then I descended from the 
side of the coach, as the calèche was close alongside, the driver helping 
me with a hand which caught my arm in a grip of steel; his strength 
must have been prodigious . Without a word he shook his reins, the 2

horses turned, and we swept into the darkness of the Pass. As I looked 
back I saw the steam from the horses of the coach by the light of the 
lamps, and projected against it the figures of my late companions cross-
ing themselves. Then the driver cracked his whip and called to his 
horses, and off they swept on their way to Bukovina. As they sank into 
the darkness I felt a strange chill, and a lonely feeling came over me; 
but a cloak was thrown over my shoulders, and a rug across my knees, 
and the driver said in excellent German:—

“The night is chill, mein Herr, and my master the Count bade me 
take all care of you. There is a flask of slivovitz (the plum brandy of the 
country) underneath the seat, if you should require it.” I did not take 
any, but it was a comfort to know it was there all the same. I felt a little 
strangely, and not a little frightened. I think had there been any alterna-
tive I should have taken it, instead of prosecuting that unknown night 
journey. The carriage went at a hard pace straight along, then we made 
a complete turn and went along another straight road. It seemed to me 
that we were simply going over and over the same ground again; and 
so I took note of some salient  point, and found that this was so. I 3

would have liked to have asked the driver what this all meant, but I 
really feared to do so, for I thought that, placed as I was, any protest 
would have had no effect in case there had been an intention to delay. 
By-and-by, however, as I was curious to know how time was passing, I 
struck a match, and by its flame looked at my watch; it was within a 
few minutes of midnight. This gave me a sort of shock, for I suppose 
the general superstition about midnight was increased by my recent 
experiences. I waited with a sick feeling of suspense.

Then a dog began to howl somewhere in a farmhouse far down the 

 Alacrity - Speed1

 Prodigious - Unnatural; remarkable2

 Salient - Conspicuous 3
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road—a long, agonised wailing, as if from fear.  The sound was taken 1

up by another dog, and then another and another, till, borne on the 
wind which now sighed softly through the Pass, a wild howling began, 
which seemed to come from all over the country, as far as the imagina-
tion could grasp it through the gloom of the night. At the first howl the 
horses began to strain and rear, but the driver spoke to them soothing-
ly, and they quieted down, but shivered and sweated as though after a 
runaway from sudden fright. Then, far off in the distance, from the 
mountains on each side of us began a louder and a sharper howling—
that of wolves—which affected both the horses and myself in the same 
way—for I was minded to jump from the calèche and run, whilst they 
reared again and plunged madly, so that the driver had to use all his 
great strength to keep them from bolting. In a few minutes, however, 
my own ears got accustomed to the sound, and the horses so far be-
came quiet that the driver was able to descend and to stand before 
them. He petted and soothed them, and whispered something in their 
ears, as I have heard of horse-tamers doing, and with extraordinary 
effect, for under his caresses they became quite manageable again, 
though they still trembled. The driver again took his seat, and shaking 
his reins, started off at a great pace. This time, after going to the far side 
of the Pass, he suddenly turned down a narrow roadway which ran 
sharply to the right.2

Soon we were hemmed in with trees, which in places arched right 
over the roadway till we passed as through a tunnel; and again great 
frowning rocks guarded us boldly on either side.  Though we were in 3

shelter, we could hear the rising wind, for it moaned and whistled 
through the rocks, and the branches of the trees crashed together as we 
swept along. It grew colder and colder still, and fine, powdery snow 
began to fall, so that soon we and all around us were covered with a 
white blanket. The keen wind still carried the howling of the dogs, 
though this grew fainter as we went on our way. The baying of the 
wolves sounded nearer and nearer, as though they were closing round 
on us from every side. I grew dreadfully afraid, and the horses shared 
my fear. The driver, however, was not in the least disturbed; he kept 
turning his head to left and right, but I could not see anything through 
the darkness.

 That’s all this creepy scene needed: the mournful howling of a hound.1

 Now that it’s midnight, they’re no longer going in circles…2

 Excellent personification.3
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Suddenly, away on our left, I saw a faint flickering blue flame. The 
driver saw it at the same moment; he at once checked the horses, and, 
jumping to the ground, disappeared into the darkness. I did not know 
what to do, the less as the howling of the wolves grew closer; but while 
I wondered the driver suddenly appeared again, and without a word 
took his seat, and we resumed our journey. I think I must have fallen 
asleep and kept dreaming of the incident, for it seemed to be repeated 
endlessly, and now looking back, it is like a sort of awful nightmare. 
Once the flame appeared so near the road, that even in the darkness 
around us I could watch the driver’s motions. He went rapidly to 
where the blue flame arose—it must have been very faint, for it did not 
seem to illumine the place around it at all—and gathering a few stones, 
formed them into some device. Once there appeared a strange optical 
effect: when he stood between me and the flame he did not obstruct it, 
for I could see its ghostly flicker all the same. This startled me, but as 
the effect was only momentary, I took it that my eyes deceived me 
straining through the darkness. Then for a time there were no blue 
flames, and we sped onwards through the gloom, with the howling of 
the wolves around us, as though they were following in a moving cir-
cle.

