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北　京


前　　言

◆ 英语是语言的帝国

全球60亿人中，有3.8亿人的母语是英语，2.5亿人的第二母语是英语，12.3亿人学习英语，33.6亿人和英语有关。全世界电视节目的75％、电子邮件的80％、网络的85％、软件源代码的100％都使用英语。40～50年后，全球将有50％的人精通英语。全球约有6000种语言，21世纪末其中的90％将消亡。届时英语作为主导语言的地位将进一步得到提升。

目前中国大约有4亿人在学英语，超过英国和美国的人口总和，这是中国努力与时代接轨、与国际接轨的一个重要标志，大量中国人熟练掌握国际通用语言是中华民族走向繁荣富强的必要保障。

◆ 全民学英语运动

中国近20年来兴起了一场轰轰烈烈的全民学英语的运动。其规模之大，范围之广，古今中外前所未有。

学生、教师、公务员、公司职员、商店店员、出租车司机等，各行各业，都在学英语。其学习过程的漫长，也令人感叹。从幼儿园、小学、中学、大学、硕士、博士，到毕业工作，出国，直至退休，一直都在学，英语的学习可谓是终生性的。

◆ 英语学了多年之后的尴尬

中国人学了多年英语之后，如果冷静地反省一下多年努力的成效，不难发现自己的英语水平令人十分尴尬。这里将具体表现列举一二。

● 读任何原版的英语杂志，如Times（时代）、Newsweek（新闻周刊）、The Economists（经济学家），或者原版小说，如Jane Eyre（简·爱）、Gone with the Wind（飘）等，必须借助词典，因为我们随时都可能读不懂。即便查阅大部头的词典，我们常常还是不能理解文意，将文意理解得面目全非。最为可悲的是我们中很多人已经屈从于这种一知半解的阅读状态，甚至有人还荒唐地认为英语本身就是一门模模糊糊的语言，这样当然就更谈不上尝到读原汁原味英语的乐趣了。

● 学习和探索专业知识的主流载体仍然是汉语。但我们必须清楚：整个现代科学体系基本是用英语来描述和表达的，译成汉语会有一定程度的失真，而且必然导致滞后。

● 英语表达是一个更大的问题。主要体现在用英语写作以及用英语深入交谈上。事实上，大多数人只能用简单的英语来进行粗略的表述，无法顺利地参加国际学术会议或者进行国际贸易谈判。即便是学术水平很高的专家，在国际刊物上发表论文时，只能请仅懂英语不懂专业的人翻译。一篇在很多老外眼中不伦不类的论文就这样产生了。客观地讲，即使采用不太高的标准来衡量，在中国英语学习的失败率也应该在99％以上。

◆ 来自西方的教育理念

中国人读英语有个缺点，学习缺乏渐进性。他们习惯于读满篇都是生词的文章，以为这样“收获”才最大。结果他们的阅读不断地被查词典打断，一小时只能看两三页，读起来自然索然无味，最后只能作罢。这是中国人学英语的通病!读的文章几乎全部达到了语言学家所说的“frustration level”（使学生感到沮丧的程度）。

西方的语言学家和心理学家对英语学习者的阅读状况进行了大量的研究，结论令人非常吃惊：最适宜阅读的难度比我们长期所处的、我们所习惯的、我们头脑中定位的难度要低得多!只有文中生词量小到足以保证阅读的持续性时，语言吸收的效果才最好，语言水平的提高也最快。举个形象的例子：上山是从峭壁直接艰难攀登还是走平缓的盘山路好?显然，能够从峭壁登顶者寥寥无几!即使其能勉强成功，也远远落后于沿坦途行进者。

◆ 犹太民族的启示

曾经有人说：全世界的金钱装在美国人的口袋里，而美国人的金钱却装在犹太人的脑袋里。据统计，犹太人占世界总人口约0.3％，却掌握着世界经济命脉。在全世界最富有的企业家中，犹太人占50％以上。无论是过去和现在，在知名的经济巨头中犹太人占有绝对的比例。如第一个亿万巨富、石油大王洛克菲勒，“美国股神”巴菲特，华尔街的缔造者摩根，花旗集团董事长威尔，“打开个人计算机直销大门”的戴尔，坐在全球软件头把交椅“甲骨文公司”的艾利森，华纳电影公司创办人华纳，电影世界的领头羊斯皮尔伯格，他们都是犹太人。

犹太人成就的背后就是他们的噬书习惯。联合国教科文组织调查表明，全世界读书最多的民族是犹太民族。其中以色列在人均拥有图书和出版社以及每年人均读书的比例上，超过了世界上任何一个国家，成为世界之最，平均每人每年读书64本。与之反差很大的是中华民族，平均每人每年读书0.7本。这之中有阅读习惯的中国人虽占5％，却掌握着中国80％的财富。一句话，阅读，特别是经典名著的阅读，是一个人和民族崛起的最根本方法。

阅读不能改变人生的起点，但它可以改变人生的终点。不论出身高贵与卑贱，阅读都能改变人生的坐标和轨迹。

◆ 通往英语自由境界的阶梯

英语的自由境界指的是用英语自由地学习和工作；自由地阅读英文原版书刊和资料；自如地用英语表达和交流；自然地用英语进行思维；自主地用英语撰写论文和著作。

一个英语达到自由境界的人，他的生活也常常是令人羡慕的。清晨随手拿起一份国外的报纸或者杂志，一边喝着浓浓的咖啡，一边轻松、惬意地阅读。可以用英语自由地进行实质性的交谈和撰写书面材料。能够自由地在英文网页上荡漾，能够随时了解国外的最新科技动态或最新的商贸行情。自己的生存空间不再受到国界的限制，无论是交友、择偶，还是发展自己的事业，都有更宽的、跨国度的选择。

有一定英语基础的读者要想“修成正果”，达到英语的自由境界，最缺少的就是可读之书。市面上的英语读物粗粗看来似乎琳琅满目，但稍一细读就会发现这些语料要么是难度过低，词汇量只有一、两千词的相当于中学水平的简写本；要么是令人望而生畏、读之更是倍受挫折的原著，语料难度脱节甚至是“代沟”，严重地阻碍了英语中高级学习者对英语的掌握。床头灯英语5000词系列填补了这方面的空白，为读者打造了到达英语自由境界的阶梯。

◆ 本套读物的特色——真正适合中高级英语学习者的原汁原味英语读物

● 难度适中
 ：本套读物用英语中核心5000词写成，对于难以理解之处均有注释，使你躺在床上不用翻词典就能顺利地读下去，在不知不觉中走向英语自由境界。

● 语言地道
 ：美国作家执笔，用流畅的现代英语写成，并保留了原著的语言特色。

● 选材经典
 ：皆为一生中不可不读的作品，读之可提高英语水平、积淀西方文化和提高人生境界。

● 情节曲折
 ：让你徜徉在一个又一个迥异奇妙的书中世界。

……

◆ “床头灯”英语系列读物的使用方法：

● 整个床头灯系列包含儿童、中学生、3000词、5000词、6500词等不同层次。你可以选择不用查字典你就能保证阅读的持续性的级别进入，这个级别最少读30本，体会一下用英语读懂名著的感觉——英语形成语感、自信心增强。然后乘胜追击，读下一个级别的，每个级别读30本以上。

● 使用床头灯英语学习读本（英汉对照版）练写作：看书中汉语部分，然后你试着翻译成英文，再把你翻译的英文与书上的英文对比。

本套读物是通向英语自由王国的钥匙，是通往英语最高境界的签证。在中国走向世界的道路上，英语水平决定工资水平！让每天阅读半小时“床头灯”成为你生活中的一部分。我相信这才是英语成功的真谛。

与股神巴菲特吃一顿午餐要花几百万美金，这使人们注意到了与名人交流的昂贵。而与比巴菲特更著名的大家近距离沟通，只需要去读“床头灯”。

王若平　于北京
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人物关系表


Count Dracula 德丘拉伯爵：
 故事男主人公，表面看是脸色苍白、眼睛腥红的怪人，实为生存了五百年的吸血鬼。


Jonathan Harker 乔纳森·哈克：
 故事男主人公，地产商人，应邀去会见德丘拉伯爵，从而发生了与这位吸血鬼之后的故事。


Mina Murray 米娜·默雷：
 乔纳森的未婚妻，两个人成婚后更名为米娜·哈克。因相貌酷似德丘拉伯爵的前妻而成为他的目标，她被吸血鬼抓获，最后被大家齐心救出。


Lucy Westenra 露茜·崴斯特诺：
 米娜的好友，甜美漂亮，富有魅力，后来被德丘拉伯爵变成了女吸血鬼。


Mrs. Westenra 崴斯特诺夫人：
 露茜的母亲，在照顾露茜的过程中被德丘拉伯爵害死。


Pete Hawkins 彼得·霍金斯：
 乔纳森的挚交，将乔纳森视为自己的亲生儿子一般，去世时留给他一大笔财富。


Arthur Holmood(Lord Godalming) 亚瑟·霍尔姆德：
 露茜的追求者，最后征服了露茜的感情，成功获得芳心，与昆西·P·莫里斯是好友。


Quincey P.Morris 昆西·P·莫里斯：
 露茜的追求者之一，热情，温柔。最后在与德丘拉伯爵的决战中壮烈牺牲。


John Seward 约翰·西沃德：
 医生，也是露茜的追求者之一，管理一家大型的精神疗养院。是亚瑟的好友。


R.M.Renfield R·M·伦菲而德：
 精神病人，是西沃德医生的患者，性格反常冷酷，常做出怪异的举动，是伯爵忠实的追随者。


Abraham Van Helsing 亚伯拉罕·范·海尔森：
 对吸血鬼深有研究的老教授，善良而足智多谋，曾极力挽救露茜的性命，又组织各位朋友齐心协力勇战吸血鬼，最终从吸血鬼手里成功救出了米娜。





故事梗概

地产商人乔纳森·哈克应客户德丘拉伯爵之邀只身来到位于布达佩斯的德丘拉城堡与其商议在伦敦为其购置房产的事情。但在去往德丘拉城堡的途中及到达城堡后，他却经历了许多令人难以置信并且让人感到恐惧的事情。首先是当地人对他的警告让他感到奇怪并有些不安，接着他看到了德丘拉伯爵——一个脸色苍白、眼睛腥红的怪人。住在城堡的日子里，他经历了一系列匪夷所思的事情而且几乎丢掉了自己的性命，但最终他幸运地从城堡中逃了出来。

与此同时，乔纳森的妻子米娜十分担心自己丈夫的安危。她与好友露茜通信告知了露茜她的担忧，并从通信中得知露茜被三个优秀的男子追求并接受了其中一个叫亚瑟的男子。露茜安慰米娜并赶到惠特白镇去陪她，然而就在惠特白镇，一系列奇怪的事情发生了：先是一艘外国船只在一夜暴风雨中沉没、船上的人都离奇的死亡，接着米娜又发现了露茜夜里梦游并且和一个奇怪的男子在一起的事情，而露茜的身体也越来越差。但还没来得及处理这些事情，米娜就收到了乔纳森的消息并立即赶往布达佩斯去看望她的丈夫。

露茜的身体状况越来越差，这使不明其因的亚瑟十分担心并且通知了露茜的追求者之一——西沃德医生。西沃德医生对露茜的状况也束手无策，于是便从荷兰请来了范·海尔森教授。范教授通过对露茜的诊治，一步步意识到事态的严重，他们竭力挽救露西的生命，但最终却失败了。露茜终于被德丘拉伯爵变成了另一个吸血鬼。范教授拜访了米娜并从她那里知道了乔纳森的遭遇，于是他明白了整个事情的经过并把它告诉了追求露茜的三个男子以及乔纳森夫妇。大家一起拯救了露茜的灵魂使之得以安息，而且决定同心协力消灭伯爵以防止他在伦敦散布邪恶……勇士们先整理了关于伯爵的一切资料并进行了认真的分析，决定从破坏伯爵赖以生存的那些箱子入手，通过毁坏这些箱子来消灭伯爵。他们辗转找到了伯爵在伦敦的几处房产，并通过范教授的安排和大家的一致努力消灭了伯爵的四十九只箱子。然而此时，感觉大事不妙的伯爵却带着他的最后一只箱子逃往他的老窝——德丘拉城堡。勇士们一路追踪以求彻底地消灭掉这个一切罪恶的主始。但是，在追击伯爵的途中，米娜又不幸遭到了伯爵的袭击，生命岌岌可危。然而这些困难没能阻挡勇士们前进的脚步。最终，通过不懈的努力，勇士们铲除了伯爵，也拯救了米娜的性命，但是与他们并肩作战的昆西却牺牲了。

小说以当事人的身份来对整个故事展开叙述，其间穿插着种种悬疑事件及主人公之间坚贞的爱情，真实地再现了种种血腥、恐怖、悲泣、感动的场面，读来使人身临其境，欲罢其卷而不能。


CHAPTER 1　Jonathan Harker's Journal

3 May, Bistritz

Budapest seems a wonderful place, from the glimpse which I got of it from the train and the little I could walk through the streets. The impression I had was that we were leaving the West and entering the East.

We left the capital in pretty good time, and came after nightfall
 
【1】

 to Klausenburgh. The little German I speak has been very useful here; indeed, I don't know how I should be able to get on without it.

Having had some time at my disposal when in London, I made search among the books and maps in the library regarding Transylvania. I found that the district of the nobleman
 
【2】

 I'm visiting is in the extreme east of the country; one of the wildest and least known portions of Europe. I was not able to light on any map or work giving the exact locality
 
【3】

 of the Castle Dracula; but I found that Bistritz, the post town named by Count Dracula, is a fairly well known place. I read that every known superstition
 
【4】

 in the world is gathered into this remote area. If so, my stay may be very interesting.

I did not sleep well, though my bed was comfortable enough, for I had all sorts of queer dreams. There was a dog howling all night under my window, which may have had something to do with it. Towards morning I slept and was wakened by the continuous knocking at my door, so I guess I must have been sleeping soundly
 
【5】

 then. I had to hurry breakfast, for the train started a little before eight.

It was on the dark side of twilight
 
【6】

 when we got to Bistritz, which is a very interesting old place. Count Dracula had directed me to go to the Golden Krone Hotel, which I found, to my great delight, to be thoroughly old-fashioned, for of course I wanted to see all, I could, of the ways of the country. At the hotel I was handed a letter by one of the peasants:

“My friend. Welcome to the Carpathians. I am anxiously expecting you. Sleep well tonight. At three tomorrow the carriage will start for Bukovina. At the Borgo Pass my carriage will await you and will bring you to me. Your friend, Dracula.”

4 May

The hotel manager and his wife were acting strangely today. When I asked them if they knew Count Dracula, and could tell me anything of his castle, they both crossed themselves, and said, “Do you know what day it is?” I answered that it was the fourth of May.

She shook her head as she said, “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 freely run about? 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 begged me not to go; at least to wait a day or two before starting. It was all very ridiculous and I did not feel comfortable.

She then rose and dried her eyes, and taking a cross from her neck offered it to me. I did not know what to do. It seemed so ungracious
 
【7】

 to refuse an old lady meaning so well and in such a state of mind. Whether it is the old lady's fear or the many ghostly
 
【8】

 traditions of this place, or the cross itself, I do not know, but I am not feeling nearly as easy in my mind as usual.

Ah! Here comes the coach!

5 May, The Castle

When I got on the coach, the driver had not taken his seat, and I saw him talking to the landlady
 
【9】

 . They were evidently talking of me, for every now and then they looked at me. I could hear a lot of words often repeated, strange words, for there were many nationalities in the crowd, so I quietly got my dictionary from my bag and looked them up. I must say the words were not cheering to me, for amongst them were “devil”, “witch
 
【10】

 ” and “vampire
 
【11】

 .”

When we started, the crowd round the inn door, which had by this time swelled to a considerable size, all made the sign of the cross and pointed two fingers towards me. With some difficulty, I got a fellow passenger to tell me what they meant. He would not answer at first, but on learning that I was English, he explained that it was a charm or guard against the evil eye.

Then our driver cracked his big whip over his four small horses, which ran abreast
 
【12】

 , and we set off on our journey. The scenery was beautiful. On either side of us the Carpathian Mountains towered. The road was rough, but still we seemed to fly over it with a feverish
 
【13】

 haste. I could not understand then what the haste meant, but the driver was evidently bent on losing no time in reaching Borgo.

As we wound on our endless way, and the sun sank lower and lower behind us, the shadows of the evening began to creep round us. When it finally grew dark there seemed to be some excitement amongst the passengers, and they kept speaking to the driver, one after the other, as though urging him to further speed. He whipped the horses unmercifully
 
【14】

 , and with wild cries of encouragement urged them on to further exertions.

The road grew more level, and we appeared to fly along. Then the mountains seemed to come nearer to us on each side and to frown down upon us. We were entering on the Borgo.

The driver now leaned forward, and on each side the passengers, craning over the edge of the coach, peered eagerly into the darkness. It was evident that something very exciting was either happening or expected. Though I asked each passenger, no one would give me the slightest explanation.

At last, we saw before us the Pass opening out on the eastern side. There were dark, rolling clouds overhead, and in the air the heavy, oppressive
 
【15】

 sense of thunder. It seemed as though the mountain range had separated two atmospheres, and that now we had got into the thunderous
 
【16】

 one.

I was now myself looking out for the carriage which was to take me to the Count, we could see now the sandy road lying white before us, but there was on it no sign of a vehicle. The passengers drew back with a sigh of gladness, which seemed to mock
 
【17】

 my own disappointment.

Turning to me, the driver spoke in German worse than my own,“There is no carriage here. The Count is not expected after all. You can go to Bukovina tonight and return tomorrow or the next day.”

While he was speaking, the horses became anxious so that the driver had to hold them up. Then, amongst a chorus
 
【18】

 of screams from the peasants and a universal crossing of themselves, a carriage with four horses, drove up behind us, overtook us, and drew up beside the coach.

I could see from the flash of our lamps, as the rays fell on them, that the horses were coal-black and splendid animals. They were driven by a tall man with a long, brown beard and a great black hat, which seemed to hide his face from us. I could only see the gleam
 
【19】

 of a pair of very bright eyes, which seemed red in the lamplight
 
【20】

 , as he turned to us.

He said to the driver, “You are early tonight, my friend.”

The man stammered
 
【21】

 in reply, “The Englishman was in a hurry.”

To which the stranger replied,“That is why, I suppose, you wished him to go on to Bukovina. You cannot deceive me, my friend. I know too much, and my horses are swift.”

As he spoke he smiled, and the lamplight fell on a hard-looking mouth, with very red lips and sharp-looking teeth, as white as ivory
 
【22】

 .

The driver threw my bags onto the black carriage and as I tried to get aboard, the driver helped me with a hand which caught my arm in a grip of steel. His strength must have been incredible.

