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Praise for The Book of Renfield


 

“Renfield, the bug-eating madman who skulks on the periphery of events in Bram Stoker's Dracula, takes center stage in Lucas's pastiche of Victorian penny dreadfuls. His Boswell is John L. Seward, administrator of the local sanitarium, who presents the personal interviews, diary extracts and conversations that make up this book as information that never made it into Stoker's novel. Unlike his traditional hysterical caricature, the Renfield of this Dickensian account is a sensitive foundling whose childhood hunger for love was never fulfilled by cruel peers and adults. Even his infamous obsession with animals begins as a search for affection from childhood pets. A superb storyteller, Lucas (Throat Sprockets) mimics Stoker's style so well that it's hard to distinguish his own writing from passages interpolated from Dracula. Nevertheless, his achievement is dubious. The Shakespearean fool of Stoker's tale, Renfield is best in his bit part as a commentator whose insane remarks are both eerily prescient and a dark reflection of his evil vampire master. This fully humanized character study will appeal mostly to readers who didn't get enough of him in Dracula.”

– Publishers Weekly 

 

“Renfield, a minor but memorable character in Bram Stoker's Dracula is best remembered as the vampire's rat-eating devotee. Now Lucas gives Renfield his due, focusing on Dr. Seward's sessions with him, which in this novel delve into Renfield's sad childhood and his seduction by the dark side. While Dr. Seward nurses his broken heart after Lucy Westenra rejects his offer of marriage in favor of that of his friend, Arthur, he draws out Renfield's story, from abandonment as a young child to the household of the vicar who raised him to the several families who take him in over time. Renfield's closest attachment is to Jolly, a mouse, until the beautiful but sinister Milady comes into his life. Lucas does an impressive job of rendering the Victorian sensibilities and echoing Victorian writing as he recounts Renfield's sad coming-of-age and Seward's research and heartache. Devotees of Dracula will want to sink their teeth into this clever retelling of the vampire tale from Dr. Seward's and Renfield's perspectives.”

– Kristine Huntley, Booklist

 

"Dracula enthusiasts will derive a great deal of enjoyment… The Book of Renfield is an original contribution to one of the most popular vampire stories, and it is an engrossing and entertaining piece of writing" 

– June Pulliam, Necrofile 

 

"This book gives us a great insight… In Stoker’s work we do not know why [Renfield] is so connected to the Count, nor do we know anything about his life. Lucas fills in these gaps masterfully… an excellent widening of the original novel that never strays from Stoker’s vision.” 

-–A. Boylan, Talieisin Meets The Vampires blog
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The Four Faces of Renfield: 
A Foreword 
by Stephen R. Bissette


 

“Isn't this a strange conversation for men who aren't crazy?”

—Renfield (Dwight Frye) in the 1931 film Dracula

 

A Book of Renfield?

No. The Book of Renfield.

High time, too, that Renfield have his own book, over a century after the character was introduced to the world via Bram Stoker’s 1897 novel Dracula. In short order, by the third decade of the 20th century, Renfield had become as well-known a companion to his Master as Friday was to Robinson Crusoe, as Watson was to Holmes, as Jane was to Tarzan, and (for my generation, born in 1955) as Jimmy Olsen was to Superman. 

The subtitle to this novel—A Gospel of Dracula—is entirely appropriate, for this was and is, in its way, a most Holy undertaking; for its author a sacred read, to its readers a blessing and a benediction. It was and remains a dream (of its author), a dream made tangible (the book you hold at this very moment in your hand), a nightmare and an exorcism in and of itself, the lifting of a long-standing curse. 

And oh, what a curse it has been for Renfield, in all his mercurial incarnations.

__

 

“It is old, and has many memories, and there are bad dreams

for those who sleep unwisely. Be warned!”

—Count Dracula (in Bram Stoker’s Dracula)

 

To join in Tim Lucas’s benediction and exorcism, we must do as Tim did to write this novel, and purge from our mind every face of Renfield we might carry with us, knowingly or unknowingly.

The first face of Renfield was a mystery to most of us: who is that fiend leering from that magazine cover? 

My own first exposure to Renfield was via the tiny black-and-white images of the mail-order back issues of Famous Monsters of Filmland in the first issue of that magazine I ever laid eyes upon. I was fascinated by the tantalizing cover image for FM #18 (the cover dated July 1962, when I would have been seven years old), a portrait of stage actor Bernard Jukes as you-know-who, as painted by the late, great Basil Gogos. It was years before I acquired a copy of #15, in which FM editor Forrest J. Ackerman misidentified Jukes as Dwight Frye on the contents page of that issue. Frye was the actor who had played Renfield in the justifiably revered Universal Picture Dracula (1931), the first of the Universal monster movies I lucked into seeing on late-night television as a lad. 

Of Jukes, the first popular incarnation of Renfield in 20th century pop culture (though he was chronologically preceded on stage by G. Malcolm Russell), Tim Lucas later wrote (June 2005): “Bernard Jukes also portrayed Renfield in every stage performance of the Hamilton Deane play prior to Lugosi joining the company in America, as early as 1923 (opposite Raymond Huntley [as Dracula])—according to David Skal's essential American Gothic…. based on the surviving promotional photos (I have seen only two), Jukes' Renfield is up there with Chaney's Man in the Beaver Hat as one of the great lost performances associated with the horror genre.” I’ve since seen extant photographs of Jukes-as-Renfield that might exist (you can easily find them online), but it is the misidentified Basil Gogos painting I see in my mind’s eye, without fail. 

The second face of Renfield—the face that most Monster Kids cannot help but picture (and hear) when we read or hear the name Renfield—was that of Dwight Frye. His Renfield wasn’t Stoker’s Renfield but a fusion of Stoker’s real estate agent Jonathan Harker and Dr. Seward’s asylum patient Renfield; the first character we meet in the film, en route to Dracula’s castle, through whom we first meet Bela Lugosi’s Count Dracula on the stairs. Frye’s Renfield goes from dapper, well-dressed realtor taken aback by his destination and host (“I don't know what happened to the driver and my luggage and… Well, and with all this, I thought I was in the wrong place”), soon to be transformed into the first of Dracula’s onscreen prey—fly to the spider, if you will. 

Frye’s Renfield becomes Dracula’s first male slave, a zoöphagous madman damned to serve, damned by his Master, if not by God (“God will not damn a poor lunatic's soul!”). As this is The Book of Renfield, the first literary incarnation of the character to finally flesh out Bram Stoker’s original creation, I am loath to recover all-too-familiar turf in discussing Frye’s performance and its longevity; suffice to say, whenever anyone of my generation does a vocal imitation or evocation of Renfield, it is Frye’s voice and mannerisms we imitate (“Rats! Rats! Rats! Thousands! Millions of them! All red blood!”), sometimes imitating the imitations we’d heard or seen from comedic mimics on TV variety shows.

I cannot fix a third face of Renfield into my mind. In cinema alone, there were two Renfields that preceded Frye to the screen (the 1920 Hungarian Drakula is a lost film, but Alexander Granach cut a memorable figure as Nosferatu’s Knock in 1922, a composite character of Stoker’s Renfield and Mr. Hawkins). Many, many Renfields followed in Frye’s footsteps, as played by Pablo Álvarez Rubio, Klaus Kinski, Jack Shepherd, Tony Haygarth, Roland Topor, Arte Johnson, Tom Waits, Peter MacNicol, Brett Forest, Manoj, Simon Ludders, Ian Pfister, Giovanni Franzoni, Nonso Anozie, Samuel Barnett, Ewan Bailey, Mark Gatiss, Stuart Packer, and most recently—in Universal’s new comedy Renfield (2023)—Nicholas Hoult. None of them, nary a one, has dislodged Frye from his lunatic’s throne.

There have been countless stage Renfields; in Hamilton Deane’s original adaptation for the stage, Renfield was killed by Dracula, in the 1927 American revision by John. L. Balderston, Renfield survives. Nevertheless, save for Jukes, I defy any reader to conjure a single stage actor’s name in the role. There have been radio and television Renfields, and animated cartoon Renfields and comic book Renfields and surrogate Renfields (including, in one episode of Buffy the Vampire Slayer, a possessed Xander Harris, played by Nicholas Brendon). The year before the original publication of The Book of Renfield , author Jim Butcher reduced Renfield to a one-size-fits-all tag, a moniker, a slang term for any vampire’s mortal slave (in Blood Rites, 2004). 

There isn’t a fourth face of Renfield I can conjure for you. Perhaps Renfield’s fourth face is the lack of one. For instance, there was no Renfield per se in the Hammer Films Dracula series Tim and I grew up with, replaced by a procession of faux-Renfields in thrall of Christopher Lee’s Dracula. Some of these split Renfield’s role in Stoker’s novel into multiple personae, such as the lethal combination of Ludwig (Thorley Walters) and Klove (Philip Latham) in the 1966 Dracula, Prince of Darkness (Ludwig coming across as Renfield in all but name, looking more the character as Stoker envisioned him than any of them), while others embodied more overt corruptions of the spirit (i.e., Ewan Hooper’s tragic priest in Dracula Has Risen From the Grave, 1968). There were many other mortal vampire servants—Drakula Istanbul’da (1953) had his Azmi, Barnabas Collins had his Willie Loomis, Count Yorga had his Brudah, the Dracula of Van Helsing (2004) had his Igor—but none of them were Renfield. When Count Chockula joined Snap, Crackle, and Pop, Cheerios, and Kellogg’s Corn Flakes on supermarket shelves, I wondered if Renfield might score his own breakfast cereal brand—spoon-sized biscuits in the shapes of flies, spiders, birds, and bonus kittens, perhaps—but it was never to be. Renfield never achieved that scrumptious level of instant public recognition.

