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DRACULA
by Bram Stoker







Jonathan Harker’s!
Journal

3 May. Bistritz?2.—I left Munich at
8:35 PM. on May 1st, and arrived at
Vienna early next morning. The train
was an hour late. I could walk through
the streets a little; Buda-Pesth® seems a
wonderful place. We were leaving the West
and entering the East. Here I stopped for
the night at the Hotel Royale®. I had for
dinner, or rather supper, chicken with red
pepper, which was very good but thirsty.

! Jonathan Harker — [[:xoHaTtaH Xap-
Kep

2 Bistritz — Buctpumna (eopod Ha
3anade PymuviHuu 8 TpaHcunb8aHUU HA
pexe Bucmpuua)

3 Buda-Pesth (Budapest) — ByganemT
4+ Hotel Royale — otenp «PoUsAIb»
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I asked the waiter, and he said it was a
national dish. I used German here.

Before my journey, I visited the British
Museum, and studied some of the books
and maps in the library regarding Tran-
sylvania!. It was impossible to mark the
exact locality of the Castle Dracula, as
there were no maps of this country; but
I found that Bistritz, the town named by
Count Dracula?, was a well-known place.

I did not sleep well, though my bed
was comfortable enough, for I had queer
dreams. Anyway, in the morning the con-
tinuous knocking at my door woke me up.
My train started at eight.

All day long we were watching beauti-
ful views. Sometimes we saw little towns
or castles on top of the hills; sometimes
we ran by rivers and streams. At every
station there were groups of people, some-
times crowds. The strangest figures we saw
were the Slovaks® with their big cowboy
hats, great trousers, white linen shirts,

! Transylvania — TpaHcuJbBaHUA
(ucmopuueckast obnacms Ha cesepo-3anade
PymuHuu)

2 Count Dracula — rpa¢ /[lpakyna
3 the Slovaks — cioBaku
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and enormous heavy leather belts. They
looked like real brigands.

We got to Bistritz in the evening. It
was a very interesting old place. Earlier,
Count Dracula directed me to go to the
Golden Krone Hotel'. An elderly woman
in the usual peasant dress smiled, and
gave me a letter:

11YIGINYILNI

My Friend, welcome to the Carpathi-
ans?. [ am anxiously expecting you. Sleep
well tonight. At the Borgo Pass® my car-
riage will await you and will bring you to
me. I hope that your journey from London
has been a happy one, and that you will
enjoy your stay on my beautiful land.

Your friend,

Dracula.

4 May.—My landlord got a letter from
the Count to give the best place on the
coach® for me. He and his wife, the old
lady who had received me, looked fright-

! Golden Krone Hotel — roctuHuIa
«30JI0Tast KPOHa»

2 Carpathians — Kapnartsr
3 Borgo Pass — mnepeBan Bopro

4 the best place on the coach — nyu-
Imiee MECTO B JWIMMKAHCE
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ened. When I asked him if he knew Count
Dracula, and could tell me anything of his
castle, both he and his wife said that they
knew nothing at all, and simply refused to
speak further. It was all very mysterious
and suspicious.

Just before I was leaving, the old lady
came up to my room and said in a very
hysterical way, “Must you go? Oh! Young
Herr, must you go?”

She was very excited, and mixed
German with some other language which
I did not know at all. When I told her
that I must go at once, and that I had
important business, she asked again, “Do
you know what day it is? It is the eve of
St. George’s Day'. Do you not know that
tonight, when the clock strikes midnight,
all the evil things in the world? will
have full power on the earth? Do you
know where you are going, and what you
are going to?”

She was in such evident distress that
I tried to comfort her, but without effect.
Finally she went down on her knees and
implored me not to go; at least to wait a

! the eve of St. George’s Day — kKaHyH
Cs. I'eoprusa

2 all the evil things in the world —
BCA HEYHCTb STOTO MHpa
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day or two. It was all very ridiculous but
I did not feel comfortable. However, there
was business to be done, and I couldnt
allow anything to interfere. I thanked
her, and said that my duty was impera-
tive, and that I must go. She then rose,
dried her eyes, and gave me a little cross
from her neck. She put the rosary round
my neck, and said, “For your mother’s
sake!” and went out of the room. I am
writing up this part of the diary while
I am waiting for the coach, which is, of
course, late; the cross is still round my
neck. I think about Mina% Here comes
the coach!

11YIGINYILNI

5 May. The castle.—When I got on
the coach the driver had not taken his
seat. He was talking with the landlady.
They were evidently talking of me, for
they looked at me the entire time, and
some of the people who were sitting on
the bench outside the door came and
listened, and then looked at me. I could
hear a lot of words often repeated, queer
words, for there were many nationalities

! For your mother’'s sake — Paau
Balllell MaTepu

2 Mina — MuHa
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in the crowd. I quietly got my dictionary
from my bag. These words were not funny
to me, for amongst them were “Ordog” —
Satan, “pokol” — hell, “stregoica” — witch,
“vrolok” and “vlkoslak” — both of which
mean the same, werewolf' or vampire (I
must ask the Count about these super-
stitions).

When we started, the crowd round the
inn door made the sign of the cross and
pointed two fingers towards me. I asked
a fellow passenger® to tell me what they
meant; he explained that it was a charm
against the evil eye.

I soon forgot my fears in the beauty
of the scene’s nature. Before us lay a
green land full of forests and woods, with
steep hills here and there. Sometimes the
hills were so steep that the horses could
only go slowly. I wished to get down, as
we do at home, but the driver said, “No,
no, you must not walk here; the dogs are
too fierce”.

