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			White Worm Society Archivist’s Note

			This collection pertains to the London Spiritual Invasion of 1883–1884 and the destruction of the first White Worm Society.

			Queen Elizabeth created the first society in 1599 to protect the Empire from ungodly occult powers. A satanic cult had summoned a wyrm – a giant serpentlike creature – and it was terrorising a village.

			The Queen dispatched a force of her best knights to vanquish the creature and bring the cult to justice. By the time they reached the village, the wyrm had killed more than twenty villagers and sent the rest fleeing for their lives. The knights found the beast in a cave, with the cult worshipping it and bringing it captured peasants for sacrifice.

			The knights quickly overpowered the cult and turned their attention to the wyrm. Half a dozen of the valiant force lost their lives before Sir Walter Raleigh leapt upon its back and drove a silver sword – rumoured to be Excalibur – through its skull. 

			The cult members were imprisoned in the Tower of London and interrogated. They revealed the wyrm came from another place called ‘the Realm’. The Realm exists alongside our world, but is not part of it. Her Majesty decreed the creation of a society to investigate and stop incursions from this other world. 

			Shrouded in a veil of secrecy, the first White Worm Society valiantly battled the supernatural for almost three centuries. They faced their greatest challenge by far when the Order of the Golden Dawn, led by the madman Richard Wilkins (known to his followers as the Black Bishop), opened a new gate into the Realm and unleashed its evil back into our world.

			Thanks to the courage of Bram Stoker, Oscar Wilde, and their compatriots, his plan failed. They sealed the gate and Wilkins died at the hands of a monster he thought was under his control. However, that was not the only incursion into our world from the Realm, and as Mr. Stoker would say, the dead travel fast.

			The following exhibits relate how the Land of the Dead encroached upon our living world and the havoc that it wreaked, including the destruction of the original White Worm Society. These entries are, for the most part, arranged in chronological order, with needless passages and multiple entries on the same subject removed.

			– Acting White Worm Archivist, 15th of June 1885

		

	
		
			Report from White Worm Society Agent Cora Chase 

			Date: 4th of December 1882

			Subject: Bram Stoker and Dr. Victor Mueller

			I have been tasked with recruiting Bram Stoker to once again help the White Worm Society stop an evil man wielding supernatural power.

			This time it is Dr. Victor Mueller.

			Public records show Dr. Mueller 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. It’s been said that Lind was the inspiration for the character of Dr. Frankenstein in her novel, Frankenstein: The Modern Prometheus, written in 1818. 

			Mueller, the son of a wealthy German industrialist, left Berlin in 1867, at which point he vanished from the public records.

			We first took an interest in him when he aligned himself with Reverend Richard Wilkins, the Black Bishop. After the Black Bishop was defeated, the White Worm Society and the Queen’s Guard raided Dr. Mueller’s Edinburgh laboratory, only to find that he had fled the country.

			His lab contained fresh corpses, electrical equipment and notes on restoring ‘the life force’ to the dead. 

			We also discovered his correspondence with Wilkins, which revealed Mueller was conducting scientific research at Wilkins’ request, as well as procuring specimens of an occult nature for him. 

			Wilkins rewarded Mueller with pints of vampire blood, and a sample of Bram Stoker’s hybrid blood, for use in his own research. 

			Because Stoker was given vampire blood as a child to save his life, he developed an immunity to vampirism, which Mueller believed could be used to extend human life without the negative effects of becoming fully a vampire.

			Mueller surfaced again in Germany in 1881 to collect his inheritance when his father died. This made him one of the richest men in Europe. He then disappeared from the public eye once more.

			Recent reports place him in Finland, where we believe he is attempting to resurrect the dead.

			Which leads us directly to Mr. Stoker. I went to the Lyceum Theatre, where he works today, but found it prudent to first speak with his employer, Henry Irving. 

			As stated in the ‘Black Bishop Incident Report,’ Mr. Irving is a vampire, albeit an unusual one. He seems to possess a soul and wishes to regain his humanity. 

			He had also been a friend of Richard Wilkins (never suspecting his friend’s nefarious intentions), and assumed the task of settling Wilkins’ affairs after his death. From Wilkins’ correspondence, Irving discovered Mueller was researching the properties of vampire blood and the unique effects of Stoker’s human/vampire co-mingled blood. 

			He then contacted Dr. Mueller in hopes his research could cure Irving’s vampirism. Because of this, I felt he would be more receptive than Mr. Stoker to the idea of working with us as a means to his own ends.

			I found him in his office, and briefly explained the situation. 

			“We must stop him, Mr. Irving,” I said. “Surely you can see that. But if there is anything in his research that can help you cure your affliction, I will ensure that information is shared with you. The White Worms are as eager as you are to find a cure for vampirism.”

			He seemed sceptical, but what choice did he have? He was no longer in contact with Mueller, so his efforts there were at a standstill.

			“Very well, Miss Chase. But you know that Bram will be harder to convince.”

			Although Stoker at times mistrusts the White Worm Society’s objectives, he does owe me a debt of gratitude for saving his life in the American West and I hoped he would at least be willing to listen to our proposal.

			Mr. Irving called him into the office.

			“Not you again!” he exclaimed. “Honestly, Miss Chase, while I appreciate all you did for us in America, I wish the White Worms would just leave us alone. Oh, and Florence would like her journal back.”

			“Please, listen to what she has to say,” Mr. Irving said. 

			He reluctantly took a seat. “I already gave your London office my records from our American misadventures,” he said. “What do you want now?”

