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			White Worm Society Archivist’s Note

			This collection pertains mostly to the California Incident of 1882. The exhibits here are for the most part in chronological order, with needless passages and multiple entries on the same subject removed.

			Most items were legally acquired or given freely to the White Worm Society in aid of our efforts to contain the supernatural forces that threaten our world. However, in some cases we resorted to more underhanded methods of acquisition.

			See the collections ‘The Greystones Hunt’ and ‘The Black Bishop Incident’ for more information on Stoker, Wilde, Irving and the other narrators in the materials to follow.

			At this point in time, Bram Stoker’s attentions have turned from vampire hunting and are focused solely on his marriage to Florence Stoker and his job as the manager of the Lyceum Theatre, where he works for the actor/vampire Henry Irving. Oscar Wilde has just returned from his lecture tour in America and has become famous on both sides of the Atlantic.

			The White Worm Society was well aware of Henry Irving’s activities in seeking a cure for his vampiric affliction, and his reasons for travelling to America. While we sympathised with his desire to become mortal again, we were wary that any attempted cure that involved ‘the Realm’ had the potential to unleash more destruction into our world. We did, however, realise that his research could unearth valuable information on the occult, and so we thought it best to let him proceed, to a point. To ensure we were kept apprised of his endeavours, we planted operatives close to both Irving and Stoker.

			Wilde appeared to be fully occupied with his burgeoning career and newfound fame, and we saw no reason to tie up valuable operatives to keep an eye on him, though in hindsight perhaps this decision was unwise.

			Viewing of this collection is restricted to members of the White Worm Society. Removal of these materials from the Society’s library is strictly prohibited.

		

	
		
			From the Journal of Bram Stoker, 

			13th of May 1881

			Archivist’s note: These entries are from one of the seven journals believed by Stoker’s wife, Florence Stoker, to have been burned upon his death. They were saved from the fire by one of the White Worm Society’s operatives, embedded as a servant in the Stoker household. Mr. Stoker’s nearly perfect memory recall makes him a reliable, thorough and graphic narrator. Unlike Mr. Wilde, Stoker is less likely to exaggerate in his descriptions, particularly of his own heroic actions.

			11:37 a.m.

			Oscar came to the door of the Lyceum yesterday evening. As we are between productions, the theatre was closed, but we were having a small get-together with the actors and staff to celebrate the announcement of next year’s tour of America. Henry had just given a toast, and the assembled company was babbling excitedly to one another about the trip and all we had to do to prepare when Oscar barged in.

			“Bram, thank God you are here….” he exclaimed, but paused when he saw the small crowd gathered on the stage, drinks in hand. “A party? Why wasn’t I invited?”

			“Because you do not work here,” I said. “What is the matter, Oscar? You look a fright.”

			He was dressed in his typical regalia: a purple velvet waistcoat, silk britches and black stockings. (Honestly, I sometimes have trouble remembering he is a fellow Irishman, what with his absurd taste in clothes and his affected London accent.) He was clutching his purple top hat and fidgeting with it like a schoolboy in front of his headmaster. He was sweating profusely and kept glancing over his shoulder at the door, as though he were either expecting someone or anxious to be on his way again.

			Florence and I hadn’t seen him since he returned from Paris, and before that he had spent a year in America on a lecture tour. This had been a smashing success, apparently, and Oscar is now quite famous. (As if his ego wasn’t bad enough when he was an unknown.) The Americans had obviously fed him well, as he has gained quite a bit of weight, I’d say at least two stone.

			Florence joined us. “Oh, Oscar how nice to see you!” she said, kissing him on the cheek. She could see that he was frantic, however.

			“Hello, Florrie dear. I am frightfully sorry to interrupt your party, but I’m afraid it cannot wait.” He lowered his voice. “It’s Willie. He is…off his leash.”

			“What?” I exclaimed, more loudly than I intended, for the cast and crew turned to look at me. “Let’s go upstairs to my office.”

			As we climbed the stairs, Oscar said, “You see, I have this almanack that tells me when the full moons are, and there seems to be a misprint.” He pulled out a book from his waistcoat pocket. “You can clearly see here it say it is tomorrow….”

			“He is loose?” Florence asked. “Here in the city?”

			We entered my office, and I shut the door for privacy.

			“Yes, not far from here in fact. I lost him in St. James’s Park. That is why I thought to come here, hoping against hope that you would be here, Bram. And look, you are!”

			“How fortunate,” I said, with an irritation that I immediately regretted. It is not Oscar’s fault his brother is a werewolf, and I know that Willie takes care to restrain himself during the full moon. This is the first time, to my knowledge, that he has failed in this, and if I could help Oscar recover him before he hurt anyone it was my duty as a friend to do so. I quickly retrieved my coat and hat, and a pistol that I have taken to keeping in my desk drawer.

			“Oh my, we shan’t need that,” Oscar protested.

			“Only to slow him down,” I said, checking the revolver chamber for silver bullets. “I will shoot him in the leg if need be.” Left unspoken was my uncertainty about my own ability to aim with such accuracy.

			“I have chloroform and his chain,” Oscar said. “If you could just use your voodoo powers to track him, I’m sure we can make quick work of bringing him in.”

			I hadn’t used my second sight to sense anything supernatural in quite some time. Richard Burton and his men, with some assistance from the White Worm Society, has taken on the job of clearing out the remaining vampire nests in London, so presumably there has been nothing about to trigger the visions, but I was gripped with a sudden anxiety that my ability had waned. However, now wasn’t the time to express doubt in my powers.

			As we exited, I said, “Leave the hat!”

			“Oh, yes, good idea,” he said, handing it to Florence. “Wouldn’t want it to get ruined.”

			“You two be careful,” Florence said. “And for heaven’s sake, don’t get bitten!”

			“Where did you lose him exactly?” I asked as we hurried down the road.

			“It is hard to say, it is terribly foggy out tonight. I think he stopped to eat a cat on Downing Street. I heard him snarling and a cat screeching, so there was at least a scuffle. Fairly close to the prime minister’s residence, I would guess.”