At last there came a time when the driver went further afield than 
he had yet gone, and during his absence, the horses began to tremble 
worse than ever and to snort and scream with fright. I could not see 
any cause for it, for the howling of the wolves had ceased altogether; 
but just then the moon, sailing through the black clouds, appeared be-
hind the jagged crest of a beetling, pine-clad rock, and by its light I saw 
around us a ring of wolves, with white teeth and lolling red tongues, 
with long, sinewy limbs and shaggy hair. They were a hundred times 
more terrible in the grim silence which held them than even when they 
howled. For myself, I felt a sort of paralysis of fear. It is only when a 
man feels himself face to face with such horrors that he can understand 
their true import.

All at once the wolves began to howl as though the moonlight had 
had some peculiar effect on them. The horses jumped about and reared, 
and looked helplessly round with eyes that rolled in a way painful to 
see; but the living ring of terror encompassed them on every side; and 
they had perforce  to remain within it. I called to the coachman to 1

 Perforce - No choice but (to)1
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come, for it seemed to me that our only chance was to try to break out 
through the ring and to aid his approach. I shouted and beat the side of 
the calèche, hoping by the noise to scare the wolves from that side, so 
as to give him a chance of reaching the trap. How he came there, I 
know not, but I heard his voice raised in a tone of imperious  com1 -
mand, and looking towards the sound, saw him stand in the roadway. 
As he swept his long arms, as though brushing aside some impalpable  2

obstacle, the wolves fell back and back further still.  Just then a heavy 3

cloud passed across the face of the moon, so that we were again in 
darkness.

When I could see again the driver was climbing into the calèche, 
and the wolves had disappeared. This was all so strange and uncanny 
that a dreadful fear came upon me, and I was afraid to speak or move. 
The time seemed interminable as we swept on our way, now in almost 
complete darkness, for the rolling clouds obscured the moon. We kept 
on ascending, with occasional periods of quick descent, but in the main 
always ascending. Suddenly, I became conscious of the fact that the 
driver was in the act of pulling up the horses in the courtyard of a vast 
ruined castle, from whose tall black windows came no ray of light, and 
whose broken battlements showed a jagged line against the moonlit 
sky.

 Imperious - Dominant; with emperor-like authority1

 Impalpable - Unable to be felt or comprehended2

 With a wave of the man’s hand, the howling solves fell back…3
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5 May.—I must have been asleep, for certainly if I had been fully 
awake I must have noticed the approach of such a remarkable place. In 
the gloom the courtyard looked of considerable size, and as several 
dark ways led from it under great round arches, it perhaps seemed big-
ger than it really is. I have not yet been able to see it by daylight.

When the calèche stopped, the driver jumped down and held out 
his hand to assist me to alight . Again I could not but notice his prodi1 -
gious strength. His hand actually seemed like a steel vice that could 
have crushed mine if he had chosen. Then he took out my traps , and 2

placed them on the ground beside me as I stood close to a great door, 
old and studded with large iron nails, and set in a projecting doorway 
of massive stone. I could see even in the dim light that the stone was 
massively carved, but that the carving had been much worn by time 
and weather. As I stood, the driver jumped again into his seat and 
shook the reins; the horses started forward, and trap  and all disap3 -
peared down one of the dark openings.

I stood in silence where I was, for I did not know what to do. Of bell 
or knocker there was no sign; through these frowning walls and dark 
window openings it was not likely that my voice could penetrate. The 
time I waited seemed endless, and I felt doubts and fears crowding 
upon me. What sort of place had I come to, and among what kind of 

 Alight - Descend1

 Traps - Luggage; personal belongings2

 Trap - Light, two-wheeled carriage (yes, confusing considering he uses the 3

word “traps” for luggage a few lines above)
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people?  What sort of grim adventure was it on which I had embarked? 1

Was this a customary incident in the life of a solicitor’s clerk sent out to 
explain the purchase of a London estate to a foreigner?  Solicitor’s 2

clerk! Mina would not like that. Solicitor—for just before leaving Lon-
don I got word that my examination was successful; and I am now a 
full-blown solicitor ! I began to rub my eyes and pinch myself to see if I 3

were awake.  It all seemed like a horrible nightmare to me, and I ex4 -
pected that I should suddenly awake, and find myself at home, with 
the dawn struggling in through the windows, as I had now and again 
felt in the morning after a day of overwork. But my flesh answered the 
pinching test, and my eyes were not to be deceived. I was indeed 
awake and among the Carpathians. All I could do now was to be pa-
tient, and to wait the coming of the morning.