 

* * *

 

“No! I am sick of all that rubbish!”

—Renfield to Dr. Seward (in Bram Stoker’s Dracula)

 

For Renfield as a character, for over a century he has suffered a corrosive process, struggling to survive a process of elimination by media exposure and over-exposure, and hence erosion, a reduction to the lowest form of media existence—but not, until this novel, an exorcism. 

A liberation. A long-overdue celebration of all that is and could have always (and might have always) been Renfield.

Perhaps, over time, The Book of Renfield: A Gospel of Dracula will become a bible: in the vocabulary of popular media production, Renfield’s Bible, transcending all but its wellspring, Bram Stoker’s 1897 novel. But less than two decades cannot decide such a thing, and the book you are about to read is not the book published in 2005. As Tim Lucas explains in his Afterword to this new edition, this is a revision, incorporating components cut from Renfield’s diet in the original publication, while revising and expanding much else: an exorcism, if you will, of the earlier exorcism. 

This, I think, is the fourth face of Renfield. 

It is more than that: The Book of Renfield is also an illumination and exploration of one of Stoker’s supporting characters, Dr. Seward. In many ways, having known this book’s author since the 1980s, it is Tim’s voice I hear most clearly in Dr. Seward’s diary entries, not in Renfield’s autobiography. Despite the fact (as Tim verifies in his Afterword) there is much of Tim’s own life reflected in his account of Renfield’s life-before-Dracula, there is perhaps more of the Tim I know and love in Seward. 

Having said that, I leave you to discover what you will of Dr. Seward in the pages that follow. In the construct of both Stoker’s novel and Tim’s Book of Renfield, Seward is the reliable narrator to Renfield’s unreliable narrator, transparent in his own longings and appetites in ways we’ve never experienced before in either Stoker or any of his novel’s countless adaptations and spin-offs. 

I could go on, but I won’t. This is a foreword, and it should be nothing more. I could detail Renfield’s introduction in Stoker’s novel, but that is pointless: either before or after you savor this novel, give yourself the gift of rereading Stoker’s classic. 

The artifice of Tim’s novel begins with the introduction immediately following this text. As it was with Stoker’s source document, this novel is comprised of many voices, an account of multiple accounts, layered and dense, spanning not just the duration of Dr. Seward’s and Renfield’s shared time on this dustball, but of time beyond their lifetimes, into our shared present, where madmen indeed rule. 

I leave you with Dr. Van Helsing’s caution to Dr. Seward of 7 September, among the first sentiments Van Helsing shares with Seward upon their meeting on Liverpool Street (Chapter X of Dracula), as detailed in Seward’s diary:

 

“‘…my good friend Jonathan, let me caution you. You deal with the madmen. All men are mad in some way or the other; and inasmuch as you deal discreetly with your madmen, so deal with God’s madmen, too—the rest of the world. You tell not your madmen what you do nor why you do it; you tell them not what you think. So you shall keep knowledge in its place, where it may rest—where it may gather its kind around it and breed. You and I shall keep as yet what we know here, and here.’

He touched me on the heart and on the forehead, and then touched himself the same way…”

 

Let The Book of Renfield touch you, 
trust Tim to whisper in your ear its tale of wonder, 
woe, and more than one lost soul.

I bid you welcome to The Book of Renfield. 
Let the strange conversations begin.

 

—Stephen R. Bissette

Mountains of Madness, winter/spring, 2023

 

Stephen R. Bissette has more than four faces of his own. He is, first and perhaps foremost, a comics legend, best-known for his 1980s run as an illustrator (with John Totleben) on Alan Moore’s Swamp Thing (DC), which encompassed the creation of Constantine, who subsequently became the key figure of both film and television series. Also, he is a successful self-publisher whose SpiderBaby Grafix launched his critically acclaimed horror anthology Taboo as well as Tyrant, an ambitious graphic novel series documenting the life cycle of a Tyrannosaurus Rex. In more recent years, he has served as an educator and consultant at the Center for Cartoon Studies in White River Junction, Vermont. And then there are his literary faces which encompass such film-related fiction as Aliens: Tribes (1993) and the framing story of Studio of Screams(2020) and an impressive body of work as a Rondo Award-winning film historian and DVD/Blu-ray audio commentator. His most recent works are a hefty monograph on David Cronenberg’s The Brood (PS Publishing), the first volume of an ambitious new series, Cryptid Cinema: Bigfoot, Bayou Beasts & Backwoods Bogeymen of the Movies, and the sketchbooks Thoughtful Creatures and Brooding Creatures (all SpiderBaby Grafix & Publications).

THE BOOK OF RENFIELD

The ravings of the mad are the secrets of God.

—Bram Stoker 




Editor’s Note 


 

As will be definitively explained in this book’s Foreword by my great-grandfather Dr. John (“Jack”) Lennox Seward, the following manuscript has been cobbled together from a variety of materials originating from different sources and media. These have heretofore been suppressed—in accordance with his final wishes. That said, certain excerpts from his personal diaries were incorporated into the ‘novel’ known as Dracula. These were provided to that book’s author, Mr. Bram Stoker, by Mr. and Mrs. Jonathan Harker and, in some instances, subsequently edited (or rewritten) at the insistence of his publisher, Archibald Constable and Company. These sometimes fragmented passages have been Bolded in acknowledgement of their prior publication. In an effort to make the following easier to digest, the entries from my ancestor’s personal and professional diaries will be treated without distinction. Furthermore, the passages labeled as “Commentary” were added by my great-grandfather circa 1939. 

—Martin Seward, 2005 

 




PART ONE

 

Now John was clothed with camel’s hair and wore a leather belt around his waist and ate locusts and wild honey. And he preached, saying, ‘After me come he who is mightier than I, the strap of whose sandals I am not worthy to stoop down and untie.’ 

—Mark 1:6-7 


Foreword 
by Dr. John L. Seward 


 


‘GOD’S WILL BE DONE!’ 


 

These were the words spoken by Mrs. Wilhelmina Harker, née Murray, on the evening of 3 October 1885, upon learning of the violent death of my patient, R. M. Renfield, at Carfax Asylum. The official record, which I was obliged to verify, certified Mr. Renfield’s death as being caused by injuries sustained as a result of falling out of bed. A preposterous explanation for a completely shattered body, I grant you, but in the coldly appraising eye of the average medical official, infinitely more acceptable than the truth: that Renfield had been annihilated by his Un-Dead ‘Lord and Master,’ Count Dracula. At some point—shortly before or after he left Renfield’s cell inhabited by only the merest spark of life in a pool of blood—Dracula sought to silence his pathetic minion utterly by unearthing the records of his verbal histories, so attentively transcribed by my secretary Mr. Ralph Morrison, and throwing them into the fireplace of my private study. When the monster was put to his overdue death not long after, he died unaware that a second complete set of transcripts also existed—not a precaution I take with all of my patients, however which I did take with poor Renfield, once I had become convinced that he was under Dracula’s control. Once collected and deemed as complete as could be, those papers—some reconstructed from Morrison’s original short-hand manuscripts—which had survived through sheer accident were then secured in my office safe, where they remained undisturbed until the spring of 1892.

To understand how and why these long-suppressed documents should now come to light, the reader must understand that the destruction of Count Dracula, outside his castle in Transylvania, brought no particular relief to those of us who effected it. Indeed, once my friends Lord Godalming (Arthur Holmwood), Jonathan and Wilhelmina (Murray) Harker, and I had returned to our homes in London and Purfleet, Sussex, from the Balkans—our good companion and mentor Professor Abraham Van Helsing having returned with our eternal gratitude and fond wishes to his home in Amsterdam—the four of us found ourselves unexpectedly driven apart by our shared memories of the mission. 

At first, I considered that our instinctive rejection of one another’s company was our shared response to the untimely deaths of our beloved friend and sister, Miss Lucy Westenra—the woman to whom Godalming was betrothed, and the woman I loved—and our brave American comrade, Mr. Quincey P. Morris. But, as the years accumulated behind our victory and those losses, I came to understand that we had all decided independently to avoid one another’s company thereafter for a reason we did not consciously understand: because the very fact of our fellowship was chilling confirmation that so profound and personified an evil had actually existed… walked the earth, touched our lives, and known each of us by name. Away from one another, we could more easily forget the ways in which we had each been compromised by our involvement in that awful adventure. 

Before I get too far into my account, I should mention, in the event such information is desired or may be useful, that Carfax Asylum was (and still is) the sanatorium I founded in 1879 for the mentally distressed and unbalanced. The asylum occupies a large converted manor house, originally built in 1833, which fell into disrepair and was acquired for refurbishment by my good father and uncle, who then made it available to me in return for its upkeep, believing that I and my services would allow it to serve valuable purpose to the community. Our outer grounds are surrounded by a high stone wall that is shared on one side with the remains of an old derelict abbey, and there is a gated entrance which is under watch by day and under lock and key by night. The actual premises consist of a ground floor with kitchen facilities, a reception parlour, a library and common room, indoor plumbing facilities (which were added on as soon as they became available), and some twenty rooms reserved for resident patients. My own living quarters were in a guest house on the west side of the property. None of our rooms had need of bars or other safeguards on the windows; should a patient behave in such a manner as to seem dangerous or a flight risk, it was our policy to have them chained in one place or put into strait-waistcoats till the hellfire went out of them. Prior to the events I am about to relate, such methods were not often called-upon, most of our patients suffering from relatively minor ailments, such as mental depression or exhaustion. Most everyone was granted the liberty to move about the gardens or the library as they wished during the daylight hours. We encouraged everyone to make use of our library, or the gardens which we found most recuperative to dragging spirits—yet no one was permitted to leave the grounds without my written authority. Our high stone wall made it difficult for anyone to challenge that rule, at least until my present subject came into our lives. The downstairs rooms were divided between offices, examination rooms, bathing facilities, and a private living quarters used in rotation by the other essential members of the staff, such as my colleague, Dr. Patrick Hennessey, or the aforementioned Mr. Morrison, my secretary of this period. 