Without a word he shook his reins
 
【23】

 , the horses turned, and we swept into the darkness of the pass. I felt a little strangely, and not a little frightened. I struck a match, and by its flame, looked at my watch. It was within a few minutes of midnight. This gave me a sort of shock, for I suppose the general superstition about midnight was increased by my recent experiences. I waited with a sick feeling of suspense
 
【24】

 .

A wolf began to howl somewhere in a farmhouse
 
【25】

 far down the road. The sound was taken up by another wolf, and then another and another, till the howling seemed to come from all over the country, as far as the imagination could grasp it through the gloom
 
【26】

 of the night.

The night grew colder, and fine, powdery
 
【27】

 snow began to fall, so that soon we, and all around us, were covered with a white blanket. The baying of the wolves sounded nearer and nearer, as though they were closing round on us from every side.

I grew dreadfull
 
【28】

 afraid, and the horses shared my fear. The driver, however, was not in the least disturbed. He kept turning his head to left and right, but I could not see anything through the darkness.

Suddenly, away on our left I saw a faint blue flame. The driver saw it at the same moment. He at once checked the horses, and jumping to the ground, disappeared into the darkness. I did not know what to do. The horses began to tremble worse than ever and to scream with fright. I could not see any cause for it, for the howling of the wolves had ceased altogether.

But just then the moon appeared from behind a cloud, and by its light I saw around us a ring of wolves with white teeth, and deep red tongues hanging out of their mouths. For myself, I felt a sort of paralysis
 
【29】

 of fear. All at once, the wolves began to howl as though the moonlight had had some peculiar effect on them.

The coachman
 
【30】

 returned there and raised his voice in a tone of authoritative
 
【31】

 command. Standing in the road, he swept his long arms, as though brushing aside some invisible obstacle, and the wolves began to back away.

This was all so strange and unreal
 
【32】

 that a dreadful
 
【33】

 fear came upon me, and I was afraid to speak or move.

The time seemed endless as we swept on our way, now in almost complete darkness, for the rolling clouds obscured
 
【34】

 the moon. Suddenly, I became conscious of the fact that the driver was in the act of pulling up the horses in the courtyard of a vast ruined castle, from whose tall black windows came no ray of light, and whose broken walls showed an uneven
 
【35】

 line against the sky.

注释


【1】
 nightfall［ˈnaitfɔːl］　n.　黄昏，夜幕降临


【2】
 nobleman［nəubəlmən］　n.　贵族，有高贵地位的人


【3】
 locality［ləuˈkæliti］　n.　位置，地点


【4】
 superstition［ˌsjuːpəˈstiʃən］　n.　迷信，盲目的恐惧


【5】
 soundly［ˈsaundli］　adv.　彻底地，非常好


【6】
 twilight［ˈtwailait］　n.　黎明，微光，略知


【7】
 ungracious［ˈʌnˈɡreiʃəs］　adj.　无礼貌的，没有教养的，不合人意的


【8】
 ghostly［ˈɡəustli］　adj.　可怕的，宗教上的，精神上的


【9】
 landlady［ˈlændleidi］　n.　女房东，女地主


【10】
 witch［witʃ］　n.　女巫，迷人的女子


【11】
 vampire［ˈvæmpaiə］　n.　吸血鬼


【12】
 abreast［əˈbrest］　adv.　并排地，并肩地


【13】
 feverish［ˈfiːvəriʃ］　adj.　疯狂的，狂热的


【14】
 unmercifully［ˈʌnˈməːsifuli］　adv.　毫不留情地，无情地


【15】
 oppressive［əˈpresiv］　adj.　沉重的，压制性的


【16】
 thunderous［ˈθʌndərəs］　adj.　雷声轰隆的，打雷的


【17】
 mock［mɔk］　v.　嘲笑，嘲弄，挫败


【18】
 chorus［ˈkɔːrəs］　n.　齐声，合唱


【19】
 gleam［gliːm］　n.　微弱的闪光


【20】
 lamplight［ˈlæmplait］　n.　灯火


【21】
 stammer［ˈstæmə］　v.　结结巴巴地说，口吃


【22】
 ivory［ˈaivəri］　n.　象牙，长牙


【23】
 rein［rein］　n.　情感，激情


【24】
 suspense［səsˈpens］　n.　焦躁，悬念


【25】
 farmhouse［ˈfɑːmhaus］　n.　农家，农舍


【26】
 gloom［ɡluːm］　n.　阴暗，阴沉


【27】
 powdery［ˈpaudəri］　adj.　粉末状的，粉的


【28】
 dreadfully［ˈdredfuli］　adv.　强烈地，可怕地


【29】
 paralysis［pəˈrælisis］　n.　瘫痪，麻痹


【30】
 coachman［ˈkəutʃmæn］　n.　车夫，车马夫


【31】
 authoritative［ɔːˈθɔritətiv］　adj.　威猛的，命令的


【32】
 unreal［ˌʌnˈriəl］　adj.　不可思议的，不真实的


【33】
 dreadful［ˈdredful］　adj.　致命的，可怕的


【34】
 obscure［əbˈskjuə］　v.　遮住，使暗，使不明显


【35】
 uneven［ˈʌniːvən］　adj.　不平的，不均匀的


CHAPTER 2　Jonathan Harker's Journal (continued)

5 May

When the carriage stopped, the driver jumped down and held out his hand to assist me to exit. Again, I could not but notice his enormous strength. His hand actually
 
【1】

 seemed like it could have crushed mine if he had chosen. Then he took my bags and placed them on the ground beside me. As I stood, close to a great door the driver jumped again into his seat and shook the reins. The horses started forward, and carriage and all disappeared down one of the dark openings.

Of bell or knocker
 
【2】

 there was no sign. The time I waited seemed endless, and I felt doubts and fears crowding upon me. What sort of grim
 
【3】

 adventure was it on which I had embarked
 
【4】

 ? Was this a customary
 
【5】

 incident in the life of a solicitor
 
【6】

 sent out to explain the purchase of a London estate to a foreigner?

All I could do now was to be patient, and to wait the coming of morning.

Just as I had come to this conclusion I heard a heavy step approaching behind the great door. Then there was the sound of rattling
 
【7】

 chains and of massive bolts being drawn back. A key was turned and the great door swung back.

Within, stood a tall old man, clean-shaven
 
【8】

 save for a long white moustache, and dressed in black from head to foot, without a single spot of color about him anywhere. He held in his hand an antique silver lamp.

The old man motioned me in with his right hand with a courtly
 
【9】

 gesture, saying in excellent English, but with a strange accent,“Welcome to my house! Enter freely and of your own free will!”

The instant I stepped over the threshold
 
【10】

 , he moved impulsively
 
【11】

 forward, and holding out his hand, grasped mine. It seemed cold as ice, more like the hand of a dead than a living man. The strength of the handshake
 
【12】

 was so similar to that which I had noticed in the driver, whose face I had not seen, that for a moment I doubted if it were not the same person to whom I was speaking. So to make sure, I said questioningly
 
【13】

 , “Count Dracula?”

He bowed in a courtly way as he replied, “I am Dracula, and I bid you welcome, Mr. Harker, to my house. Come in, the night air is chill, and you must need to eat and rest.” As he was speaking, he put the lamp on a bracket
 
【14】

 on the wall, and stepping out, took my luggage.

I protested, but he insisted.

“No, sir, you are my guest. It is late, and my people are not available. Let me see to your comfort myself.”

He insisted on carrying my bags along the passage, and then up a great winding stair, and along another great passage, on whose stone floor our steps rang heavily. Finally, we reached what was to be my room. It was a welcome sight, for it was well lighted and warmed with a log fire.

The Count himself left my luggage inside and withdrew, saying, before he closed the door,“When you are ready, come into the other room, where you will find your supper prepared.”

The light and warmth and the Count's courteous
 
【15】

 welcome seemed to have dissipated
 
【16】

 all my doubts and fears. Having then reached my normal state, I discovered that I was starving with hunger.

I went into the other room and found supper already laid out. My host, who stood on one side of the great fireplace, leaning against the stonework
 
【17】

 , made a graceful wave of his hand to the table, and said, “I pray you, be seated and dine how you please. You will I trust, excuse me that I do not join you, but I have dined already.”

During the time I was eating, the Count asked me many question as to my journey, and I told him by degrees all I had experienced. After supper, my host drew up seats for us by the fire, where we continued our conversation.

I had now an opportunity of observing him, and found him of a very distinguished appearance. His face had a thin nose and peculiarly arched
 
【18】

 nostrils, with a high forehead, and hair growing only here and there round the temples. His eyebrows
 
【19】

 were very massive, almost meeting over the nose. The mouth, so far as I could see it under the heavy moustache, was fixed and rather cruel-looking, with peculiarly sharp white teeth. These stuck out over the lips, whose remarkable red color showed astonishing vitality
 
【20】

 in a man of his years. They made a great contrast to his very white skin. His fingers had long, fine nails, cut to a sharp point.

As the Count leaned over me and his hands touched me, I could not help but tremble. It may have been that his breath was rank, but a horrible feeling of sickness came over me, which I could not conceal. The Count, evidently noticing it, drew back; and with a grim sort of smile, which showed more than he had yet done his pointy teeth, sat himself down again on his own side of the fireplace.

We were both silent for a while, and as I looked towards the window, I saw the first dim streak of the coming dawn. There seemed a strange stillness over everything. But as I listened, I heard as if from down below in the valley the howling of many wolves.

The Count's eyes gleamed
 
【21】

 , and he said, “Listen to them, the children of the night. What music they make!”

Then he rose and said, “But you must be tired. Your bedroom is all ready, and tomorrow you shall sleep as late as you will. I have to be away till the afternoon, so sleep well and dream well!”

With a courteous bow, he opened for me himself the door to the bedroom, and I entered.

I am all in a sea of wonders. I doubt. I fear. God keep me, if only for the sake of those dear to me!

7 May

I slept till late in the day, and awoke of my own accord. When I had dressed myself, I went into the room where we had dined and found a cold breakfast laid out, with coffee kept hot by the pot being placed on the hearth
 
【22】

 .

I have not yet seen a servant anywhere, or heard a sound near the castle except the howling of wolves.

Some time after I had finished my meal, I opened another door in the room and found a sort of library. In the library I found a vast number of English books, whole shelves full of them, and bound volumes of magazines and newspapers. The books were all relating to England and English life and customs and manners.

Whilst I was looking at the books, the door opened, and the Count entered. He saluted me in a hearty
 
【23】

 way, and hoped that I had had a good night's rest.

“I am glad you found your way in here, for I am sure there is much that will interest you. These companions,” and he laid his hand on some of the books, “have been good friends to me, and for some years past, ever since I had the idea of going to London.Through them I have come to know your great England. I long to go through the crowded streets of mighty
 
【24】

 London, to be in the midst
 
【25】

 of the whirl
 
【26】

 and rush of humanity, to share its life, its change, its death, and all that makes it what it is. But, unfortunately, I only know your tongue through books.”

“But, Count,” I said, “You know and speak English thoroughly!”

He bowed gravely.

“I thank you, my friend, for your all too flattering estimate, but yet I fear that I am but a little way on the road I would travel. You shall, I trust, rest here with me a while, so that by our talking I may learn the English accent.”

I agreed to help him with his English and asked if I might come into that room when I chose. He answered,“Yes, certainly,” and added,“You may go anywhere you wish in the castle, except where the doors are locked, where of course you will not wish to go. We are in Transylvania, not England. Our ways are not your ways, and there shall be to you many strange things.”

This led to much conversation, and as it was evident that he wanted to talk, if only for talking's sake, I asked him many questions regarding things that had already happened to me or come within my notice.





Regarding the blue flames I had seen along the roadside
 
【27】

 , he explained that it was commonly believed that on a certain night of the year, when all evil spirits are supposed to be free, a blue flame is seen over any place where treasure has been concealed.

“That treasure has been hidden,” he went on,“in the region through which you came last night, there can be but little doubt. For it was the ground fought over for centuries by the Wallachian, the Saxon, and the Turk. Why, there is hardly a foot of soil in all this region that has not been enriched by
 
【28】

 the blood of men, patriots
 
【29】

 or invaders.
 
【30】

 ”

He then broke off and changed the subject.

“Come, tell me of London and of the house which you have obtained for me.”

Immediately, I went into my own room to get the papers from my bag. When I returned, he cleared the books and papers from the table, and with him I went into plans and deeds and figures of all sorts. He was interested in everything, and asked me a number of questions about the place and its surroundings. I described the property to him.

“The estate is called Carfax. It contains in all some twenty acres, quite surrounded by a solid stone wall. There are but few houses close at hand, one being a very large house only recently added to and formed into a private hospital for the mentally ill.”

When I had finished, he expressed his pleasure with the description and then, with an excuse, he left me, asking me to pull my papers together. He was some little time away, and I began to look at some of the books around me. One was an atlas
 
【31】

 , which I found opened naturally to England, as if that map had been much used. On looking at it, I found in certain places little rings marked; and on examining these, I noticed that one was near London on the east side, manifestly
 
【32】

 where his new estate was situated
 
【33】

 . The other two were Exeter and Whitby on the Yorkshire coast.

It was the better part of an hour when the Count returned.

“Come! I am informed that your supper is ready.”

He took my arm, and we went into the next room, where I found an excellent supper ready on the table. The Count again excused himself, as he had dined out on his being away from home.

After supper I smoked and the Count stayed with me, chatting and asking questions on every conceivable
 
【34】

 subject, hour after hour. I felt that it was getting very late indeed, but I did not say anything, for I felt under obligation to meet my host's wishes in every way.

All at once, we heard the crow
 
【35】

 of the cock coming up through the clear morning air.

Count Dracula, jumping to his feet, said,“Why there is the morning again! How rude I am to let you stay up so long.” And with a courtly bow, he quickly left me.

I went into my room and drew the curtains, but there was little to notice. My window opened into the courtyard, all I could see was the warm gray of quickening
 
【36】

 sky. So I pulled the curtains again, and have written of this day.

8 May

There is something very strange about this place and all in it that I cannot but feel uneasy. I wish I were safe out of it, or that I had never come. I fear I am myself the only living soul within the place.

I only slept a few hours when I went to bed, and feeling that I could not sleep anymore, got up. I had hung my shaving glass by the window, and was just beginning to shave. Suddenly, I felt a hand on my shoulder, and heard the Count's voice saying to me, “Good morning.” I started, for it amazed me that I had not seen him, since the reflection of the glass covered the whole room behind me.

In starting I had cut myself slightly, but did not notice it at the moment. Having answered the Count's greeting, I turned to the glass again to see how I had been mistaken. This time there could be no error, for the man was close to me, and I could see him over my shoulder. But there was no reflection of him in the mirror!

At the instant I saw the cut had bled a little, and the blood was trickling
 
【37】

 over my chin. I laid down the razor, turning as I did so half round to look for some paper. When the Count saw my face, his eyes blazed
 
【38】

 with a sort of wild fury
 
【39】

 , and he suddenly made a grab at my throat. I drew away and his hand touched my necklace which held the cross. It made an instant change in him, for the fury passed so quickly that I could hardly believe that it was ever there.

“Take care,” he said,“take care how you cut yourself. It is more dangerous than you think in this country.” Then, seizing the shaving glass, he went on, “And this is the wretched
 
【40】

 thing that has done the mischief
 
【41】

 . Away with it!”And opening the window with one wrench
 
【42】

 of his terrible hand, he threw it out. Then he withdrew without a word.

When I went into the dining room, breakfast was prepared, but I could not find the Count anywhere. So I breakfasted alone. It is strange that as yet I have not seen the Count eat or drink.

After breakfast I did a little exploring in the castle. I went out on the stairs, and found a room looking towards the South. The view was magnificent. The castle is on the very edge of a terrific
 
【43】

 cliff. A stone falling from the window would fall a thousand feet without touching anything!

When I had seen the view, I explored
 
【44】

 further. Doors, doors, doors everywhere, and all locked and bolted. In no place, save from the windows in the castle walls, is there an available exit. The castle is like a prison, and I am its prisoner!

注释


【1】
 actually［ˈæktʃuəli］　adv.　竟然，事实上


【2】
 knocker［ˈnɔkə］　n.　门环，门扣


【3】
 grim［ɡrim］　adj.　可怕的，严酷的


【4】
 embark［imˈbɑːk］　v.　面临，从事


【5】
 customary［ˈkʌstəməri］　adj.　习惯的，惯例的


【6】
 solicitor［səˈlisitə］　n.　律师，法律顾问


【7】
 rattling［ˈrætliŋ］　adj.　噼啪作响的，活泼的


【8】
 shaven［ˈʃeivən］　adj.　修过脸的，刮过脸的


【9】
 courtly［ˈkɔːtli］　adj.　尊严而有礼貌的，奉承的


【10】
 threshold［ˈθreʃhəuld］　n.　门槛，入口，门口


【11】
 impulsively［imˈpʌlsivli］　adv.　主动地，有推动力地


【12】
 handshake［ˈhændʃeik］　n.　握手，交换


【13】
 questioningly［ˈkwestʃəniŋli］　adv.　疑问地，怀疑地


【14】
 bracket［ˈbrækit］　n.　支架，括弧


【15】
 courteous［ˈkəːtjəs］　adj.　谦逊的，有礼貌的


【16】
 dissipate［ˈdisipeit］　v.　驱散，消散


【17】
 stonework［ˈstəunwəːk］　n.　石墙，石雕工艺


【18】
 arched［ɑːtʃt］　adj.　弓形的，有拱的


【19】
 eyebrow［ˈaibrau］　n.　眼眉，眉毛


【20】
 vitality［vaiˈtæliti］　n.　活力，生命力


【21】
 gleam［ɡliːm］　v.　闪烁，隐约地闪现


【22】
 hearth［hɑːθ］　n.　壁炉，炉边


【23】
 hearty［ˈhɑːti］　adj.　友善的，亲切的，衷心的


【24】
 mighty［ˈmaiti］　adj.　繁华的，强大的


【25】
 midst［ˈmidst］　n.　中间，中部


【26】
 whirl［(h)wəːl］　n.　一连串的活动，旋转


【27】
 roadside［ˈrəudsaid］　n.　路旁，路边


【28】
 enrich［inˈritʃ］　v.　使富足，装饰


【29】
 patriot［ˈpeitriət］　n.　爱国者，爱国主义者


【30】
 invader［inˈveidə］　n.　侵略者，侵入者


【31】
 atlas［ˈætləs］　n.　地图，地图集


【32】
 manifestly［ˈmænifestli］　adv.　显然地，明白地


【33】
 situated［ˈsitjueitit］　adj.　使位于，使处于


【34】
 conceivable［kənˈsiːvəbl］　adj.　想得到的，可能的


【35】
 crow［krəu］　n.　鸡鸣，撬棍


【36】
 quickening［ˈkwikəniŋ］　adj.　复生的，活泼的


【37】
 trickle［ˈtrikl］　v.　滴，流


【38】
 blaze［bleiｚ］　v.　闪烁，闪耀


【39】
 fury［ˈfjuəri］　n.　狂怒，狂暴


【40】
 wretched［ˈretʃid］　adj.　肮脏的，恶劣的


【41】
 mischief［ˈmistʃif］　n.　伤害，危害


【42】
 wrench［rentʃ］　n.　猛扭，扭曲


【43】
 terrific［təˈrifik］　adj.　可怕的，令人恐怖的


【44】
 explore［iksˈplɔː］　v.　探究，探测


CHAPTER 3　Jonathan Harker’s Journal (continued)

When I found that I was a prisoner, a sort of wild feeling came over me. I rushed up and down the stairs, trying every door and peering out of every window I could find, but after a little while the conviction of my helplessness overpowered
 
【1】

 all other feelings. I sat down quietly and began to think over what was best to be done.