			I hoped it wasn’t the prime minister’s cat. More importantly, I hoped the prime minister hadn’t looked out of his window to see a werewolf running by; it could be the end of old Willie.

			“Take me there. I’ll try and work up my second sight,” I said.

			Oscar was right, the fog was very dense; probably a good thing. It was eerily quiet, too, for central London, and as we hurried through the misty streets, I could almost think we were alone in the city.

			This illusion was destroyed as we crossed The Mall near Charing Cross. We were stepping up onto the kerb when a tram rattled past mere inches behind us. My heart pounded and Oscar clutched my shoulder for support. The driver clanged his bell in a warning that would have been too late if we’d been unlucky enough to have crossed the street a few seconds later.

			As we approached Downing Street, I caught the first glimpse of the telltale green glow that signifies traces of the supernatural to my eyes. It was oddly exhilarating to see it, considering how often I’ve cursed my power and the complications it has brought to my life. The glow continued east.

			“He went towards the river,” I said, and we hurried in that direction ourselves.

			We had just reached Victoria Embankment when we heard a woman scream. We looked about, trying to determine from which direction the sound had come. The scream was soon followed by running footsteps, then a woman careened out of the fog and slammed right into us. She was young, a housemaid to judge by the uniform I glimpsed under her coat. She grabbed hold of my lapels to steady and pull herself up.

			“Run! It’s a rabid dog!”

			Willie came out of the fog, all fangs and growls, but stopped short when he saw us. The woman pushed past me and disappeared into the fog behind us.

			Willie gathered himself into a crouch, in preparation to give chase.

			“Stop!” I commanded. To my surprise, Willie obeyed momentarily. He stopped and sat down, like a dog listening to his master’s command. I forget that my occult affliction gives me some powers over supernatural creatures.

			This was the first time I had seen Willie in his wolf form. He was larger than a regular wolf, with a lustrous grey coat and a great bushy tail. His hands were not transformed fully into wolf paws and resembled the hands of an ape. I had a fleeting memory of being held by the throat by a werewolf’s hands when I first encountered one in Greystones.

			Willie’s teeth seemed bigger than a real wolf’s and saliva dripped from them as he sized us up. His head tilted, as a dog’s might when it is looking closely at something. Did he recognise us, even with his wolf brain?

			As he looked me over Oscar was moving slowly around to the side. I raised my hand in a pacifying gesture, hoping to keep Willie mesmerised long enough for Oscar to get the chain around him. Willie whimpered and backed up a bit, as if confused.

			“Stay, Willie,” I said. He stayed. This was going to work!

			However, at that moment a boat on the river blew its horn, breaking the spell. Willie shook himself, as though he were shaking off water, and bolted away back into the fog.

			We gave chase, my second sight proving useful again. I could see a green glow through the fog I knew was the werewolf. He was moving at an incredible speed. If he hadn’t stopped now and then to sniff things or snap at the occasional pigeon, we would have lost him outright.

			“Stop, Willie!” Oscar commanded. His voice can be quite booming when he wants it to be, which, I suppose, contributes to his appeal as a lecturer.

			We caught up with Willie at Cleopatra’s Needle, where his leg was up and he was relieving himself.

			“Oh, Willie, not on an historic monument!” Oscar exclaimed. “Bad dog!”

			I hoped Willie wasn’t taking on an additional Egyptian curse for his blasphemy. He already had quite enough problems to be getting on with.

			He turned and ran towards us and I raised my pistol. He veered off at the last second, almost going over the railing into the Thames, but bouncing off of the railing instead.

			We once again lost him in the fog, but we continued the chase, wanting to at least keep him moving to distract him from attacking a person.

			Oscar was becoming very winded and was falling behind. He was not only out of shape, he also had the extra weight of the large chain and manacles he was carrying.

			I followed the green glow ahead. The river to the right of him and carriages to the left thankfully kept him pinned in and going straight down the Embankment. Werewolves, you see, don’t like horses and naturally avoid crossing their paths. Ah, the things one learns when one is friends with the Wildes.

			I, too, was becoming winded, and it was getting hard to keep up with Willie. Often I lost sight of the green glow. Occasionally we would hear a scream from the fog, but Willie was not stopping to kill. I couldn’t help but think of how many people were seeing him. At least it was dark and foggy and he would be easily mistaken for an enormous dog, but the White Worm Society was bound to get wind of this, and if they found out it was Oscar and I who were in pursuit, they would make quick work of deducing that the werewolf was Willie Wilde.

			When we reached London Bridge Road Willie was blocked by a building to his left and a long row of carriages waiting for passengers. The horses bucked and whinnied.

			Willie slowed and stopped, hiding himself in the shadows.

			It gave me a chance to catch up with him. I pulled my pistol.

			Oscar finally caught up with us. “No, Bram, don’t!”

			Willie took advantage of this distraction to run out onto the bridge.

			“I have to stop him, he is bound to kill someone!” I yelled as I followed the werewolf into the fog.

			To my consternation, Willie was scaling one of the lampposts. This not only brought him out of the fog, but the light also made him visible for all to see. A throng of people behind me were rushing to find out what the commotion was and would surely spot him in mere moments.

			I reluctantly climbed the lamppost too, with Willie snarling and taking swipes at me. I knew it only took one scratch and I too would become a werewolf.

			“Sorry, old friend,” I said, taking aim. I was too slow, however, and he kicked out with his hind leg, knocking the gun out of my hands. I heard people gasping and shouting. I had no choice but to grab his leg and try to pull him down. We both fell from the lamppost, and not in the direction I intended. We tumbled into the river! The journey down was long enough for me to feel the free fall and to curse the Wilde brothers for getting me into yet another life-threatening situation.

			We plunged into the water. When I surfaced moments later, I could hear people on the bridge shouting as we were both swept along downriver.