As I look back on my early years as the founder and chief superintendent of the asylum at Carfax, I don’t believe I ever noted in the troublement of any of my patients what I would call a germ of genuine evil. Their problems were sometimes a matter of bio-chemistry, the bad luck of the matter of which they were uniquely composed. More often I discovered that my patients were the inheritors of the problems of others, usually parents or other caregivers, who had lived undetected with complexes of unresolved hatred, frustration, neglect, jealousy, or perceived inadequacy. Yes, in many cases, mental illness was not unlike a festering secret bequeathed by one generation to the next, reaching all the way back to Adam. (He would have had a perfect right to a complex or two, wouldn’t you say?) Sometimes I would reflect—indeed I still do—that many of the men and women under restraint at my asylum were innocent, while those responsible for their madness infection were still at liberty. It shames me to admit that—in the wake of my encounter with a more potent, if not original, strain of evil—these sad and banal realities took on an overbearing quality that I found un-manageable, and for a time I sought oblivion in the covert use of morphine and other narcotics. 

As time passed and my indulgence became habitual, I noctambulated through a practice which had lost all satisfaction for me, while dispassionately observing the disentangling of the most meaningful bonds of my life. It troubled me that, just as my friends and I had brought an end to Dracula’s centuries-old reign of terror, so had he severed our precious connections to one another. In a sense, we had given him the last hurrah. 

To be honest, I began to loathe myself and, eventually, came the blessed night when my self-hatred could no longer be tolerated. Marshalling all my powers of will, I denied myself my indulgences and forced myself to acknowledge from the depths of my aversion that I had once looked upon the face of Evil incarnate. In doing so, I felt an over-whelming chill of terror so vivid I feared such evil might re-manifest in that very room where I knelt in prayer. 

I had helped bring an end to Count Dracula, true—but I had not begun to extirpate the Count Dracula in me. And so, in the spring of 1892, I resolved to dare the unthinkable by re-visiting my diaries and Renfield’s personal histories—to re-live, in a sense, those nightmarish events of 1885. 

 


2. 


 

In a coincidence that seemed to bear the very seal of Divinity, my long-estranged friend Jonathan Harker—independently of me—had been noting many of the same restless emotions in himself. The morning after my first full night of retrospective reading, Jonathan changed the future course of our lives by making an appointment with me, via my secretary, who conspired to keep his impending visit a surprise. 

At first sight of one another, before exchanging a single word, the two of us walked into a strong and absolving embrace. Seven long and lonely years were bridged in an instant. Then, without letting go, we held each other at arm’s length to regard one the other, warmly searching each other’s faces for signs of how time had changed us—and we laughed. 

I asked after dear Mina, and Jonathan shared with me the wonderful news that she was with child. (I had heard rumours that Mina had suffered a miscarriage in years past, but, so joyful was our reunion, I did not broach this subject of private sorrow.) I invited Jonathan to occupy the wing chair nearest my desk, and we spoke at length of the turns taken in recent years by our respective lives. 

In time, Jonathan produced from his coat pocket two small volumes, respectively bound in red and blue: the 1885 diaries of Mr. and Mrs. Jonathan Harker. He placed them on my desk without comment. With this solemn gesture his visit transcended mere coincidence. 

‘What have we here?’ I asked fatuously. I knew them both by sight but I was relying on him entirely to open this dread phase of our discussion.

‘Jack,’ Jonathan opened with grave solemnity, ‘some years ago, Mina and I lost a child, in the sixth month. It nearly killed poor Mina. Yes, she almost died, yet I could not bring myself to come to you. I found myself praying at night for an answer as to whether I could even bring myself to grieve with you, were I to lose her.’ 

His startling candour left me quite speechless. 

‘Do you know?’ he continued. ‘Ever since… that time seven years ago, Mina and I have never spoken… his name… nor have we acknowledged the appalling claim he once had on her.’ 

My friend—more brother than friend, if truth be told—was barely in control of his unsettled emotions; it was up to me to be strong.

‘That ‘claim’ perished with him, Jonathan,’ I reminded him.

Jonathan closed his eyes, squeezing their lids gently, as if to confirm that he knew this, in his heart, to be true… yet I intuited that something in his head, if not his heart, was telling him otherwise. 

‘Yes,’ he acknowledged impatiently, ‘but do you not see, Jack? Our silence is prolonging his power.’ He tapped the red leather cover of his own diary, which lay near the green blotter on my desk. ‘There was a time when this diary of mine alerted you to an evil of which you were completely oblivious, an evil which had infiltrated the very walls of this, your asylum. My diary, along with those of Lucy and Mina, confirmed what our old friend Professor Van Helsing—even with his wisdom—could only suspect. It was unthinkable for so long, but last week, I resolved to open my diary again—and I read it.’ 

I leaned forward in my chair with heightened interest. ‘Why now, of all times?’ I asked. 

‘Because this time next year, God willing, I am going to be a father. Already the Lord has gifted us with this expectant miracle, which neither of us dared hope for. I believe, this time, it shall come to pass. I know full well that Mina and I will be bringing a child into a world where evil does exist. I am not willing to shut my eyes a second time and ignore the reality of evil, because that—I have learned—is precisely when evil strikes. The testimonies preserved in these little books offer an account of pure evil… yes! But they also offer testament to the values of friendship and cooperation and love. If I deny the evil that is sometimes manifest in this world, then it follows that I must also deny the Good. And I’ve done that for much too long. We all have.’ 

Jonathan then proceeded to tell me how Mina, seeing him darkly absorbed in reading his old diary by night, ventured no comment; yet she noticed an unmistakable brightening of his demeanour by day. She was pleased that her husband had determined to confront the past we had all sought to avoid; at the same time, she was reticent to re-open her own diary of the period, anxious of what effect its exhumed words might have on her unborn child—but Jonathan encouraged her to do so, for the very reason he was expressing to me. As it happened, he said, her reading exacted a similarly healing effect on her spirit, and when she finished, they had the idea to exchange diaries. 

‘Somewhere in the midst of those accounts of horror were the stories of our love, the agonies we suffered when apart, and the early days of our marriage,’ Jonathan said. ‘It was important for us to be reminded of that.’ 

‘I’m very happy for you both,’ I told him sincerely, ‘but why bring these to me?’ 

‘Call it ‘glad tidings.’ Jonathan smiled. ‘Besides, Jack, you have never read our complete account.’ 

‘That’s true,’ I realised. ‘When I last read your journals, we were only half-way through our crisis, yet they gave me the instruction I needed to gird myself—as what I suppose could be called ‘a Christian soldier.’’ 

‘Nor had we the courage to read them in their entirety before now,’ Jonathan confessed. ‘I can’t explain it, Jack, but we both found reliving this adventure strangely reassuring. And we both thought it of the greatest importance to extend that reassurance to you, as you are truly our dearest friend.’ 

I conveyed my gratitude to Jonathan for his thoughtfulness, and more for him to convey to dear Mina. 

‘Tell me, Jack,’ Jonathan said, once I had finished, ‘do I remember correctly—that you also kept a record of those times?’ 

‘Oh yes, certainly,’ I owned. ‘I have always kept professional and personal diaries and, at that time, I also dabbled with Mr. Edison’s new invention, the phonograph. The wax cylinders were limited to only two minutes of recording time, which trained me to be concise and to the point, but these were principally of service to record notes to myself, or for my secretary Morrison, and on rare occasions the voices of patients to gather reference to the particular ways they expressed themselves, vocal tics, and so forth. Your own good wife helped to transcribe some of the more ambitious cylinder recordings for me, once upon an unhappy time.’

Jonathan furrowed his brow as he studied me.

‘Forgive me for saying so, Jack, but you have a deuced mysterious look on your face such as I have ever seen!’ 

‘Well, this really is most uncanny, Jonathan,’ I admitted. ‘By the most amazing coincidence, I too recently found the courage to dip into my diaries of that fateful year. Indeed, it was only last night that I started, reading one such volume from cover to cover.’ 

In the enthusiasm of our reunion, my old friend had inched forward to the edge of his seat, closer to me—but now, my revelation punched him back, deep into its cushions. 

‘The devil you say!’ he said in time, gripping the sides of the chair. He leaned forward once again. ‘Look, I know this is asking a great deal, Jack, but… Well, would you consider allowing us—Mina and myself—to read it?’ 

I reflected for a moment on the peculiar twist he had worked into his request, introducing Mina into it, as if his own asking might not be persuasive enough. 

‘With my diaries, dear John, it’s a bit complicated,’ I hedged. ‘I would have to be selective in what I shared with you, owing to the nature of my profession. You would be welcome to anything of mine of a personal nature; under the circumstances, I can see no reason to refuse you that request. I am not proud of it all, you understand… but I cannot believe there is anything therein that you two good people would read without compassion. However, there are the entries which are professional in nature and touch upon the private lives and problems of my patients. These are held in strictest confidence and cannot be shared. I’m sure you understand.’ 