So far as I can see, my only plan will be to keep my knowledge and my fears to myself, and my eyes open. I shall need all my brains to get through.

Shortly thereafter
 
【2】

 , I heard the great door below shut, and knew that the Count had returned. He did not come at once into the library, so I went cautiously to my own room and found him making the bed. This was odd, but only confirmed what I had all along thought, that there are no servants in the house.

If he does himself all these household jobs, surely
 
【3】

 it is proof that there is no one else in the castle, and it must have been the Count himself who was the driver of the coach that brought me here.

This is a terrible thought, for if so, what does it mean that he could control the wolves, as he did, by only holding up his hand for silence? Bless that good, good woman who hung the cross round my neck! For it is a comfort and a strength to me whenever I touch it.

I must find out all I can about Count Dracula, as it may help me to understand. Tonight he may talk of himself, if I turn the conversation that way. I must be very careful, however, not to awake his suspicion.

Midnight

I have had a long talk with the Count. I asked him a few questions on Transylvania, and he warmed up to the subject wonderfully. In his speaking of things and people, and especially of long battles of his country, he spoke as if he had been present at them all. I wish I could put down all he said exactly as he said it, for to me it was most fascinating. It seemed to have in it a whole history of the country.

He grew excited as he spoke, and walked about the room pulling his great white moustache and grasping anything on which he laid his hands as though he would crush it by main strength.

“The Dracula family has a long line; long and great, greater than any other family. But the warlike
 
【4】

 days are over. Blood is too precious a thing in these days of dishonorable peace, and the glories of the great races are as a tale that is told.”

Just as he reached this fever pitch, he once again realized that morning was close at hand and immediately left me to go to bed.

12 May

Last evening, when the Count came from his room, he began by asking me questions on legal matters and on the doing of certain kinds of business. There was a certain method in the Count's inquiries, so I shall try to put them down in sequence. The knowledge may somehow or sometime be useful to me.

First, he asked if a man in England might have two solicitors
 
【5】

 or more. I told him he might have a dozen if he wished.

“Such is often done by men of business, who do not like the whole of their affairs to be known by any one person,” I added.

“Good!” he said, and then went on to ask about the means of finding solicitors and the forms to be gone through, and of all sorts of difficulties which might arise, but by forethought
 
【6】

 could be guarded against.

I explained all these things to him to the best of my ability, and he certainly left me under the impression that he would have made a wonderful solicitor, for there was nothing that he did not think of or foresee.

He then suddenly stood up and said, “Have you written to your boss, Mr. Peter Hawkins, or to any other?”

It was with some bitterness in my heart that I answered that I had not, that as yet I had not seen any opportunity of sending letters to anybody.

“Then write now, my young friend,” he said, laying a heavy hand on my shoulder, “write to our friends and say, if it will please you, that you shall stay with me until a month from now.”

“Do you wish me to stay so long?” I asked, for my heart grew cold at the thought.

“I desire it much. No, I will take no refusal.”

What could I do but bow acceptance? It was Mr. Hawkins' interest, not mine, and I had to think of him, not myself; and besides, while Count Dracula was speaking, there was that in his eyes and in his bearing which made me remember that I was a prisoner, and that if I wished it I could have no choice.

He handed me three sheets of notepaper
 
【7】

 and three envelopes. They were all of the thinnest foreign post; and looking at them, then at him, and noticing his quiet smile, with the sharp teeth lying over the red lower lip, I understood as well as if he had spoken that I should be more careful what I wrote, for he would be able to read it.

So I determined to write only formal notes now, but to write fully to Mr. Hawkins in secret, and also to my darling Mina; but to her I could write shorthand
 
【8】

 , which would puzzle the Count, if he did see it.

When I had written my two letters I sat quiet, reading a book while the Count wrote several notes, referring as he wrote them to some books on his table. Then he took up my two and placed them with his own, and put by his writing materials, after which, the instant the door had closed behind him, I leaned over and looked at the letters, which were face down on the table.

One of the letters was directed to Samuel F. Billington, No. 7, The Crescent, Whitby; another to Herr Leutner, Varna; the third was to Coutts & Co, London; and the fourth to Herren Klopstock & Billreuth, bankers
 
【9】

 , Budepest. The second and fourth were unsealed.
 
【10】

 I was just about to look at them when I saw the door handle move.

I sank back in my seat, having just had time to resume my book before the Count, holding still another letter in his hand, entered the room.

Taking up the letters from the table, he said,“I trust you will forgive me, but I have much work to do in private this evening. You will, I hope, find all things as you wish.”

At the door he turned, and after a moment's pause said, “Let me advise you, my dear young friend. No, let me warn you with all seriousness, that should you leave these rooms, you will not by any chance go to sleep in any other part of the castle. It is old, and has many memories, and there are bad dreams for those who sleep unwisely.
 
【11】

 Be warned!”

Later. When he left me I went to my room. After a little while, not hearing any sound, I came out and went up the stone stair to where I could look out towards the South. As I leaned from the window, my eye was caught by something moving one floor below me, and somewhat to my left, where I imagined, from the order of the rooms, that the windows of the Count's own room would look out.

With horror I saw the Count slowly emerge from the window and begin to crawl down the castle wall, face down, with his cloak
 
【12】

 spreading out around him like great wings. At first I could not believe my eyes.

What manner of man is this, or what manner of creature? I feel the dread
 
【13】

 of this horrible place overpowering me. I am in fear, in awful fear, and there is no escape for me.

15 May

Once more, I have seen the Count go out in this fashion. He vanished
 
【14】

 into some hole or window. When his head had disappeared, I leaned out to try and see more, but without avail.
 
【15】

 I knew he had left the castle now, and thought to use the opportunity to explore more than I had dared to do as yet.

I went back to the room, and taking a lamp, tried all the doors. They were all locked, as I had expected, and the locks were comparatively new. I went down the stone stairs to the hall where I had entered originally.
 
【16】

 There I found I could pull back the bolts easily enough and unhook
 
【17】

 the great chains. But the door was locked, and the key was gone! That key must be in the Count's room. I must watch should his door be unlocked
 
【18】

 , so that I may get it and escape.

I went on to make a thorough examination of the various stairs and passages, and to try the doors that opened from them. I found one door at the top of the stairway
 
【19】

 which, though it seemed locked, gave a little under pressure. I exerted myself, and with many efforts, forced it back so that I could enter.

I was now in a wing of the castle further to the right than the rooms I knew and a floor lower down. From the windows I could see that the suite of rooms lay along to the south of the castle, the windows of the end room looking out both west and south. The castle was built on the corner of a great rock, so that on three sides it was quite unapproachable.
 
【20】



This was evidently the portion of the castle occupied by the ladies in past days, for the furniture had more an air of comfort than any I had seen. The room, though very gloomy, makes me feel calmer than I had since my arrival to the castle. It is here, at a little desk, that I currently am writing this entry. Later: The morning of 16 May

God preserve my strength. Safety and the assurance
 
【21】

 of safety are things of the past. Whilst I live on here there is but one thing to hope for, that I may not go mad, if, indeed, I am not mad already.

If I am sane
 
【22】

 , then surely it is maddening
 
【23】

 to think that, of all the foul
 
【24】

 things that live in this hateful
 
【25】

 place, the Count is the least dreadful to me, that to him alone I can look for safety, even though this should be only while I can serve his purpose. Great God!

When I had written in my diary and had fortunately replaced the book and pen in my pocket I felt sleepy. The Count's warning came into my mind, but I took pleasure in disobeying it.

I drew a great couch out of its place near the corner, so that, as I lay, I could look at the lovely view to east and south, and unthinking
 
【26】

 of and uncaring
 
【27】

 for the dust, composed myself for sleep.

I suppose I must have fallen asleep. I hope so, but I fear, for all that followed was startlingly
 
【28】

 real, so real that I am now sitting here in the broad, full sunlight of the morning, I cannot in the least believe that it was all sleep.

I was not alone. In the moonlight opposite me were three young women, ladies by their dress and manner. I thought at the time that I must be dreaming when I saw them. They threw no shadow on the floor. They came close to me, and looked at me for some time, and then whispered together.

Two were dark, and had high hooked noses, like the Count, and great dark, piercing eyes that seemed to be almost red when contrasted with the pale yellow moon. The other was fair, as fair as can be. All three had brilliant white teeth that shone like pearls against the redness of their lips. There was something about them that made me uneasy, some longing and at the same time some deadly fear. I felt in my heart a wicked, burning desire that they would kiss me with those red lips.

The fair girl shook her head somewhat shyly, and the other two urged her on. One said,“Go on! You are first, and we shall follow.” The other added,“He is young and strong. There are kisses for us all.”

I lay quiet, looking out from under my eyelash
 
【29】

 es in an agony of delightful
 
【30】

 anticipation.
 
【31】

 The fair girl advanced and bent over me till I could feel the movement of her breath upon me. Sweet it was in one sense, honey-sweet, and sent the same tingling
 
【32】

 through the nerves as her voice, but with a bitter underlying
 
【33】

 the sweet, a bitter offensiveness
 
【34】

 , as one smells in blood. I was afraid to raise my eyelids
 
【35】

 , but looked out and saw perfectly under the lashes.
 
【36】

 The girl went on her knees, and bent over me. As she arched her neck she actually licked her lips like an animal, till I could see in the moonlight the moisture shining on the red lips and on the red tongue as it lapped the white sharp teeth.

Lower and lower went her head as the lips went below the range of my mouth and chin and seemed to fasten on my throat. I could feel the hot breath on my neck. Then the skin of my throat began to tingle
 
【37】

 as one's flesh does when the hand that is to tickle
 
【38】

 it approaches nearer, nearer.

I closed my eyes in sleepy ecstasy
 
【39】

 and waited, waited with beating heart. But at that instant, another sensation
 
【40】

 swept through me as quick as lightning. I was conscious of the presence of the Count, and of his being as if lapped in a storm of fury. As my eyes opened involuntarily
 
【41】

 I saw his strong hand grasp the slender neck of the fair woman, and with a giant's power draw it back, the blue eyes transformed with fury, the white teeth biting the air with rage, and the fair cheeks blazing
 
【42】

 red with passion.

But the Count! His eyes were positively blazing. His face was deathly
 
【43】

 pale, and the lines of it were hard like drawn wires. With a fierce sweep of his arm, he hurled
 
【44】

 the woman from him, and then motioned to the others, as though he were beating them back. It was the same authoritative gesture that I had seen used to the wolves.

“How dare you touch him, any of you?” he shouted. “How dare you cast eyes on him when I had forbidden it? This man belongs to me!” Then softening
 
【45】

 a moment, “I promise you that when I am done with him you shall kiss him at your will. Now go! I must awaken him, for there is work to be done.”

“Are we to have nothing tonight?” said one of them, with a low laugh, as she pointed to a bag which he had thrown upon the floor, and which moved as though there were some living thing within it.

For answer he nodded his head. One of the women jumped forward and opened it. If my ears did not deceive me, there was a gasp
 
【46】

 and a low wail
 
【47】

 , as of a half-smothered
 
【48】

 child.

The women closed round, but as I looked, they disappeared, and with them the dreadful bag. Then the horror overcame me, and I sank down unconscious.
 
【49】



注释


【1】
 overpower［ˌəuvəˈpauə］　v.　制服，压倒


【2】
 thereafter［ðεərˈɑːftə］　adv.　其后，从那时以后


【3】
 surely［ˈʃuəli］　adv.　肯定地，确认地


【4】
 warlike［ˈwɔːlaik］　adj.　战乱的，战争的


【5】
 solicitor［səˈlisitə］　n.　初级律师，事务律师


【6】
 forethought［ˈfɔːθɔːt］　n.　预想，先见


【7】
 notepaper［ˈnəutpeipə］　n.　信纸，便条用纸


【8】
 shorthand［ˈʃɔːthænd］　n.　速记，简略的表示方法


【9】
 banker［ˈbæŋkə］　n.　银行家


【10】
 unsealed［ʌnˈsiːld］　adj.　未密封的，打开的


【11】
 unwisely［ˈʌnˈwaiｚli］　adv.　不明智地，愚笨地


【12】
 cloak［kləuk］　n.　斗篷，掩护


【13】
 dread［dred］　n.　恐惧，可怕


【14】
 vanish［ˈvæniʃ］　v.　消失，突然不见


【15】
 avail［əˈveil］　n.　效用，利益


【16】
 originally［əˈridʒənəli］　adv.　原先，最初


【17】
 unhook［ˈʌnˈhuk］　v.　解开，取下


【18】
 unlocked［ˈʌnˈlɔkid］　adj.　未上锁的


【19】
 stairway［ˈstεəwei］　n.　楼梯


【20】
 unapproachable［ˈʌnəˈprəutʃəbl］　adj.　不可接近的，无法匹敌的


【21】
 assurance［əˈʃuərəns］　n.　保证，确信


【22】
 sane［sein］　adj.　健全的，明智的


【23】
 maddening［ˈmædniŋ］　adj.　发狂的


【24】
 foul［faul］　adj.　邪恶的，肮脏的


【25】
 hateful［ˈheitful］　adj.　可恨的，讨厌的


【26】
 unthinking［ˈʌnˈθiŋkiŋ］　adj.　不留的，未加思虑的


【27】
 uncaring［ˈʌnˈkεəriŋ］　adj.　不予关注的


【28】
 startlingly［ˈstɑːtliŋli］　adv.　令人吃惊地


【29】
 eyelash［ˈailæʃ］　n.　睫毛


【30】
 delightful［diˈlaitfu］　adj.　令人愉快的，可喜的


【31】
 anticipation［ˌæntisiˈpeiʃən］　n.　预期，预料


【32】
 tingling［ˈtiŋɡliŋ］　n.　刺痛感觉，兴奋感


【33】
 underlie［ˌʌndəˈlai］　v.　在…下面，成为…的基础


【34】
 offensiveness［əˈfensivnis］　n.　讨厌，攻击性


【35】
 eyelid［ˈailid］　n.　眼皮，眼睑


【36】
 lash［læʃ］　n.　睫毛，鞭子


【37】
 tingle［ˈtiŋɡl］　v.　使感刺痛，兴奋


【38】
 tickle［ˈtikl］　v.　使发痒，逗笑


【39】
 ecstasy［ˈekstəsi］　n.　入迷


【40】
 sensation［senˈseiʃən］　n.　感觉，感情


【41】
 involuntarily［inˈvɔləntərili］　adv.　不知不觉地，无心地


【42】
 blaze［bleiｚ］　vi.　燃烧，照耀


【43】
 deathly［ˈdeθli］　adv. & adj.　像死一样地


【44】
 hurl［həːl］　vt.　用力投掷，丢下


【45】
 soften［ˈsɔ(ː)fn］　v.　（使）变柔和


【46】
 gasp［ɡɑːsp］　n.　短促或剧烈地吸气，屏气


【47】
 wail［weil］　n.　哀号，悲叹


【48】
 smother［ˈsmʌðə］　v.　窒息


【49】
 unconscious［ʌnˈkɔnʃəs］　adj.　不省人事的，无意识的


CHAPTER 4　Jonathan Harker's Journal (continued)

I awoke in my own bed. If it be that I had not dreamt, the Count must have carried me here. As I look round this room, although it has been to me so full of fear, it is now a sort of place of safety, for nothing can be more dreadful than those awful women, who were, who are, waiting to suck my blood.

19 May

Last night the Count asked me in the gentlest tones to write three letters, one saying that my work here was nearly done, and that I should start for home within a few days, another that I was starting on the next morning from the time of the letter, and the third that I had left the castle and arrived at Bistritz.

I would have rebelled, but felt that in the present state of things it would be madness to quarrel openly
 
【1】

 with the Count while I am so absolutely in his power. And to refuse would be to excite his suspicion and to arouse his anger. He knows that I know too much, and that I must not live, lest I be dangerous to him. My only chance is to prolong
 
【2】

 my opportunities. Something may occur which will give me a chance to escape.

He explained to me that posts were few and uncertain, and that my writing now would ensure ease of mind to my friends.

I asked him what dates I should put on the letters. He calculated a minute, and then said,“The first should be June 12, the second June 19, and the third June 29.”

I know now the span of my life. God help me!

28 May

There is a chance of escape, or at any rate of being able to send word home. A group of peasants, known as Szgany, have come to the castle, and are encamped
 
【3】

 in the courtyard. These are travelers, known to attach themselves as a rule to some great noble, and call themselves by his name. I shall write some letters home, and shall try to get them to have them posted.

I have written the letters: Mina's in shorthand, and I simply ask Mr. Hawkins to communicate with her. To her I have explained my situation, but without the horrors. It would shock and frighten her to death were I to expose my heart to her.

I have given the letters. I threw them through the bars of my window with a gold piece, and made what signs I could to have them posted. The man who took them pressed them to his heart and bowed, and then put them in his cap.

The Count has come. He sat down beside me, and said in his smoothest voice as he opened two letters,“The Szgany has given me these. One is from you, and to my friend Peter Hawkins. The other,” here he caught sight of the strange symbols as he opened the envelope, and the dark look came into his face, and his eyes blazed wickedly,“The other is a vile
 
【4】

 thing, an outrage
 
【5】

 upon friendship and hospitality
 
【6】

 !It is not signed. Well! So it cannot matter to us.” And he calmly
 
【7】

 held letter and envelope in the flame of the lamp till they were consumed.

When he went out of the room I could hear the key turn softly. A minute later I went over and tried it, and the door was locked.

31 May

This morning when I woke, I thought I would provide myself with some papers and envelopes from my bag and keep them in my pocket, so that I might write in case I should get an opportunity, but again a surprise, again a shock!

Every scrap
 
【8】

 of paper was gone, and with it all my notes. I sat and pondered
 
【9】

 for a while, and then some thought occurred to me, and I opened the wardrobe
 
【10】

 where I had placed my clothes.

The suit in which I had traveled was gone, and also my overcoat and rug. I could find no trace of them anywhere. This looked like some new evil scheme.