			The Thames was bone-chillingly cold even in May and smelled putrid. However, I am a strong swimmer, and apparently, so are werewolves. Both Willie and I made our way to a set of stairs that extended into the water.

			Willie dragged himself up the steps, which were moss-covered and slippery. His wolf paws and legs were having difficulty navigating the steps, and he slipped a few times. At least this distracted him from attacking me, though he turned and snarled in my direction to keep me from advancing.

			Suddenly, Oscar appeared at the top of the stairs with, of all things, a roasted chicken. Where he got it, I still do not know.

			“Here, Willie,” he said, waving it about. “I have a lovely chicken for you.” Willie, with this new incentive, redoubled his efforts and made it to the top. I hurried up the steps after him and emerged at the top to see him in a pool of gaslight, slowly stalking Oscar and the chicken. Oscar tossed the chicken to the side and Willie greedily pounced on it. As he tore into it, Oscar took out a rag and soaked it with chloroform.

			Willie made quick work of the chicken and turned to Oscar, his mouth dripping with saliva. The chicken was only an appetiser and Oscar was to be the main course.

			“Willie!” I yelled. “Down!”

			He turned to me and then, to our surprise and relief, he sat. Oscar sneaked up behind him and quickly put the chloroform to his muzzle. It does take some time for chloroform to work, but Willie did not fight it. In fact, he seemed to enjoy it and breathed deeply. Somewhere in the wolf was the Willie I know so well, who enjoys being sedated much of the time.

			“There, there, Willie,” Oscar said. “Let’s take a little nap.”

			Luckily, at the top of the stairs where we had emerged was a fishmonger’s shop, closed and vacant for the night. It was a place most people would avoid because of the smell, and we found ourselves quite alone in the fog.

			We secured our wolf, and I went back to the theatre to get a carriage. Willie is now safe in his cage in Oscar’s cellar, sleeping off the chloroform with a belly full of chicken. I wonder if his human skin and hair will smell of Thames water in the morning.

			I can’t help but think about the first werewolf hunt I went on, that horrible time in Greystones, when I first discovered my supernatural second sight. How innocent I was before that day! At least Willie, unlike that werewolf, did not commit any real violence that I was forced to relive through my visions.

			What would my life be like, I wonder, if I had not gone on that fateful trip with Captain Burton and the Wildes. Would I still be in Dublin, clerking at the castle? I do not like having these brushes with danger thrust upon me, but perhaps it was only that adventure that made me bold enough to leave my comfortable position and take the job with Henry, or to pursue Florence, for that matter. Perhaps her life would be better if that were the case. Would mine?

			On the other hand, Henry would have still sought me out, for the connection between us was forged years earlier, though I did not know it at the time. In that case, I would have come to London a single man. I would have met Ellen Terry as a single man, with no wife to be hurt by the love that grew between us.

			It does not bear thinking about.

			Noel just ran, giggling, past my office door, his nanny in pursuit. Without those choices in my past, there would, perhaps, be no Noel. If that is the case, then I have no regrets.

		

	
		
			From the Journal of Florence Stoker, 

			14th of May 1881

			Archivist’s note: These journal entries were purloined by a White Worm operative. She was able to steal the journal in the aftermath of the California Incident, the details of which follow.

			The monstrous man who was the Black Bishop is dead, yet his horrible deeds continue to haunt us, as is evident in poor Willie Wilde’s curse. Bram tells me the Bishop’s efforts to open a portal to hell directly led to Willie being bitten by a werewolf and becoming one himself.

			I shudder to think how close that madman came to destroying all we hold dear. He cared nothing for the harm he caused in his quest for power.

			Last night was a full moon, and Willie would have normally been restrained. However, he escaped, and it is only through Bram’s and Oscar’s efforts that he did not kill anyone or, worse yet, turn someone else into a werewolf.

			Though he drinks too much and is somewhat irresponsible, Willie is a dear friend and frequent guest in our home. His monthly transformations take a great toll on his health and mood, and I always try to invite him for dinner in the days following a full moon, to raise his spirits and ensure he is eating enough. He usually appears at our door looking gaunt and moody, and I count the evening a success if we hear his laughter ringing through the house at least once. I wish we could do more for him as he is a good man. We have talked about his affliction, and I know that last night’s events are his greatest fear. If he had hurt someone, I don’t think he could bear it.

			The Bishop’s actions have left scars on the Stoker family as well. Bram has left out many of the lurid details of what happened at Stonehenge, but I have heard from others that he and Oscar came close to losing their lives.

			Since then, Bram often has night terrors and there are times it is hard to wake him.

			The only comfort I can take from that dreadful time is that Bram’s brush with death renewed his devotion to our marriage and family.

			This does not mean, however, that everything is as it was between us. Maybe the fault is mine, as I still bear resentment over Bram’s brief infidelity with Ellen Terry. I’m sure he senses this, and it keeps us from being as intimate as we could be.

			He also fears that his ‘demon blood’ may cause him to lose control in times of lust, to the point that he might harm me. I have not seen this to be the case, and he has remained gentle and decent.

			My hope is that the change of scenery and routine we’ll find in our upcoming travels will help us rekindle our intimacy. I am so looking forward to touring America with the Lyceum company. Henry tells me he will cast me in several parts and at this I am elated.

			Of course, my joy is dimmed by the presence of Ellen Terry, who will be the star in all the productions. We are surprisingly civil to one another. I suppose we must be for the good of the company. I do see regret in her eyes and she often tries to reach out to me as an acting mentor, but I cannot bear to have her teach me anything that she hasn’t already.

			Oh, how I wish we could all be French and not have these things matter to us so much, but alas we are not. We are British and so pretending nothing has happened is the best we can do.

		

	
		
			Transcript of the White Worm Society Council Meeting

			Presiding: Mr. Errol Hammond, Director

			Council members present: Lady Alene Stewart, Mr. Lawrence Lambert, Mrs. Viola Knight

			Agenda: Report on the matter of Mr. Bram Stoker and Mr. Henry Irving, presented by Agent Philippa D’Aurora

			Director Hammond: Agent D’Aurora, we are here to discuss your briefing report on these fellows, Stoker and Irving, which I read with great interest, and considerable astonishment. I am struggling to understand how my predecessor allowed this situation to continue.