Just as I had come to this conclusion I heard a heavy step approach-
ing behind the great door, and saw through the chinks the gleam of a 
coming light. Then there was the sound of rattling chains and the 
clanking of massive bolts drawn back. A key was turned with the loud 
grating noise of long disuse, and the great door swung back.

Within, stood a tall old man, clean shaven save for a long white 
moustache, and clad in black from head to foot, without a single speck 
of colour about him anywhere. He held in his hand an antique silver 
lamp, in which the flame burned without chimney or globe of any 
kind,  throwing long quivering shadows as it flickered in the draught 5

of the open door. The old man motioned me in with his right hand with 
a courtly gesture, saying in excellent English, but with a strange intona-
tion:—

 If you’ve ever seen Downton Abbey (or any show from this approximate era), 1

you’ll know that greeting guests was a BIG DEAL. Everybody, including the 
servants, waited outside in a neat line to receive them. This is what Harker 
expects. Instead, he’s been carted around like cursed luggage, scared half to 
death with a carriage ride from hell, and dumped ALONE in front of a 
jagged castle in the middle of the night! He has truly left the “known” west 
now. Everything is different here.

 A-ha! So this is why Harker is here. Dracula has bought property in London, 2

and Harker works for the lawyer that arranged the transaction. 
 Solicitor - Lawyer3

 He even knows the subjunctive! (Most of us would say, “If I WAS awake,” but 4

it should be “were” because it’s conditional.) Again, the point here is that 
Harker is a smart, well-educated man who isn’t prone to wild fancies. 

 Usually there was a glass orb around a lantern to protect it from blowing out.5
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“Welcome to my house! Enter freely and of your own will!”  He 1

made no motion of stepping to meet me, but stood like a statue, as 
though his gesture of welcome had fixed him into stone. The instant, 
however, that I had stepped over the threshold, he moved impulsively 
forward, and holding out his hand grasped mine with a strength which 
made me wince, an effect which was not lessened by the fact that it 
seemed as cold as ice—more like the hand of a dead than a living man. 
Again he said:—

“Welcome to my house. Come freely. Go safely; and leave some-
thing of the happiness you bring!” The strength of the handshake was 
so much akin to that which I had noticed in the driver, whose face I had 
not seen, that for a moment I doubted if it were not the same person to 
whom I was speaking; so to make sure, I said interrogatively :—2

“Count Dracula?” He bowed in a courtly way as he replied:—
“I am Dracula; and I bid you welcome, Mr. Harker, to my house. 

Come in; the night air is chill, and you must need to eat and rest.” As 
he was speaking, he put the lamp on a bracket on the wall, and step-
ping out, took my luggage; he had carried it in before I could forestall  3

him.  I protested but he insisted:—4

“Nay, sir, you are my guest. It is late, and my people are not avail-
able. Let me see to your comfort myself.” He insisted on carrying my 
traps along the passage, and then up a great winding stair, and along 
another great passage, on whose stone floor our steps rang heavily. At 
the end of this he threw open a heavy door, and I rejoiced to see within 
a well-lit room in which a table was spread for supper, and on whose 
mighty hearth a great fire of logs, freshly replenished, flamed and 
flared.

The Count halted, putting down my bags, closed the door, and 
crossing the room, opened another door, which led into a small octago-
nal room lit by a single lamp, and seemingly without a window of any 
sort. Passing through this, he opened another door, and motioned me 

 According to folklore, vampires can’t enter your home without being invited. 1

Presumably the inverse is also true: they can’t bring you into their homes 
unless you agree to enter.

 Interrogatively - Questioningly2

 Forestall - Prevent3

 The horror! A count carrying the luggage himself! (This is what Harker would 4

be thinking, aghast). 
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to enter. It was a welcome sight; for here was a great bedroom well 
lighted and warmed with another log fire,—also added to but lately, for 
the top logs were fresh—which sent a hollow roar up the wide chim-
ney. The Count himself left my luggage inside and withdrew, saying, 
before he closed the door:—

“You will need, after your journey, to refresh yourself by making 
your toilet . I trust you will find all you wish. When you are ready, 1

come into the other room, where you will find your supper prepared.”
The light and warmth and the Count’s courteous welcome seemed 

to have dissipated  all my doubts and fears. Having then reached my 2

normal state, I discovered that I was half famished  with hunger; so 3

making a hasty toilet, I went into the other room.
I found supper already laid out. My host, who stood on one side of 

the great fireplace, leaning against the stonework, made a graceful 
wave of his hand to the table, and said:—

“I pray you, be seated and sup how you please. You will, I trust, 
excuse me that I do not join you; but I have dined already, and I do not 
sup.”

