

  [image: ]




  

    

      
A Peacock´s Cry



    




    

      07th September 1879




      „I, Draven Elroy Hensley, son of Abraham Hensley and Master of Shamrock Castle, am writing this in full command of my mental and physical faculties. I did, what I did, out of love, despair and pain. Out of love for my wife Eloise and our unborn child. Out of despair because a cruel disease was going to kill this delicate woman by decomposing her lungs. Yes, death became an uninvited guest in our house and my pain about that fact was so immense, that I would have done everything, absolutely everything, to fight off fate.




      After all, it was me who brought despair to this house and allowed death to devastate the whole country. But as long as I can hold this quill I will tell you my story – as a reminder, as a warning to all people who dare to challenge God.




      In 1860, Eloise and I spent our honeymoon in India which was completely under British administration at that time. My beautiful young wife enjoyed this colorful country as much as I did. She especially loved the sunsets and the pretty, wild peacocks with their lamenting cries every morning and evening as if they intended to awaken creatures from another world.




      We spent a lightsome, wonderful time together which was crowned by the message about her pregnancy. But Eloise did not want to give birth to our child in a foreign country and so, we travelled back to England by taking the next schooner. We took along a lot of souvenirs from India and also a pair of peacocks which should remind Eloise of our honeymoon.




      My father´s wedding gift was a charming little country castle where the peacocks could live free in the garden areas. Everything could have been so nice and easy…but the long, hard journey exhausted my delicate wife. She appeared pale and joyless to me and immediately after our arrival she went to bed. Ever after, she left her bed only at rare intervals.




      Dr. Stanford determined the disease shortly after our return when the first aching cough shook Eloise and let tears come to her big blue eyes. He gave her only a few months to live. Months that would be sufficient to give birth to our child. Since that diagnosis our domicile became a quiet place. The approaching end felt like a suffocating veil covered our family and our servants.




      But I did no want to take accept it, I kept searching for ways out, consulted the best doctors in Europe, sent out telegrams to all universities, read medical books and finally – I had to resign. In my despair I turned towards the mysticism and occultism as well as to religions. Again, I read book after book until our library increased in height up to the ceiling. I tried psychics and charlatans – all in vain.




      Then – one unlucky day – a book fell into my hands. It was about Dr. van Helsing and his discovery of immortal creatures. An insane thought came to live in my brain after reading the last chapter.




      If these creatures should really exist and if I would be able to find one of them – in case the bite of such a creature was the only thing which could save Eloise´s life and prolong it into eternity. What an unholy thought! But, at that time, I never reflected on the consequences. No, I packed my bags for a long journey to Transylvania and had the fastest horses hitched to my carriage. As in fever I started my search for a vampire! 




      I didn´t let my brave little Eloise in on my plan but told her about urgent business matters. I kissed her hands and immediately turned around to hide the tears in my eyes because I didn´t know if I would ever see her again. No, this was the time to act and time was running out. I had no time for tears. I rushed to my carriage. Ashford, my longtime servant and coachman cracked the whip and the last thing I heard were the cries of our peacocks dying away in the galloping hoof beats.




      On my whole way through Europe the horses and I nearly took no time for a break. Actually, we set a breakneck pace. Again and again I urged Ashford for undue haste. My carriage rushed through the Carpathian Mountains until we finally reached this village I read about in my book. The village was hiding in the shadow of a fortress of which only some ruins still existed. But even these walls seemed to curse everybody trying to approach them.




      It was a difficult undertaking to explain the villagers what I wanted. Hardly anyone of them understood the English language. Most of them made the sign of the cross when I mentioned the word vampire and hurried away. But one young man had watched my efforts and addressed to me. He spoke broken English but it was understandable enough. He indicated me to follow him to the cemetery, showed me an open grave there and, at first, I did not realize if anybody should be put inside or if something crawled out of it. Suddenly, I felt confusion and irritation. How could I take this “thing” to England?




      My guide waved at me to follow him again. This time, we went into a modest chapel wherein I discovered an unadorned coffin. “Take with you” the man said with vivid gestures. “Nobody wants evil here!” Now, I understood. He wanted me to take the coffin and its contents to my carriage. It was obvious, that the owner of this vessel was unwanted by the community here. I had nothing to lose. If this body was no vampire at all, I could surely bury this poor soul on my way back. At that time, I didn´t even know if it was a woman or a man. I called my coachman and together we lifted the wooden crate into the carriage. In order to ease the burden for the horses, I left some pieces of baggage behind. Again, we returned with full speed and with continuous changes of horses. The passage across the Channel was a stormy one and back to Shamrock Castle it took us again some hundred miles.




      On my whole journey back to England I thought of nothing else than Eloise. I didn´t want to lose this maidenly being. Her quiet and patient nature impressed me day by day. She could enjoy a butterfly on the wing just like a child. And I wanted her to raise our child. Yes, I just wanted it so badly. I wanted to preserve this little family even by risking my own life.




      At that time, I could not foresee that I went for a drive with death itself. During the many weeks of our way back nothing moved inside the coffin. Was I chasing a fantasy?
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