			Agent D’Aurora: I’m not entirely certain what you mean, sir.

			Hammond: Let me state some facts gleaned from your report, Agent, and do correct me if I misstate anything.

			D’Aurora: Certainly, sir.

			Hammond: Mr. Henry Irving, owner of the most prestigious theatre in London and the most acclaimed actor of our time, is a vampire.

			D’Aurora: Yes, sir.

			Hammond: Do you not see a problem with this? The last time I checked our bylaws, they clearly stated that disposing of vampires is one of our aims.

			D’Aurora: He does not appear to be dangerous, sir. In fact, we have numerous reports, including from our own operatives, that he himself kills vampires. We have no evidence that he has ever killed a human in Britain.

			Hammond: When I was a young operative, we didn’t look for evidence that a vampire killed humans, his mere existence was enough. But we’ll return to that later. Your report also states that Mr. Bram Stoker, the manager of the Lyceum, has blood that can open the gates of hell.

			D’Aurora: Well, sir, that’s not exactly— 

			Hammond: That’s taken directly from your report, Agent. This Black Bishop scoundrel used Stoker’s blood to open a crack in the earth from which a dragon and a giant worm emerged! Is that not true?

			D’Aurora: Yes, sir, but it’s—

			Hammond: My God, what if he cuts himself shaving and unleashes fiery Armageddon? We could see demons strolling along the Thames. Are you prepared to deal with that?

			D’Aurora: If need be, sir, but it will not happen, at least not by Stoker’s hand.

			Hammond: And what makes you so certain?

			D’Aurora: Observation and research, sir. Our own Occult Ceremonies Division has ascertained that the ritual employed by the Black Bishop needed to occur in a specific place on a specific night – in this case at Stonehenge on Saint George’s Day during a full or nearly full moon. There is also some rigamarole involving the alignment of the planets or some such. I don’t fully understand it all, to be honest, but the significance is that the likelihood of these circumstances occurring again – with Stoker there to cut himself shaving – are beyond miniscule.

			Hammond: Ah, but Stonehenge isn’t the only gateway about which we need to worry, is it? And they don’t all demand such complicated conditions to open.

			D’Aurora: That is true, sir. Nor do they all require the blood of—

			Hammond: It is our sworn duty to prevent the opening of the Realm, is it not? And yet Stoker and his dangerous blood are permitted to roam free, with no regard to security, and to consort with a known vampire. I tell you, I am strongly inclined to order that both men be taken into custody if not eliminated entirely.

			D’Aurora: Director Pryce felt—

			Hammond: Former Director Pryce.

			D’Aurora: Yes, former Director Pryce felt that as both Stoker and Irving had proven themselves useful, it was worth the risk to let them continue on with their lives as usual.

			Council member Knight: If I may interject, Director.

			Hammond: Certainly.

			Knight: It was not just Pryce’s decision. The council weighed the evidence, discussed the matter and concurred. Any threat posed by Stoker and Irving is negligible compared to the services they have rendered. They both risked their lives to stop the Black Bishop. In fact, they did far more than we did.

			Hammond: Well, just because Director Pryce wasn’t up to the task that doesn’t mean—

			Council member Lambert: Former Director Pryce. In any case, we are keeping an eye on Stoker and Irving. Since the incident, they are, by all appearances, just an actor and a theatre manager. Though I will say that I have no doubt that if they were to encounter dark forces again, both men would rise to fight them.

			Hammond: I see. And Lady Stewart, you feel the same?

			Council member Stewart: I do.

			Hammond: Very well. We’ll let the situation continue for now. But Agent D’Aurora, I shall expect a report immediately should anything occur that is at all out of the ordinary.

			D’Aurora: Yes, sir.

			Hammond: You are dismissed.

		

	
		
			Letter from Dr. Victor Mueller to Henry Irving, 

			28th of May 1881

			Archivist’s note: Not much is known about the mysterious Dr. Mueller. Public records show he purchased the scientific library and laboratory of Dr. James Lind, who died in 1812. Lind was a pioneer in anatomical research and a mentor to Mary Shelley and was said to be the inspiration for Dr. Frankenstein in Shelley’s novel Frankenstein or The Modern Prometheus, written in 1818. Mueller, it appears, is fascinated with Lind’s research into resurrecting the dead and that alone makes him of interest to the White Worm Society.

			Dear Mr. Irving,

			I regret that I am no longer in possession of the map I promised you.

			Earlier this week, my laboratory was seized by Captain Burton’s men and I was forced to flee Scotland.

			I regret the part I played in the Black Bishop’s plans. Working with him was merely a means to an end. He possessed valuable information I needed for my own research, and I was not aware of his larger plans.

			It saddens me that I am now a wanted man and have lost much of my research. I was so close to achieving my goals, so close to making one of the greatest breakthroughs in the history of science.

			A setback to be sure, but I shall press on.

			Although I no longer have the map, I might be able to point you in the proper direction. The map itself was cryptic and needed some deciphering, and I did not fully glean its secrets. I do remember the opening was somewhere in the southwestern United States, in what is now California. I know that does not narrow it down very much, but the information came from the natives in the region and perhaps you can consult a local shaman for more information on your upcoming trip to America.

			I hope this helps you find the entrance to the Realm and a cure for your affliction.

			Sincerely,

			Dr. Victor Mueller

		

	
		
			Report from Dr. Neil Seward to Henry Irving

			Date: 30 May 1881

			Subject: Properties of your blood

			I have concluded my experiments on using vampire blood to cure diseases in humans. The results are not promising.

			While I had success using your blood, none of the other vampire blood samples we have tested have worked. In fact, sometimes there have been disastrous outcomes for the patients who receive vampire blood, including madness, necrosis and sudden death.