			I got right down to it, giving him a brief history of  Mueller. “His experiments are growing ever more dangerous,” I concluded. “We can’t allow him to continue.”

			“What makes you think I can help?”

			“We intercepted a letter he wrote to you, Mr. Stoker.” I handed it to him and he read it. 

			Here is the letter in its entirety:

			Dear Mr. Stoker,

			You don’t know me, but I have been corresponding with Henry Irving concerning the magical properties of his blood and, by extension, yours. I assure you, Henry did not betray your confidence about your condition; that information I gained from the Black Bishop.

			I am doing important scientific work that will revolutionise medicine. In time, my work could lead to the cure of all diseases and even of death itself!

			I would like to buy a sample of your blood. I believe it is the key to reanimation without the nasty side effects of vampirism. If you agree to this, it can be to the benefit of all mankind.

			I have enclosed the address of my solicitor and he can deliver me the sample.

			I thank you in advance.

			Sincerely,

			Dr. Victor Mueller

			“Absolutely not,” he said. “I will play no part in yet another madman’s schemes.”

			“Obviously, we don’t want you to give him your blood,” I told him. “There’s no telling what he would do with it. But we can use you to set a trap for him. All you need to do is set up a meeting and we’ll do the rest.”

			“Aren’t there any Finnish theatre managers you could press into service?” he asked.

			“Not one with the blood he wants, or your ability to sense supernatural activity which that blood gives you,” I said.

			Side note: I first met Mr. Stoker when he was helping the U.S. government track down vampire outlaws in the Western Territories of America. (See ‘The California Incident’ report.) His unique blood has given him the power to see where supernatural creatures are and have been. He could be a great asset to the White Worms and we should continue efforts to recruit him to our ranks. 

			I told Mr. Stoker I understood his reluctance to help us, but Dr. Mueller had to be stopped as he does not feel bound by any laws of God or man in his pursuit of scientific advances.

			“He’s creating monsters that are terrorising Finland,” Mr. Irving added. “We can’t let that go unchecked. And perhaps his research…”

			“Yes, yes, I know,” Mr. Stoker said. “This might lead to your cure.”

			With Mr. Irving’s pleading, Mr. Stoker relented. He agreed to help us catch Mueller, but said it would be the last favor he would ever do for the White Worm Society.

		

	
		
			From the Diary of Oscar Wilde, 8th of January 1883

			Dear yours truly,

			Bram stopped by my flat today, more flustered than usual. He told me the White Worms have coerced him into taking on a mission for them. It shocked me to learn they want to use him as bait to catch a madman, a former cohort of Reverend Wilkins.

			“At first I was only to deliver a blood sample to his solicitor.”

			“Heavens, not your blood? The last time that was released in the wild, I found myself down the gullet of a giant worm!”

			“It wasn’t my actual blood, Oscar. We brought him some plain, ordinary blood. Besides, he’s not interested in the Realm, he just wants to bring the dead back to life.”

			“Oh, is that all? Carry on then.”

			“Apparently, the solicitor got cold feet about the assignment and never delivered the vial. Lawyers aren’t normally tasked with carrying blood across international borders, after all. Now Mueller’s asked me to meet him in Finland, and the blasted Worms want me to go. They need to lure him out so they can nab him.”

			“Ah, he can’t get his hands on the milk, so he wants the cow!”

			“Aye, that’s what I’m afraid of. I told him with a production at the theatre just mounting, the earliest we could meet would be the first week of February. The White Worms are planning my voyage now. They will be offering me protection and will be there to grab Mueller when we meet.”

			I told him he should refuse to go. After all, he has a wife and child to think about. Gallivanting through Finland in the winter is dangerous in itself. Throw in a mad scientist who’s raising the dead, and it seems like, well, just the sort of trouble that tends to find Stoker – and, by extension, me. Besides, I believe the Finns wear enormous fur coats in the winter, and this will make Stoker look even more ursine than usual and a hunter could shoot him.

			“The mad scientist is the reason I should go,” he said. “There are reports he is creating some sort of monster up there. And then there is the fact he helped the Black Bishop with his nefarious plans. He should be brought to justice for that, if nothing else.”

			So there you have it. I could not talk him out of it and may have helped talk him into it. Not even my charms can work against his stubbornness. 

			He made me promise to look after Florrie and little Noel should things go south in the north, which I am happy to do.

			I told him my engagement to Constance is back on the calendar.

			He did not seem as happy as I would have liked at hearing the news. In fact, I think I saw him roll his eyes.

			He did offer his congratulations and said that Florence would be over the moon at the news. I can always count on Florrie to be in my corner. 

			He departed into the cold and left me alone to ponder his journey further. A feeling came over me, like the dread I felt the day I met Derrick. He was so beautiful and so talented that I coveted him from the first. I couldn’t have known then that his obsession with eternal youth would lead me into the clutches of the Black Bishop and his vampire cult, but I seem to have a sixth sense for these things.

			I felt the same shiver down my spine today, and it was telling me this might not end well for Bram. I hope I am wrong; alas, I seldom am.

		

	
		
			From the Journal of Bram Stoker, 8th of February 1883

			1:00 p.m.

			Our ship has pulled into port near the town of Kokkola, on the west coast of Finland. Our time at sea was most arduous. February is not the best time for such a journey. The North Sea was treacherous, and the Baltic was not much better. The Gulf of Bothnia was partially frozen over and we had to navigate around many ice floes.

			Stepping on deck even for a moment for fresh air turned my red beard white with ice and chilled me to the bone even through the many layers of my fur coat.

