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Hospes
Draculae - Dracula's Guest




	
Cum iter inciperemus, sol illustrabat Monachum plenaque erat aura
laetitiae aestatis novae. Cum iam proficisceremini, Herr Delbruck,
hospes deversorii Quatre Saisons in quo habitabam, nudo capite ad
vehiculum venit et postquam iter iucundum mihi exoptavit, adhuc
claustrum vehiculi manu tenens raedarii dixit: “Cura, ut ante solis
occasum revenias. Caelum clarum videtur, sed aquilo tempestatem
subitam praetremit. Enimvero te minime serius venire credo.”
Subridens subiunxit: “scis enim quam esse noctem.”

	
When we started for our drive the sun was shining brightly on
Munich, and the air was full of the joyousness of early summer.
Just as we were about to depart, Herr Delbruck (the maitre d'hotel
of the Quatre Saisons, where I was staying) came down bareheaded to
the carriage and, after wishing me a pleasant drive, said to the
coachman, still holding his hand on the handle of the carriage
door, "Remember you are back by nightfall. The sky looks bright but
there is a shiver in the north wind that says there may be a sudden
storm. But I am sure you will not be late." Here he smiled and
added, "for you know what night it is."




	
Iohannes vehementer respondit „Ja, mein Herr“ et petasum manu
tangens celeriter evectus est. Cum ex oppido exierimus, postquam
consistere ei iussi, „dic mihi“ inquam “Iohannes, quid accidet hac
nocte?”

	
 Johann answered with an emphatic, "Ja, mein Herr," and,
touching his hat, drove off quickly. When we had cleared the town,
I said, after signalling to him to stop:"Tell me, Johann, what is
tonight?"




	
Signum crucis se signavit laconice respondens: „Walpurgisnacht.“
Horologium prompsit grande antiquum argenteum Germaniae factum rape
maiorem. Contractis superciliis inquies inspexit. Sic eum de mora
supervacua demisse questum intellexi et in vehiculo reclinans
provehi eum iussi. Celerrime evectus est quasi tempus dilapsum
repetere vellet. Equi capita frequenter elevabant ad aerem
suspicaciter olfaciendum. Tum pavefactus saepe circumspexi. Via
erat satis inhospita quia altam atque ventosam planitiem
permetiebamur. Cum veheremur, viam contuitus sum visu parum
attritam et in valliculam flexuosam immergentem. Tam blanda mihi
videbatur ut, quamquam offendere eum periclitabar, tamen Iohannem
consistere iussi—et cum constitisset, me viam illam pervehi velle
dixi. Causas omni generis finxit signo crucis se compluriens
signatus. Sic incitavit curiositatem meam. Varia ex eo quaesivi.
Vitabundus respondit atque indignanter horologium spectavit.  

	
He crossed himself, as he answered laconically: "Walpurgis nacht."
Then he took out his watch, a great, old-fashioned German silver
thing as big as a turnip and looked at it, with his eyebrows
gathered together and a little impatient shrug of his shoulders. I
realized that this was his way of respectfully protesting against
the unnecessary delay and sank back in the carriage, merely
motioning him to proceed. He started off rapidly, as if to make up
for lost time. Every now and then the horses seemed to throw up
their heads and sniff the air suspiciously. On such occasions I
often looked round in alarm. The road was pretty bleak, for we were
traversing a sort of high windswept plateau. As we drove,I saw a
road that looked but little used and which seemed to dip through a
little winding valley. It looked so inviting that, even at the risk
of offending him, I called Johann to stop--and when he had pulled
up, I told him I would like to drive down that road. He made all
sorts of excuses and frequently crossed himself as he spoke. This
somewhat piqued my curiosity, so I asked him various questions. He
answered fencingly and repeatedly looked at his watch in protest.