			Your blood has different magical properties that science as of yet cannot explain. Perhaps it is because you were given free will by the original proto-vampire. Maybe it is your advanced age as a vampire. The other samples sent by the White Worm Society were from recently created vampires and might, therefore, be weaker.

			In any event, I am afraid the idea of using your blood as a panacea for all human diseases is looking doubtful at this point. You could not possibly give enough to cure everyone who needs it. I am also reluctant to employ this cure in all but the most dire cases as we still don’t know its long-term effects.

			Mr. Stoker is a case in point. His ‘inoculation’ as a child by your vampire blood may have cured his childhood ailment, but it also changed him in unexpected ways. Even studying the blood sample Mr. Stoker willingly provided did not help me to understand scientifically why he can’t be turned into a vampire or why it has given him power to sense the supernatural.

			While you have offered anecdotal testimony that Stoker’s blood can stop someone from becoming a vampire if given before the human changes over completely, for ethical reasons which I’m certain you understand we have not tested this in laboratory conditions.

			I am sorry that I have been unable to achieve the result you hoped for, but this has been a fascinating study nonetheless and I thank you for trusting me to undertake it.

			Sincerely,

			Dr. Seward

		

	
		
			Letter from Henry Irving to Dr. Neil Seward,

			13th of June 1881

			Dear Dr. Seward,

			I sincerely thank you for your experiments with my blood. I did hope to help humanity in some way and am disappointed my blood cannot be more useful.

			Yes, I believe I am a rare and different kind of vampire. When my free will was restored by the vampire king so many years ago, I felt a change come over me. It was as though I was awakened from a dream and at the same time plunged into a nightmare. I suddenly felt remorse for the murders I had committed as a vampire. It was like my soul was pulled back into this demonic vessel. I have spent the decades since trying to atone for my actions.

			Though I understand your reluctance to continue your experiments involving vampire blood as a cure for human disease, I still hope that scientific study can eventually lead to a cure for vampirism. I find it harder every day to keep my humanity from slipping away. The incident with the Black Bishop and being around so many of my own kind has made this even more difficult.

			Oddly, it is when I am on the stage pretending to be other people that I feel the most human. It is a nightly tonic that restores my human vitality as blood restores my vampire nature.

			I too worry about the long-term effects, as you say, of my inoculation of Bram as a child. It did save his life, though I did it for selfish reasons. I needed him to fulfil the prophecy: creating a man whose blood could open the door between worlds. I had hoped that opening the portal to what the vampire king calls ‘The Realm’,  a strange world from which vampirism originates, would provide a cure for my affliction. In doing this, however, I almost unleashed an unspeakable evil on the world and burdened Bram with his own demon. This I did not intend to do.

			I not only seek a cure for my own affliction but for Bram’s as well. I will continue to fund your research and would like you to turn the focus of your study on Bram’s blood.

			In the meantime, I will continue to seek a safer way to enter the Realm and search for a cure there. These evil things come from that place and there must be a way to send them back there for good.

			Thank you for your work so far and for being someone in whom I can confide.

			Sincerely,

			Henry Irving

		

	
		
			From the Journal of Bram Stoker, 

			22nd of June 1881

			10:04 p.m.

			My preparations for the Lyceum tour of America continue. There is much to do! Sometimes I despair that I will ever reach the bottom of the lengthy list of tasks to accomplish. I must secure lodgings and transport for 60 people. Sets must be shipped across the ocean. Arrangements must be made to rent theatre spaces across the American continent. Such is the life of a London theatre manager!

			Still, even with all the aggravation leading up to it, I toil happily, knowing it will be a grand adventure, and not of the supernatural kind for a change. Florence and Noel will be coming along and I feel it will be good for all of us to get away from this rainy, gloomy island.

			And though I will have duties to perform, I am also hoping this will serve as a honeymoon, of sorts, for Florence and me. We never had one, as we married so soon before I took up my position at the Lyceum. Perhaps some romantic evenings on the deck, in the moonlight, on the journey over will rekindle the feelings that swept both of us up and led us to our rather impetuous marriage. I want Florence to see that I have redevoted myself to our union and am striving to make a happy life for her and Noel.

			I know this will be more difficult with Ellen on the tour. I must devote my every spare moment to Florence, so she sees she has no rival for my affections. Ellen understands this, I know, and will behave with professionalism.

			Coincidentally, I hear that Oscar will also be returning to New York City to mount his play, Vera. Since his first tour of America, he has become something of a celebrity there, and that renown has even spread over here. Apparently, he has become famous for just being famous, as he has yet to produce any critically acclaimed work. I hope his play is a success, I really do. I have read it and it is quite good, if a bit overly dramatic, much like the playwright himself.

			The acclaim, as one can imagine, has all gone to his head. Any ounce of humility he may have possessed is surely gone now. The upper class of London are now falling at his feet, worshipping him as the high priest of aestheticism – for that movement was the subject of his lectures.

			While in America he participated in a new form of journalism called ‘the interview’, a question-and-answer format where the one being reported on can choose how they are reported upon. That does not sound like journalism to me, and Willie, a journalist himself, says it is just a passing fancy in the newspaper world.

			It is, however, extremely suited to Oscar’s nature. He tells me he gave over one hundred interviews and plastered the country with photographs of himself and this has somehow led to his being a household name over there. He often filled thousand-seat lecture halls at one dollar a ticket.

			Merchants are even using his image to sell everything from cigarettes to ladies’ bosom cream. (I am not sure I know what bosom cream is, but I have a difficult time imagining how Oscar’s image could help sell it.) As you can guess he is over the moon with delight at this as he has always been a fan of all things Oscar.

			Not all of America is enthralled with him, however. Some have taken to calling him an ‘Ass-Thete’. This does little to perturb Oscar, for he says, “There is no such thing as bad publicity.”

			All I can say is that we of the Lyceum will fill theatres the old-fashioned way: by performing works that have edified and entertained audiences for centuries. Aestheticism may be today’s fashion, but Shakespeare is eternal.