17 June

This morning I heard without a crackling
 
【11】

 of whips and pounding and scraping of horses' feet up the rocky path beyond the courtyard. With joy I hurried to the window and saw drive into the yard two great wagons. I cried to the drivers. They looked up at me stupidly and pointed, but just then one of the Szgany came out, and seeing them pointing to my window, said something, at which they laughed. Henceforth
 
【12】

 , no effort of mine would make them even look at me. They resolutely
 
【13】

 turned away.

The wagons contained great, square boxes, with handles of thick rope. These were evidently empty by the ease with which the Slovaks handled them.

When they were all unloaded and packed in a great heap in one corner of the yard, the Slovaks were given some money by the Szgany, and spitting on it for luck, lazily went each to his horse's head. Then they were gone.

24 June

Last night the Count left me early, and locked himself into his own room. As soon as I dared, I ran up the winding stair, and looked out of the window, which opened South. I thought I would watch for the Count, for there is something going on.

The Szgany are quartered somewhere in the castle and are doing work of some kind. I know it, for now and then I hear the sounds of shovels
 
【14】

 digging.

I had been at the window somewhat less than half an hour, when I saw something coming out of the Count's window. I drew back and watched carefully, and saw the whole man emerge. It was a new shock to me to find that he had on the suit of clothes which I had worn while traveling here, and slung
 
【15】

 over his shoulder the terrible bag which I had seen the women take away.

This, then, is his new scheme of evil. He will dress as me,and apper in town posting my letters. This way, any wickedness he may do shall by the local people be attributed to me.

I ran back to my room, full of anger and fear, and feeling utterly
 
【16】

 helpless.

When a couple of hours had passed, I heard something stirring in the Count's room, something like a sharp wail quickly suppressed.
 
【17】

 And then there was silence, deep, awful silence, which chilled me.

With a beating heart, I tried the door, but I was locked in my prison, and could do nothing. I sat down and simply cried.

25 June

No man knows till he has suffered from the night how sweet and dear to his heart and eye the morning can be. My fear fell from me and I decided that I must take action of some sort while the courage of the day is upon me.

I have not yet seen the Count in the daylight. Can it be that he sleeps when others wake? If I could only get into his room! I have seen him myself crawl from his window. Why should not I imitate him, and go in by his window? The chances are desperate, but my need is more desperate still. I shall risk it. At the worst it can only be death.

God help me in my task! Goodbye, Mina, if I fail!

Same day, later.

I have made the effort, and God helping me, have come safely back to this room. I must put down every detail in order.

I went while my courage was fresh straight to the window on the south side. I took off my boots, and ventured out on the desperate way. The time of my climb seemed ridiculously
 
【18】

 short till I found myself standing in the window below. I bent down and slid feet first in through the window. Then I looked around for the Count, but made a discovery with surprise and gladness, The room was empty! It was barely furnished with odd things, which seemed to have never been used. The only other thing I found was a great heap of gold in one corner.

In another corner of the room was a heavy door. Luckily, it was open, and led through a stone passage to a circular stairway, which went steeply down. I descended and found at the bottom a dark, tunnel-like passage, through which came a deathly, sickly
 
【19】

 odor
 
【20】

 , the odor of old earth newly
 
【21】

 turned. At last, I found myself in an old ruined chapel
 
【22】

 , which had evidently been used as a graveyard.
 
【23】

 The roof was broken, and in two places were steps leading to vaults
 
【24】

 , but the ground had recently been dug over, and the earth placed in great wooden boxes, manifestly those which had been brought by the Slovaks.

I went down into the vaults, where the dim light struggled. There I made a discovery. Nearly fifty long boxes were laid out. In one of the great boxes lay the Count!

He was either dead or asleep. I could not say which, for his eyes were open and stony
 
【25】

 , but without the glassiness
 
【26】

 of death, and the cheeks had the warmth of life through all their whiteness. But there was no sign of movement, no pulse, no breath, no beating of the heart. I bent over him, and tried to find any sign of life, but in vain.

I thought he might have the keys on him. When I went to search I saw the dead eyes, and in them, dead though they were, such a look of hate, though unconscious of me or my presence, that I fled from the place, and leaving the Count's room by the window, crawled again up the castle wall. Regaining
 
【27】

 my room, I threw myself, panting
 
【28】

 , upon the bed and tried to think.

29 June

Today is the date of my last letter, and the Count has taken steps to prove that it was genuine, for again I saw him leave the castle by the same window, and in my clothes. I then went to the library, and read there till I fell asleep.

I was awakened by the Count, who looked at me as grimly
 
【29】

 as a man could look as he said,“Tomorrow, my friend, we must part. You return to your beautiful England, I to some work which may have such an end that we may never meet. Your letter home has been sent. Tomorrow I shall not be here, but all shall be ready for your journey. In the morning come the Szgany, who have some labors of their own here, and also come some Slovaks. When they have gone, my carriage shall come for you, and shall bear you to the Borgo to meet another from Bukovina to Bistritz.”

I suspected him, but I could say nothing. The last I saw of Count Dracula was his kissing his hand to me, with a red light of triumph in his eyes.

When I was in my room and about to lie down, I thought I heard a whispering at my door. I went to it softly and listened. I heard the voice of the Count.

“Back! Back to your own place! Your time is not yet come. Wait! Have patience! Tonight is mine. Tomorrow night is yours!”

There was a low, sweet ripple
 
【30】

 of laughter, and in a rage I threw open the door and saw the three terrible women licking their lips. As I appeared, they all joined in a horrible laugh, and ran away.

I came back to my room and threw myself on my knees. Is it then so near the end? Tomorrow! Tomorrow!

30 June

These may be the last words I ever write in this diary. I slept till just before the dawn, then I awoke with a wild desire to obtain the key at any risk.

Without a pause I rushed up to the east window, and climbed down the wall, as before, into the Count's room. I knew now well enough where to find the monster I sought. The great box was in the same place, close against the wall, but the lid was laid on it, not fastened down, but with the nails ready in their places to be hammered home.

I knew I must search the body for the key, so I raised the lid, and laid it back against the wall. And then I saw something which filled my very soul with horror. There lay the Count, but looking as if his youth had been half restored. For the white hair and moustache were changed to dark iron-grey. The cheeks were fuller, and the white skin seemed ruby-red
 
【31】

 underneath. The mouth was redder than ever, for on the lips were drops of fresh blood, which trickled from the corners of the mouth and ran down over the chin and neck.
 
【32】



I shook as I bent over to touch him, and every sense in me revolted at the contact, but I had to search, or I was lost. I felt all over the body, but no sign could I find of the key. Then I stopped and looked at the Count. There was a mocking
 
【33】

 smile which seemed to drive me mad. This was the being I was helping to transfer to London, where, perhaps, for centuries to come he might, amongst its teeming
 
【34】

 millions, satisfy his lust
 
【35】

 for blood, and create a new and ever-widening circle of evil beings like himself.

A terrible desire came upon me to rid the world of such a monster. I seized a shovel, which the workmen had been using to fill the cases, and lifting it high, struck, with the edge downward, at the hateful face. But as I did so, the head turned, and the eyes fell upon me, with all their blaze of horror. The sight seemed to paralyze
 
【36】

 me, and the shovel turned in my hand and glanced from the face, merely making a deep cut above the forehead.

I climbed back to my room, where I thought and thought what should be my next move, but my brain seemed on fire, and I waited with a despairing feeling growing over me. As I waited, I could hear that the Szgany and the Slovaks of whom the Count had spoken were coming. I could feel the net of doom
 
【37】

 closing round me more closely.

As I write, there is in the passage below a sound of many tramping
 
【38】

 feet and the crash of weights being set down heavily, doubtless
 
【39】

 the boxes, with their freight of earth. After a while, I see the wagons fully loaded in the courtyard. Moments later, they begin driving away and pass into the distance.

I am alone in the castle with those horrible women. I shall not remain alone with them. I shall try to scale the castle wall farther than I have yet attempted. I shall take some of the gold with me, in case I need it later.

I may find a way from this dreadful place. Away from the cursed spot, from this cursed land, where the devil and his children still walk with earthly
 
【40】

 feet!

Goodbye, all. Mina!

注释


【1】
 openly［ˈəupənli］　adv.　公然地，不隐瞒地


【2】
 prolong［prəˈlɔŋ］　vt.　拖延，延长


【3】
 encamp［inˈkæmp］　v.　扎营


【4】
 vile［vail］　adj.　卑鄙的，可憎的


【5】
 outrage［ˈautreidʒ］　n.　愤怒，侮辱


【6】
 hospitality［ˌhɔspiˈtæliti］　n.　盛情，好客


【7】
 calmly 一词，将伯爵面对主人公所写的密信，表现得非常镇定自若，足见他的阴险狡诈，以及心中谋划的阴谋非常危险可怕。


【8】
 scrap［skræp］　n.　碎片，残余物


【9】
 ponder［ˈpɔndə］　v.　沉思，考虑


【10】
 wardrobe［ˈwɔːdrəub］　n.　衣柜


【11】
 crackling［ˈkrækliŋ］　n.　噼噼啪啪的响声


【12】
 henceforth［hensˈfɔːθ］　adv.　自此以后，今后


【13】
 resolutely［ˈreｚəluːtli］　adv.　毅然地，决然地


【14】
 shovel［ˈʃʌvl］　n.　铲，铁铲


【15】
 sling［sliŋ］　v.　悬挂，投掷


【16】
 utterly［ˈʌtəli］　adv.　全然地，彻底地


【17】
 suppress［səˈpres］　v.　镇压，抑制


【18】
 ridiculously［riˈdikjuləsli］　adv.　可笑地，滑稽地


【19】
 sickly［ˈsikli］　adj.　令人作呕的，有病的，苍白的


【20】
 odor［ˈəudə］　n.　气味，名声


【21】
 newly［ˈnjuːli］　adv.　重新，最近，以新的方式


【22】
 chapel［ˈtʃæpəl］　n.　小礼拜堂


【23】
 graveyard［ˈɡreivjɑːd］　n.　墓地


【24】
 vault［vɔːlt］　n.　拱顶 ， 地窖


【25】
 stony［ˈstəuni］　adj.　冷酷的，无情的


【26】
 glassiness［ˈɡlɑːsinis］　n.　玻璃质


【27】
 regain［riˈɡein］　vt.　恢复，重到


【28】
 panting［ˈpæntiŋ］　adj.　气喘吁吁的


【29】
 grimly［ɡrimli］　adv.　冷酷地，可怕地


【30】
 ripple［ˈripl］　n.　微波似的轻柔起伏声


【31】
 ruby-red［ˈruːbi］　n.　红宝石


【32】
 The mouth...chin and neck. 此句暗示伯爵通过吸食活人的鲜血而补充能量、延续生命。他的阴谋——假扮乔纳森离开古堡的计划，即将得逞。这一句对吸血鬼淋漓尽致的描写，让读者读来都不禁感到可怕，达到了引人入胜的效果。


【33】
 mocking［ˈmɔkiŋ］　adj.　嘲弄的，愚弄的


【34】
 teeming［ˈtiːmiŋ］　adj.　丰富的


【35】
 lust［lʌst］　n.　欲望，活力


【36】
 paralyze［ˈpærəlaiｚ］　v.　使瘫痪，麻痹


【37】
 doom［duːm］　n.　厄运，毁灭


【38】
 tramp［træmp］　v.　重步行走，踏


【39】
 doubtless［ˈdautlis］　adv. & adj.　无疑地，确定地


【40】
 earthly［ˈəːθli］　adj.　现世的，世俗的


CHAPTER 5　Letter from Mina Murray to Lucy Westenra

9 May,

My dearest Lucy,

Forgive my long delay in writing, but I have been simply overwhelmed with work. I am longing to be with you, and by the sea, where we can talk together freely and build our castles in the air. I will tell you of my little plans when we meet. I have just had a few hurried lines from Jonathan from Transylvania. He is well, and will be returning in about a week. I am longing to hear all his news. It must be nice to see strange countries.

I wonder if we, I mean Jonathan and I, shall ever see them together.

There is the ten o'clock bell ringing. Goodbye.

Your loving Mina

Tell me all the news when you write. I hear rumors of a tall, handsome, curly-haired
 
【1】

 man???

LETTER, LUCY WESTENRA TO MINA MURRAY

17, Chatham Street

Wednesday

My dearest Mina,

There is really nothing to interest you. As to the tall, curly-haired man, I suppose it was the one who was with me at the last ball. Someone has evidently been telling tales.

That was Dr. Seward, who often comes to see us. He is a doctor and really clever. He is only twenty-nine, and he has an immense mental health hospital all under his own care. I can fancy what a wonderful power he must have over his patients. Such a serious fellow, he is. Arthur and he are quite good friends. Oh, that wonderful Arthur! I can't stop thinking about him.

There, it is all out, Mina. Can you guess? I love him. I am blushing
 
【2】

 as I write, for although I think he loves me, he has not told me so in words.

Let me hear from you at once, and tell me all that you think about it.

Lucy

P.S. I need not tell you this is a secret.

LETTER, LUCY WESTENRA TO MINA MURRAY

24 May

My dearest Mina,

My dear, it never rains but it pours. How true the old proverbs
 
【3】

 are. Here am I, who shall be twenty in September, and yet I never had a proposal till today, not a real proposal, and today I had three. Isn't it awful! I feel sorry, really and truly sorry, for two of the poor fellows.

Well, my dear, Number One came just before lunch. I told you of him, Dr. John Seward, the mental health man. He told me how dear I was to him, though he had known me so little. Then he broke off and asked if I could love him in time, and when I shook my head his hands trembled, and then with some hesitation he asked me if I cared already for anyone else. I told him I did, but not whom. He was very good about it, and was kind enough to offer himself as a friend.

Well, my dear, Number Two came after lunch. He is such a nice fellow, and an American from Texas. He, Mr. Quincy P. Morris, took my hand in his, and said ever so sweetly,“Miss Lucy, won't you marry me?” I refused him as gently as I could. He smiled and said very warmly, “Thank you for your sweet honesty to me. You may always count on me as a good friend. Goodbye.”

My dear, this quite upset me, and I don't wish to tell of the Number Three until it can be all happy.

Lucy

P.S. Oh, about Number Three, I needn't tell you of Number Three, need I?

DR. SEWARD'S DIARY

25 May

Cannot eat, cannot rest, so diary instead. Since my rejection of yesterday, I have a sort of empty feeling. As I knew that the only cure for this sort of thing was work, I went amongst the patients. I picked out one who has afforded me a study of much interest.

R. M, Renfield, age 59. Cheerful temperament
 
【4】

 , great physical strength, extremely excitable
 
【5】

 , periods of gloom, ending in some fixed idea which I cannot make out. Possibly a dangerous man.

LETTER, QUINCEY P. MORRIS TO ARTHUR HOLMOOD

25 May

My dear Art,

We've told stories by the campfire in the prairies, and dressed one another's wounds after trying a landing at the Marquesas. There must be more stories to be told, and other wounds to be healed. Won't you let this be at my campfire tomorrow night?

There will only be one other, our old friend, Seward. He's coming, too, and we both want to mingle
 
【6】

 our tears over the wine cup, and to drink a health with all our hearts to the happiest man in all the wide world, who has won the noblest heart that God has made and best worth winning.

Yours, as ever and always,

QUINCEY P. Morris

注释


【1】
 curly-haired［ˈkəːli-hεəd］　adj.　卷发的


【2】
 blushing［ˈblʌʃiŋ］　adj.　羞愧的，忸怩的


【3】
 proverb［ˈprɔvəb］　n.　谚语


【4】
 temperament［ˈtempərəmənt］　n.　气质，性情


【5】
 excitable［ikˈsaitəbl］　adj.　易兴奋的，易激动的


【6】
 mingle［ˈmiŋɡl］　v.　混和


CHAPTER 6　Mina Murray's Journal

24 July, Whitby

Lucy met me at the station, looking sweeter and prettier than ever, and we drove up to the house at the Crescent in which they have rooms. There is a church here in town that is to my mind the nicest spot in Whitby, for it lies right over the town, and has a full view of the harbor and all up the bay. There are walks, with seats beside them, through the churchyard
 
【1】

 , and people go and sit there all day long, looking at the beautiful view and enjoying the breeze. I shall come and sit here often myself and work. Indeed, I am writing now, with my book on my knee, and listening to the talk of three old men who are sitting beside me.

Lucy went out, visiting with her mother, and as they were only duty calls, I did not go.

1 August

I came up here an hour ago with Lucy. We sat a while, and it was all so beautiful before us that we took hands as we sat, and she told me all over again about Arthur and their coming marriage.

That made me just a little heartsick
 
【2】

 , for I haven't heard from Jonathan for a whole month. The same day, I came up here alone, for I am very sad. There was no letter for me. I hope there cannot be anything the matter with Jonathan. How I wish he were here.

DR. SEWARD'S DIARY

5 June

The case of Renfield grows more interesting the more I get to understand the man. He seems to have a love of animals, though, indeed, he has such curious turns in it that I sometimes imagine he is only abnormally cruel. Just now his hobby is catching flies. He has at present such a quantity that I have had myself to object. To my astonishment
 
【3】

 , he did not break out into a fury, as I expected, but took the matter in simple seriousness. He thought for a moment, and then said, “May I have three days? I shall clear them away.” I said that would do. I must watch him.

18 June

He has turned his mind now to spiders, and has got several very big fellows in a box. He keeps feeding them his flies, and the number of the latter is becoming sensibly diminished
 
【4】

 , although he has used half his food in attracting more flies from outside to his room.

1 July

His spiders are now becoming as great a nuisance as his flies, and today I told him that he must get rid of them. He disgusted me much while with him, for when a horrid
 
【5】

 fly flew into the room, he caught it, held it for a few moments between his finger and thumb, and before I knew what he was going to do, put it in his mouth and ate it.
 
【6】



I scolded him for it, but he argued quietly that it was very good and very wholesome
 
【7】

 , that it was life, strong life, and gave life to him.

8 July

I kept away from my friend for a few days, so that I might notice if there were any change. Things remain as they were except that he has parted with some of his pets and got a new one. He has managed to get a sparrow, and has already partially
 
【8】

 tamed it.

His means of taming is simple, for already the number of spiders has decreased.

19 July

We are progressing. My friend has now a whole colony of sparrows, and his flies and spiders are almost entirely
 
【9】

 gone. When I came in, he ran to me and said he wanted to ask me a great favor.

“A kitten
 
【10】

 , a nice, little kitten, that I can play with, and teach, and feed, and feed, and feed!”

I shook my head and said that at present I feared it would not be possible, but that I would see about it. His face fell, and I could see a warning of danger in it, for there was a sudden fierce look which meant killing.

It seems the man is an undeveloped
 
【11】

 killer.
 
【12】

 I shall test him with his present craving
 
【13】

 and see how it will work out, then I shall know more.