			Normally I have good sea legs; however, the large swells bounced us up and down vigorously for most of the journey, leaving me green around the gills as the sailors say.

			Onboard with me were four White Worm ‘operatives’, as they call themselves. 

			There is Mr. Blackwood, a tall gentleman with curly black hair. He shares my love of the theatre and we spent many a night on the voyage talking about plays and the world of acting. The others tell me Mr. Blackwood has studied karate in Japan and can break a thick board with his bare hands – imagine that.

			The others include Mr. Fry, who is a large, muscular man I assume is along should things get rough. He doesn’t say much but is pleasant enough.

			Mr. Cantor is shorter, five eight or so, and is in charge of firearms. I am told he is a decorated soldier with many heroic deeds to his name.

			And finally, the man in charge, Errol Hammond. He is the current director of the White Worm Society. I suppose this must be a particularly important mission to have him along; however, I simply don’t like the man. He is very ill-tempered and is often chastising his men for the smallest infractions: a loose tie, an unpolished shoe and the like.

			We are alone at sea except for the captain and a small crew, so one would think protocol could wait until we get to shore. He is a small man and one gets the impression all his bluster is making up for his lack of stature.

			I suspect he, like me, is fighting seasickness and that may affect his mood. Still, there is something not right about him and I do my best not to socialise with him if I don’t have to.

			* * *

			9th of February, 3:15 p.m.

			I was happy to set foot on shore despite the freezing temperatures and strong north wind.

			The town is very charming, with many colourful wooden buildings of Swedish and Finnish design. 

			We checked in to the Hotel Kala, and after freshening up in our rooms, met in the lobby downstairs. A fire roared in the large stone fireplace and we ordered some brandy.

			We discussed strategy for bringing in Mueller during our rendezvous tomorrow.

			“We will be covertly sitting in the dining room posing as locals,” Hammond informed me. “I’ve asked the hotelier to not seat other guests in the hour before and during the meeting time. When he sits down to talk with you, hear him out for a bit. See if he tells you what his plans are for your blood and if he is working with others.”

			I very much doubted Mueller would offer up this information at our first meeting and said as much.

			“Maybe so,” Hammond said. “As he thinks his work will benefit the world, he might let you in on the details. Make him feel comfortable, and when you think the time is right, give us a signal by scratching your ear. Then, Mr. Blackwood and Mr. Fry will grab him.”

			I’ve retired to my room for the night, happy to sleep in a big feather bed without the sea rolling beneath it.

			I still feel much trepidation about the meeting tomorrow. It should be a simple task for five men to take in Mueller, but I know how these things can go pear-shaped, especially with my cursed luck.

		

	
		
			Report from White Worm Society Agent Brent Blackwood

			Date: 10 February 1883

			Subject: Mueller Investigation

			I am sorry to report our current mission to capture Dr. Victor Mueller has taken a turn for the worse.

			We had stationed ourselves in the Hotel Kala tearoom. Bram Stoker was waiting to meet with Dr. Mueller and would gain as much information as he could before we apprehended him.

			Agent Cantor and I dressed as local fishermen and sat at a table in the corner of the room eating our lunch.

			Agent Fry and Director Hammond were also dressed as locals, with Mr. Hammond sitting in an adjacent corner and Fry in the lobby standing guard over the rear entrance to the room.

			All of us had a good line of sight on Stoker near the centre of the room.

			The rest of the tables were empty, as was the dining room except for the occasional entrance and exit of the waiter.

			The room itself had a large wall of windows showing the rear garden of the hotel, which had a path cleared of snow for carriages and horse-drawn sleighs to drop off passengers. A single door in the centre of the wall of windows led to the back garden. We were told this was the entrance most locals used when visiting the restaurant, while those staying at the hotel used the lobby entrance. A small kitchen to the right had no exit or entrance except through the dining room.

			It had stopped snowing, and the sky was clear, giving us a brightly lit view of the outside.

			When the appointed meeting time grew near, a horse-drawn sledge came down the path. This was not the normal open style of sledge but an enclosed box, like the horse-drawn carriages police use to round up drunks. A very tall man sat on top driving the horses and he pulled them to a stop in front of the door.

			I immediately thought this mode of transportation was odd and snapped to attention.

			The driver jumped down and, with barely a glance towards the tearoom, went to the back of the sledge and opened the rear doors.

			Mr. Stoker jumped up from his seat as if he, too, sensed something was wrong.

			“There are supernatural things in there!” he shouted. Hammond also sprang to his feet and came to Stoker’s side.

			“What do you see?” Hammond asked.

			“I see a green glow when something supernatural is nearby. I can see it now, shining through a knothole in the box. It’s very bright!”

			I had heard about Mr. Stoker’s supernatural vision, so this revelation made me rush to the window with my pistol drawn. Mr. Cantor did the same.

			Four men came tumbling out of the back of the sledge, falling onto the snowy ground and then staggered to their feet as if they were drunk.

			The driver returned to the top of the box, took the reins and drove away as the men stumbled towards the windows of the tearoom.

			These men, if I could call them that, were dressed in torn, ragged clothing and had yellow, waxy skin. Their eyes were pale white and their lips dark black. They lurched towards us slowly, moaning and gasping. 

			Mr. Cantor and I ran to secure the door, and Mr. Fry came running in from the lobby to join us.

			“My God, what are those things?” Mr. Hammond asked Mr. Stoker.

			“I haven’t a clue,” Mr. Stoker said. “I have never seen such creatures before – and I have seen many supernatural things.”