I handed to him the sealed letter which Mr. Hawkins had entrusted 
to me. He opened it and read it gravely; then, with a charming smile, 
he handed it to me to read. One passage of it, at least, gave me a thrill 
of pleasure.

“I must regret that an attack of gout , from which malady  I am a 4 5

constant sufferer, forbids absolutely any travelling on my part for some 
time to come; but I am happy to say I can send a sufficient substitute, 
one in whom I have every possible confidence. He is a young man, full 
of energy and talent in his own way, and of a very faithful disposition . 6

He is discreet  and silent, and has grown into manhood in my service. 7

He shall be ready to attend on you when you will during his stay, and 
shall take your instructions in all matters.”

 Toilet - Not a literal toilet, but basically, “You’ll want to freshen up.”1

 Dissipated - Dissolved; melted away2

 Famished - Starving3

 Gout - A disease that causes acute pain in the lower limbs, often making it 4

difficult to walk
 Malady - Illness5

 Disposition - One’s personal nature; personality6

 Discreet - Tactful; not likely to share one’s secrets7
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The Count himself came forward and took off the cover of a dish,  1

and I fell to at once on an excellent roast chicken. This, with some 
cheese and a salad and a bottle of old Tokay, of which I had two glass-
es, was my supper. During the time I was eating it the Count asked me 
many questions as to my journey, and I told him by degrees all I had 
experienced.

By this time I had finished my supper, and by my host’s desire had 
drawn up a chair by the fire and begun to smoke a cigar which he of-
fered me, at the same time excusing himself that he did not smoke. I 
had now an opportunity of observing him, and found him of a very 
marked physiognomy .2

His face was a strong—a very strong—aquiline , with high bridge 3

of the thin nose and peculiarly arched nostrils; with lofty domed fore-
head, and hair growing scantily round the temples but profusely else-
where. His eyebrows were very massive, almost meeting over the nose, 
and with bushy hair that seemed to curl in its own profusion . The 4

mouth, so far as I could see it under the heavy moustache, was fixed 
and rather cruel-looking, with peculiarly sharp white teeth; these pro-
truded over the lips, whose remarkable ruddiness  showed astonishing 5

vitality  in a man of his years. For the rest, his ears were pale, and at the 6

tops extremely pointed; the chin was broad and strong, and the cheeks 
firm though thin. The general effect was one of extraordinary pallor .7

Hitherto I had noticed the backs of his hands as they lay on his 
knees in the firelight, and they had seemed rather white and fine; but 
seeing them now close to me, I could not but notice that they were 
rather coarse—broad, with squat fingers. Strange to say, there were 
hairs in the centre of the palm. The nails were long and fine, and cut to 
a sharp point.  As the Count leaned over me and his hands touched me, 8

I could not repress  a shudder. It may have been that his breath was 9

 Again, this would have shocked Harker. Where are the servants?1

 Physiognomy - The supposed science of being able to infer someone’s person2 -
ality based on their facial features

 Aquiline - Hawk-like3

 Profusion - Abundance4

 Ruddiness - Redness5

 Vitality - Energy; liveliness6

 Pallor - Paleness7

 Yuck and yuck. 8

 Repress - Hold back9
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rank , but a horrible feeling of nausea came over me, which, do what I 1

would, I could not conceal. The Count, evidently noticing it, drew back; 
and with a grim sort of smile, which showed more than he had yet 
done his protuberant  teeth, sat himself down again on his own side of 2

the fireplace. We were both silent for a while; and as I looked towards 
the window I saw the first dim streak of the coming dawn. There 
seemed a strange stillness over everything; but as I listened I heard as if 
from down below in the valley the howling of many wolves. The 
Count’s eyes gleamed, and he said:—

“Listen to them—the children of the night. What music they make!” 
Seeing, I suppose, some expression in my face strange to him, he 
added:—

“Ah, sir, you dwellers in the city cannot enter into the feelings of the 
hunter.” Then he rose and said:—

“But you must be tired. Your bedroom is all ready, and to-morrow 
you shall sleep as late as you will. I have to be away till the afternoon; 
so sleep well and dream well!” With a courteous bow, he opened for 
me himself the door to the octagonal room, and I entered my 
bedroom....