			Here is one of the reviews George Whistler sent me, typical of most of them: 

			OSCAR WILDE

			The Appearance of Utterly Too Much Art

			Quite a large audience assembled at the opera house last night to listen to the apostle of aestheticism. It is probable that the larger portion were attracted by curiosity rather than an idea of a literary feast. Oscar made his appearance up on the stage without introduction. He was dressed in purple silk velvet, wide sleeves, cutaway coat and knee-breeches. One hand was encased in a white kid glove and the other sported a lace handkerchief. A long lace necktie encircled his neck. His hair was parted in the middle and hung down upon his coat collar, even partly covering his cheeks and completely concealing his ears. His eyes had a dreamy, languid look and as he commenced his lecture he had the general ‘Aw, this is a dreadful tiresome country’, air.

			His style of delivery was merely a plain sort of talk. He had a roll of a manuscript which he occasionally took in his hand, but spoke without referring to it. There was almost no gesticulation beyond fumbling with his watch seal, which was evidently less exhaustive than more violent motions.

			The subject matter of the lecture was ‘art’, consisting of a sort of lament that there was so little ‘art’, especially in this country, and depicting the art that had existed centuries ago in the old world, and the progress now being made in art cultivation in England. He spoke in a decided English dialect, and his accent gave no trace that he was an Irishman.

			He was shocked by our buildings, by the mud in the streets, and especially by the rooms and furniture in the hotels.

			The lecture was well worded, and at times poetical. It was certainly harmless and does not entitle Mr. Wilde to either abuse or ridicule. It was simply the smooth sentences of a languid poet that strike the ear somewhat melodiously without arousing any overwhelming enthusiasm or creating sufficient excitement in the listener to cause him or her to burst a blood vessel.

			There is undoubtedly room for a great deal of advancement in ‘art’ in this busy country, and if Oscar succeeds in accomplishing anything in this direction, he will have done no harm. In fact, he is an entirely tame and harmless young man, on the rostrum at least, and it probably pays him to devote himself to ‘art’.

		

	
		
			From the Journal of Florence Stoker, 

			24th of June 1881

			I am trembling. I feel terrified, foolish and ashamed. I nearly died today and almost got Bram and Noel killed as well.

			Not that I’m making excuses, but when one is busily going about the daily activities of life, it is difficult to remember that we are surrounded by supernatural evil.

			I was getting ready for our trip to America. We will be gone for almost a year and I was busy with making all the arrangements and packing, which requires planning on the scale of a military campaign.

			To compound my frustrations, our nanny has fallen ill. I suspect she really just doesn’t want to make the journey and is faking – or at least exaggerating – her illness to get out of it. But in either case, she will not be coming with us. So, in the middle of planning and packing, the household is short-staffed and I am interviewing nannies.

			I was quite distracted and detecting vampires was the last thing on my mind, especially when Captain Burton has assured us that he and his men have destroyed most of the nests in London and that vampires would not dare show their faces in the day. The fact that it was a very cloudy day never entered my mind.

			When there was a knock on the door and a distinguished, well-dressed woman was standing there presenting herself as a nanny, why would I doubt her?

			She had references and a letter of introduction from the agency. She was much too pretty, with lustrous blond hair neatly coiffed, and a shapely figure her demure blue dress could not hide. I don’t mean to sound catty about it, but it can be distracting to have someone so attractive around all the time. I do not worry about Bram these days, for I trust his commitment to me and Noel. I am thinking of the other male members of the theatre company, for there are long, lonely hours on the road and between shows. Enough fights break out over our few female cast members; I don’t wish to throw fuel on the fire by introducing a single, attractive nanny to the mix. Besides, I like a good sturdy nanny who can wrestle children into bed and chase them around the garden. This one looked like she had never broken into a sweat.

			I already had it in my mind to pass on her, but it was the least I could do to invite her in and interview her over a cup of tea.

			Yes, I invited her in! Stupid of me, I know. When she refused a cup of tea, that should have been a second clue. Although I am not sure that vampires can’t drink tea. I think they can without milk or sugar, as I think I have seen Henry drinking tea.

			As I sat across from her in the parlour, I looked her in the eyes, which was another mistake. Again, had I known she was a vampire I would not have done so.

			“I was the governess to a military captain’s family. I took care of three children and we travelled quite often all over Europe,” she said.

			She had the most beautiful blue-green eyes, and I felt myself falling into them, a feeling I shook off with an effort.

			“Uh, travel, you say?” She was winning me over. She had experience travelling with children, and I myself am from a military family.

			“All over Europe,” she said, looking directly into my eyes.

			Again there was a momentary disruption in my thoughts as I tried to ascertain the colour of her eyes, green-blue or blue-green.

			“I think we are going to be friends,” she said. It was more like a command than a statement. My heart started to race as I instinctively knew something was off with her.

			“Yes,” I said. I was very much locked in now. I could feel my will falling away. I dropped my teacup. Not even the sound of the cup shattering on the floor broke my gaze into her eyes.

			“Where are your servants?” she asked.

			“It is the maid’s day off and our cook’s shopping day,” I said unwillingly. It just spilt out. I wanted to say, ‘They are upstairs and will be down any minute, wearing large silver crosses and carrying wooden stakes,’ or something to that effect, but only the truth would pass my lips.

			“And your husband?” she asked. Her voice was low and seductive, as silky smooth as her skin.

			I tried to resist with all I had but the more I fought, the more I gave in. “He’s at the theatre but he often comes home for lunch.” Now I was giving her information she wasn’t even asking for. I just wanted so much to please her.

			“Very good.”

			She stood and crossed the room to sit next to me. Then she leaned in and kissed me on the lips. I melted into her and I felt all my will slip away.

			She leaned back and said, “Draw all the shades, then go upstairs and get your baby. Bring it to me.”