			Mr. Cantor went out the door, gun drawn, and shot one square in the chest. It jerked upon the bullet hitting it, but kept moving forward with the other three creatures.

			Mr. Fry and I joined him in the yard and fired many rounds into them, to no avail.

			They pushed past us and crashed through the wall of windows, apparently not feeling the shards of glass that were now sticking into their waxy skin. They did not bleed as such, but yellowish-green fluid dribbled out slowly from the cuts and bullet wounds.

			“Fall back!” I heard Director Hammond yell. He was quickly ushering Stoker towards the lobby door for safety.

			We re-entered the dining room and kept firing. Mr. Cantor hit one in the head, splattering its brains, and it dropped to the ground. “Aim for the head,” Cantor yelled.

			Fry was out of bullets at this point and was fighting one hand to hand. The creature tried to bite him, but Fry’s strength held him at arm’s length. 

			I put a bullet in the head of Mr. Fry’s assailant and that dropped him to the floor.

			I turned to see Mr. Cantor trying to reload his pistol as one of the creatures clawed at him, ripping flesh from his face. Cantor stumbled back and dropped his gun and bullets.

			I too found I was out of bullets and began to reload. One lunged at me and I used a mae geri (front kick) to push him back.

			Mr. Fry jumped the one clawing Mr. Cantor and twisted its head so forcefully he snapped its neck and it fell dead.

			The last creature stumbled its way past me and, finding food on a table, began to savagely eat it like an animal, seemingly uninterested in us now that it had found sustenance.

			I walked up to it and put a bullet in the back of its head, killing it – or re-killing it, I should say, as I would later find out these were reanimated corpses.

			During this melee, we had lost track of the Director and Mr. Stoker.

			We rushed into the lobby to find the Director unconscious and Mr. Stoker gone.

			The hotel manager was cowering behind the front desk. He told us a tall man had pummelled Mr. Hammond on the head and put a hypodermic needle into Mr. Stoker’s neck. The man dragged Mr. Stoker out the front door and into his sledge. 

			I am ashamed to say we have lost Mr. Stoker, kidnapped in broad daylight right under our noses.

			We revived Director Hammond, and he is recovering from his blow to the head. Mr. Cantor is tending his scratches, which are quite deep. Fry and I are no worse for wear.

			I suspect Dr. Mueller has Mr. Stoker now and we will do our best to track and rescue him, hopefully before Mueller gets his hands on Stoker’s blood.

			—End Report—

		

	
		
			Report from Bram Stoker: Enlisted to Help WW Society in the Matter of Dr. Victor Mueller

			Date: 13 February 1883

			I will do my best to document my recollections here, though my brain is still foggy. I will endeavour not to embellish or sensationalise the events, as anyone might do after such a strange and harrowing experience.

			My last memory from the Hotel Kala is being rushed into the lobby by Director Hammond. I had just enough time to see the alarmed face of the hotel manager, then I heard a thud behind me. 

			The next thing I knew, I awoke in blackness. I did not know how much time had passed. I was in a compartment of some kind, and it was in motion. Later, I would find out that I was in the box the creatures had poured out of earlier. It smelt like decay and death, but I was wrapped up warmly in blankets and the ride was smooth. From the pain in my neck I assumed someone had drugged me with a hypodermic needle, but I did not recall that or how I came to be in the sledge. 

			I was in and out of my drugged state, but I tried to listen for clues as to where I was along my journey. There were cracks and holes in the box, and though my hands and feet were bound, I manoeuvred myself to peer through them. We had left Kokkola behind, and were passing through a landscape of snowy fields and rolling hills, with no landmarks to help me determine our location. I cannot be sure how long we glided along, but it was quite a while, as darkness fell and we were still travelling. 

			At some point, the sleigh stopped. I heard the driver jump down and come to the back. He opened the doors and dragged me out. In my drugged state, I had little fight in me.

			I discovered we were not at our ultimate destination, but that he was transferring me into an open-air sledge that was harnessed to two reindeer. 

			He wrapped me up in fur blankets and the world went dark again. I fell asleep at some point and when I awoke, I could hear the ocean surf. I then feared he might transfer me to a ship, but we soon stopped and he lifted and carried me out of the sleigh. I am not a slight man, over six feet tall and well over fourteen stone, but this man lifted me like I was a child.

			I heard the creaking sound of wooden doors opening and I was carried into a building and laid down on a cot where I lost consciousness once again, despite my best efforts to stay awake and alert.

			When I awoke, it was morning. I was no longer bound, and I clawed away the blankets covering my face and sat up. I was on a cot in a corner of a large, open room with high ceilings. With its walls of stone and a ceiling of wide wooden beams, the building looked to be old, maybe even medieval. The only windows to speak of were small and up near the ceiling. 

			I could hear crashing waves that sounded like they were far away, as though we might be on a cliff above the ocean. I could also hear a rushing stream and creaking that sounded as if it could be a mill wheel.

			An enormous fireplace at the far end of the room provided heat. There was a laboratory table in the middle of the room. On it was a rectangular object, about six feet long, covered with a blanket. Water was seeping out from under the blanket and dripping to the floor. I assumed the object was a block of ice that was melting from the heat of the fireplace. It struck me as strange, even in a room full of strange things.

			It was most definitely a laboratory. I recognised modern scientific apparatuses throughout – glass beakers, Bunsen burners, and the like – as well as quite a bit of electrical equipment that I could not identify but that looked out of place in an ancient building. Wires ran along the ceiling and walls and it was then I saw the place was lit entirely with Edison bulbs. I am not sure how Mueller was generating the electricity, as I was certain we were in the middle of nowhere.