I am all in a sea of wonders. I doubt; I fear; I think strange things, 
which I dare not confess to my own soul. God keep me, if only for the 
sake of those dear to me!

 
7 May.—It is again early morning, but I have rested and enjoyed the 

last twenty-four hours. I slept till late in the day, and awoke of my own 
accord. When I had dressed myself I went into the room where we had 
supped, and found a cold breakfast laid out, with coffee kept hot by the 
pot being placed on the hearth. There was a card on the table, on which 
was written:—

“I have to be absent for a while. Do not wait for me.—D.” I set to 
and enjoyed a hearty meal. When I had done, I looked for a bell, so that 
I might let the servants know I had finished; but I could not find one. 
There are certainly odd deficiencies  in the house, considering the ex3 -
traordinary evidences of wealth which are round me. The table service 
is of gold, and so beautifully wrought that it must be of immense value. 

 Rank - Foul; gross1

 Protuberant - Jutting out2

 Deficiencies - Things that are lacking3
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The curtains and upholstery of the chairs and sofas and the hangings of 
my bed are of the costliest and most beautiful fabrics, and must have 
been of fabulous value when they were made, for they are centuries 
old, though in excellent order. I saw something like them in Hampton 
Court , but there they were worn and frayed and moth-eaten. But still 1

in none of the rooms is there a mirror. There is not even a toilet glass on 
my table, and I had to get the little shaving glass from my bag before I 
could either shave or brush my hair.  I have not yet seen a servant 2

anywhere, or heard a sound near the castle except the howling of 
wolves. Some time after I had finished my meal—I do not know 
whether to call it breakfast or dinner, for it was between five and six 
o’clock when I had it—I looked about for something to read, for I did 
not like to go about the castle until I had asked the Count’s permission. 
There was absolutely nothing in the room, book, newspaper, or even 
writing materials; so I opened another door in the room and found a 
sort of library. The door opposite mine I tried, but found it locked.

In the library I found, to my great delight, a vast number of English 
books, whole shelves full of them, and bound volumes of magazines 
and newspapers. A table in the centre was littered with English maga-
zines and newspapers, though none of them were of very recent date. 
The books were of the most varied kind—history, geography, politics, 
political economy, botany, geology, law—all relating to England and 
English life and customs and manners. There were even such books of 
reference as the London Directory, the “Red” and “Blue” books, 
Whitaker’s Almanac, the Army and Navy Lists, and—it somehow 
gladdened my heart to see it—the Law List.3

Whilst I was looking at the books, the door opened, and the Count 
entered. He saluted me in a hearty way, and hoped that I had had a 
good night’s rest. Then he went on:—

“I am glad you found your way in here, for I am sure there is much 
that will interest you. These companions”—and he laid his hand on 
some of the books—“have been good friends to me, and for some years 
past, ever since I had the idea of going to London, have given me many, 
many hours of pleasure. Through them I have come to know your great 
England; and to know her is to love her. I long to go through the 

 Hampton Court - A royal palace near London1

 According to legend, vampires can’t be seen in mirrors…2

 He's studying England…3
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crowded streets of your mighty London, to be in the midst of the whirl 
and rush of humanity, to share its life, its change, its death, and all that 
makes it what it is. But alas! as yet I only know your tongue through 
books. To you, my friend, I look that I know it to speak.”

“But, Count,” I said, “you know and speak English thoroughly!” He 
bowed gravely.

“I thank you, my friend, for your all too-flattering estimate, but yet I 
fear that I am but a little way on the road I would travel. True, I know 
the grammar and the words, but yet I know not how to speak them.”

“Indeed,” I said, “you speak excellently.”
“Not so,” he answered. “Well, I know that, did I move and speak in 

your London, none there are who would not know me for a stranger. 
That is not enough for me. Here I am noble; I am boyar; the common 
people know me, and I am master. But a stranger in a strange land, he 
is no one; men know him not—and to know not is to care not for. I am 
content if I am like the rest, so that no man stops if he see me, or pause 
in his speaking if he hear my words, ‘Ha, ha! a stranger!’ I have been so 
long master that I would be master still—or at least that none other 
should be master of me. You come to me not alone as agent of my 
friend Peter Hawkins, of Exeter, to tell me all about my new estate in 
London. You shall, I trust, rest here with me awhile, so that by our talk-
ing I may learn the English intonation; and I would that you tell me 
when I make error, even of the smallest, in my speaking.  I am sorry 1

that I had to be away so long to-day; but you will, I know, forgive one 
who has so many important affairs in hand.”