‘Oh yes, perfectly.’ 

As long as we were speaking so candidly, I found the courage to seek an answer to a corresponding question: ‘Do I remember correctly, Jonathan… that Lucy also kept a diary?’ 

Jonathan flashed a small, wincing smile of hurt. ‘Yes, it was bequeathed to Mina and me following the death of her mother. Mina also has some correspondence. I didn’t bring Lucy’s diary with ours because… well… to be perfectly frank, Jack… they contain entries which mention you. Your meeting, your proposal of marriage. I didn’t know that you would want… or would be prepared to read her interpretations of moments that I am certain were most precious to you. After all, she was so carefree, so vivacious… young, as we all were then… unaware of how short her life would be.’ 

‘That’s very considerate of you, Jonathan,’ I allowed, ‘but half measures will accomplish nothing, don’t you agree?’ 

‘Very well,’ he allowed. ‘Mina and I shall arrange to have her diary and letters delivered to you by special messenger.’ 

Our reunion was not yet half over. Needless to say, I reciprocated the use of Jonathan and Mina’s diaries by offering them my personal papers dating from May through December, in the year of our Lord 1885. I agreed to meet with the expectant parents for dinner and to compare notes on Saturday night—’just the four of us,’ as Jonathan beamed. 
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That very evening, I immersed myself in Jonathan’s journal, in which the Dracula saga truly began. I was only a few pages into my reading when it occurred to me to compare the dates of the events he had recorded with those in Mina’s diary. Taken this way, the two volumes appeared to be engaged in an epistolary dance; as in life, their words in parallel seemed to complete one another and I was seized with excitement by their almost mystic entwinings of drama, adventure, and—yes!—horror. I had read portions of both before, when the adventure they documented was yet in progress, but at the time, they served only as a literary compass, providing us with our bearings—nothing more. But now, read in their entirety, with the knowledge that the once-present danger was no more, I had the perverse reaction of feeling almost entertained. 

The relation of certain events in these diaries reminded me of those same events as I had portrayed them in my own records and, when our disparate reports came together in holy harmony, I experienced a keen elation. I was pleased to see, as Jonathan had noted, that when his own entries faltered or fell silent, Mina’s voice rose to carry the ball; even in epistolary form, Miss Murray and Mr. Harker were harmoniously wed. As they were likely discovering that very night, as they perused my own personal journal in parallel to my perusals of theirs, it was the almost exclusive source of material related to poor Renfield—though my personal records excluded any detailed discussion of events which took place between us in privacy. 

I read the Harkers’ chronicles throughout the night and closed them at the crack of dawn feeling a chaos of re-awakened emotion. I felt so very warmly inclined towards Jonathan and Mina, now closer to my heart than they had ever been, and a pronounced pang of regret after reading their peculiar and well-reproduced cadences of Professor Van Helsing, which none of us would hear again, as he had died of heart failure on a ship bound for the Middle East several months earlier, on what mission I do not know. I also felt a giddy, almost shameful sensation of being alive—the sort of feeling a scholarly bachelor experiences all too seldom in his sheltered life. 

The Harkers’ logbooks had shown me, amongst other things, what a miracle it truly was to find, claim and hold onto the perfect mate. Also, while our journals did vividly describe the repugnant evil we had sacrificed so many years of togetherness to shed from memory, our shared perspectives framed that description with an omniscience which expressed—more eloquently than any of us could express individually—that friendship was a gift from God. 

Perhaps for this reason, after seeing Lucy and Quincey portrayed afresh as living, thinking, feeling people—and then to re-experience their deaths (and, in my beloved Lucy’s case, Un-Death) as they had been absorbed and recounted by my friends—the afterglow of my reading was also tainted by suffering, as my long-healed grief bled freely from a re-opened wound. I lamented that our American friend kept no diary of his own, a pastime unsuited to his boisterous and outgoing personality, but my greatest agony would be reserved, in the days ahead, for my reading of Lucy’s largely unfilled, unfulfilled little book, in which she had written rhapsodically of young love, fearfully of bad dreams, and petulantly about the garlic that Van Helsing had draped around her room, whose obnoxious bouquet had in fact granted her one final night of unmolested slumber. She had been too full of fun, too vivacious to inter very much of her sunshine between the covers of a book—but the few entries she wrote brought her fully back into my presence. Seeing for the first time those pages written in her florid hand, I could not resist pressing my lips to them; nor, when I saw those precious pages on which she had inscribed my own name and called me ‘handsome’ and ‘clever,’ could I help but press them to my chest as I wept. 

Thus I formed an appreciation of our interwoven histories as a new gospel, an account of how the most insurmountable evil imaginable had been vanquished—in modern times—by the qualities most exemplary of human nature: love, friendship, cooperation, and moral vigilance.

What gladder news could be brought to a world on the brink of a new century, which threatened to make such advances in the realms of science and technology as to antiquate common faith, and supply the vagaries of evil with an infinite variety of new and infinitely more obscure masks to wear? Like many gentlemen of my time, I anticipated the coming century—the last before the Millennium—with feelings of superstition and dread. As I write these words, many years later, one global war is already behind us, and England has declared war on Germany for its invasion of Poland, so I cannot say that my former trepidations were altogether unfounded. 

As my eyes skimmed along those different strains of hand- writing—Mina’s perfect script, Jonathan’s forward-leaning scribble, and Lucy’s gradually weakening distaff calligraphy —always in the back of my mind was that I held in my possession another vital adjunct of this new gospel, of which the Harkers were completely unaware. 

I had The Book of Renfield.
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These professional diaries reposed—along with the few surviving cylinder recordings and a humble notebook in which my zoöphagous patient kept his own accounts—in a floor safe in my home study, where I kept all of my important private documents.

After reading the Harkers’ parallel reports of our past adventure, I felt a powerful compulsion to re-acquaint myself with these suppressed materials before our forthcoming dinner conversation—not that I planned to reveal any of their contents, of course; merely to immerse myself more completely in the many-roomed house of those times, the better to confront their details and to discuss (as we no doubt would) the effect they had on our lives. 

It was not until I opened my floor safe with the express purpose of consulting my diaries of Renfield’s case that I fully realised the extent to which I was crippled by residual fear. I am embarrassed to admit that, having opened the safe and seen the bound transcripts of our talks and my old Edison phonograph recessed therein, I was initially physically unable to reach inside and pull them out into the light of day. I had read four different accounts of those past days, including my own, over the previous two nights but something inside me was not yet prepared to read or actually to hear the wretchedness of Renfield’s long-dead voice, preserved on however many wax cylinders happened to survive Dracula’s destructive rampage. Cursing my weakness, I slammed the door shut and spun the combination dial. 

The more I resisted this necessary phase of solemn duty to my friends, the more the remembered sound of Renfield’s voice came back to haunt me of its own volition. The poor fellow could be addle-brained and grovelling, but he could also rise from such pathetic displays to attain a towering hauteur and depths of startling intelligence. He was sometimes disabled under the weight of a terrible mental strain that made him seem quite simple, yet there were other times when he stood before me in his shackles as poised and articulate as an Oxford don. One might think that, instead of small animals, Renfield had eaten many different men and mastered all their tongues, using whichever of them was most useful and conniving at any given moment. 

He sometimes addressed me with sheepish formality, yet in his subservience there was the underlying sarcasm of a dog patiently awaiting an opportunity to bite—as he did on one occasion. (I still bear the scar on my wrist that proves it.) His laughter was like the jagged sobbing of a pigeon or beaten child. It was not always easy to know when Renfield had lured small animals into his cell because of the world of noises he seemed to produce involuntarily even when he was alone. No!—I did not look forward to hearing that voice again! 

Perhaps my greatest dread about consulting those papers and recordings again was that—knowing now what I did not know then—I might make retrospective sense of some furtive hint or prophecy of Renfield, buried in those May sessions prior to Dracula’s arrival at Whitby, whose early detection and comprehension might have helped to save those lives so precious to me. Yet before Dracula’s arrival, how was I to know that Renfield was no ordinary lunatic? 
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The journey from Purfleet to the Harkers’ beautiful home in Exeter occupied the greater part of an afternoon and required me to book a room for that evening at one of the local hotels. Accompanied by a change of clothing, I left Carfax Asylum early Saturday morning and took the local train to London, followed by the express from Paddington to the West Country. Travelling the same distance Jonathan had covered to re-new our acquaintance gave me a more vivid appreciation of how far his open hand had been extended in friendship.

Some hours after arriving in Exeter, I changed into a suit that was dapper if not quite formal and hired a hansom cab to take me to their door-step. During the ride, my sense of anticipation re-kindled such unwelcome turns of thought that I nearly ordered the coachman to turn around. Long-suppressed images burst through the settled earth of my memory: Lucy, as she appeared to us in the Hampstead churchyard where we believed she had been laid to eternal rest, her former sweetness corrupted to a spitting animal ferocity; the pained resolve I read in the face of Arthur Holmwood—my friend and rival—as he took hammer and stake in hand and brought an end to she whom he and I had loved most in a many-splendoured world; Professor Van Helsing and I, alone in her crypt, reaching into the vat of cold blood that was her coffin and sealing her sanctity by sawing off the protruding shaft of the stake and decapitating her tiny corpse, its luxuriant strawberry-blonde hair soiled and matted with scarlet, and stuffing cloves of garlic inside the mouth where Arthur, to my agony—and, I now admit, also my envy—had planted a farewell kiss. And I remembered Mina’s voice, more plainly than I had heard it in years, shattering a stunned silence with the words ‘Unclean! Unclean!’ 