20 July

Visited Renfield very early, before the attendant
 
【14】

 went his rounds. I looked around for his birds, and not seeing them, asked him where they were. He replied, without turning round, that they had all flown away. There were a few feathers about the room and on his pillow a drop of blood.

11 am.

The attendant has just been to see me to say that Renfield has been very sick and has thrown up a whole lot of feathers.

“My belief is, doctor,” he said,“that he just eaten his birds raw!”

My ‘murderer’ is of a peculiar kind. I shall have to invent a new classification for him, and call him a‘life-eater
 
【15】

 .’ What he desires is to absorb as many lives as he can, and he has laid himself out to achieve it in a cumulative
 
【16】

 way. He gave many flies to one spider and many spiders to one bird, and then wanted a cat to eat the many birds. What would have been his later steps? It would almost be worthwhile to complete the experiment.

MINA MURRAY 'S JOURNAL

26 July

I am anxious, and it soothes
 
【17】

 me to express myself here. I am unhappy about Lucy and about Jonathan. I had not heard from Jonathan for some time, and was very concerned, but yesterday dear Mr. Hawkins sent me a letter from him. It is only a line dated from Castle Dracula, and says that he is just starting for home. That is not like Jonathan.

Then, too, Lucy, although she is so well, has lately taken to her old habit of walking in her sleep. Her mother has spoken to me about it, and we have decided that I am to lock the door of our room every night.

She is to be married in the autumn, and she is already planning out her dresses and how her house is to be arranged. I sympathize with her, for I do the same, only Jonathan and I will start in life in a very simple way, and shall have to try to make both ends meet.

Arthur Holmwood, son of Lord Godalming, is coming up here very shortly, as soon as he can leave town, for his father is not very well, and I think dear Lucy is counting the moments till he comes. She wants to take him up in the seat on the churchyard cliff and show him the beauty of Whitby.

27 July

No news from Jonathan. I am getting quite uneasy about him, though why I should I do not know, but I do wish that he would write, if it were only a single line.

Lucy walks more than ever. Each night I am awakened by her moving about the room. Fortunately, the weather is so hot that she cannot get cold.

Mr. Holmwood's father's illness
 
【18】

 has worsened, requiring him to stay longer than expected. Lucy is disappointed, but is managing to keep her health and spirits up.

6 August

Still no news. This suspense is getting dreadful. If I only knew where to write to or where to go to, I should feel easier. But no one has heard a word of Jonathan since that last letter.

Lucy is more excitable than ever, but is otherwise well. Last night was very threatening, and the fishermen say that we are in for a storm. I can see the fishing boats racing for home out in the bay.

The coastguard
 
【19】

 came along, while I sat looking out at the water. He stopped to talk with me, as he always does, but all the time kept looking at a strange ship.

“I can't make her out,” he said.“She's a Russian, by the look of her. But she's knocking about in the strangest way. She doesn't know her mind a bit. She is steered mighty strangely. We' ll hear more of her before this time tomorrow.”

注释


【1】
 churchyard［ˈtʃəːtʃjɑːd］　n.　墓地


【2】
 heartsick［ˈhɑːtsik］　adj.　悲痛的，苦恼的


【3】
 astonishment［əsˈtɔniʃmənt］　n.　惊讶


【4】
 diminish［diˈminiʃ］　v.　减少，变小


【5】
 horrid［ˈhɔrid］　adj.　恐怖的，可怕的


【6】
 He disgusted...mouth and ate it. 病人伦菲尔德吃苍蝇的怪异表现，暗示他与吸血鬼伯爵有着某种内在联系。两个人都喜欢吸食生命，这也为下文埋下伏笔。


【7】
 wholesome［ˈhəulsəm］　adj.　有益健康的，卫生的


【8】
 partially［ˈpɑːʃəli］　adv.　部分地


【9】
 entirely［inˈtaiəli］　adv.　全部


【10】
 kitten［ˈkitn］　n.　小猫


【11】
 undeveloped［ˈʌndiˈveləpt］　adj.　未开发的，不发达的


【12】
 killer［ˈkilə］　n.　杀手，凶手


【13】
 craving［ˈkreiviŋ］　n.　渴望


【14】
 attendant［əˈtendənt］　n.　看护


【15】
 eater［ˈiːtə］　n.　［常用以构成复合词］吃…的人


【16】
 cumulative［ˈkjuːmjulətiv］　adj.　累积的


【17】
 soothe［suːð］　vt.　安慰，使缓和，减轻


【18】
 illness［ˈilnis］　n.　疾病


【19】
 coastguard［kəustɡɑːd］　n.　海岸警卫队，水上警察


CHAPTER 7　Cutting from Whitby Newspaper

(Pasted in Mina Murray's Journal)

A little after midnight, the storm broke. The waves rose in growing fury and the wind roared like thunder. Before long, a ship was discovered some distance away with all sails set. There was a collective cry amongst the watchers
 
【1】

 on the cliff as they realized the terrible danger in which the ship was. She was moving at such an incredible speed. It was only a matter of time before she would be destroyed against the cliffs.

And then, a miracle happened. Leaping from wave to wave as it rushed at great speed, the strange ship with all sails set gained the safety of the harbor.

As it grew nearer to shore, a shiver ran through all who saw her, for tied to the wheel was a corpse.
 
【2】

 A great awe
 
【3】

 came on all as they realized that the ship had found the harbor, steered by the hand of a dead man! Strangest of all, the very instant the shore was touched, an immense dog sprang up on deck and jumped from the boat onto the sand. It then ran off into the distance and has not been found since.

The coastguard went aboard the ship to investigate. They found the man at the wheel simply fastened by his hands, tied one over the other. Between the inner hand and the wood was a cross. The coastguard said the man must have tied up his own hands, fastening the knots with his teeth.

It turns out that the ship is Russian. It sailed from Varna and is called the Demeter. She is with only a small amount of cargo, a number of great wooden boxes filled with dirt.

This cargo was addressed to a Whitby solicitor, Mr. S.F. Billington, who this morning went aboard and took formal possession of the goods.

As to what happened to the crew, it is still a mystery. Some have suggested that maybe the man found tied to the wheel had killed everyone. However, most folks here generally hold him simply as a hero, and he is to be given a public funeral tomorrow.

注释


【1】
 watcher［ˈwɔtʃə］　n.　观察者，注视者


【2】
 corpse［kɔːps］　n.　尸体


【3】
 awe［ɔː］　n.　敬畏，恐惧


CHAPTER 8　Mina Murray's Journal

11 August

No sleep now, so I may as well write. I am too agitated
 
【1】

 to sleep. We have had such an adventure, such an agonizing
 
【2】

 experience.

Today, after attending the poor sailor's funeral, I took Lucy for a nice long walk in order to tire her out and hopefully avoid any further sleep walking in the middle of the night.

We went to bed at the same time and I fell asleep after being assured that Lucy was soundly sleeping. Suddenly, I became broad awake, and sat up with a horrible sense of fear upon me, and of some feeling of emptiness
 
【3】

 around me. I looked and found Lucy's bed empty. I lit a match and found that she was not in the room. I feared to wake her mother, who has been more than usually ill lately, so I threw on some clothes and got ready to look for her.

I ran downstairs and found the front door open. There was no time to think of what might happen. I took a big, heavy scarf and ran out. There was not a soul in sight, until I reached the edge of the West Cliff above the pier
 
【4】

 and looked across to the East Cliff, in the hope of seeing Lucy in our favorite seat.

Whatever my expectation was, it was not disappointed, for there, on our favorite seat, the silver light of the moon struck a figure, snowy white. I could not see clearly, for it was quite dark, but it seemed to me as though something dark stood behind the seat where the white figure shone, and bent over it. What it was, whether man or beast, I could not tell.

I did not wait to catch another glance, but flew down the steep steps to the dock
 
【5】

 and along by the fish-market to the bridge, which was the only way to reach the East Cliff.

When I got almost to the top of the stairs leading to the cliff's edge, I could see the seat and the white figure. There was undoubtedly something, long and black, bending over the white figure.

I called in fright,“Lucy!” and something raised a head, and from where I was I could see a white face and red, gleaming
 
【6】

 eyes. Then the clouds obscured the moon and there was darkness. I ran on, finally reaching Lucy. She was quite alone, and there was not a sign of any living thing about. When I bent over her, I could see that she was still asleep. As I came close, she put up her hand in her sleep and pulled the collar of her nightdress
 
【7】

 close around her, as though she felt the cold.

I flung the warm shawl
 
【8】

 over her, and drew the edges tight around her neck. Then I fastened the shawl at her throat with a big safety pin. But I must have been clumsy in my anxiety and pinched or pricked
 
【9】

 her with it, for moments later, when her breathing became quieter, she put her hand to her throat again and moaned.

At last, I shook her forcibly
 
【10】

 , till finally she opened her eyes and awoke. She trembled a little, and clung to me. When I told her to come at once with me home, she rose without a word, with the obedience
 
【11】

 of a child.

When we got in, and had washed our feet, and had said a prayer of thankfulness
 
【12】

 together, I tucked
 
【13】

 her into bed. Before falling asleep she asked, even begged, me not to say a word to anyone, even her mother, about her sleep-walking adventure.

Same day, noon. All goes well. Lucy slept till I woke her and seemed not to have even changed her side. The adventure of the night does not seem to have harmed her; on the contrary, it has benefited her, for she looks better this morning than she has done for weeks.

I was sorry to notice that my clumsiness with the safety-pin hurt her. Indeed, it might have been serious, for the skin of her throat was pierced in two places. Fortunately it cannot leave a scar
 
【14】

 , as it is so tiny.

13 August

Another quiet day, and to bed with the key on my wrist as before. I awoke in the night, and found Lucy sitting up in bed, still asleep, pointing to the window. I got up quietly, and pulling aside the blind, looked out.

I saw only a bat flying about in the moonlight. Once or twice it came quite close, but was, I suppose, frightened at seeing me, and flew away across the harbor. When I came back from the window Lucy had lain down again, and was sleeping peacefully. She did not stir again all night.

14 August

Lucy had a headache and went early to bed today. I saw her asleep, and went out for a little stroll
 
【15】

 myself. I walked along the cliffs to the westward
 
【16】

 , and was full of sweet sadness, for I was thinking of Jonathan. When coming home I threw a glance up at our window and saw Lucy's head leaning out. I opened my handkerchief and waved it. She did not notice or make any movement whatever. Just then, the moonlight crept round an angle of the building, and the light fell on the window. There distinctly was Lucy with her head lying up against the side of the window and her eyes shut. Seated on the window, next to her, was something that looked like a good-sized bird.

I was afraid she might get a chill, so I ran upstairs, but as I came into the room she was moving back to her bed, fast asleep, and breathing heavily. She was holding her hand to her throat, as though to protect it from the cold.

She looks so sweet as she sleeps, but she is paler than usual, and there is a drawn, tired look under her eyes which I do not like. I fear she is worrying about something. I wish I could find out what it is.

15 August

Rose later than usual. Lucy was tired and slept on after we had been called. We had a happy surprise at breakfast. Arthur's father is better, and wants the marriage to come off soon. Lucy is full of quiet joy, and her mother is glad and sorry at once.

Later on in the day she told me the cause. Poor dear, sweet lady! She confided
 
【17】

 to me that she has got her death warrant.
 
【18】

 She has not told Lucy, and made me promise secrecy.

Her doctor told her that within a few months, at most, she must die, for her heart is weakening. At any time, even now, a sudden shock would be almost sure to kill her. Ah, we were wise to keep from her the affair of the dreadful night of Lucy's sleepwalking
 
【19】

 .

19 August

Joy, joy, joy! Although not all joy. At last, news of Jonathan. The dear fellow has been ill, that is why he did not write. Mr. Hawkins sent me on the letter.

I am to leave in the morning and go over to Jonathan, at Budapest and to help to nurse him if necessary, and to bring him home. Mr. Hawkins says it would not be a bad thing if we were to be married out there.

I must write no more. I must keep it to say to Jonathan, my husband. The letter that he has seen and touched must comfort me till we meet.

LETTER, SISTER AGATHA, HOSPITAL OF ST. JOSEPH AND MARY ,BUDAPEST, TO MISS MINA MURRAY

12 August

Dear Madam,

I write by desire of Mr. Jonathan Harker, who is himself not strong enough to write, though progressing well, thanks to God. He has been under our care for nearly six weeks, suffering from a violent brain fever. He wishes me to convey his love, to say, with his dutiful
 
【20】

 respects, that he is sorry for his delay, and that all of his work is completed. He will require some few weeks' rest in our hospital in the hills, but will then return.

Yours, with sympathy and all blessings
 
【21】

 , Sister Agatha

P.S. My patient being asleep, I open this to let you know something more. He has told me all about you, and that you are shortly to be his wife. All blessings to you both! He has had some fearful shock, and in his dreams his ravings
 
【22】

 have been dreadful, of wolves and poison and blood, of ghosts and monsters, and I fear to say of what. Be assured that he is well cared for. He is truly getting on well, and I have no doubt will in a few weeks be all himself.

DR. SEWARD 'S DIARY

19 August

I had been laying in bed, tossing about, and had heard the clock strike only twice, when the night watchman
 
【23】

 came to me, sent up from the ward, to say that Renfield had escaped. I threw on my clothes and ran down at once.

The attendant was waiting for me. He said he had seen him in his bed not ten minutes before, muttering
 
【24】

 something about the coming of ‘The Master.’ His attention was called by the sound of the window being wrenched
 
【25】

 out. He ran back and saw his feet disappear through the window, and had at once sent up for me. He was only in his night gear, and cannot be far off.

I went outside and, through the belt of trees, saw a white figure scale the high wall which separates our grounds from those of the deserted house. I ran back at once, told the watchman to get three or four men immediately and follow me into the grounds of Carfax, in case our friend might be dangerous.

On the far side of the house we found him pressed close against the old iron-bound oak door of the chapel. He was talking, apparently
 
【26】

 to someone. I heard him say,“I am here to do your bidding, Master. I am your slave, and you will reward me, for I shall be faithful.”

When we closed in on him, he fought like a tiger. He is immensely
 
【27】

 strong,for he was more like a wild beast than a man. He is safe now, at any rate. He is chained to the wall in the padded room. His cries are at times awful, but the silences that follow are more deadly still, for he means murder in every turn and movement. Just now he spoke coherent
 
【28】

 words for the first time.

“I shall be patient, Master. It is coming, coming, coming!”

注释


【1】
 agitated［ˈædʒiteitid］　adj.　激动的，表现不安的


【2】
 agonizing［ˈæɡənaiｚiŋ］　adj.　苦恼的，痛哭不堪的


【3】
 emptiness［ˈemptinis］　n.　空虚，无知


【4】
 pier［piə］　n.　码头，桥墩


【5】
 dock［dɔk］　n.　码头，船坞


【6】
 gleaming［ɡliːmiŋ］　adj.　闪烁的，若隐若现的


【7】
 nightdress［ˈnaitdres］　n.　女睡衣


【8】
 shawl［ʃɔːl］　n.　披肩，围巾


【9】
 prick［prik］　v.　刺痛，戳


【10】
 forcibly［ˈfɔːsəbəli］　adv.　用力地，强制地


【11】
 obedience［əˈbiːdjəns,-diəns］　n.　顺从，服从


【12】
 thankfulness［θæŋkˈfulnis］　n.　感谢，感激


【13】
 tuck［tʌk］　v.　塞进，安置于


【14】
 scar［skɑː］　n.　疤痕


【15】
 stroll［strəul］　v.　漫步，闲逛


【16】
 westward［ˈwestwəd］　n.　西方，西部


【17】
 confide［kənˈfaid］　v.　透露，倾诉


【18】
 warrant［ˈwɔrənt］　n.　证明，委任状


【19】
 sleepwalking［sliːpˈwɔːkiŋ］　n.　梦游病


【20】
 dutiful［ˈdjuːtiful］　adj.　忠实的，恭敬的


【21】
 blessing［ˈblesiŋ］　n.　祝福


【22】
 raving［ˈreiviŋ］　n.　疯话，胡言乱语


【23】
 watchman［ˈwɔtʃmən］　n.　巡夜者，看守人


【24】
 mutter［ˈmʌtə］　v.　嘀咕，咕哝


【25】
 wrench［rentʃ］　vt.　猛扭，曲解


【26】
 apparently［əˈpærəntli］　adv.　显然，似乎


【27】
 immensely［iˈmensli］　adv.　非常地，极广大地


【28】
 coherent［kəuˈhiərənt］　adj.　连贯的，一致的


CHAPTER 9　Letter, Mina Harker to Lucy Westenra

Budapest

24 August

My dearest Lucy,

I know you will be anxious to hear all that has happened since we parted at the railway station at Whitby. Well, my dear, I got here all right and found my dear one, oh, so thin and pale and weak-looking. He is only a wreck of himself, and he does not remember anything that has happened to him for a long time past. At least, he wants me to believe so, and I shall never ask.

Sister Agatha, who is a good creature and a born nurse, would only say to me, regarding his dreams,“Whatever troubles he's gone through, it was not about anything which he has done wrong himself, and you, as his wife to be, have no cause to be concerned.”

When he woke he asked me for his coat, as he wanted to get something from the pocket. I asked Sister Agatha, and she brought all his things. I saw amongst them was his notebook, and was going to ask him to let me look at it, for I knew that I might find some clue to his trouble, but I suppose he must have seen my wish in my eyes, for he sent me over to the window, saying he wanted to be quite alone for a moment.

Then, after a while, he called me back, and he said to me very solemnly,“Mina,” I knew then that he was in deadly earnest, for he has never called me by that name since he asked me to marry him, “You know, dear, my ideas of the trust between husband and wife. The secret is here, and I do not want to know it. I want to take up my life here with our marriage. Here is the book. Take it and keep it, read it if you will, but never let me know.”

He fell back exhausted, and I put the book under his pillow, and kissed him.

I asked Sister Agatha to beg the head priest to let our wedding be this afternoon, and she immediately made all the arrangements. A priest came to the hospital soon after and we were married.

Oh. Lucy, I wish you the same happiness that I am feeling now. My dear, please Almighty
 
【1】

 God, your life may be all it promises, a long day of sunshine, with no harsh wind, no forgetting duty, no distrust
 
【2】

 . Goodbye, my dear.

Your ever-loving Mina Harker.

DR. SEWARDS DIARY

20 August

The case of Renfield grows even more interesting. He has now so far quieted that there are spells of rest from his passion. For the first week after his attack he was perpetually
 
【3】

 violent. Then one night, just as the moon rose, he grew quiet, and kept murmuring
 
【4】

 to himself, “Now I can wait. Now I can wait.”

I had him removed from the straight-jacket and padded room. The attendants hesitated, but finally carried out my wishes without protest. After a while I left him. The attendant tells me that he was quiet until just before dawn, and that then he began to get uneasy, and at length violent, until at last he fell into a wild outburst
 
【5】

 which exhausted him so that he fell into a deep sleep.