Of course I said all I could about being willing, and asked if I might 
come into that room when I chose. He answered: “Yes, certainly,” and 
added:—

“You may go anywhere you wish in the castle, except where the 
doors are locked, where of course you will not wish to go. There is rea-
son that all things are as they are, and did you see with my eyes and 
know with my knowledge, you would perhaps better understand.” I 
said I was sure of this, and then he went on:—

“We are in Transylvania; and Transylvania is not England. Our 
ways are not your ways, and there shall be to you many strange things. 
Nay, from what you have told me of your experiences already, you 

 “You’re not just here on legal matters; you’re also going to be my English 1

teacher.”
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know something of what strange things there may be.”
This led to much conversation; and as it was evident that he wanted 

to talk, if only for talking’s sake, I asked him many questions regarding 
things that had already happened to me or come within my notice. 
Sometimes he sheered off the subject, or turned the conversation by 
pretending not to understand; but generally he answered all I asked 
most frankly. Then as time went on, and I had got somewhat bolder, I 
asked him of some of the strange things of the preceding night, as, for 
instance, why the coachman went to the places where he had seen the 
blue flames. He then explained to me that it was commonly believed 
that on a certain night of the year—last night, in fact, when all evil spir-
its are supposed to have unchecked sway—a blue flame is seen over 
any place where treasure has been concealed. “That treasure has been 
hidden,” he went on, “in the region through which you came last night, 
there can be but little doubt; for it was the ground fought over for cen-
turies by the Wallachian, the Saxon, and the Turk. Why, there is hardly 
a foot of soil in all this region that has not been enriched by the blood of 
men, patriots or invaders. In old days there were stirring times, when 
the Austrian and the Hungarian came up in hordes, and the patriots 
went out to meet them—men and women, the aged and the children 
too—and waited their coming on the rocks above the passes, that they 
might sweep destruction on them with their artificial avalanches. When 
the invader was triumphant he found but little, for whatever there was 
had been sheltered in the friendly soil.”1

“But how,” said I, “can it have remained so long undiscovered, 
when there is a sure index to it if men will but take the trouble to 
look?” The Count smiled, and as his lips ran back over his gums, the 
long, sharp, canine teeth showed out strangely; he answered:—

“Because your peasant is at heart a coward and a fool! Those flames 
only appear on one night; and on that night no man of this land will, if 
he can help it, stir without his doors.  And, dear sir, even if he did he 2

would not know what to do. Why, even the peasant that you tell me of 
who marked the place of the flame would not know where to look in 
daylight even for his own work. Even you would not, I dare be sworn, 

 The blue light is supposed to indicate where treasure was buried before inva1 -
sions. 

 This sentence is actually kind of funny. We expect him to be scornful of the 2

peasants for believing in the “blue light indicates where treasure is” story, 
but he’s actually scornful because they’re too afraid to get it. 
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be able to find these places again?”
“There you are right,” I said. “I know no more than the dead where 

even to look for them.” Then we drifted into other matters.
“Come,” he said at last, “tell me of London and of the house which 

you have procured  for me.” With an apology for my remissness , I 1 2

went into my own room to get the papers from my bag. Whilst I was 
placing them in order I heard a rattling of china and silver in the next 
room, and as I passed through, noticed that the table had been cleared 
and the lamp lit,  for it was by this time deep into the dark. The lamps 3

were also lit in the study or library, and I found the Count lying on the 
sofa, reading, of all things in the world, an English Bradshaw’s Guide . 4

When I came in he cleared the books and papers from the table; and 
with him I went into plans and deeds and figures of all sorts. He was 
interested in everything, and asked me a myriad  questions about the 5

place and its surroundings. He clearly had studied beforehand all he 
could get on the subject of the neighbourhood, for he evidently at the 
end knew very much more than I did. When I remarked this, he an-
swered:—

“Well, but, my friend, is it not needful that I should? When I go 
there I shall be all alone, and my friend Harker Jonathan—nay, pardon 
me, I fall into my country’s habit of putting your patronymic  first—my 6

friend Jonathan Harker will not be by my side to correct and aid me. 
He will be in Exeter, miles away, probably working at papers of the law 
with my other friend, Peter Hawkins. So!”

We went thoroughly into the business of the purchase of the estate 
at Purfleet. When I had told him the facts and got his signature to the 
necessary papers, and had written a letter with them ready to post to 
Mr. Hawkins, he began to ask me how I had come across so suitable a 
place. I read to him the notes which I had made at the time, and which I 
inscribe here:—

 Procured - Obtained; gotten1

 Remissness - Negligence; not doing something one ought2

 By whom? Was it Dracula himself, trying to hide the fact that there are no ser3 -
vants?