It occurred to me, as I listened to the coach’s strong wooden wheels turning over the cobblestones, that one of the two diaries in my possession had been carried by Jonathan during the coach-rides that took him to the Borgo Pass, and then beyond. Dracula’s own hand may have once held his diary, just as my hand was gripping it at that moment. However, when Mina greeted me at the door, her expectant radiance banished all morbid thoughts at once. We did not embrace for as long as I would have wished, but the sight of her happy tears was sweet compensation. 

I half expected the Harkers might surprise me by inviting Godalming to dinner as well, but when I enquired after him during our splendid meal, Jonathan admitted that an invitation had indeed been extended to Arthur, who had sent his sincere regrets. 

‘I do not believe he has been able to move on since the death of Lucy,’ Mina offered. 

‘He is seldom seen in public anymore,’ Jonathan noted. 

‘An introspective man who doesn’t keep a diary consigns himself to a special hell,’ I observed—and I had known Art well enough to make such a statement. ‘As we have all discovered this past week—magically and quite independently of one another—to express one’s feelings to oneself on a daily basis can help to ease, even cure, the pains we hide from the world.’ I raised my glass: ‘To Mina and Jonathan—my dearest friends!’ 

After dinner, they guided me into their parlour, where our books of remembrance lay arranged on a table. Shortly after we had seated ourselves around this display, Jonathan announced: ‘Jack, Mina has something important she would like to put to you.’ 

I smiled at this pronouncement, suspecting that they were about to request that I be godfather to their child. ‘I’m all ears,’ I said. 

Mina began, ‘I must own that we had this idea together, Jonathan and I, before reading your diary in full, but now we have seen what it contributes to the overall design, we feel more strongly than ever… that these accounts of ours must be collected and published.’ 

I suppose I said nothing because the notion shone in my head all at once like a supreme inevitability. Indeed, the fact of their eventual publication almost seemed to pre-exist and pre-determine the extensive notes we had each of us kept.

Nothing could have made more sense. 

The Harkers, however, interpreted my silence as confusion or resistance and pressed on with more detailed reasoning. 

‘As you were reading our diaries, Jack, did you not find pages where your own was in a unique position to observe or explain something that was just beyond the reach of ours?’ asked Jonathan. 

I nodded my acknowledgement. 

‘We had the same distinct impression while reading yours,’ he continued. ‘Furthermore, Mina—’ 

‘I found letters,’ Mina interrupted with excitement, ‘letters that Lucy wrote to me, unopened letters sent to Lucy, letters exchanged by Professor Van Helsing and myself…’ 

‘I also have such letters,’ I offered. ‘And telegrams.’ 

‘And I have found newspaper stories at the library—back numbers of the Pall Mall and Westminster Gazette, dating from that period—which provide additional comment,’ Mina effused. ‘You know how I am about researching things!’ 

‘When you arrange all of the documents in chronological sequence…’ Jonathan interjected. ‘Well, it’s uncanny. You can almost read the pattern of that Hellspawn’s movements between the lines!’ 

‘Yes,’ I said, in words that felt to me almost pre-scribed. ‘I imagine that you can.’ I was also silently observing that such a compendium might also represent the kind of omniscient, watchful map of events such as the all-seeing Renfield might have sometimes held in the confinement of his own head. 

‘We thought we were doing the right thing at the time, but now we can see how selfish and wrong we were to suppress the story of what happened to us,’ Mina declared. ‘If I can admit now what happened to me… candour should pose no problem for either of you! Certainly, it will require some time and effort to compile our journals and all the other materials into their correct order, but I am willing to undertake it, with Jonathan’s help—and with your blessing, Jack.’

I didn’t quite know what to say.

She continued with admirable passion: ‘Circumstance has left us stricken, and robbed our lives of so very much, yet it has also given us this collective testament, which we are in a position to give to the new century, as our gift… and as a gift from those no longer among us… as a safeguard against all future visitations of evil.’ 

Without question, I gave the Harkers my blessing to use my personal diaries of this period for their compilation, as they saw fit. 

I had devoted much of that day to preparing myself, mentally and sartorially, for our reunion, and so, after my long journey and after basking for a few hours in the warmth and joy of renewed friendship, I made my apologies and reluctantly rose from my seat, explaining that I was needed back at the asylum at the earliest possible hour of the following day. Our farewells were reluctant and my soon return was warmly encouraged. 

After my return to Purfleet, I went directly to my home study before announcing my return to my staff. There, fortified by the events of the previous evening, I opened my floor safe and bravely reached inside, pulling out my Edison phonograph case by its grip and placing it on my desk.

I could not have felt prouder had I delivered a baby. I unlatched the lid and removed it from the apparatus, revealing the device itself and another pair of containers which held a number of intact wax cylinders on velvet-lined, upright spools. I permitted myself no pause in my actions, selecting a cylinder at random and securing it on the phonograph. I settled back in my chair as the needle skated into the groove, reproducing the crackle and hiss of the not-so- distant past: 

… and in his face there was such wisdom! His wee eyes were so proud and brave and yet so defenseless as they looked at you, so very trusting, very trusting he was. He well knew how big the world is, he well knew how stacked the odds were against one of his diminutive stature, and he knew perfectly well… 

You’re repeating yourself now, Mr. Renfield. We know by now that repetitions in your speech tend to upset you. 

Oh! Was I? Repetitions open doors, you know. Well, I meant only to say that he also knew… perfectly well that I loved him more than anything else in this world, Doctor. But that’s the way he was, dear thing. Always curious to a fault, always putting the brave foot forward, was Jolly. 

At Renfield’s first mention of that forgotten, possibly deliberately suppressed name, I reached over and halted the playing of the cylinder. 

But it was too late.

 Jolly was already under my skin.
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It took some time but, with the aid of an established novelist, Mina cobbled our journals—as well as some documents belonging to Lord Godalming, who gave them in kindness without quite rejoining our circle) into one giant work. She was kept from performing this task more punctually by the needs of one Quincey Jonathan Harker (born 7 November 1892—seven years and a day following the death of his namesake). When the manuscript was completed and accepted by a prominent Westminster publishing house in the summer of 1896, young Quincey’s mother and father commemorated the occasion by re-visiting Transylvania, where they found a lasting peace by challenging the empty ruins of Castle Dracula with their own eyes. 

Dracula, as Mina’s compendium was called in proud defiance of the name she had learned to speak aloud once again, was first published in 1897—and by unanimous agreement credited solely to her collaborator, and presented to the world in the only manner it could be presented to an unsuspecting public: as a work of fiction. As Mina later explained to me, her original suggested title for the manuscript was The Un-Dead, but Mr. Bram Stoker persuaded her that such a title would discourage the interest of the pious and practical of mind, while openly proclaiming the name of its villain would intrigue these very people while helping her to come to terms with her residual fears. 

That book had its own particular tale to tell and its own particular reason to exist. The story it tells is generally what happened; however, due to certain literary flourishes and editorial decisions, it does not record the whole literal truth. And because the authors did not have access to certain of my documents, the figure of Renfield played only a minor part as a prophet and interpreter of the Unspeakable, a gibbering shadow cast by his Un-Dead Lord and Master, and focussing exclusively on the final months of his wretched existence. 

Mina’s remarkable bravery during the preparation of Dracula was an inspiration to us all. I was inspired to meet her example by embarking on the work you have before you now, the story of R. M. Renfield, as I knew him—a chronological compendium of his scattered (and sometimes suspect) reminiscences, his ranting citations of Scripture, and his arcane charts, accompanied by my own reminiscences and annotations about his case, now all so long ago as to be presentable. 

What I discovered in the process of assembling this manuscript is that Renfield’s story is—in some ways—my own story. Despite my many endeavors to offer it as a document of victory, I fear it is a story that may sully as much as elevate the human spirit. For this reason, because of the volatile times which have befallen our new century, I have elected to suppress this work until after my death, when the matter of its eventual publication will be left to—I pray—more dependable and trustworthy hands. Perhaps the time shall come when the general public will recover the strength of moral character necessary to face such a document without succumbing to its inherent demons. The fact that you are reading these words may indicate that such a time has finally arrived. 

I write this Foreword in the autumn of my life, while feeling intimations that winter may be imminent. The manuscript that follows was undertaken in the spirit of a cautionary tale: to explain the tragic circumstances of Renfield’s life which made him the perfect pawn of Count Dracula, a broken bridge which the Lord of the Un-Dead could ride into the teeming veins of Western civilisation. It was my belief that such a story could shed light on the dark stratagems of a capital Evil, making it more predictable and less destructive in its future incarnations; I did not expect that its preparation would become an agent of my own moral decay. 

The clandestine labours which I have invested in the preparation of this work caused me to live untruthfully in relation to everyone I’ve ever loved. I can now also freely admit that the spell cast by this book led me back, for some time, to my indulgence in morphine—the only respite I could find from the otherwise constant sensations of rodents scrambling through the pipeworks of my bones, of soft-bodied insects slipping though the bands of my sinews. As for the furious kicking I sometimes feel in the chambers of my heart, this—I am all too certain—is Jolly, whom poor Renfield loved more than anything in all the world. 