For three nights the same thing has happened, violent all day then quiet from moonrise
 
【6】

 to sunrise. I wish I could get some clue to the cause. It would almost seem as if there was some influence which came and went.

We shall tonight play sane wits against mad ones. He escaped before without our help. Tonight he shall escape with it. We shall give him a chance, and have the men ready to follow in case they are required.

23 August

Our bird, when he found the cage open, would not fly. At any rate, we have proved one thing, that the spells of quietness last a reasonable time.

Wait...The unexpected again! I am called. The patient has once more escaped.

Later. Another night adventure. Renfield artfully
 
【7】

 waited until the attendant was entering the room to inspect. Then he dashed out past him and flew down the passage.

I sent word for the attendants to follow. Again, he went into the grounds of the deserted house, and we found him in the same place, pressed against the old chapel door.

When he saw me he became furious
 
【8】

 , and had not the attendants seized him in time, he would have tried to kill me.

As we were holding him, a strange thing happened. He suddenly redoubled
 
【9】

 his efforts, and then as suddenly grew calm. I looked round instinctively
 
【10】

 , but could see nothing. Then I caught the patient's eye and followed it, but could trace nothing as it looked into the moonlight sky, except a big bat, which was flapping
 
【11】

 its silent and ghostly way to the west.

Without trouble, we came back to the house. I feel there is something threatening in his calm, and shall not forget this night.

LUCY WESTENRA'S DIARY

Hillingham

24 August

I've decided to try and keep a journal in the same way that I saw Mina keep one. It might do me some good, for last night I seemed to be dreaming again just as I was at Whitby. Perhaps it is the change of air, or getting home again. It is all dark and horrid to me, for I can remember nothing. But I am full of vague fear, and I feel so weak and worn out. I wonder if I could sleep in mother's room tonight. I shall make an excuse to try.

25 August

Another bad night. Mother did not seem to take to my proposal. She seems not too well herself, and doubtless she fears to worry me. I tried to keep awake, and succeeded for a while, but when the clock struck twelve it waked
 
【12】

 me from a doze
 
【13】

 , so I must have been falling asleep. There was a sort of scratching or flapping at the window, but I did not mind it, and as I remember no more, I suppose I must have fallen asleep.

This morning I am horribly weak. My face is terribly pale, and my throat pains me.

It must be something wrong with my lungs, for I don't seem to be getting air enough. I shall try to cheer up when Arthur comes, or else I know he will be miserable to see me so.

LETTER, ARTHUR TO DR. SEWARD

Albemarle Hotel

31 August

My dear Jack,

I want you to do me a favor. Lucy is ill and is getting worse every day. I told her I should ask you to see her, and she consented. It will be a painful task for you, I know, old friend, but it is for her sake, and I must not hesitate to ask, or you to act. You are to come to lunch at Hillingham tomorrow, two o'clock, so as not to arouse any suspicion in Mrs.Westenra, and after lunch Lucy will take an opportunity of being alone with you. I am filled with anxiety, and want to consult with you alone as soon as I can after you have seen her. Do not fail!

Arthur

TELEGRAM, ARTHUR HOLMWOOD TO SEWARD

1 September

Am summoned
 
【14】

 to see my father, who is worse. Write me fully by tonight's post to Ring. Wire me if necessary.

LETTER FROM DR. SEWARD TO ARTHUR HOLMWOOD

2 September

My dear old fellow,

With regard to Miss Westenra's health I hasten
 
【15】

 to let you know at once that in my opinion there is not any functional
 
【16】

 disturbance or any illness that I know of. At the same time, I am not by any means satisfied with her appearance.

We met alone in one of her mother's sitting rooms. After looking her over carefully, I have come to the conclusion that her problem must be something mental.

I have written to my old friend and master, Professor Van Helsing, of Amsterdam, who knows as much about obscure
 
【17】

 diseases as anyone in the world. I have asked him to come over. He is a philosopher and one of the most advanced scientists of his day, and he has, I believe, an absolutely open mind. I tell you these facts that you may know why I have such confidence in him. I have asked him to come at once. I shall see Miss Westenra tomorrow again.

Yours always,

John Seward

LETTER, ABRAHAM VAN HELSING TO DR. SEWARD

2 September

My good friend,

I am already on my way. Please arrange it so that we may see the young lady not too late tomorrow, for it is likely that I may have to return here that night. But if need be I shall come again in three days, and stay longer if it must. Till then goodbye, my friend John.

Van Helsing.

LETTER, DR. SEWARD TO ARTHUR HOLMWOOD

3 September

My dear Art,

Van Helsing has come and gone. He came on with me to Hillingham, and found that, by Lucy's discretion
 
【18】

 , her mother was lunching out, so that we were alone with her. Van Helsing made a very careful examination of the patient. He is, I fear, much concerned, but says he must think. This is serious, it could be life or death, perhaps worse, he said to me in private. I asked what he meant by that, but he could not give me any more information. He will speak plainly enough when the time comes, be sure.

I am to get his report tomorrow if he can possibly make it. In any case, I am to have a letter. I shall keep stern
 
【19】

 watch. And, if need be, I shall send you word to come at once to Lucy, so do not be over-anxious unless you hear from me.

TELEGRAM. SEWARD TO VAN HELSING, AMSTERDAM

6 September

Terrible change for the worse. Come at once. Do not lose an hour.

注释


【1】
 almighty［ɔːlˈmaiti］　adj.　全能的


【2】
 distrust［disˈtrʌst］　n.　不信任


【3】
 perpetually［pəˈpetjuəli］　adv.　永恒地，不停地


【4】
 murmur［ˈməːmə］　v.　低声说,发怨言


【5】
 outburst［ˈautbəːst］　n.　爆发，突发


【6】
 moonrise［ˈmuːnraiｚ］　n.　月光，月出时分


【7】
 artfully［ˈɑːtfuli］　adv.　巧妙地，狡诈地


【8】
 furious［ˈfjuəriəs］　adj.　狂怒的，狂暴的


【9】
 redouble［riˈdʌbl］　vt.　加倍，加强


【10】
 instinctively［inˈstiŋktivli］　adv.　本能地


【11】
 flap［flæp］　vt.　拍打


【12】
 wake［weik］　vt.　叫醒


【13】
 doze［dəuｚ］　n.　瞌睡，假寐


【14】
 summon［ˈsʌmən］　v.　召唤，号召


【15】
 hasten［ˈheisn］　v.　催促，赶紧


【16】
 functional［ˈfʌŋkʃənl］　adj.　功能的,机能的


【17】
 obscure［əbˈskjuə］　adj.　晦涩的，朦胧的


【18】
 discretion［disˈkreʃən］　n.　判断力


【19】
 stern［stəːn］　adj.　紧密的，严厉的


CHAPTER 10　Letter, Dr. Seward to Arthur Holmwood

6 September

My dear Art,

My news today is not so good. Lucy this morning had gone back a bit. There is, however, one good thing which has arisen from it. Mrs. Westenra was naturally anxious concerning Lucy, and has consulted me professionally about her. I took advantage of the opportunity, and told her that my old master, Van Helsing, the great specialist, was coming to stay with me, and that I would put her in his charge conjointly
 
【1】

 with myself. So now we can come and go without alarming her, for a shock to her would mean sudden death, and this, in Lucy's weak condition, might be disastrous
 
【2】

 to her.

If any need I shall write, so that, if you do not hear from me, take it for granted that I am simply waiting for news.

Yours ever,

John Seward

DR. SEWARD'S DIARY

7 September

The first thing Van Helsing said to me when we met at Liverpool was, “Have you said anything to her lover?”

“No,” I answered, “I wrote him a letter simply telling him that you were coming, as Miss Westenra was not so well, and that I should let him know if need be.”

“Right, my friend,” he said.“Quite right! Better he not know as yet.”

When we were shown in, Mrs. Westenra met us. She was alarmed, but not nearly so much as I expected to find her. I had already set down a rule that she should not be present with Lucy, or think of her illness more than was absolutely required.

Van Helsing and I were shown up to Lucy's room. If I was shocked when I saw her yesterday, I was horrified
 
【3】

 when I saw her today. She was awfully
 
【4】

 pale. The red seemed to have gone even from her lips and gums, and the bones of her face stood out prominently. Her breathing was painful to see and hear.

“My God!” Van Helsing said,“This is dreadful. There is no time to lose. She must be given blood at once. Shall you or I do it?”

“I am younger and stronger, Professor. It must be me.”

“Then get ready at once. I will bring up my bag.”

I went downstairs with him, and as we were going there was a knock at the hall door. When we reached the hall, the maid had just opened the door, and Arthur was stepping quickly in. He rushed up to me, saying in an eager whisper, “Jack, I was so anxious. I read between the lines of your letter, and have been in agony. Dad was better, so I ran down here to see for myself. Is not that gentleman Dr. Van Helsing? I am so thankful to you, sir, for coming.”

Without a pause the Professor said to him as he held out his hand, “Sir, you have come in time. You are the lover of our dear miss. She is bad, very, very bad. You are to help her.”

“What shall I do?” There was fire in his eyes, and his open nostrils quivered with intent.
 
【5】

 Van Helsing slapped him on the shoulder.

“Come!” he said. “She wants blood, and blood she must have or die. And, by the look of you, I think your blood would suit her best.”

We all went up to Lucy's room, and Van Helsing swiftly performed the operation. As the procedure went on, something like life seemed to come back to poor Lucy's cheeks. When all was over, I could see how much Arthur was weakened.

As he had now finished the operation, Van Helsing adjusted the pillow to Lucy's head. As he did so, the narrow black velvet
 
【6】

 band, which she seems always to wear round her throat, was dragged a little up, and showed a red mark on her throat. Arthur did not notice it, but I could hear the deep sucking in of breath, which is one of Van Helsing's ways of betraying emotion.

“I must go back to Amsterdam tonight,” he said suddenly. “There are books and things there which I want. You must remain here all night, and you must not let your sight pass from her. You must not sleep all the night. I shall be back as soon as possible. And then we may begin.”

“May begin?” I said. “What on earth do you mean?”

“We shall see!” he answered, as he hurried out.

DR. SEWARD'S DIARY (CONTINUED)

8 September

I sat up all night with Lucy. In the early morning her maid came, and I left her in her care and took myself back home, for I was anxious about many things.

9 September

I was pretty tired and worn out when I returned to Hillingham. Lucy was up and in cheerful spirits. When she shook hands with me she looked sharply in my face and said, “No sitting up tonight for you. You are worn out. I am quite well again. Indeed, I am, and if there is to be any sitting up, it is I who will sit up with you.”

She showed me a room next her own, where a cozy
 
【7】

 fire was burning.“Now,” she said.“You must stay here. I shall leave this door open and my door too. If I want anything I shall call out, and you can come to me at once.”

I could not but accept, for I was terribly tired, and could not have sat up had I tried. So, on her renewing her promise to call me if she should want anything, I lay on the sofa, and forgot all about everything.

10 September

I was conscious of the Professor's hand on my head, and started awake all in a second.

“Come, let us see how our patient is,” he said.

Together we went into the room. The blind was down, and I went over to raise it gently, while Van Helsing stepped over to the bed. As I raised the blind, and the morning sunlight flooded the room, I heard the Professor's low inward suck of breath. A deadly fear shot through my heart.

“God in Heaven!” He shouted, pointing to the bed, and his iron face was drawn and ashen
 
【8】

 white. I felt my knees begin to tremble. There on the bed lay poor Lucy, more horribly white than ever. Even the lips were white, and the gums seemed to have shrunken
 
【9】

 back from the teeth, as we sometimes see in a corpse after a prolonged
 
【10】

 illness.

“Quick!” he said. “All our work is undone. We must begin again. I have to call on you yourself this time, friend John.” As he spoke, he was dipping into his bag, and producing the instruments for transferring blood. Without a moment's delay, we began the operation.

Afterward, Lucy slept well into the day, and when she woke she was fairly well and strong, though not nearly so much so as the day before. I watched over her while Van Helsing went to the telegram office.

He returned in a couple of hours, and presently said to me, “Now you go home, and eat much and drink enough. Make yourself strong. I will stay here tonight, and I shall sit up with the little miss myself.”

I got back to the hospital in time for a late dinner, went my rounds, all well, and set this down while waiting for sleep. It is coming.

11 September

This afternoon, I went over to Hillingham. Found Van Helsing in excellent spirits, and Lucy much better. Shortly after I had arrived, a big parcel from abroad came for the Professor. He opened it and pulled out a great bundle of white flowers.

“These are for you, Miss Lucy,” he said. “They are medicines.” Lucy made a face, showing her displeasure
 
【11】

 with the smell, for it was garlic.

“It is very good for you, dear girl. I'll put some in your window, and hang a bit around your neck, so you sleep well. I will not take ‘no’ for an answer.”

And the Professor proceeded to hang the garlic around the room, rubbing the herb on all possible entrances and exits.

After all preparations had been made, Van Helsing said, “Tonight I can sleep in peace, and sleep I want. Tomorrow in the morning early you call for me, and we'll come together to see our pretty miss.”

He was much more confident than I in his treatment's success.

注释


【1】
 conjointly［ˈkɔndʒɔintli］　adv.　结合地，相连地


【2】
 disastrous［diˈｚɑːstrəs］　adj.　悲伤的，损失惨重的


【3】
 horrified［ˈhɔrifaid］　adj.　惊悸的，惊骇的


【4】
 awfully［ˈɔːfuli］　adv.　非常，很


【5】
 intent［inˈtent］　n.　意图，故意


【6】
 velvet［ˈvelvit］　adj.　天鹅绒的，柔滑的


【7】
 cozy［ˈkəuｚi］　adj.　舒适的，惬意的


【8】
 ashen［ˈæʃ(ə)n］　adj.　灰白的，苍白的


【9】
 shrink［ˈʃriŋk］　v.　畏缩，退却


【10】
 prolonged［prəˈlɔŋd］　adj.　延长的，拖延的


【11】
 displeasure［disˈpleʒə］　n.　不愉快，不满意


CHAPTER 11　Dr. Seward's Diary (continued)

13 September

Van Helsing and I arrived at Hillingham at eight o'clock. It was a lovely morning. When we entered, we met Mrs. Westenra coming out of the morning room. She is always an early riser.
 
【1】

 She greeted us warmly and said, “You will be glad to know that Lucy is better. Last night I went into her room to check on her. She was sleeping soundly, but the room was awfully stuffy.
 
【2】

 There were a lot of those horrible, strong-smelling flowers about everywhere, and she had actually a bunch of them round her neck. I feared that the heavy odor would be too much for the dear child in her weak state, so I took them all away and opened a bit of the window to let in a little fresh air. You will be pleased with her, I am sure.”

The professor's face turned white. Immediately, he forced a smile and then quickly walked away. I caught up with him and together we went up to Lucy's room.

“As I expected,” he murmured after entering. Without any delay he set up his instruments for yet another transfer of blood.

“Today, I shall provide. You are weakened already.” As he spoke, he took off his coat and rolled up his shirtsleeve.
 
【3】



Again the operation. Again some return of color to the ashy
 
【4】

 cheeks, and the regular breathing of healthy sleep. This time I watched while Van Helsing recruited himself and rested. Presently, he took an opportunity of telling Mrs. Westenra that she must not remove anything from Lucy's room without consulting him.

Then he took over the care of the case himself, saying that he would watch over her for the next few days, and would send me word when to come.

DR. SEWARD'S DIARY

17 September

I was engaged after dinner in my study, posting up my books. Suddenly the door was burst open, and in rushed my patient. Without an instant's notice he made straight at me. He had a dinner knife in his hand, and as I saw he was dangerous, I tried to keep the table between us. He was too quick and too strong for me, however, for before I could get my balance he had struck at me and cut my left wrist rather severely. Before he could strike again, however, I got in my right hand and he fell to the floor.

My wrist bled freely, and quite a little pool trickled onto the carpet. I immediately called the attendants. When they rushed in, and we turned our attention to him, his employment positively sickened
 
【5】

 me. He was lying on his belly on the floor licking up, like a dog, the blood which had fallen from my wounded wrist. He was easily secured, and to my surprise, went with the attendants quite peacefully, simply repeating over and over again, “The blood is the life!”

TELEGRAM, VAN HELSING, ANTWERP, TO SEWARD, CARFAX

17 September

Do not fail to be at Hillingham tonight. If not watching all the time, frequently visit and see that flowers are as placed, very important, do not fail. Shall be with you as soon as possible after arrival.

DR. SEWARD'S DIARY

18 September

Just off train to London. I did not get Van Helsings telegram in time. A whole night has been lost! Good God! Let's hope I find Lucy well.

NOTE LEFT BY LUCY WESTENRA

17 September, Night

I write this and leave it to be seen, so that no one may by any chance get into trouble through me. This is an exact record of what took place tonight. I feel I am dying of weakness, and have barely strength to write, but it must be done if I die in the doing.

I went to bed as usual, taking care that the flowers were placed as Dr. Van Helsing directed, and soon fell asleep. I was awakened by the flapping at the window, which had begun after that sleep. I was not afraid, but I did wish that Dr. Seward was in the next room, as Dr. Van Helsing said he would be, so that I might have called him. I tried to sleep, but I could not.

I feared to be alone. I opened my door and called out. “Is there anybody there?” There was no answer. I was afraid to wake mother, and so closed my door again. Then outside in the shrubbery
 
【6】

 I heard a sort of howl like a dog's, but more fierce and deeper. I went to the window and looked out, but could see nothing, except a big bat, which had evidently been buffeting
 
【7】

 its wings against the window.

Presently the door opened, and mother looked in. Seeing by my moving that I was not asleep, she came in and sat by me. I feared she might catch cold sitting there, and asked her to come in and sleep with me, so she came into bed, and lay down beside me.

As she lay there in my arms, and I in hers, the flapping and buffeting came to the window again.

She was startled and a little frightened, and cried out, “What is that?” I could hear her poor dear heart still beating terribly. A moment later there was a crash at the window, and a lot of broken glass was hurled on the floor.

Mother cried out in a fright, and struggled up into a sitting posture
 
【8】

 , and clutched
 
【9】

 wildly at anything that would help her. Amongst other things, she clutched the necklace of flowers that Dr. Van Helsing insisted on my wearing round my neck, and tore it away from me. There was a strange and horrible choking sound in her throat. Then she fell over, as if struck with lightning.

The room seemed to spin round. I tried to stir, but there was some spell upon me, and dear Mother's poor body, which seemed to grow cold already, for her dear heart had ceased to beat, weighed me down, and I remembered no more for a while.

The sounds seemed to have awakened the maids, for I could hear their bare feet pattering
 
【10】

 outside my door. I called to them, and they came in, and when they saw what had happened they screamed out. Regaining composure
 
【11】

 , they lifted off the body of my dear mother, and laid her, covered up with a sheet, on the bed after I had got up. They were all so frightened and nervous that I directed them to go to the dining room and each have a glass of wine.