			I do not remember drawing all the shades in the house. I do not remember going upstairs or lifting Noel from the crib. I was suddenly downstairs, and she was nestling Noel on her lap, cooing. He is not a shy child, and he was still sleepy and seemed perfectly content to rest his head on her shoulder. The room was darker with all the shades drawn.

			“What a sweet, sweet boy.” She rocked him gently and told me to sit down, and I obeyed. Inside I was screaming for her to put him down! I remembered the night vampire Lucy visited me with a baby she had stolen. To her, it was just food!

			The vampire slowly lowered her head towards Noel’s, her eyes locked on mine. I remained still but inside I was frantic, fearing that her fangs would emerge and she would drain the blood from my precious child. Instead she kissed him gently on the head and turned him to face her. “We are going to wait for Daddy to come home and then we will be one big, happy family,” she said, looking into Noel’s eyes. He giggled as she tickled his toes.

			She stood and placed Noel in the crib we keep in the sitting room. “Sleep,” she commanded, and he did. “Don’t you wish you could do that when he cries?” she asked me.

			She sat down next to me, a malicious grin on her face. Though I was still in her thrall, inside I loathed her.

			“Now, what should we do until that husband of yours comes home?”

			She pulled me to her and buried her face in my neck, kissing me gently. Waves of ecstasy rippled through me. I knew if I gave in completely it would be my death, but I had no will left to fight. I lifted a fist to strike her, but she just gently grabbed it and put it on her breast.

			Her fangs sank into my neck and the pain that emanated from the wound turned into intense pleasure that radiated throughout my body. Her hand was up my dress, violating me, penetrating just like the fangs in my neck.

			Then by some miracle, we heard a key in the door. Bram was home!

			She broke off her attack on me. “We’ll have to finish this later,” she said, pulling a handkerchief from her pocket and wiping my blood from her red lips. She stood to face the door. “Stay here and be quiet,” she commanded, but she was distracted and I felt her grip on my mind loosening.

			Bram opened the door, and I tried to scream, but no sound would come.

			Bram entered the sitting room and saw her standing there. He was stunned, with a look of recognition in his eyes.

			“Good afternoon, Mr. Stoker,” she said, standing by Noel’s crib.

			“Le Fey!” Bram said. He reached into his coat for the silver cross he always keeps with him.

			“Careful,” she warned, placing her hand in Noel’s crib and on his neck.

			Bram dropped his arm. “Let them go. It’s me you want.”

			“Who says I want you?” she said. “I’m here to take your family like you took mine. Seems like a fair trade to me.”

			I felt her slip completely away from me as she talked with Bram. It seems her mesmerism had its limits. She couldn’t control me and talk to Bram at the same time, and my mind was my own again. But I could do nothing while she had her hand on Noel. I just sat there pretending to still be dazed, looking for an opening to make a move.

			“You stopped the Black Bishop from making this our world. A world that we could run better than you, and why shouldn’t we? We are the superior creatures. You and Wilde also killed the vampire who sired me. I am alone. I want you to be alone!”

			She yanked me up off the sofa and got behind me as Bram lunged for her. “Back! I’ll snap her neck. You know I will! Though I would rather make her my slave.”

			He stopped sharply and held his hands out. “Please, I’ll do whatever you want.”

			“I know you will,” she said. She then licked the wound on my neck, making Bram watch and squirm.

			“If you hurt her, I’ll rip you apart with my bare hands!”

			She just laughed. “Then let’s make a trade. You get Mr. Wilde here and I’ll kill you both, and then, maybe, I won’t kill your wife and son. Maybe.”

			She squeezed me around the neck with her hand.

			“There’s a boy outside waiting to trot off and deliver a message. Tell him to fetch Wilde. Send word that it is an emergency, and he is to come here at once. It won’t be a lie.” She laughed again.

			Bram complied and talked to the boy who was waiting on our steps. He told him Oscar’s address and gave him the message. “And tell Mr. Wilde it is an emergency that concerns Mrs. Stoker and our son…his godson, little Oscar.”

			Clever Bram! Oscar would surely know something was amiss as he is not Noel’s godfather, nor do we call Noel ‘Oscar’. Bram was gambling on le Fey not knowing our son’s name and it seemed to have paid off for she didn’t react to it as the boy ran off to deliver the message.

			Bram shut the door and returned to the drawing room.

			“It’s only a matter of time before Burton and his men track you down, le Fey,” Bram said.

			She threw me onto the sofa and commanded Bram to sit in a chair to wait for Oscar.

			“We aren’t down and out yet,” she said. “You may have won the battle but not the war. There are places all over the earth where we can open the gates of hell. It’s only a matter of time before we find them. And as we are immortal, we have all the time in the world.”

			And then we waited, while she wondered aloud whether to kill me, turn me into a vampire, or let me live as a human to mourn my husband. 

			“After all,” she said with a smile, “I can always come back and kill you later if I change my mind.”

			Bram and I sat silent, but I could tell he was alert and ready to rush her should she make a move toward me or Noel.

			Within the hour Oscar was knocking on our door with the top of his walking stick. “Bram, Florrie, I am here!”

			It started to rain and le Fey ordered Bram to open the door and invite Oscar inside.

			“Bram, I got your message. Whatever is the matter?” Oscar asked, taking off his top hat. He saw le Fey standing there. “Oh, hello,” Oscar said to her as if meeting her for the first time.

			“Oscar, this is Carolyn le Fey,” Bram said, as if it were just an ordinary introduction.

			“We’ve met before, Mr. Wilde,” she said warmly.

			“We have? Surely I would have remembered meeting such an exquisite beauty as yourself.”

			“You were preoccupied. It was at Stonehenge. Mr. Stoker was tied to a stone table about to have his throat slit.”

			“Oh, yes, I remember now,” he said, quite jovially. A shot rang out, and I saw a flash come from the derringer he had hidden up his sleeve.

			Le Fey took the silver bullet to the stomach, and it knocked her back, but she did not lose her footing. She made a move towards the crib and I knew she wanted Noel as her hostage. I picked up an ashtray from the end table and struck her on the back of the head. It did not bring her down, but she turned, raising her hand to strike me, and Oscar got off another shot, hitting her in the hip.