R. M. Renfield went to his grave with all of his Lord and Master’s promises of immortality broken. There are indeed ‘glad tidings’ (to use Jonathan’s words) in this simple fact. It confirms what we know of evil: that it is selfish, ungiving, unreliable save unto itself. And yet, by resurrecting Renfield’s pathetic life and words in this book—by preserving him as I have, like an insect in a jar—one question persists in haunting me: Have I not inadvertently kept Dracula’s word? 

What is left for me to say? ‘God’s will be done!’

 

—John L. Seward, M.D. 

Director, Carfax Asylum,

3 October 1939 


CHAPTER I 
Dr. Seward’s Diary


 

21 MARCH 1885—I was apprehensive about attending tonight’s dinner party at the home of Lord and Lady Remington, but one does not reject such an invitation out of hand. After much trepidation (doubtless brought on by overwork) and cajoling by Arthur, I made up my mind to attend—if only for a short time. 

The evening began much as I expected, as I found myself standing with Arthur and our host in the company of some other men of their social station, who were mumbling the usual rot: business, politics, the colonisation of West Africa—subjects that hold not the slightest interest for me. Such conversations, which one gets trapped into simply by virtue of one’s sex, are one reason why I have long since ceased to look forward to such gatherings as pathways to opportunity and adventure, yet this is exactly what the evening became. 

As it happens, my seating assignment at the dinner table put me next to Mrs. Lillian Westenra, a convivial, dove-like woman whose eyes sparkled with intrigue as I was introduced to her as the founder and chief superintendent of Carfax Asylum. Many are the women who would turn to their other nearest dining companion by reflex, at the mere mention of an asylum, yet Mrs. Westenra was refreshingly curious and open-minded, inquiring about my work with bright interest and sensitivity. Not once did her fascination abate long enough for me to balance our conversation with polite enquiries about herself, nor did she try to coax ‘colourful’ gossip from me about my most tragic patients. As a result, a delicious meal went down very well and with a slight immoderation of red wine. 

As I rose to join the other gentlemen in attendance for the usual amenities in Lord Remington’s spacious den, Mrs. Westenra gently took me by the arm and steered me to an adjoining room where I was introduced to her charming daughter Lucy. Unknown to me, she had been seated elsewhere at table, next to Arthur. As the poor fellow was dragged away to the smoking room, the combined charms of Mrs. Westenra and her daughter persuaded me to forgo my brandy and cigar in favour of their continued good company. 

In the course of our conversation, we discovered many acquaintances in common. Mrs. Westenra began to speak of me to her daughter with an enthusiasm I would have found embarrassing in any other circumstance. However, the more glances I stole of this young woman, I felt all the more grateful for any endorsements of my good works and character. Miss Westenra listened to her mother’s commendations with a most becoming placidity and sly humour; it was my observation that the natural and quite charming effusiveness of Mrs. Westenra had taken a good deal of demonstrativeness out of her daughter. Miss Westenra spoke very little while her mother was near; however, once the elder excused herself to converse with our hostess, the daughter’s manner transformed, blooming in a most beguiling way. 

From the moment we two were first left alone in facing chairs in a corner of the drawing room, Miss Westenra became more forthcoming.

‘Tell me, Doctor Seward, do you always look at a new acquaintance that way?’ she enquired with a wry smile. 

‘And which way is that, Miss Westenra?’ 

‘Your brow is fixed in an expression of great resolution. Your gaze has been most direct.’ 

Had this been a fencing match, I would have been quite disarmed.

‘Please accept my apologies,’ I stammered. ‘To be perfectly candid, I have been working too hard of late and am probably most comfortable speaking to my patients. You’ve done well to remind me that not everyone I meet is a riddle to be solved.’ 

‘Oh, I’ll bet you couldn’t solve the riddle of a face like mine,’ she challenged. 

A woman takes a terrible risk when inviting a man to drink as deeply of her beauty as he dares—and a man risks all, dare he accept. Miss Lucy Westenra presented to me, indeed, a most inscrutable face. She has a vivacious hauteur that is at once knowing yet utterly naïve. This combination of opposites has the uncanny effect of making her look as candid as she is mysterious. This is a conundrum that would take even a husband a lifetime of happy effort to solve… Foolishly, I accepted her dare. 

It was rather like entering into the kind of blinking contest children play. She presented her face to me and I leaned forward, accepting her grant to peer as deep as I dare through the windows of her soul. What I beheld there made me jittery and—despite myself—I began to finger the lancet chain securing my grandfather’s watch to the fob pocket of my waistcoat, to steady my nerves. Several moments passed in which the room and whole world around us ceased to exist. 

One of us had to bow to the other first, and Miss Westenra wasn’t about to give me the satisfaction of flinching, so finally I did the gallant thing and broke our silence. 

‘You afford me a most curious psychological study, Miss Westenra,’ was what I immediately knew to be an unfortunate choice of words. 

She giggled and shot back, ‘Oh, I should be quite certain of that, Doctor Seward!’ (Would she have spoken so provocatively had she not intended to encourage me, wished me to remember her?) 

With this beguiling episode in mind, I am retiring early in full expectation of pleasant dreams. 

 

22 MARCH—My first thoughts as I rose this morning were of last evening. Must focus on work. 

 

29 MARCH—As if in answer to my prayers for something to occupy me, this has proved a most eventful Saturday evening—Sunday morning, rather!

A new patient is here at the asylum, a bizarre and curious case. He was delivered unto our care by two police constables who chanced to spy, in the moonlight, his shadow moving about in the rubble of the adjoining Carfax estate. This festering property, formerly an abbey, has long been for sale but no one will go near it. There is something foreboding and indeed forbidding about a holy place fallen to ruin. It stands there in the midst of our street like the Devil’s own triumph. 

Approaching this vagrant from behind, the constables initially thought he must be deep in prayer, as he was bowing and kneeling, but as one of them alerted him to their presence by stumbling over a stray bottle, he whipped around to face them. It was then they saw his mouth filthy with blood, partly dried, partly wet. 

Hanging from his hands were the limp remains of a rat—its abdomen scooped out by a single bite. The constables, possibly weakened by their revulsion, found his resistance to arrest unexpectedly strong. According to their reports, it was not their counter-action of strength that subdued him but rather that the remains of the rodent slipped from his hands during their struggle, breaking his concentration of ferocity. To be separated from this unspeakable rag of hair and flesh seemed to bring him the most unbearable, inconsolable sorrow. He pleaded with the constables for the carcass, promising them his co-operation, but when this was denied him, he shrieked, ‘Give it back to me! It was promised me! It is mine!’ 

The constables assumed him to be one of my patients, gone over the wall, so they brought him here. They turned him over to the strong arms of my ready attendants, but even they found him near impossible to handle—and these are big, burly men! Soon enough he was packed into a strait-waistcoat, which made him somewhat easier to manage. My initial impression was that this hellion should be assigned one of our isolated cells below-stairs, if not the padded one. However, as we were guiding him in that general direction, the fellow happened to catch sight of an open room on our main floor whose window looked out upon the very ruins where he was apprehended. I was in position to see exactly what he saw… The abbey was like a black moonscape whose pock marks were stencilled against a blue-black sky. It is not a pleasant view, unwholesome and hardly a tonic for the morbid of mind, which is why that particular room was un-occupied—but it seemed to calm him a great deal. He became more manageable. The attendants thought it might be a trick to have them loosen their grips, allowing him to slip away, but I felt immediately that he was being quite sincere. 

‘No, here!’ he exclaimed. ‘I must stay here!’ He looked inside the un-occupied room with the rapt surprise of a child finding a room where a birthday cake with all its burning candles awaits. He turned to me, sensing I was in charge, and introduced me to the more appealing and agreeable side of his nature.

‘Please, Doctor,’ he begged, hissing slightly through teeth still stained with the disgusting remnants of his last meal. ‘I beg you—I beseech you—I promise you, sir, that your kindness in letting me stay here will be greatly rewarded!’ 

His deference was a bit over-done but it seemed his peace of mind somehow depended on this accommodation, so I granted his wish—on the condition he remain chained to the wall nearest the room’s cot, in his strait-waistcoat, throughout the initial observation period of twenty-four hours. 

As he was being made to home, I stood by to take stock of our new resident. He is a husky, middle-aged man, pear-shaped though not quite stout, with a great mop of unkempt grey hair on his head, tiny white hairs sprouting along the edges of his fleshy ears. It’s impossible to tell for how long he’s not had proper grooming. He wears narrow spectacles, which were not broken despite the scuffle. These may offer a clue to his past as they are the kind worn by people associated with close—perhaps clerical—work; they were not very clean, and he looks over the top of them more than through them. He is an incorrigible nail-biter, yet so meticulous in this fixation that his attentions rather improved the look of his stubby, dirty hands, which are dimpled along the knuckle line like a child’s. He was given over to my care in a shabby suit, stained with dirt and dust and dried blood and semen. The latter may have derived naturally from nocturnal emission, as he exhibits no indications of satyriasis or inclination to self-abuse. No further clues to his identity were found on his person, though in one of his pockets a handkerchief was found in unspeakable condition. It was monogrammed RMR and wrapped like a burial shroud around the skeleton of a large rodent. 

As his arms were led into the sleeves of the strait-waistcoat, the patient recited a passage of biblical scripture, which one of the attendants later identified for me as coming from the Book of Revelation:

‘Do not fear what you are about to suffer. Behold, the Devil is about to throw some of you into prison, that you may be tested, and for 10 days you will have tribulation. Be faithful unto death, and I will give you the crown of life.’ 

My first religious fanatic! 