			“Ah, you are awake, Mr. Stoker.” I turned around to see a short man with thinning white hair entering the room. He was wearing rose-coloured spectacles and a white lab coat, looking very much the part of a scientist. “I am Dr. Mueller,” he said with the slightest hint of a German accent.

			He walked over to me on the cot and held his hand out for me to shake it, which I ignored.

			“What do you want with me?” I asked. 

			“For you to keep your word,” he said. “I plan to keep my part of the bargain. My solicitor will arrange for payment for a pint of your blood. Had you kept your part of the deal, I wouldn’t have had to resort to such extreme measures. I knew from my work with the Black Bishop that the White Worms would try their utmost to interfere in my business.”

			The tall man who had brought me there entered with a tray of food. “Your breakfast, master,” he said, putting it down on a nearby table.

			“Please, have something to eat, Mr. Stoker. I so rudely interrupted your lunch yesterday and you must be famished.” He pulled out a chair at the table and gestured me to sit in it.

			I was hungry, so I reluctantly accepted the invitation. I knew Mr. Hammond and his men would be searching for me, so it was best to comply, if only to play for time.

			Mueller sat down to join me at the table. “I’m afraid Risto is not much of a cook, but I hope this is to your taste.”

			It was cheese, dried fruit and bread. I eyed the bread knife for a moment but, remembering how strong Risto was, decided against any sudden moves. I looked around the room once again, to see if I could find some avenue of escape.

			He assumed I was marvelling at his handiwork and, with pride, said, “All electric lights. The bulbs are of my own design. All powered by the mill wheel and a supplemental kerosene dynamo.”

			“Impressive,” I said. In other circumstances, I likely would have found this fascinating, but as things were, I had little interest in humouring my kidnapper’s desire to show off his handiwork. I quickly got to the matter at hand. “To what purpose do you wish to use my blood?”

			He did not seem to mind the change of subject. In fact, a smile spread across his small face. It reminded me of smiles I have seen before on the smug faces of other madmen. “Why, to bring the dead back to life, of course.”

			I remembered the mindless creatures that had attacked us. “To create monsters, then? Why would you do such a thing – killing people just to bring them back to do your bidding!”

			“I did not kill those men I experimented on. There was an accident in a lumber camp near here. A large tree came down and killed them. It was a fortuitous opportunity that provided me with my subjects. Those things I sent were failed experiments, sadly fit only as a diversion,” he said. “I can, and have, done better. You have already met my first success.” His eyes looked up to Risto, who was standing next to the table staring off into space like a dutiful servant.

			I looked at Risto in bewilderment, which Mueller took for wonder.

			“Yes, I returned him from the dead. As you can see, he is a functioning, live human being, capable of thought and speech. He can be taught and learn. He is my crowning achievement, my Adam.”

			I have to admit, my bewilderment did indeed turn to wonder.

			“I found him drowned in the river. Washed right up to my mill wheel like a gift from God. Decomposition had not even set in yet. He was perfect.”

			Mueller jumped from the table and went over to Risto, intently studying his face.

			“When I discovered there were such things as living-dead vampires, I began to wonder if we could use them to conquer death itself. Could we use vampire blood to restore life? Could I eliminate the negative traits of vampires and harness the good? I have corresponded with Henry Irving about that very thing.”

			“Yes,” I said. “He has been looking for centuries for something similar and has not found it. Even Henry, who has managed to quell his appetites, still has darker impulses that he struggles daily to control. You cannot split the monster from the host.”

			“Ah, but I have. I have, using your blood to create a serum! Those other things you saw – I brought them back with vampire blood and electricity. They are mindless, drooling creatures with no impulse but to feed. But when I used my technique with your blood – the sample given to me by Reverend Wilkins – I created Risto. He lives! He really lives!”

			He circled Risto, who remained motionless. Mueller pointed to Risto like a lab specimen as he blathered on.

			“I administer the vampire blood, then your blood, then electricity, and life is restored. They retain some vampiric traits, not only life but super strength. Risto here is as strong as five men, is impervious to the cold and has great resistance to pain. Yet he does not need to feed on blood; he lives on food like any human. And as you saw, he has all his strength in the daylight. None of the bad vampire traits remain.”

			“But your entire endeavour is the height of arrogance. What right do you have to play God?” I asked. Such things must be said, though madmen never listen.

			“If God did not want this he would stop me, or he is no god,” Mueller said, sounding very much like the Black Bishop at that moment. “It is the culmination of my life’s work. Why settle for easing ailments when you can stop death itself?”

			It suddenly occurred to me that Risto was not triggering my sense of the supernatural. He did not give off that telltale green glow as those other Mueller creations had. Maybe Mueller had purged the vampire out. 

			He sat back down at the table. “Mr. Stoker, your blood could save thousands of lives. It could reunite parents with their dead children. Do you not want to be part of the greatest discovery in history?”

			“I have met people with grandiose ideas like yours before. It never ends well.”

			“Tomorrow I plan to resurrect the love of my life. My wife, Charlotte.” He went to the object on the lab table and pulled off the blanket. A naked woman was suspended in a block of ice.

			“With your blood, Mr. Stoker, we will bring her back from the dead!”

			He told me Charlotte had been his assistant, even when he had been working for the Black Bishop. She was a scientist herself and was all on board with the raising of the dead. 