			Bram tackled her, yet even having been shot twice, she still had the strength to push him away and bolt out of the room into the hallway and to the kitchen.

			Oscar was reloading his two-shot derringer as Bram gave chase.

			I was checking on Noel when I heard the back door shatter!

			Oscar and I ran into the kitchen to see she had broken through the door and into the garden, disappearing into the pouring rain. Bram came back into the house; pursuit was useless. He pulled me to him and wrapped his arms around me.

			“Burton’s men are on their way,” Oscar said. “I sent word before I came here.”

			“Thank you, Oscar,” I said, my voice muffled in Bram’s chest.

			“Smart giving me that message, Bram,” he said. “Once again, Oscar Wilde saves the day.”

			Bram forced a shaky laugh. “Add it to my tab, Oscar.”

			The house is now under constant guard, thanks to Captain Burton.

			After such a terrifying day I am glad we are going far from here, and to a land where we will have little chance of running into anything supernatural.

			As I said, I feel foolish. I am ashamed I did so little to save myself. I feel weak for letting her into my mind and not being able to push her out!

			I promise myself this much: never again.

		

	
		
			Letter from Eagan Rayne to Carolyn le Fey, 

			date unknown

			Archivist’s note: After learning about Carolyn le Fey’s attack on the Stokers, Captain Burton’s men tracked her to a country house which had been owned by her late sire, Lord Alfred Sundry, only to find that she had fled. We had thought we’d searched all his holdings after the collapse of the Order of the Golden Dawn, but this property had escaped our notice and le Fey had been using it.

			She appeared to have escaped in haste as several people were found still alive, chained in her basement, along with the remains of several who had died. Apparently, she found it prudent to capture victims when the opportunity presented itself and keep them alive until such time as she needed them – much as humans might preserve fruits and vegetables in jars for the winter months. We have rarely seen this type of organised planning by a vampire before.

			This letter was found in a pile of papers near a fireplace. She had apparently been burning incriminating records, but had not had time to finish. Several books once in the Order of the Golden Dawn’s library were also found, and it is believed she had stolen powerful artefacts once housed at the Order’s headquarters.

			My dear Miss le Fey,

			I am sorry to hear of your troubles, but I am in a position to help you.

			The Black Bishop’s plan to open the doorway and bring the magic from there to our world was foolish. This world is already corrupt with sin and trying to save it is futile. I am more certain than ever that we need to go into that unspoiled world and make it ours. This has been the Order’s true mission from the beginning: return the worthy to paradise.

			My research tells me there are easier ways to enter the other world. Places on earth where you merely walk through as one walks into a valley.

			Come help me in my work! I offer you safe passage to America if you can bring me what I seek. I need my father’s sceptre that was stored in the Order’s vault. Should there be any dragon’s blood left it would be of great benefit to our quest. (The sacred goblet used to serve it would also be welcome, though not strictly necessary.) Procure me these things and a ship awaits you in Liverpool for safe passage to America. Go to the Adelphi Hotel and await further instructions.

			I have found a wealthy benefactor who can help carry on the Black Bishop’s work. I have also located a possible second Vellum Manuscript that could be the key to everything.

			E.R.

			Archivist’s note: Not much is known about Eagan Rayne or how he came to wield powerful blood magic.

			His mother, Edith Giles, was said to be a Gipsy queen. His father, Nigel Rayne, was an Egyptologist and relocated the family to Egypt in 1850, where Eagan spent his formative years.

			We know that both Nigel and his son were members of the Order of the Golden Dawn and that Nigel would later become the Order’s expert on all things Egyptian, and eventually took on the duties of head librarian of their Middle East and Asian collections.

			In 1870, Edith and Nigel were murdered, their throats slit in an apparent robbery. Eagan relocated to the United States where he briefly became a Mormon before being excommunicated in 1878 for his obsession with the occult.

		

	
		
			From the Diary of Oscar Wilde, 

			3rd of July 1882

			Dear yours truly,

			I am so sorry, diary, that I have neglected your secret pages, but as you know I have been quite busy becoming famous and writing down witty things about art and America, two subjects which, aside from their first letters, have very little in common.

			I am very happy to announce that my play, Vera, is to be produced in New York. The noted actress Marie Prescott has purchased the rights and will be taking on the title role. She desperately wants me there as they get the play ‘on its feet’, as they say in the theatre, and so I leave within the month. Though I am dreading another tedious crossing of the Atlantic, I am very much looking forward to my successful debut as a playwright.

			If I am honest with myself, there is another reason why I wish to be abroad just now. If you remember, dear diary, I am courting the lovely Constance Lloyd. Mother is thoroughly enamoured with her and is becoming increasingly vocal in her opinion that I should ask for her hand in marriage. The other day she said, “You let Florence slip through your fingers, Oscar, and I would hate to see the same thing happen with Constance.” I told her if she were going to reopen old wounds the least she could do would be to supply the medicine, and promptly poured myself a substantial glass of her best whiskey.

			However, in private moments, I do concede Mother’s point. Constance is a lovely, intelligent, lively woman. I could ask for none better. And I do care for her and can certainly envision a life with her by my side.

			But should I marry her? I am reluctant to do so, and the reasons for this are not flattering to my favourite subject: myself. The truth is, I am preoccupied with my newfound fame and career. I am certain that those around me think it has all gone to my head, and to that I say, “Of course it has.” I have always thought I had something to say, and now that people are actually listening, my passion must be poured into saying more.

			In addition, I have made a tidy sum with my tour and can finally enjoy being a sought-after bachelor. At long last, I am a good catch and hate to think of myself as already caught.

			Mother points out that I also do not wish to be seen as a ‘confirmed bachelor’, or as an unstable genius who is unable to settle down in polite society. (Though as long as the ‘genius’ part is established, does the ‘unstable’ modifier matter so much?)
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