A little while later, I was surprised that the maids did not come back. I called them, but got no answer, so I went to the dining room to look for them. My heart sank when I saw what had happened. They all four lay helpless on the floor, breathing heavily. The bottle of wine was on the table half full, but there was a strange smell about. I smelled the bottle and found that someone had poured in sleeping powder.

What am I to do? I'm quite terrified!

I am back in the room with Mother. I cannot leave her, and I am alone, save for the sleeping servants, whom someone has drugged. The air seems full of some dust, floating and circling in the draught from the window, and the lights burn blue and dim.

What am I to do? God shield me from harm this night! Goodbye, dear Arthur, if I should not survive this night. God keep you, dear, and God help me!

注释


【1】
 riser［ˈraiｚə］　n.　起床者，反叛者


【2】
 stuffy［ˈstʌfi］　adj.　窒息的，不通气的


【3】
 shirtsleeve［ˈʃəːtsliːv］　n.　衬衫衣袖


【4】
 ashy［ˈæʃi］　adj.　灰的，苍白的


【5】
 sicken［ˈsikn］　v.　使厌恶，恶心


【6】
 shrubbery［ˈʃrʌbəri］　n.　灌木，灌木林


【7】
 buffet［ˈbʌfit］　v.　拍打，振翼


【8】
 posture［ˈpɔstʃə］　n.　姿势，体态


【9】
 clutch［klʌtʃ］　vt.　抓住，攫住


【10】
 patter［ˈpætə］　v.　发出急速地轻拍声


【11】
 composure［kəmˈpəuʒə］　n.　镇静，沉着


CHAPTER 12　Dr. Seward's Diary (continued)

18 September

I drove at once to Hillingham and arrived early. No one answered the door, though I knocked and rang for quite some time. Just then, Van Helsing pulled up in a carriage.

“How is she? Did you not get my telegram?”

I answered as quickly and coherently as I could that I had only got his telegram early in the morning, and had not a minute in coming here, and that I could not make anyone in the house hear me.

He paused and raised his hat as he said solemnly,“Then I fear we are too late. God's will be done!”

With one of his thinnest surgical
 
【1】

 devices, we managed to open a window. We first came upon the four servants all lying asleep on the dining room floor. A couple of them were just then waking up. We then quickly ascended
 
【2】

 to Lucy's room.

How shall I describe what we saw? On the bed lay two women, Lucy and her mother. The necklace of flowers we found upon her mother's bosom
 
【3】

 , and her throat was bare, showing the two little wounds which we had noticed before, but looking horribly white and torn. Without a word, the Professor bent over the bed, his head almost touching poor Lucy's breast.

Then he gave a quick turn of his head, and leaping to his feet, he cried out to me, “It is not yet too late! Quick! We must warm her!”

Fortunately, boiler fires were still alive in the kitchen, and there was no lack of hot water. We got a bath and carried Lucy out as she was and placed her in it. While we were busy rubbing her limbs, there was a knock at the hall door. I shouted for one of the maids to check and see who it was. The youngest came up to us and whispered to us that there was a gentleman who had come with a message from Mr. Holmwood.

“Tell him he must wait a while,” I said.

I never saw in all my experience the Professor work in such deadly earnest. Presently, we both began to be conscious that the heat was beginning to be of some effect. Lucy's heart beat a trifle more, and her lungs had a perceptible
 
【4】

 movement.

We took Lucy into another room, which had by now been prepared, and laid her in bed and forced a few drops of brandy
 
【5】

 down her throat.

I noticed that Van Helsing tied a soft silk handkerchief round her throat. She was still unconscious, and was quite as bad as, if not worse than, we had ever seen her.

Van Helsing called in one of the women, and told her to stay with her, and then beckoned
 
【6】

 me out of the room. We descended the stairs. In the hall he opened the dining room door, and we passed in, he closing the door carefully behind him.

Van Helsing's sternness was somewhat relieved by a look of perplexity.
 
【7】

 “What are we to do now? Where are we to turn for help? We need blood for her, or she'll be gone from us in a matter of hours.”

“How about mine?”

The voice came from the sofa across the room, and its tones brought relief and joy to my heart, for they were those of Quincey Morris.

I rushed towards him with outstretched
 
【8】

 hands.

“Arthur hadn't heard from you, so he sent me here,” he said.

Van Helsing strode forward, and took his hand. “Come, friend! Quick!”

Once again, we went through that horrible operation. Although plenty of blood went into her veins
 
【9】

 , her body did not respond to the treatment as well as on the other occasions. Her struggle back into life was something frightful to see and hear. However, the action of both heart and lungs improved. She was soon fast asleep.

I helped Quincey down to the living room so he could rest a while. When I returned to Lucy's room, I found Van Helsing reading a piece of paper he had found.

He handed me the paper saying only, “It dropped from Lucy's breast when we carried her to the bath.”

I read it and asked the professor what in God's name it all meant.

“You shall know and understand it all in good time, but it will be later.”

A telegram was sent to Arthur telling him that Mrs. Westenra was dead, that Lucy also had been ill, but was now going on better, and that Van Helsing and I were with her.

After resting, Quincey asked to have a word with me in private. We went into the sitting room and closed the doors behind us.

“What is it that's wrong with her?” As he spoke the poor fellow looked terribly anxious. He was in a torture of suspense regarding the woman he loved, and his utter ignorance of the terrible mystery which seemed to surround her intensified his pain. “I've gathered that she's had four episodes of tremendous blood loss. Where is it all going?”

“To be honest,” I answered, “Van Helsing is simply crazy over it, and I am at my wit's end. I can't even hazard a guess. All we can do is stay and watch until all be well, or ill.”

Quincey held out his hand. “Count me in,” he said.

When she woke late in the afternoon, Lucy first looked round the room, and seeing where she was, trembled. She gave a loud cry, and put her poor thin hands before her pale face.

We both understood what was meant, that she had realized to the full her mother's death. So we tried what we could to comfort her. Doubtless, sympathy eased her somewhat, but she was very low in thought and spirit, and wept silently and weakly for a long time. Towards dusk she fell into a doze.

19 September

All last night she slept fitfully
 
【10】

 , being always afraid to sleep, and something weaker when she woke from it. The Professor and I took in turns to watch, and we never left her for a moment unattended.
 
【11】



When she awoke in the afternoon, she asked for Arthur, and we telegraphed for him.

Quincey went off to meet him at the station. When he arrived it was nearly six o'clock, and the sun was setting full and warm, and the red light streamed in through the window and gave more color to the pale cheeks. When he saw her, Arthur was simply choking with emotion, and none of us could speak.

Arthur's presence seemed to give her a little more strength. She spoke to him more brightly than she had done since we arrived. He too pulled himself together, and spoke as cheerily
 
【12】

 as he could, so that the best was made of everything.

I fear tomorrow may be our last day of struggle. Lucy is much too weak now. It is one o'clock. I must relieve Van Helsing and Arthur of their watch now.





LETTER, MINA HARKER TO LUCY WESTENRA

(unopened by her)

17 September

My dearest Lucy,

It seems an age since I heard from you, or indeed since I wrote. Lots of news to tell. Well, I got my husband back all right. When we arrived at Exeter there was a carriage waiting for us, and in it, though he had an attack of illness, Mr. Hawkins.

He took us to his house, where there were rooms for us all nice and comfortable, and we dined together. After dinner Mr. Hawkins said, “My dears, I know you both from children, and have, with love and pride, seen you grow up. Now I want you to make your home here with me. I have left to me neither chick nor child. All are gone, and in my will I have left you everything.”

I cried, Lucy dear, as Jonathan and the old man clasped
 
【13】

 hands.

So here we are, installed in this beautiful old house. I am busy, I need not tell you, arranging things and housekeeping
 
【14】

 . Jonathan and Mr. Hawkins are busy all day, for now that Jonathan is a partner, Mr. Hawkins wants to tell him all about the clients.

How is your dear mother getting on? I wish I could run up to town for a day or two to see you, dear, but I dare not go yet with so much on my shoulders, and Jonathan wants looking after still.

When are you to be married, and where, and who is to perform the ceremony, and what are you to wear, and is it to be a public or private wedding?

Yours,

Mina

REPORT FROM DR. PATRICK HENNESSEY TO DR. JOHN SEWARD

20 September

My dear Sir,

In accordance with your wishes, I enclose a report of the conditions of everything left in my charge.

With regard to patient Renfield, there is more to say. This afternoon a carrier's cart with two men made a call at the empty house next door. Renfield then broke out through the window of his room. I called to the attendants to follow me, and ran after him, for I feared he was intent on some mischief. My fear was justified when I saw the same cart which had passed before coming down the road, having on it some great wooden boxes.The men were wiping their foreheads, and were flushed
 
【15】

 in the face, as if with violent exercise.

Before I could get up to him, the patient rushed at them, and pulling one of them off the cart, began to knock his head against the ground. If I had not seized him just at the moment, I believe he would have killed the man there and then.

He began to shout,“They won't rob me! I'll fight for my Lord and Master!”

It was with very considerable difficulty that they got him back to the house and put him in the padded room.

The two carriers were at first loud in their threats of actions for damages, and promised to rain all the penalties of the law on us. But then I calmed them down over a few beers at a nearby pub and all ended rather peacefully.

I shall report to you any matter of interest occurring here, and shall wire you at once if there is anything of further importance.

Yours faith fully,

Patrick Hennessey

LETTER, MINA HARKER TO LUCY WESTENRA

(unopened by her)

18 September

My dearest Lucy,

Such a sad blow has befallen
 
【16】

 us. Mr. Hawkins has died very suddenly. Some may not think it so sad for us, but we had both come to so love him that it really seems as though we had lost a father. Jonathan is greatly distressed. It is not only that he feels sorrow, deep sorrow, for the dear, good man who has befriended
 
【17】

 him all his life, and now at the end has treated him like his own son and left him a fortune, but Jonathan feels it on another account. He says the amount of responsibility which it puts upon him makes him nervous.

I dread coming up to London, as we must do that day after tomorrow, for poor Mr. Hawkins left in his will that he was to be buried in the grave with his father. I shall try to run over to see you, dearest, if only for a few minutes.

Your loving Mina





DR. SEWARD'S DIARY

20 September

Only resolution and habit can let me make an entry tonight. I am too miserable, too low-spirited, too sick of the world and all in it, including life itself, that I would not care if I heard this moment the flapping of the wings of the angel
 
【18】

 of death.

First Lucy's mother, then Arthur's father, and now...

I relieved Van Helsing in his watch over Lucy. We wanted Arthur to go to rest also, but he refused at first. It was only when I told him that we should want him to help us during the day, and that we must not all break down for want of rest, lest Lucy should suffer, that he agreed to go.

At six o'clock,Van Helsing came back again to relieve me. Arthur had then fallen into a doze, and he mercifully
 
【19】

 let him sleep on. The professor bent down, and with his face almost touching Lucy's, examined her carefully. He removed the flowers and lifted the silk handkerchief from her throat. As he did so he started back and said,“My God!”I bent over and looked, too. The wounds on the throat had absolutely disappeared.

“She is dying,” Van Helsing said,“It will not be long now. Wake that poor boy, and let him come and see the last.”

I went to the dining room and waked Arthur. When we came into Lucy's room she opened her eyes, which were now dull and hard at once. Then, in a soft, sexy
 
【20】

 voice, such as I had never heard from her lips, she said,“Arthur! Oh, my love, I am so glad you have come! Kiss me!”

Arthur bent eagerly over to kiss her, but at that instant Van Helsing, who, like me, had been startled by her voice, grabbed him, and catching him by the neck with both hands, dragged him back with a fury of strength which I never thought he could have possessed, and actually hurled him almost across the room.

“Not on your life!” he said, “not for your living soul and hers!”

A quick moment of rage passed like a shadow over Lucy's face. The sharp teeth clamped
 
【21】

 together. Then her eyes closed, and she breathed heavily

Very shortly after, she opened her eyes in all their softness, and putting out her poor, pale, thin hand, took Van Helsing's.

“My true friend,” she said, in a faint voice.“Oh, guard Arthur, and give me peace!”

“I swear it!” he said solemnly, kneeling beside her and holding up his hand, as one who registers an oath.
 
【22】

 Then he turned to Arthur, and said to him,“Come, my child, take her hand in yours, and kiss her on the forehead, and only once.”

Their eyes met instead of their lips, and so they parted. Lucy's eyes closed, and Van Helsing, who had been watching closely, took Arthur's arm, and drew him away.

“It is all over,” said Van Helsing. “She is dead!”

I took Arthur by the arm, and led him away to the drawing room, where he sat down and covered his face with his hands, sobbing in a way that nearly broke me down to see.

I went back to the room, and found Van Helsing looking at poor Lucy, and his face was sterner than ever. Some change had come over her body. Death had given back part of her beauty, for her brow and cheeks had recovered some of their flowing lines.

I stood beside Van Helsing, and said, “There is peace for her at last. It is the end!”

He turned to me, and said with grave solemnity, “Not so! It is only the beginning!”

When I asked him what he meant, he only shook his head and answered, “We can do nothing as yet. Wait and see.”

注释


【1】
 surgical［ˈsəːdʒikəl］　adj.　外科的，手术的


【2】
 ascend［əˈsend］　v.　攀登，上升


【3】
 bosom［ˈbuｚəm］　n.　胸部，胸怀


【4】
 perceptible［pəˈseptəbl］　adj.　可察觉的，显而易见的


【5】
 brandy［ˈbrændi］　n.　白兰地酒


【6】
 beckon［ˈbekən］　v.　招手，召唤


【7】
 perplexity［pəˈpleksiti］　n.　困惑，混乱


【8】
 outstretched［ˈautstretʃt］　adj.　伸出的，伸展的


【9】
 vein［vein］　n.　血管，静脉


【10】
 fitfully［ˈfitfulli］　adv.　断断续续地，发作地


【11】
 unattended［ˈʌnəˈtendid］　adj.　没人照顾的，未被注意的


【12】
 cheerily［tʃiərili］　adv.　欢乐地，兴高采烈地


【13】
 clasp［klɑːsp］　v.　紧握，扣紧


【14】
 housekeeping［ˈhauskiːpiŋ］　n.　家务管理


【15】
 flush［flʌʃ］　vt.　使脸红，淹没


【16】
 befall［biˈfɔːl］　v.　降临，发生


【17】
 befriend［biˈfrend］　v.　待人如友，帮助


【18】
 angel［ˈeindʒəl］　n.　天使， angel of death 死神


【19】
 mercifully［ˈməːsifuli］　adv.　宽厚的，仁慈的


【20】
 sexy［ˈseksi］　adj.　性感的，迷人的


【21】
 clamp［klæmp］　v.　夹紧，夹住

此时的露茜已六亲不认，本想谋划吸自己爱人鲜血的她，被教授识破之后变得出奇愤怒，足见她已经成为吸血鬼一族了。


【22】
 oath［ˈəuθ］　n.　誓言，诅咒


CHAPTER 13　Dr. Seward's Diary (continued)

The funeral was arranged for the next succeeding day, so that Lucy and her mother might be buried together. Since there were no relatives at hand, and as Arthur had to be back the next day to attend his father's funeral, Van Helsing and I took it upon ourselves to arrange everything for her burial.

Before retiring for the night, he and I took one last look at her. So much of Lucy's loveliness had come back to her in death, that I could not believe I was looking at a corpse. The Professor looked sternly grave. He placed a large number of garlic flowers inside the box with her. He restored the sheet to its place, and we came away.

Later, I was undressing
 
【1】

 in my own room, when suddenly there was a knock at the door. It was Van Helsing.

“Tomorrow I want you to bring me a set of surgical knives.”

“Why?” I asked.

“I want to cut off Lucy's head and take out her heart.”

“What?” I replied with astonishment.

“Oh, don't be so shocked!”

“But why do it at all? The girl is dead.”

“John, you have been my friend now many years, and yet did you ever know me to do anything without good cause? Will you not have faith in me?”

I took his hand, and promised him. I held my door open as he went away, and watched him go to his room and close the door.

It was difficult the next day, seeing Arthur so upset. Poor fellow! He had, I knew, been very genuinely and devotedly
 
【2】

 attached to his father, and to lose him, and at such a time, was a bitter blow to him.

Together, he and I visited Lucy one last time. Here he suddenly broke down, and threw his arms round my shoulders and laid his head on my breast, crying, “Oh, Jack! Jack! What shall I do?”

I comforted him as well as I could. I stood still and silent till his sobs died away, and then I said softly to him,“Say goodbye to her now.”

He took her dead hand in his and kissed it, and bent over and kissed her forehead. He then came away, fondly looking back over his shoulder at her as he came.

That night, we all dined together, and I could see that poor Art was trying to make the best of things. Van Helsing had been silent all dinnertime
 
【3】

 , but when we had lit our cigars he said, “May I ask you something now?”

“Certainly,” said Arthur.

“You know that Mrs. Westenra left you all her property?”

“No, poor dear. I never thought of it.”

“And as it is all yours, I want you to give me permission to read all Miss Lucy's papers and letters. Believe me, it is no idle curiosity. I have a motive of which, be sure, she would have approved.”

Arthur spoke out heartily
 
【4】

 , like his old self, “Dr.Van Helsing, you may do what you will.”

The old Professor stood up as he said solemnly, “Thank you so much. There will be pain for us all, but it will not be all pain, nor will this pain be the last. We and you too, you most of all, dear boy, will have to pass through the bitter water before we reach the sweet. But we must be brave of heart and unselfish
 
【5】

 , and do our duty, and all will be well!”

I slept on a sofa in Arthur's room that night. Van Helsing did not go to bed at all. He went to and fro
 
【6】

 , as if guarding the house, and was never out of sight of the room where Lucy lay.

MINA HARKER'S JOURNAL

22 September

In the train to Exeter. Jonathan sleeping. The service was very simple and very solemn. There were only ourselves and the servants there.

We came back to town quietly, taking a bus to Hyde Park Corner. Jonathan thought it would interest me to go into the Row for a while, so we sat down.

I was looking at a very beautiful girl in a big hat, sitting in a carriage outside an Italian restaurant, when I felt Jonathan clutch my arm so tight that he hurt me, and he said under his breath, “My God!”

I turned to him quickly, and asked him what it was that disturbed him. He was very pale, and his eyes seemed bulging
 
【7】

 out as he gazed at a tall, thin man, with a beaky
 
【8】

 nose and black moustache and pointed beard, who was also observing the pretty girl. He was looking at her so hard that he did not see either of us, and so I had a good view of him.

His face was not a good face. It was hard, and cruel, and sensual
 
【9】

 , and his big white teeth, that looked all the whiter because his lips were so red, were pointed like an animal's. Jonathan kept staring at him, till I was afraid he would notice.