When it grew dark the passengers
began to urge the driver to go faster. The
mountains came nearer to us on each
side; we were entering on the Borgo Pass.

! werewolf — o6GopoTeHb
2 a fellow passenger — IIOIIyTYHK
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I was looking out for the conveyance
which would take me to the Count. Each
moment I expected to see the glare of
lamps through the blackness; but all was
dark. Finally, I noticed a carriage with
four horses. The horses were coal-black
and splendid animals. A tall man, with
a long brown beard and a great black
hat, which hid his face from us, was
the driver. I could only see the gleam of
a pair of very bright eyes, which seemed
red, as he turned to us. He said to the
driver, “You are early tonight, my friend.”

The man replied, “The English Herr
was in a hurry”

“Give me the Herr's luggage,” said
the driver and took my bags. Then I de-
scended from the side of the coach, as
the carriage was close. The driver helped
me with a hand which caught my arm in
a grip of steel'; his strength was prodi-
gious. Without a word he shook his reins,
the horses turned, and we ran into the
darkness of the Pass.

The driver said in excellent German,
“The night is chill, mein Herr?, there is

11YIGINYILNI

! a grip of steel — craspHasa xBaTka
2 mein Herr — Mol rocnoguH (Hem.)
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a flask of slivovitz' (the plum brandy of
the country) underneath the seat.”

The carriage went straight along, then
we made a complete turn and went along
another straight road. I felt suspense.
Then a dog began to howl somewhere in
a farmhouse far down the road — a long
wailing, as if from fear?. Another dog took
the sound, and then another and another,
till a wild howling began.

The driver suddenly turned down a
narrow roadway. Soon we entered the
wood, and again great rocks guarded us
boldly on either side. The wind carried the
howling of the dogs, though the baying
of the wolves sounded nearer and nearer.
I grew dreadfully afraid, and the horses
shared my fear. The driver, however, was
not disturbed at all; he was turning his
head to left and right, but I could not see
anything through the darkness.

Suddenly, I saw a faint blue flame.
The driver saw it at the same moment; he
jumped to the ground and disappeared into
the darkness. I did not know what to do,
as the howling of the wolves grew closer;

I slivovitz — cauBoBHIIA

2 as if from fear — xkak Oyaro ot
cTpaxa
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but while I wondered the driver suddenly
appeared again, and without a word took
his seat. There appeared a strange optical
effect: when he stood between me and the
flame he did not obstruct it, for I could
see the flame through him. It was like a
sort of awful nightmare. I decided that
my eyes deceived me.

The wolves began to howl. The driver
stopped the carriage and stood in the
roadway. As he swept his long arms, the
wolves fell back and back further. Then a
heavy cloud passed across the face of the
moon, so that we were again in darkness.

The wolves had disappeared and the
driver climbed back on. This was all so
strange that a dreadful fear came upon
me, and I was afraid to speak or move.
Suddenly, we found ourselves in the court-
yard of a vast ruined castle, from whose
tall black windows came no light.

Same day, later.—In the gloom the
courtyard looked considerable. Several
dark ways led from it under great round
arches. It perhaps seemed bigger than it
really is. I have not seen it by daylight'.

When the carriage stopped, the driver
jumped down and assisted me. Again I
noticed his prodigious strength. His hand

11YIGINYILNI

! by daylight — npu pHEBHOM CBeTe
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actually seemed like a steel vice' that
could crush mine. I stood close to a great
old door. As I stood, the driver jumped
again into his seat and went away.

I stood in silence where I was, for I
did not know what to do. There was no
sign of a bell or a knocker. The time I
waited seemed endless. What sort of place
had I come to, and among what kind of
people? I was a solicitor’s clerk?, here to
explain the purchase of a London estate
to a foreigner. Solicitor’s clerk! No, no, no.
Just before leaving London I passed my
examination successfully; and I am now
a solicitor!

I heard a heavy step behind the great
door. Then it opened. Within, stood a tall
old man, with a long white moustache. He
was dressed in black from head to foot®.
He held in his hand an antique silver
lamp. The old man made a courtly bow
and said in excellent English, but with a
strange intonation.

! a steel vice — cTajbHBIE THUCKH

2 a solicitor’'s clerk — IIOMOIIHUK
CTPSAITYETO

3 from head to foot — c roJyioBel 10

HOr



KAPMAHHOE YTEHME HA AHTTIMACKOM S3bIKE @

“Welcome to my house! Enter freely
and of your own free will!” He stood like
a statue, but when I had stepped over the
threshold, he moved impulsively forward,
and shook my hand. His hand was as
cold as ice — more like the hand of a
dead than a living man.

Again he said, “Welcome to my house.
Come freely. Go safely; and leave something
of the happiness you bring!”

The strength of the handshake was
so much akin to that which I had noticed
in the driver, whose face I had not seen.
Maybe it is the same person to whom I
was speaking. I asked, “Count Dracula?”

“Yes, I am Dracula; and welcome, Mr.
Harker, to my house. Come in; the night
air is chill, and you need to eat and rest.”

As he was speaking, he took my lug-
gage. I protested, but he insisted.

“No, sir, you are my guest. It is late,
and my servants are not available.”

We entered a long passage, and then
went up a great winding stair, and along
another great passage, on whose stone
floor our steps rang heavily. At the end
of the passage he opened a heavy door,
and I saw a table.

The Count stopped, put down my bags,
closed the door, and crossed the room.

11YIGINYILNI