	

Denique „Iohannes,“ inquam, „hanc viam permeare cupio. Te invitum
mecum venire non poscam; at dic mihi quare nolis ire, hoc tantum ex
te quaero.” Pro responsione de sedili desiluit. Tum porrectis
manibus me obsecravit ne illam viam peterem. Sermoni theodisco vix
satis verborum anglicorum immiscebat ut quae diceret
subintellegerem. Aliquid mihi narraturus videbatur cuius imago
evidenter eum perterreret. Coeptum semper interrumpebat sermonem
exclamans :”Walpurgisnacht!”



	
Finally I said, "Well, Johann, I want to go down this road. I shall
not ask you to come unless you like; but tell me why you do not
like to go, that is all I ask." For answer he seemed to throw
himself off the box, so quickly did he reach the ground. Then he
stretched out his hands appealingly to me and implored me not to
go. There was just enough of English mixed with the German for me
to understand the drift of his talk. He seemed always just about to
tell me something--the very idea of which evidently frightened him;
but each time he pulled himself up saying, "Walpurgis nacht!"




	
Cum eo decertare temptavi, at difficile est verbis decertare cum
viro cuius linguam nescias. Commodior certe certabat ille, cum,
quamquam anglice incondite confragoseque loqui incipiebat,
concitatus frequenter in linguam vernaculam relaberetur – tum
semper horologium inspiciens. Equi denique inquietes aerem
olfecerunt. Valde palluit ille atque pavide circumspiciens subito
prosiluit, frena manu cepit atque equos viginti passus produxit.
Secutus cur id fecisset quaesivi. Pro responsione signo crucis se
signavit atque locum modo relictum demonstravit atque vehiculum
contra alteram viam direxit indicans crucem, primum vernacule, tum
anglice “Sepultus” dixit “illum -- illum quod se ipsos necavit.”

	
I tried to argue with him, but it was difficult to argue with a man
when I did not know his language. The advantage certainly rested
with him, for although he began to speak in English, of a very
crude and broken kind, he always got excited and broke into his
native tongue--and every time he did so, he looked at his watch.
Then the horses became restless and sniffed the air. At this he
grew very pale, and, looking around in a frightened way, he
suddenly jumped forward, took them by the bridles,and led them on
some twenty feet. I followed and asked why he had done this. For an
answer he crossed himself, pointed to the spot we had left, and
drew his carriage in the direction of the other road, indicating a
cross, and said, first in German, then in English, "Buried him--him
what killed themselves."




	
Moris maiorum memini sui interfectos in triviis sepeliendi: „Ah!
Suicidam intellego. Rem observatione dignam!“ Nullo modo autem
dispicere potui quod timerent equi.

	
I remembered the old custom of burying suicides at cross roads:
"Ah! I see, a suicide. How interesting!" But for the life of me I
could not make out why the horses were frightened.




	
Cum colloqueremur, sonum audivimus quasi canis latraret ganniretve.
Longe aberat, Iohannes autem equos irrequietos aegerrime placavit.
Exsanguis “lupum” inquit “sonat—at hic lupi nunc absunt.”

	
Whilst we were talking, we heard a sort of sound between a yelp and
a bark.It was far away; but the horses got very restless, and it
took Johann all his time to quiet them. He was pale and said, "It
 sounds like a wolf--but yet there are no wolves here now."




	
“Nuncin absunt?”, inquam dubitans. „Annon multum temporis absunt ab
urbe?“

	
"No?" I said, questioning him. "Isn't it long since the wolves were
so near the city?"




	
“Multum, multum” respondit “vere ac aestate; nive autem iacente
lupi adfuerunt non multum temporis.“

	
"Long, long," he answered, "in the spring and summer; but with the
snow the wolves have been here not so long."




	
Cum equos palparet et placari conaretur, atrae in caelo affluebant
nubes. Sol convelatus est. Ventus frigidus afflare videbatur.
Minatus autem magis est quam fecit, quoniam dies clarus iterum
reluxit. 
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