			When they were chased out of Scotland, they came here, where they had set up a laboratory. The cold conditions were ideal for storing dead bodies, and they had built an icehouse nearby for such a task. The remote location kept them safe from prying eyes.

			But last year Charlotte had an accident, tripping down the stairs and breaking her neck. She had been on ice ever since.

			I spent the rest of the day listening to Mueller’s megalomaniacal prattle and examining the laboratory as closely as I could, both to provide detail in my report and to seek some means of escape. But I was forced to admit to myself that even if I managed to slip out of the lab, I had no idea where I was. I would either freeze to death or be swiftly recaptured by Risto before I could make it to safety. 

			The next morning, after Charlotte had thawed, Mueller went to work repairing her neck the best he could. I wondered if his procedure could regrow severed spinal cords, and he assured me it would.

			Once satisfied with his wife’s condition, he took a pint of blood from me and divided some of it among various beakers, adding chemicals. (The bottles were not labelled and I’m afraid I cannot identify what exactly he used.) At several points, he shocked the solution with electricity. 

			Later that morning he injected the body with vampire blood, then the ‘Stoker Serum’ as he called it. (He seemed to think I would be flattered.) Then he hooked electrodes to her wrists and ankles. 

			Risto was his assistant in all of this, bringing him chemicals and surgical tools. I just observed, and though I suppose I had a chance to make my escape while they were busy prepping Mrs. Mueller, I have to admit I wanted to see if it could be done. Does that make me as much of a madman as he? 

			Risto went to the far wall where there was a board of electrical switches and dials.

			Dr. Mueller finished checking the connections to Charlotte, then took a moment to wipe his brow.

			Even knowing he had done it in the past, it did not seem to me that he could restore the lifeless corpse on the table to life. The body was slightly bloated, the skin yellowed and showing signs of decay. Her hair, which looked as though it was once a golden blond, was grey and thin. Stitches from Dr. Mueller’s restorative surgery ran up both sides of her neck and oozed a greenish-yellow pus.

			Mueller put on a pair of dark goggles and instructed me to not look directly at the sparks that were to come, “Staring at them too long can lead to permanent damage to your eyesight.”

			He stepped back away from the table and shouted, “Now, Risto! Now!”

			Risto pulled a lever down and there was a sudden firework of sparks on the board that ran down the wires into the corpse on the table.

			The body lurched and flopped, as I have seen when shocks are applied to dead frogs. But this had never resulted in bringing them back to life. 

			The light bulbs dimmed, smoke started to form at the connections at the wrists and ankles. It was a most horrific sight, and at that moment I thought it to be all folly. 

			Then we were plunged into darkness for a moment, yet the room was lit from an eerie glow emanating from Charlotte’s corpse.

			“Stop, now, Risto!” Mueller shouted.

			Risto pulled the switch back up and the light above us flickered back on. 

			For more than a minute, we all just stood there staring at the body. Mueller seemed despondent. Maybe it hadn’t worked. 

			But then Charlotte Mueller’s eyes opened! She took in a big gasp of air. Then another. Then another. It…she was breathing.

			Mueller gently raised her to a sitting position. She looked around the room, but a cloudy veil was over her eyes, seemingly obscuring her vision. We watched in amazement as the veil lifted, revealing blue irises. With every breath she took, her cheeks regained their rosy hue. Even her hair was transforming back to its golden lustre.

			“Can you stand, my dear?” Mueller asked, gently helping her off the table.

			Her legs were shaky, and Mueller held her up. She clung to him, frightened. After a moment, she found her footing and pushed herself away from Mueller like a toddler wanting the freedom to take her first steps.

			She held her hands out and examined them in wonderment. Then her gaze made its way down her naked body, which was still filling with life: skin becoming flush with blood and growing a more natural pink, muscles gaining tone and strength.

			She put her fingers to her face and felt her cheeks and lips. Then her neck. Small ruby jewels of blood appeared around the stitches on her neck, which had been oozing greenish pus only moments before.

			She opened her mouth as though she had just discovered it was there and puffed out air. She made an ah sound, and it surprised and delighted her.

			Her trancelike wonder at her rebirth was interrupted by Mueller, who was clumsily trying to put a robe on her. This frightened her and she flinched away from him. She turned and looked at him, her eyes wide with horror.

			“Charlotte, my love, it is me, Victor. You are safe now.”

			She backed away from him like a startled fawn.

			“Don’t you recognise me?” Mueller said, slowly moving towards her. “Search your memory. It is me.”

			Risto rushed over to Mueller. “Remember, when you brought me back, I had to learn to talk again. I was like a child.”

			“That was because you were an imbecile to begin with,” Mueller said angrily. “Charlotte is highly educated and has a brilliant mind!” He regained his composure and added, “She is just in shock. She will remember.”

			He continued to walk forward. She continued to back away.

			It was then I regained my senses and thought this might be a good time to make my escape. 

			Mueller grabbed Charlotte’s wrist, and she shrieked and screamed. She broke away from Mueller and hid behind Risto for protection.

			I took the diversion to dash for the door.

			“You fool, stop him!” Mueller yelled at Risto, and in an instant he was blocking my escape. He punched me down to the floor with a fist to my jaw. 

			I lay on the ground fighting to keep my consciousness. I looked up with blurry eyes and saw Mueller trying to restrain Charlotte, who was growling and scratching at him like an animal. 

			Risto ran over. “No, master, she is just frightened!”

			Charlotte bit Mueller’s hand until he let go from the pain. He slapped her hard with his other hand. 