 

30 MARCH—Our new guest’s first night passed peacefully enough. However, with the sunrise, angry moans—which rose into yells and finally screams as the sun reached its peak at noon—were heard coming from his room. Worried that he had somehow done himself a serious injury, the attendants raced there and found him cowering from the sunlight streaming through his window.

When the two men attempted to intervene, the patient leaped at them like some kind of rabid animal, but was held firm to the wall by his shackles. The newcomer’s wails were disruptive to the serenity of our house and disturbing to the other patients. 

I was looking forward to our initial interview. This being quite impossible under the present circumstances, I decided to take an extended walk around the gardens to soothe my ears and clear my head. It was in the midst of this escape that my thoughts returned once again to Miss Westenra—to Lucy—as I’m afraid they now tend to do, however much I ought to be concentrating on my professional duties. 

Returning in-doors one and a quarter hours later, I recorded some letters, enjoyed a small cordial and took a short nap on the leather sofa here in my office. I then rose again to conduct my evening tour of the patients’ cells. I was met by [the attendant Carlton] Watkins, who apprised me as usual of his observations while standing guard. He reported that the agonies of the new patient, which were without physiological impetus, had subsided as the sun began to go down. His exact, amused words: ‘His spirits got bright as the sky got dark.’

Possible allergy to light? Unfortunately, it is not possible to appease the patient’s anxieties by curtaining the window, as any such material could be taken down and tied together to form a noose.

I instructed Watkins—for the sake of experiment—to have the strait-waistcoat removed from the patient for the balance of the evening, that he might enjoy a comfortable night’s sleep. However, I also gave strict instruction that he be returned to full safeguards before cock-crow. 

Before recording this entry, I looked in on the poor fellow through the observation trap. He had been thoroughly washed and clothed in a clean, loose-fitting pajamas. He was kneeling on his cot and looking out the window of his room, his hands folded before him. He appeared to be deep in prayer. I did not wish to disrupt his moment of peace with my questions or even a simple hello—so I withdrew, saying nothing.  


CHAPTER II 
Dr. Seward’s Diary


 

1 APRIL—It appears our new patient doesn’t approve of the food produced by our kitchen. [Wilfrid] Hardy—another of our attendants, who shares the guard duties with Watkins—told me this morning that the food delivered to his room is either ignored or hurled against the wall. 

As the patient was being dressed and put back into his strait-waistcoat before sunrise, he asked the attendants if he might be given a Bible. I authorised his request to be granted immediately, as I felt it might lead to further violence were this wish not satisfied; I also hoped this might be a sign that he was going to settle down and become a contented reader… However, once again as the sun began its slow ascent to noon, his floor went back to sounding like a hell of cats. 

This man’s voluble suffering is frightening other patients and his offensive language is driving everyone else outside. Fortunately, the weather at present is not adverse to this and the schedule of the patient’s madness—whom we are calling R. M. R. till more exact identification is made—is making itself known. 

At one o’clock, R. M. R. was of explosive disposition, roaring, cursing volubly, and making bizarre ululations so indecipherable I thought he must be speaking in tongues. As Watkins showed me later, he very nearly tore himself free of his restraints. By seven o’clock, the man had rid himself of his devils and was seen once again to be quiet and content, absorbed in reading his Bible with his back turned to the door. I looked in myself and the only sound to be heard was that of his licking the tips of his fingers as he turned its pages. 

10:10 P.M.—At last I have conducted my introductory interrogation of the patient in his quarters. He was of calm disposition, but not knowing how my questions might affect his moods, I insisted that he be placed in his strait-waistcoat for our interview. I was accompanied by Watkins for protection and also by Ralph Morrison, who kept a record of our meeting in shorthand, to which I refer now and shall embellish as need be. 

‘Good evening,’ I greeted him. ‘I am sorry that we could not make our proper introductions before now, but let us take this opportunity to put things right. I am Doctor John Seward, the chief superintendent of Carfax Asylum, which is the name of this institution. Could I please have the pleasure of knowing your name?’ 

The patient was sitting on the floor, half facing his wall. He seemed to occupy his own world rather than the one we shared, and gave me nothing by way of an answer. 

To prompt conversation, I produced his handkerchief from the side pocket of my white work coat. 

‘You were found in possession of this soiled handkerchief, bearing the monogram R. M. R.,’ I noted. ‘Am I safe in assuming these are your own initials?’ 

The introduction of the handkerchief excited him. He turned toward me more directly, scrambling from his sitting position onto his knees. His expression, sullen but a moment before, became positively child-like. 

‘It’s mine, do you hear? Give it back to me!’ Then, in case his bullying had no truck with me, he added in an altogether meeker voice, ‘Please, Doctor, it is my only treasure. Might I please have it back?’ 

‘Perhaps, but first—the initials?’ 

At this the patient brooded, like a petulant child or grumpy pet who was required to perform a trivial task before receiving a reward. 

‘They are the initials of a man who took me into his home and raised me. He gave me his name… and that handkerchief. May I—?’ ‘You may have it back,’ I told him sternly, ‘when we finish here.’ As I returned the folded handkerchief to the security of my side pocket, his expression darkened. His lips moved silently as though chewing on pent-up hatred, the shapes of unspoken curses. ‘The initials R. M. R….’ I pressed on. ‘They stand for…?’ 

‘Renfield. I cannot tell you what the R. nor the M. stand for, stood for, as my benefactor was always known to me and everyone else in our village as the Reverend Mr. R. M. Renfield.’ 

‘A priest?’

‘A vicar.’

‘I see…. And where was his vicarage?’

This question seemed to inflame the patient. He leaped to his feet, exclaiming, his consonants hissing, his vowels gasping: ‘Do I look like a Judas to you? A vanguard does not reveal his trail….’

‘And whatever do you mean by that?’

At first, Mr. Renfield said nothing, but looked upon me with an expression I can only describe as abominable. ‘To you,’ he said, ‘such indiscretions may mean nothing… but to those of higher calling…’ He did not complete his sentence, but what little he did express prompted a change in his essential demeanor. He stood taller, more erect. It was like witnessing a frog’s metamorphosis into a man. He gestured with his head towards the bonds that strapped his arms to his person. ‘What right have you to handle me in this disrespectful manner?’ 

‘Mr. Renfield, you were found in the abbey ruins of the Carfax estate, which adjoins these grounds. I admit these grounds appear to be wide open to the public, but they are in fact private property—albeit no longer in any condition to keep anyone out. Therefore, you are guilty of criminal trespass. Also, at the time of your discovery, you brought violence against the constabulary. You resisted arrest. You exhibited signs of being dangerous and irresponsible of your actions, so the gentlemen who found you assumed you belonged to us. We are holding you for observation.’ 

‘Observe all you want,’ he smirked, re-seating himself on the floor with an air of smug superiority. 

‘Something we have already observed, Mr. Renfield, is that you suffer terrible agonies during the daylight hours. We can practically tell time by you. Can you tell us anything about these episodes?’ 

‘Agonies—yes!’ he agreed, hissing and snapping at the very air in agreement. ‘You see… when the sun rises, my soul all but ceases to exist. In the place of that void, I begin to hear a buzzing sound—not a single buzz as you might hear were a bee or a fly to invade the room, oh no—but a vast chorus! And as the sun continues to rise, this buzzing grows louder and louder inside my skull until I could swear it was encircled by a halo of flies! There is nothing to be done for it, save count the days until my tribulations have ended.’ 

‘Only to resume the next morning,’ I noted. 

‘Our Lord’s suffering is eternal,’ Renfield countered. ‘If He would have me suffer also, He must have a most excellent reason.’ 

‘Mr. Renfield,’ I asked him directly, ‘what were you doing in Carfax Abbey?’ 

‘Seeking shelter.’ 

‘It’s a death trap waiting to happen, full of dodgy floor-boards, weak walls, and areas of ceiling that look straight up to the stars at night. It hardly qualifies as shelter.’ 

‘I saw a shade of blue there that beckoned me. It called to me with a voice I knew. It looked like… home.’ 

‘Perhaps because you were raised in a vicarage,’ I reasoned. ‘Is there anyone from your family you wish us to contact?’ 

‘I have no family.’

‘You mentioned a vicar.’

‘To-day, the Reverend Mr. R. M. Renfield may be contacted only by means of prayer.’

‘So you have no one?’

‘None but the legion I carry inside me… here,’ he said, gesturing to his heart but missing that target and pointing closer to his stomach. 

‘That is most regrettable,’ I said. ‘You have my deepest sympathies, Mr. Renfield.’ 

‘And you have mine, Doctor Seward.’ 

I was confused, and possibly a bit defensive: ‘Excuse me—I have your sympathies?’ 

The patient looked at me directly, holding my eyes in such a way as to challenge me not to blink. He moved forward slightly onto his knees. I noticed Watkins preparing himself to intercede in the event of a lunge, but I tacitly gestured for him to remain seated. 

‘Oh, indeed you have!’ Renfield exulted. ‘I may be many things, Doctor, but I am nobody’s fool. Fools are to be pitied as lambs to the slaughter.’ 

‘You fancy me a fool?’ 

‘Perhaps not as you occupy this room, not at this moment as you swan around in all your authority, but… imminently.’ The man Renfield narrowed his eyes at me, as though the entirety of me could be seen and fully measured through so narrow an aperture. 

I can only assume—no, I can only admit that he touched a nerve. What I said next was highly unprofessional, to say the least, and I already regret it:

‘Tell me this, Mr. Renfield. Speaking as a foundling, does the possibility you were born out of wedlock ever been a source of remorse to you?’ 