 English Bradshaw’s Guide - A travel book known for publishing train sched4 -
ules

 Myriad - Great variety or number5

 Patronymic - Last name6
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“At Purfleet, on a by-road, I came across just such a place as seemed 
to be required, and where was displayed a dilapidated  notice that the 1

place was for sale. It is surrounded by a high wall, of ancient structure, 
built of heavy stones, and has not been repaired for a large number of 
years. The closed gates are of heavy old oak and iron, all eaten with 
rust.2

“The estate is called Carfax, no doubt a corruption of the old Quatre 
Face, as the house is four-sided, agreeing with the cardinal points of the 
compass. It contains in all some twenty acres, quite surrounded by the 
solid stone wall above mentioned. There are many trees on it, which 
make it in places gloomy, and there is a deep, dark-looking pond or 
small lake, evidently fed by some springs, as the water is clear and 
flows away in a fair-sized stream. The house is very large and of all 
periods back, I should say, to mediæval times, for one part is of stone 
immensely thick, with only a few windows high up and heavily barred 
with iron. It looks like part of a keep , and is close to an old chapel or 3

church. I could not enter it, as I had not the key of the door leading to it 
from the house, but I have taken with my kodak  views of it from vari4 -
ous points. The house has been added to, but in a very straggling way, 
and I can only guess at the amount of ground it covers, which must be 
very great. There are but few houses close at hand, one being a very 
large house only recently added to and formed into a private lunatic 
asylum.  It is not, however, visible from the grounds.”5

When I had finished, he said:—
“I am glad that it is old and big. I myself am of an old family, and to 

live in a new house would kill me. A house cannot be made habitable 
in a day; and, after all, how few days go to make up a century.  I rejoice 6

also that there is a chapel of old times. We Transylvanian nobles love 
not to think that our bones may lie amongst the common dead. I seek 

 Dilapidated - Run-down1

 I’m trying to imagine what Dracula said he wanted, if they saw this and 2

thought it would be “so suitable.”
 The central and strongest part of a castle, into which one could retreat if under 3

attack
 Kodak - Camera4

 And right next to a lunatic asylum! Splendid. 5

 He’s slipping a bit here. How many of us measure our lives in centuries?6
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not gaiety  nor mirth , not the bright voluptuousness of much sunshine 1 2

and sparkling waters which please the young and gay.  I am no longer 3

young; and my heart, through weary years of mourning over the dead, 
is not attuned to mirth. Moreover, the walls of my castle are broken; the 
shadows are many, and the wind breathes cold through the broken 
battlements and casements.  I love the shade and the shadow, and 4

would be alone with my thoughts when I may.” Somehow his words 
and his look did not seem to accord, or else it was that his cast of face 
made his smile look malignant  and saturnine .5 6 7

Presently, with an excuse, he left me, asking me to put all my papers 
together. He was some little time away, and I began to look at some of 
the books around me. One was an atlas, which I found opened natural-
ly at England, as if that map had been much used. On looking at it I 
found in certain places little rings marked, and on examining these I 
noticed that one was near London on the east side, manifestly where 
his new estate was situated; the other two were Exeter, and Whitby on 
the Yorkshire coast.

It was the better part of an hour when the Count returned. “Aha!” 
he said; “still at your books? Good! But you must not work always. 
Come; I am informed that your supper is ready.” He took my arm, and 
we went into the next room, where I found an excellent supper ready 
on the table.  The Count again excused himself, as he had dined out on 8

his being away from home. But he sat as on the previous night, and 
chatted whilst I ate. After supper I smoked, as on the last evening, and 
the Count stayed with me, chatting and asking questions on every con-
ceivable subject, hour after hour. I felt that it was getting very late in-
deed, but I did not say anything, for I felt under obligation to meet my 
host’s wishes in every way. I was not sleepy, as the long sleep yesterday 
had fortified me; but I could not help experiencing that chill which 

 Gaiety - Lighthearted cheerfulness1

 Mirth - Humor; amusement2

 Reminder that vampires’ skin was said to burn and dissolve if it came into 3

contact with sunlight.
 The defensive walls (battlements) and windows (casements) are falling apart.4

 Malignant - Harmful; wishing to do evil5

 Saturnine - Dark and gloomy6

 He’s saying he’s old and just wants to be alone, but he’s doing this creepy smile 7

as if anticipating…What?
 Dracula was totally making this supper. 8



29 DRACULA

comes over one at the coming of the dawn, which is like, in its way, the 
turn of the tide. They say that people who are near death die generally 
at the change to the dawn or at the turn of the tide; any one who has 
when tired, and tied as it were to his post, experienced this change in 
the atmosphere can well believe it.  All at once we heard the crow of a 1

cock coming up with preternatural shrillness through the clear morn-
ing air; Count Dracula, jumping to his feet, said:—

“Why, there is the morning again! How remiss I am to let you stay 
up so long. You must make your conversation regarding my dear new 
country of England less interesting, so that I may not forget how time 
flies by us,” and, with a courtly bow, he quickly left me.