			She ran to Risto once again for protection, this time clinging to him.

			“Charlotte,” Mueller pleaded. “I am sorry I hit you. Come here. Come to me, I am your husband, don’t you recognise me?”

			She held on more tightly to Risto, hissing at Mueller like a cat.

			I tried to stand, but dizziness overtook me, and I dropped to my knees.

			“Do not hurt her,” Risto said, calmly but forcefully.

			“I’m not going to hurt her! I brought her to life!” Mueller screamed. “Give her to me!”

			Risto pushed her behind him and lunged at Mueller.

			I started to lose consciousness, my mouth full of blood from Risto’s blow. I fell flat on my face and blacked out for a moment.

			I came around for a second and saw Risto on his knees holding Mueller and sobbing. “I killed him! I killed my father!”

			Charlotte ran up to console him and my eyelids closed once more and the world went black.

			I was awakened by an icy wind on my face, which quickly revived me. It was dark. I was once more in the reindeer sledge. Risto was driving with Charlotte by his side. Neither one was wearing a coat, but Charlotte was dressed in men’s clothes. 

			They had me wrapped warmly in my fur coat and blankets. 

			We drove for at least an hour more before we came to the lights of a farmhouse. Risto pulled the sleigh to a stop and told me to get out.

			“Please do not come looking for us,” he said. “We have a right to live our own lives.” 

			He pulled off into the darkness and that is the last I saw of them.

			The farmer gave me a ride back towards Kokkola. We met Hammond and his men on the trail back.

			As for Mueller’s lab, it shouldn’t be too hard to find. You are looking for an old monastery near the sea. It is on a river with a mill. When you find it, please destroy my blood. I know you will be tempted to salvage Mueller’s research, but I think no good can come from it. Just as the supernatural disturbs the natural order of things, I now know science can be bent to the will of a madman in similar ways.

			—End Report—

		

	
		
			Report from White Worm Society Agent Brent Blackwood

			Date: 9 March 1883

			Subject: Mueller Investigation

			We have at last located Dr. Mueller’s laboratory near Pirskari on the coast of Finland. Unfortunately, it has burned down to the ground. The stone walls have collapsed into a pile of rubble which would be very difficult to excavate given the size of the stones and remote location of the site.

			There were still hot embers when we arrived, leading me to believe the fire was recent, perhaps only days ago. Whether it was set ablaze by an unattended fire in the fireplace or purposely by Mueller is unknown. Since retrieval of the body is not likely, we have to assume the worst: that Dr. Mueller may still be alive.

			We shall return to London at once and await further instructions or reassignment.

			—End Report—

		

	
		
			From the Journal of Constance Lloyd, 10th of December 1883

			Oscar and I have finally pinned down a date for our nuptials. 

			We have set a date thrice before, only to have Oscar get cold feet each time. Now the event will be this May, and he assures me he will not reschedule. 

			Oscar’s mother is even more thrilled than I am at the news. Lady Wilde is adamant that we settle down and start a family. I haven’t the heart to tell her I have been told by my physician that I cannot conceive and not to get my hopes up on such matters. 

			I am ambivalent about motherhood, so this news did not devastate me, but I think Oscar wants children. It is admittedly quite charming how he fawns over the Stokers’ boy, Noel. I suspect he would make a better father than a husband, for I have my eyes open going into this marriage and accept Oscar for who he is.

			Which is not to say that I am not as excited as any bride-to-be, or as determined to make my marriage a success. I love Oscar, deeply and passionately, and believe he feels the same for me. But I am not the type of woman who will subsume herself completely in her husband’s needs and happiness. I, too, have ambitions and interests, which I value and intend to pursue. Oscar completely supports me in this, as I support his dreams and goals. 

			Oscar tells me not being married could affect his chances at employment with respectable publications. He hopes to become an editor for a magazine or publishing house to supplement his income while he works on his plays and poetry.

			I wish to find work as a writer, and Oscar has been most encouraging in my endeavours. 

			Our union shall be an artistic marriage, born of our shared passion for ideas, each other and all things beautiful. 

			Had I doubted Oscar’s love for me, I would not after today when he said he ‘wanted to confess all’.

			I had heard all the gossip about Oscar and his friends, of course, but hearing the actual truth was even more bizarre.

			He came to the house I share with my grandfather, which he almost never does because he hates the wallpaper and its lack of artistic furnishings.

			He seemed nervous and uncharacteristically silent. I expected the worst, that he was there to call off the wedding once again.

			He sipped tea out of a cup he had brought with him, since he refused to drink tea from my grandfather’s copper mugs, the only drinking vessels we owned.

			“I’m afraid my hesitance to settle upon a date has been more than just cold feet,” he said. “I love you and wish to commit fully to our life together; however, there are a few things of which I must make you aware. I do not want there to be any secrets between us going forward.”

			“Agreed,” I said. “Let’s go into this with eyes open, as it were.”

			He paused for a moment to collect his thoughts, then finally said, “As you know, I am a lover of beautiful things. I am an advocate of the Aesthetic movement and, as such, seek to surround myself with beautiful art and even more beautiful people, such as yourself.”

			I thanked him, quite demurely.

			“Yes, well then, you might have heard through gossip circles that I from time to time might seek the company of beautiful men as well as women.”

			He paused again.

			“Go on,” I encouraged.

			“I may have, in the past, in seeking new ideas of beauty, pushed the boundaries of what polite society would call moral protocol.”

			“I have heard this about you, yes,” I admitted.