He replied as matter-of-factly as if I had asked him to prophesy the morning weather: ‘If you ask my opinion, the knowledge of one’s origins is greatly over-rated. What is important is not where one has been, but where one is going—what one is becoming, be it sage or fool. I am far more interested in the person I am becoming. Aren’t you?’ 

I could feel my face turning slowly red, and so, with that remark, I nodded to my associates that the interview was at an end. Watkins stayed inside the room to remove Renfield’s strait-waistcoat. Once free of it, Renfield surged towards the door then caught himself like a player of cards who fears that he has tipped his hand too far. He turned back to me with a softer disposition and his most entreating eyes. 

‘You have perhaps forgotten… my handkerchief, Doctor Seward?’ 

‘Oh, yes.’ I reached into my pocket and passed it to Watkins, who passed it to Renfield. We watched in fascination as he tenderly unfolded the linen, as if searching for something therein. I remembered the skeleton. Not finding it, the patient turned to me with a roiling hatred. 

‘Where is it?’ he demanded, spitting through clenched teeth. Watkins barred him from coming any nearer to me. ‘What have you done with it?’ 

I tried my best not to appear startled, but the size of his anger seemed to transcend the limits of his being. ‘The handkerchief was badly soiled and had to be laundered,’ I explained. ‘As for the animal remains, they were… unsanitary, Mr. Renfield. Naturally, we disposed of them.’ 

He was then led quietly and dejectedly back to his quarters. I followed Watkins and the patient Renfield from a distance of 10 paces. The attendant and I watched through the observation trap as Renfield collapsed to the floor, where he contracted into a foetal position, shrinking into himself like crumpled paper consumed by flame. 

‘You monsters,’ he wept. ‘You heartless bloody monsters! Have you never loved anything? Have you never loved anything?’ 

 

9 APRIL—Interesting lunch to-day with Lord Remington and his friend Peter Hawkins, a solicitor. Hawkins wanted to meet the doctor whose asylum adjoins the Carfax estate—a property for which he may have found a buyer! Evidently his firm was approached by letter, bearing the seal and signature of a Romanian Count of ancient family, who is presently seeking a suitable property for his London base. He understood London to be a modern city, yet hoped to find somewhere in its vicinity something not unlike his castle in Transylvania. Condition and money were no object. 

One of Hawkins’s young employees, who happens to live near our by-street, thought of Carfax right away and suggested they reply to the Count with full details of the property and its deplorable condition, but Hawkins rightly felt that to trust such a delicate purchase to correspondence might give the Count sufficient opportunity to change his mind. He therefore insisted that this younger solicitor—Harker by name—travel to the Count’s castle in the Carpathians with contracts in hand and conclude the deal with the iron still hot. Arrangements have been made for the end of the month, when Mr. Harker will journey to Munich by train, then travel by coach for the remaining distance. It sounds quite an adventure! 

He confided to us that young Harker is exhilarated by the prospect of this mission, a sure sale that stands to make his career, yet also torn as this trip will represent his first lengthy separation from his new fiancée. Both Remington and Hawkins, being men of the world, had a merciless chuckle over this but my heart went out to the poor chap, as I can imagine how he must feel. That said, I have every confidence their love shall survive this period of abeyance. 

I must admit to indulging in daydreams of being neighbour to a distinguished Romanian nobleman with deep pockets and of course seeing the eyesore that is Carfax renovated to its original splendour. I look forward with great excitement to this gentleman’s future residence here and the changes that his presence is likely to affect in stodgy old Purfleet! 

To my utter surprise and relief, and that of my staff and our other patients, the daylight fits of Mr. Renfield did not recur to-day. After 10 days of our hospitality, it seems the buzzing void in his head has diminished to bearable proportions. I hope I do not speak prematurely. 

 

11 APRIL—No further change in Renfield’s behaviour. He now spends his daylight hours in relative docility, most welcome. We have released him from his restraints and he appears to be rewarding that trust. His case interests me; there is nothing quite like him in the current literature of mental aberration. I find myself wondering if he might be the patient I always hoped would find his way into my care, someone whose unique distress I might explore, delineate, and perhaps cure for later presentation in the form of a published study. It is true I have accrued a certain standing in the community as the founder and head of this asylum, but this is not enough. Not nearly enough accomplishment for the man who may someday decide to ask for a certain lady’s hand in marriage…. 

 

12 APRIL—Unable to resist temptation any longer, I decided to put this Sunday to the use of informing Miss Lucy Westenra that she has found an admirer in Doctor Jack Seward. I had no address for her, so I was obliged to question Arthur, whom I knew to be well-acquainted with her family. I found him not so willing to surrender the information. 

‘Really now, Jack—I was there first,’ he jousted. 

‘Come now, Art,’ I shot back, ‘surely you aren’t afraid that your gentlemanly charms can’t stand up to a little friendly competition?’ 

‘It’s just that this one is… special to me, Jack. More than my eyes, this time… my heart is involved.’ 

I could say nothing to this, but I daresay the cast of my expression showed him that my heart was no less invested. 

‘Very well,’ he said grudgingly. ‘I shall give you her address, but for one reason and one reason only: because I trust her to know what we mean to each other, although I have yet to actually declare my feelings and intentions.’ 

And so it was that I went, to-day, hat in hand, to Hillingham at 17 Chatham Street, where Lucy lives with her widowed mother. The servant let me in and I was promptly met by Mrs. Westenra. She was mildly cross with my impulsiveness, as it caught her and her daughter unprepared for company near teatime. Lucy, on the other hand, seemed quietly pleased and impressed by my spontaneity and she insisted, by turning all of her charm on her mother, that I remain for tea. Clearly, Mrs. Westenra can deny her daughter nothing. Who can blame her? 

It turned out to be the most delightful tea imaginable. They served oolong, which they called ‘the champagne of teas,’ and almond scones frosted with orange glaze—but I recollect such meagre details only out of my determination to retain through savouring every aspect of this afternoon. I had no particular hunger and hardly partook of anything, which I am certain was noticed by both mother and daughter. My appetite was held down by a dark turbulence, a heaviness of the stomach and vitals new to my experience. I did much of my talking with Mrs. Westenra, and most of my gazing at her beautiful daughter, whom I am convinced was feeling—or at least physically aware of—all that I was experiencing, to judge from the tenderly studious gaze she returned over the golden rim of her teacup. 

So thoroughly has this woman invaded my waking thoughts and dreams that to sit beside her once again was a trifle disorienting. I cannot even relate the topics of which we spoke; I can only wonder if I didn’t leave their home with Mrs. Westenra thinking me a babbling, incoherent fool worthy of locking up in my own asylum. Though I partook of very little, when I returned home I was so overcome with emotion that I was quite physically ill with something almost akin to terror. 

 

16 APRIL—Rather than pour my heart into this diary, as would be the more prudent thing to do, I have been foolish enough to bare my heart to others. I have put my confused feelings into words and released them into the world like the contents of Pandora’s box. Such indiscretion may lead to evil, but according to the legend, even in the most horrid depths of some Pandora’s box is also hope. 

Yesterday I accepted a dinner invitation from Lord Remington and agreed to meet with him at Boodle’s, his club on St. James’s Street, which is available to guests of the membership. Remington is old enough to be my father yet as familiar as a corruptor; he is aware of the imbalance that exists between his confessions and my own, but he has always joked that I shall have adventures of my own someday, and then he will recoup his investments. 

After our meal, over a tawny port, I listened to his rollicking account of the problems he was having with a young woman who did not agree that their brief but highly satisfying acquaintance had served its purpose. He sensed my distraction. 

‘What’s got into you, Jack? You look as I imagine I look myself when contemplating a plunge.’

The last of his words tumbled out over a deep, throaty laugh. His light-heartedness made me wince, for I was feeling a most serious young man. 

‘That dinner party of yours may prove to be a great turning point in my life,’ I told him. ‘I am feeling… an unease, whether divine or profane, I cannot say.’ 

Remington held up a hand in warning. ‘Do not confide her name to me, I warn you, as I am likely to know the lady… or her parents. For your sake, let us hope it is her parents that I know!’ 

‘You scoundrel,’ I grinned. The port was emboldening. 

‘Seriously, Jack: you spoke those words with a gravity that is most unlike the Jack I know. This worries me. I won’t be so indiscreet as to ask you whether or not this is the first stab you’ve suffered from Cupid’s bow, but shall take this opportunity to extend some… avuncular advice?’ 

‘Please do.’ 

‘Speak of your feelings to no one—to no one other than the object of your affections, if affections they truly are. When I was your age, there was a young woman… not the first, I admit, but this one was special. The damnedest thing… She aroused a shyness in me that was most unlike me. I rushed myself to the conclusion that this shyness must be the difference between a jolly good time and real love. I made the mistake of speaking of my true love to the bastards who were my confidants at that time. Not a man of them offered any counsel worth hearing, but my inexhaustible desire to ponder my feelings through conversation was— as only now can I appreciate—what’s the right word? A perversity. My confessing became a substitute for the natural relationship I might have had with this young woman. I spoke of my feelings to everyone—to everyone but her, ordering my confused emotions into the certainty of love by declaring them again and again to any damn fool who would listen. In doing so, I persuaded myself that I had fallen in love, when it might have remained no more than a passing attraction without my worrying it into something gigantic. I missed my moment and doomed myself to months—years, if truth be told—of pain and recrimination that there was never any real need to endure. It was all self-mesmerism; a mouthful of air. Words are dangerous things, young man, and words of love are the most damned and dangerous of all.’ 
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