I went into my own room and drew the curtains, but there was little 
to notice; my window opened into the courtyard, all I could see was the 
warm grey of quickening sky. So I pulled the curtains again, and have 
written of this day.

 
8 May.—I began to fear as I wrote in this book that I was getting too 

diffuse ; but now I am glad that I went into detail from the first, for 2

there is something so strange about this place and all in it that I cannot 
but feel uneasy. I wish I were safe out of it, or that I had never come. It 
may be that this strange night-existence is telling on me; but would that 
that were all! If there were any one to talk to I could bear it, but there is 
no one. I have only the Count to speak with, and he!—I fear I am my-
self the only living soul within the place. Let me be prosaic  so far as 3

facts can be; it will help me to bear up, and imagination must not run 
riot with me. If it does I am lost. Let me say at once how I stand—or 
seem to.

I only slept a few hours when I went to bed, and feeling that I could 
not sleep any more, got up. I had hung my shaving glass by the win-
dow, and was just beginning to shave. Suddenly I felt a hand on my 
shoulder, and heard the Count’s voice saying to me, “Good-morning.” I 
started, for it amazed me that I had not seen him, since the reflection of 
the glass covered the whole room behind me. In starting I had cut my-
self slightly, but did not notice it at the moment. Having answered the 

 You can tell the creepy ambiance is getting to him because of the types of com1 -
parisons he’s drawing. 

 Diffuse - Wordy; not concise2

 Prosaic - Straightforward3



JONATHAN HARKER’S JOURNAL 30

Count’s salutation , I turned to the glass again to see how I had been 1

mistaken. This time there could be no error, for the man was close to 
me, and I could see him over my shoulder. But there was no reflection 
of him in the mirror! The whole room behind me was displayed; but 
there was no sign of a man in it, except myself. This was startling, and, 
coming on the top of so many strange things, was beginning to increase 
that vague feeling of uneasiness which I always have when the Count 
is near; but at the instant I saw that the cut had bled a little, and the 
blood was trickling over my chin. I laid down the razor, turning as I 
did so half round to look for some sticking plaster . When the Count 2

saw my face, his eyes blazed with a sort of demoniac fury, and he sud-
denly made a grab at my throat. I drew away, and his hand touched the 
string of beads which held the crucifix. It made an instant change in 
him, for the fury passed so quickly that I could hardly believe that it 
was ever there.

“Take care,” he said, “take care how you cut yourself. It is more 
dangerous than you think in this country.” Then seizing the shaving 
glass, he went on: “And this is the wretched thing that has done the 
mischief. It is a foul bauble  of man’s vanity. Away with it!” and open3 -
ing the heavy window with one wrench of his terrible hand, he flung 
out the glass, which was shattered into a thousand pieces on the stones 
of the courtyard far below. Then he withdrew without a word. It is very 
annoying, for I do not see how I am to shave, unless in my watch-case 
or the bottom of the shaving-pot, which is fortunately of metal.

When I went into the dining-room, breakfast was prepared; but I 
could not find the Count anywhere. So I breakfasted alone. It is strange 
that as yet I have not seen the Count eat or drink. He must be a very 
peculiar man! After breakfast I did a little exploring in the castle. I went 
out on the stairs, and found a room looking towards the South. The 
view was magnificent, and from where I stood there was every oppor-
tunity of seeing it. The castle is on the very edge of a terrible precipice . 4

A stone falling from the window would fall a thousand feet without 
touching anything! As far as the eye can reach is a sea of green tree 
tops, with occasionally a deep rift where there is a chasm. Here and 

 Salutation - Greeting1

 Sticking plaster - Like a band-aid2

 Bauble - Trinket3

 Precipice - Cliff4
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there are silver threads where the rivers wind in deep gorges through 
the forests.

But I am not in heart to describe beauty, for when I had seen the 
view I explored further; doors, doors, doors everywhere, and all locked 
and bolted. In no place save from the windows in the castle walls is 
there an available exit.

The castle is a veritable  prison, and I am a prisoner!1

 Veritable - True; genuine1
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