			“Let me assure you, all my dalliances are in the past now that I am with you. I will remain faithful, but I thought we should…I should put it all out on the table.”

			“So you have made love to men, as well as women?” I asked, more to see him squirm than for a confirmation.

			“More like experimentation,” he said. “But, yes. If you find my past is not something you can live with, I understand.”

			“What is in the past is the past,” I assured him. “I myself have experimented.”

			“Oh, I was hoping you would…wait, what?” he said as though the last part of my sentence had just caught up to his brain.

			“Yes, in school. Many girls do it. I see it as nothing more than quenching curiosity, a rite of passage, as it were.”

			“Indeed,” he said. “Well, there you have it.” He seemed a bit dazed by the news.

			“I am glad you told me, Oscar. We need not speak of it again and I will keep your secret if you keep mine.”

			He smiled in relief and hugged and kissed me. After a moment, he broke away.

			“There is more, I’m afraid,” he said. “While we are in this happy moment of confession, I need to tell you everything.”

			Again one hears rumours, but they did not prepare me for the full extent of the truth. Apparently, supernatural monsters are real and have plagued Oscar and his friends for some time. 

			He told me that Bram Stoker was fed vampire blood at an early age but not turned into one. This has given him immunity to vampirism, and the power to see supernatural things.

			“It was done to save his life, you see,” Oscar told me in a long rambling story, which was difficult to follow but quite intriguing.

			And apparently, this feeding was done by none other than Henry Irving! Yes, the gifted thespian who I have seen perform so many of Shakespeare’s greatest roles is a vampire! Perhaps this is what makes him so charismatic onstage.

			“But he is a good vampire. He has been trying to find a cure for it. That’s why he fed Bram his blood as a boy. There was a prophecy that feeding a boy vampire blood on his seventh birthday would give his blood powers to cure vampirism, or some such thing, I forget all the details. Suffice to say it didn’t work, but it has given Bram the gift of second sight.”

			“I see,” I said, doing my best to sound like I was believing it all, which I was not.

			Then he told me a harrowing tale of a madman known as the Black Bishop who tried to use Bram’s blood to open the gates of hell.

			“He wasn’t really a bishop,” Oscar explained. “He was clergy though, Vicar of the Close at Salisbury Cathedral. Not really important to the story. In any event, Bram and I stopped him and saved the world.”

			“Thank you for that,” I said. The look on my face betrayed me.

			“By your sceptical look, I am getting the impression you don’t believe a word I’m saying, but that has never stopped me from talking before and I shall therefore continue.”

			“Please do,” I said, settling back for more of this gripping yarn.

			“So this madman,” he continued.

			“The Black Bishop,” I said.

			“Yes, he was trying to open a portal to hell, and he had it from yet another prophecy that he could do it at Stonehenge with the blood of a half human, half monster. He tried other monsters at first. A werewolf, for example, seemed to fit the requirement of being man and monster. It didn’t work.”

			“Thank goodness,” I said, becoming more enthralled in the tall tale.

			“But the werewolf bit my brother, Willie, who was working for the Black Bishop against my advice.”

			“Oh, no,” I said.

			“Yes, terrible for Willie, who must now chain himself up once a month.”

			“So, your brother is a werewolf in this story?”

			“Yes, and I assure you it is no mere story. All that I have said is true. I would not make up such an unbelievable tale. My talent would be wasted on a penny dreadful. In any event, it was Bram’s blood that turned out to be the final thing needed to open the portal. Stoker always gets himself into these things and somehow drags me along.”

			He then went on to tell me Bram and he have been targeted by vampires ever since. They even fought them in America while on tour there. This story was more outlandish than the last.

			“We again saved the world, or at the very least America.”

			I was willing to take this story as a fanciful creation from a fanciful man, but what he said next connected it to my real life and rang a bell, as it were.

			“The White Worm Society – they are charged by the Queen to keep the Empire safe from these things – have been pestering us to join their ranks.”

			“The White Worm Society, you say?” He obviously saw the colour go from my face.

			“Yes, you have heard of them?”

			I stood up on shaky legs, and he steadied me.

			“Constance, are you all right?”

			“I have heard of them. My father worked for them. He told me it was just a social club for men who collect old books. He handled their legal matters.” I walked over to my desk and retrieved my father’s journal from the drawer.

			“My father left me this when he died. It is written in a code I cannot decipher, except for the one phrase on the spine of the journal in English, ‘White Worm Society’.”

			I handed it to Oscar, and he thumbed through it.

			“Ah, not really in code, this is Taylor shorthand,” he explained. “Which I am a bit rusty on, but it should be easy enough to translate, if you would like me to do so.”

			He put the book down and said, “There is another thing I must tell you, something I learned from a White Worm operative. I was sworn to secrecy, but I cannot keep this from you.”

			He walked me back to my chair and sat me down.

			“Your father did not die of a heart attack on a trip to Paris. He was killed on a mission for the White Worms, exploring a place called ‘the Realm’, a world where these supernatural creatures come from.”

			A lifetime of memories of my father came flooding back to my mind. His frequent trips abroad, which required him taking many maps and camping supplies with him. I thought it odd even then that a barrister would need to be so supplied for a business trip.

			His library filled with old books on the occult mixed among his law books.

			The strange men stopping by the house and talking to him in his study in hushed voices.

			“Go on, Oscar, tell me everything again. This time I will listen with an open mind.”

			He did, and it changed my world forever. I feel even closer to Oscar now. We share a terrible secret, but at least we are no longer alone in the world and can face it together.
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