I asked Jonathan why he was disturbed, and he answered, “It is the man himself!”

A man came out of the restaurant with a small parcel, and gave it to the lady, who then drove off. The dark man kept his eyes fixed on her, and when the carriage moved up Piccadilly he followed in the same direction, and hailed a carriage for himself.

Jonathan kept looking after him, and said, as if to himself, “I believe it is the Count, but he has grown young. My God, if this be so! If only I knew!”

He was distressing himself so much that I feared to keep his mind on the subject by asking him any questions, so I remained silent.

At that moment, I decided that I must somehow learn the facts of his journey abroad.I fear that I must open his journal, and know what is written. Later

Oh, what horrible times these are. We just received a telegram from Van Helsing, whoever he may be:“You will be grieved
 
【10】

 to hear that Mrs. Westenra died five days ago, and that Lucy died the day before yesterday. They were both buried today.”

Poor Mrs. Westenra! Poor Lucy! Gone, gone, never to return to us! And poor, poor Arthur, to have lost such a sweetness out of his life! God help us all to bear our troubles.

DR. SEWARD'S DIARY

22 September

It is all over. Arthur has gone back to Ring, and has taken Quincey Morris with him. Van Helsing is lying down, having a rest preparatory
 
【11】

 to his journey. He goes to Amsterdam tonight, but says he returns tomorrow night, that he only wants to make some arrangements which can only be made personally. He is to stop with me then, if he can. He says he has work to do in London which may take him some time.

And now we are all scattered, and for many a long day loneliness will sit over our roofs with brooding
 
【12】

 wings. Lucy lies in the tomb of her family, where wild flowers grow of their own accord. So I can finish this diary, and God only knows if I shall ever begin another.

注释


【1】
 undress［ˈʌnˈdres］　v.　脱衣服


【2】
 devotedly［diˈvəutidli］　adv.　忠实地，一心一意地


【3】
 dinnertime［ˈdinəˌtaim］　n.　正餐，宴会


【4】
 heartily［ˈhɑːtili］　adv.　热忱地


【5】
 unselfish［ˈʌnˈselfiʃ］　adj.　不自私的，慷慨的


【6】
 fro［frəu］　adv.　往，去，回，向后 to and fro 来回地，往复地


【7】
 bulge［bʌldʒ］　v.　凸出，膨胀


【8】
 beaky［biːki］　adj.　像鸟嘴的

这是主人公逃离古堡后第一次在伦敦街头遇见伯爵，乔纳森此时的神情充满恐惧与惊奇。伯爵对那女孩儿的窥视也预示着一场可怕的灾难即将开始。


【9】
 sensual［ˈsensjuəl］　adj.　肉欲的，世俗的


【10】
 grieved［ɡriːvd］　adj.　伤心的


【11】
 preparatory［priˈpærətəri］　adj.　准备的，预备的


【12】
 brood［bruːd］　v.　庇护，盘旋，孵蛋


CHAPTER 14　Mina Harker's Journal

23 September

Jonathan is better after a bad night. I am so glad that he has plenty of work to do, for that keeps his mind off the terrible things. He will be away all day till late, for he said he could not lunch at home. My household work is done, so I shall take his foreign journal, and lock myself up in my room and read it.

24 September

I hadn't the heart to write last night, that terrible record of Jonathan's upset me so. Poor dear! How he must have suffered, whether it be true or only imagination. I wonder if there is any truth in it at all. Did he get his brain fever, and then write all those terrible things, or had he some cause for it all? I suppose I shall never know, for I dare not open the subject to him. And yet that man we saw yesterday! He seemed quite certain of him, poor fellow! That fearful Count was coming to London, after all.

LETTER, VAN HELSING TO MRS. HARKER

24 September

(confidence)

Dear Madam,

I pray you to pardon my writing. I am the friend who sent to you sad news of Miss Lucy Westenra's death. With Lord Godalming's permission, I have been looking through Lucy's letters and I noticed many from you. It seems that you two were quite close. May I come to see you? You can trust me. It is very important. I know from these letters how you and your husband suffer. There's no need to tell your husband of my visit.

VAN HELSING

TELEGRAM, MRS. HARKER TO VAN HELSING

25 September

Come today by quarter past ten train if you can catch it. Can see you any time you call.

Mina Harker

MINA HARKER'S JOURNAL

25 September

Dr. Van Helsing has come and gone. Oh, what a strange meeting, and how it all makes my head whirl round. Can it be all possible, or even a part of it? If I had not read Jonathan's journal first, I should never have accepted even a possibility.

It was half-past two o'clock when the knock came. In a few minutes Mary opened the door, and announced “Dr.Van Helsing.” I rose and bowed, and he came towards me.

“Mrs. Harker, is it not?” he asked.

I bowed in reply and then asked him what it was that he wanted to see me about.

“I have read your letters to Miss Lucy. Forgive me, but I had to begin to inquire somewhere, and there was none to ask. I know that you were with her at Whitby. In her diary she mentions an episode of sleepwalking in which you saved her. Can you tell me more about this episode?”

“I wrote it all down in my own diary. And since I guessed you'd want information about her, I took the time to type out my diary entries before you came.”

I took the typewritten
 
【1】

 copy from my desk and handed it to him.

He bowed and settled himself in a chair with his back to the light, and became absorbed in the papers, while I went to see after lunch.

When I came back, I found him walking hurriedly
 
【2】

 up and down the room, his face full of excitement. He rushed up to me and took me by both hands.

“Oh, Madam Mina,” he said, “How can I say what I owe to you? If ever Abraham Van Helsing can do anything for you or yours, I trust you will let me know. Now, your husband, tell me of him. Is he quite well? Is all that fever gone, and is he strong and hearty?”

I could not answer right away. I was suddenly overcome with emotion. The pity for Jonathan, the horror which he experienced, the whole fearful mystery of his diary, and the fear that has been brooding over me ever since, all came crashing in on me at once. I threw myself on my knees and held up my hands to him, and begged him to make my husband well again.

He took my hands and raised me up, and made me sit on the sofa, and sat by me.

“I promise you that I will gladly do all for him that I can. Now tell me all about him.”

“Thank you, thank you a thousand times! You have taken a weight off my mind. If you will let me, I shall give you a paper to read. It is long, but I have typewritten it out. It will tell you my trouble and Jonathan's. It is the copy of his journal when abroad, and all that happened. I dare not say anything of it. You will read for yourself and judge. And then when I see you, perhaps, you will be very kind and tell me what you think.”

“I promise,” he said as I gave him the papers.“I shall in the morning, as soon as I can, come to see you and your husband, if I may.”

He then took the papers with him and went away, and I sit here thinking, thinking I don't know what.

LETTER, VAN HELSING TO MRS. HARKER

25 September, 6 o'clock

Dear Madam Mina,

I read your husband's wonderful diary. Strange and terrible as it is, it is true! I will pledge my life on it. He must be an incredibly brave fellow to have twice gone down into that horrible man's sleeping chambers.

I am blessed that today I come to see you; for I have learned all at once so much that again I am amazed. And now I must think.

Faithfully yours,

Abraham Van Helsing

JONATHAN HARKER'S JOURNAL

26 September

I thought never to write in this diary again, but the time has come. When I got home last night, Mina told me of Van Helsing's visit, and of her having given him the two diaries copied out, and of how anxious she has been about me. She showed me in the doctor's letter that all I wrote down was true. It seems to have made a new man of me. I felt helpless, and in the dark, and distrustful. But, now that I know, I am not afraid, even of the Count.

He has succeeded after all, then, in his design in getting to London, and it was he I saw. He has got younger somehow.

Mina is now dressing, and I shall call at the hotel in a few minutes and bring Van Helsing over.

Later

A kind and intelligent man, indeed. Professor Van Helsing came and joined Mina and me for breakfast. We became friends almost immediately. His great admiration for Mina was enough to make me like the man.

He asked for more information from me, regarding the time before I left on my trip to the East. I gave him a copy of my earlier diary and he was most thankful.

After breakfast I saw him to the station. When we were parting he said, “Perhaps you will come to town if I send for you, and take Madam Mina.”

“We shall both come when you will,” I said.

I had got him the morning papers and the London papers of the previous night, and while we were talking at the carriage window, waiting for the train to start, he was turning them over. His eyes suddenly seemed to catch something in one of them and he grew quite white. He read something intently
 
【3】

 , groaning
 
【4】

 to himself, “My God! So soon!”

I do not think he remembered me at the moment. Just then the whistle blew, and the train moved off. This recalled him to himself, and he leaned out of the window and waved his hand, calling out, “Love to Madam Mina. I shall write as soon as I can.”

DR. SEWARD'S DIARY

26 September

Truly, there is no such thing as finality.
 
【5】

 Not a week since I said my writing was over, and here I am starting fresh again, or rather going on with the record.

Everything is now reopened
 
【6】

 , and what is to be the end God only knows. Van Helsing went to Exeter yesterday, and stayed there all night. Today he came back, and ran into the room at about half-past five o'clock, and thrust last night's newspaper into my hand.

“What do you think of that?” he asked as he stood back and folded his arms.

I looked over the paper, for I really did not know what he meant, but he took it from me and pointed out a paragraph about children disappearing around the Hampstead area of London. It did not convey much to me, until I reached a passage where it described small holes being found on their throats.

An idea struck me, and I looked up.

“Well?” he said.

“It is like poor Lucy's.”

“And what do you make of it?”

“Simply that there is some cause in common. Whatever it was that injured her has injured them.”

“No, my friend. It is worse, far, far worse.”

“What do you mean?” I cried.

He threw himself with a despairing gesture into a chair, and placed his elbows on the table, covering his face with his hands as he spoke.

“They were made by Miss Lucy!”

注释


【1】
 typewritten［ˈtaipritn］　adj.　用打字机打出的


【2】
 hurriedly［ˈhʌridli］　adv.　仓促地，急忙地


【3】
 intently［inˈtentli］　adv.　专心地，集中地


【4】
 groan［ɡrəun］　v.　呻吟，叹息


【5】
 finality［faiˈnæliti］　n.　结尾，定局，终结


【6】
 reopen［ˈriːˈəupən］　v.　重开，再开始


CHAPTER 15　Dr. Seward's Diary (continued)

For a while sheer anger mastered me. It was as if he had during her life struck Lucy on the face. I struck the table hard and rose up as I said to him, “Dr. Van Helsing, are you mad?”

He raised his head and looked at me, and somehow the tenderness of his face calmed me at once.“I wish I were!” he said. “Why did I take so long to tell so simple a thing? Was it because I hate you and have hated you all my life? Was it because I wished to give you pain? Ah no!”

“Forgive me,” said I.

He went on, “My friend, it was because I wished to be gentle in the breaking to you, for I know you have loved that so sweet lady. But even yet I do not expect you to believe. It is so hard to accept at once any abstract truth. And yet there are so many unexplained
 
【1】

 phenomena that occur every day all around the world. Tonight, however, I go to prove this one. Dare you come with me? Of course you will. And we'll need to get Arthur involved, I'm afraid.”

Later on that day, after receiving a telegram from Dr. Van Helsing, calling for an important meeting, Arthur and Quincey came.

The Professor began by addressing Arthur,“There is a grave duty to be done tonight, and I want your permission to do what I think is right. It is, I know, much to ask, therefore I want to ask that you promise me in the dark.”

Then Arthur spoke out, “Dr. Van Helsing, if it be anything in which my honor as a gentleman or my faith as a Christian is concerned, I cannot make such a promise.”

“I accept your limitation,” said Van Helsing, “and all I ask of you is that if you feel it necessary to condemn any act of mine, you will first consider it well and be satisfied that it does not violate your reservations.”

“Agreed!”said Arthur. “And now may I ask what it is we are to do?”

“I want you to come with me, and to come in secret, to Lucy's tomb.”

Arthur's face fell as he said in an amazed sort of way, “And when there?”

“To open it.”

“This is too much!” he said, angrily rising.

The Professor looked pityingly
 
【2】

 at him.“If I could spare you one pang
 
【3】

 , my poor friend,” he said,“God knows I would.” After a pause Van Helsing went on, “Miss Lucy is dead, is it not so? Yes! Then there can be no wrong to her. But if she be not dead...”

Arthur jumped to his feet,“Good God!” he cried.“What do you mean? Has there been any mistake, has she been buried alive?”

“I go no further than to say that she might be‘undead
 
【4】

 .’”

“What do you mean? Is this all a nightmare, or what?”

“May I cut off the head of dead Miss Lucy?”

“Heavens and earth, no!”cried Arthur in a storm of passion. “What did that poor, sweet girl do that you should want to cast such dishonor
 
【5】

 on her grave?”

Van Helsing rose up from where he had all the time been seated, and said, gravely and sternly, “My Lord Godalming, I have a duty to do, a duty to others, a duty to you, a duty to the dead, and by God, I shall do it!” His voice broke a little, and he went on with a voice full of pity.

“I have never had so heavy a task as now. Why should I give myself so much labor and so much of sorrow? I gave Lucy my blood, my nights and days, before death, after death, and if my death can do her good even now, when she is undead, she shall have it freely.”

He said this with a very grave, sweet pride, and Arthur was much affected by it. He took the old man's hand and said in a broken voice, “Oh, it is hard to think of it, and I cannot understand, but at least I shall go with you and wait.”

注释


【1】
 unexplained［ˌʌnikˈspleind］　adj.　不清楚的，使人莫名其妙的


【2】
 pityingly［ˈpitiiŋli］　adv.　可怜地，同情地


【3】
 pang［pæŋ］　n.　剧痛，悲痛


【4】
 undead［ʌnded］　adj.　不死的


【5】
 dishonor［disˈɔnə］　n.　不名誉，玷污


CHAPTER 16　Dr. Seward's Diary (continued)

It was just a quarter before twelve o'clock when we got into the churchyard over the low wall. The Professor unlocked the door to the tomb and entered first himself. The rest of us followed, and he closed the door. He then lit a dark lantern and took one of his tools out and immediately began to work on removing the lid of the tomb. After a while, he was successful.

“Come, Arthur!” he said.

Arthur looked on, very pale but silent. He stepped forward and we all looked in and then jumped back. The tomb was empty!

For several minutes no one spoke a word. The silence was broken by Quincey Morris, “Professor, I wouldn't ask such a thing ordinarily.
 
【1】

 I wouldn't so dishonor you as to imply a doubt, but this is a mystery that goes beyond any honor or dishonor. Is this your doing?”

“I swear to you by all that I hold sacred
 
【2】

 that I have not removed or touched her. Now, come and wait with me outside.”

He opened the door, and we filed out, he coming last and locking the door behind him. Then he took from his bag a mass of what looked like a thin biscuit, which was carefully rolled up in a white napkin. Next, he took out a double handful of some whitish
 
【3】

 stuff. He crumbled
 
【4】

 the biscuit up fine and worked it into the mass between his hands. This he then took, and rolling it into thin strips, began to lay into the cracks between the door and its setting in the tomb.

Seeing the look of confusion on all of our faces, he explained, “I am closing the tomb so that the she may not enter.”

“What is that which you are using?” Arthur asked.

“It is holy bread, gotten from the church. I brought it from Amsterdam.”

In respectful
 
【5】

 silence we took places assigned to us by van Helsing close round the tomb, but hidden from the sight of anyone approaching.

There was a long spell of silence before the Professor pointed to a white figure advancing among the trees. It was a dim white figure, which held something dark at its breast.

The figure stopped, and at the moment a ray of moonlight fell upon the masses of driving clouds, and showed in startling prominence
 
【6】

 a dark-haired woman, dressed in burial clothing. We could not see the face, for it was bent down over what we saw to be a child.

It was now near enough for us to see clearly, and the moonlight still held. My own heart grew cold as ice, and I could hear the gasp of Arthur, as we recognized the features of Lucy Westenra. Yet, she was so changed . The sweetness was turned to heartless
 
【7】

 cruelty.

Van Helsing stepped out, and obedient
 
【8】

 to his gesture, we all advanced too. The four of us formed a line before the door of the tomb. Van Helsing raised his lantern. By the concentrated light that fell on Lucy's face we could see that the lips were red with fresh blood, and that the stream had trickled over her chin and stained the purity of her death robe.
 
【9】



Arthur was next to me, and if I had not seized his arm and held him up, he would have fallen.

When Lucy saw us she drew back with an angry snarl
 
【10】

 , such as a cat gives when taken unawares
 
【11】

 , then her eyes ranged over us. As she looked, her eyes blazed with unholy
 
【12】

 light, and on her face formed a terrible smile. Oh, God, how it made me shiver to see it!

With a careless motion, she flung the child she was holding to the ground. She advanced and said,“Come to me, Arthur. Come, and we can rest together!”

There was something horribly sweet in her tones. As for Arthur, he seemed under a spell, moving his hands from his face, he opened wide his arms. She was leaping for them, when Van Helsing sprang forward and held between them his little golden cross. She shrank from it, and, with a suddenly distorted
 
【13】

 face, full of rage, ran past him as if to enter the tomb. When within a foot or two of the door, however, she stopped, as if arrested
 
【14】

 by some irresistible
 
【15】

 force. Then she turned, and her face was shown in the clear burst of moonlight and by the lamp, which had now no quiver from Van Helsing's nerves. If ever a face meant death, if looks could kill, we saw it at that moment.

Coming close to the tomb, Van Helsing began to remove from the cracks some of the holy biscuit, which he had placed there. We all looked on with horrified amazement as we saw, when he stood back, the woman, pass through the cracks where scarce a knife blade could have gone.

We all felt a glad sense of relief when we saw the Professor calmly restoring the holy bread to the edges of the door.

When this was done, he lifted the child and said, “Come now, my friends. We can do no more till tomorrow. There is a funeral at noon, so here we shall all after that. Then there is more to do, but not like this of tonight. As for this child, he is not much harmed, and by tomorrow night he shall be well. We shall leave him where the police will find him, and then to home.”

Arthur and Quincey came home with me.

29 September, night

We got to the graveyard by half-past one, and strolled about, keeping out of official observation, so that when the gravediggers
 
【16】

 had completed their task we had the place all to ourselves. When we were alone and had heard the last of the footsteps die out up the road, we silently followed the Professor to the tomb.

He unlocked the door, and we entered, closing it behind us. Then he took from his bag the lantern, which he lit. When he again lifted the lid off Lucy's tomb we all looked and saw that the corpse lay there in all its death beauty. But there was no love in my own heart, nothing but hatred for the foul Thing which had taken Lucy's shape without her soul. I could see even Arthur's face grow hard as he looked.

Van Helsing began taking the various contents from his bag and placing them ready for use. First he took out his operating knives, which he placed to hand, and then a round wooden stake, some two and a half or three inches thick and about three feet long. One end of it was sharpened to a fine point. With this stake came a heavy hammer.

When all was ready, Van Helsing said, “When this creature is truly dead, the soul of the poor lady whom we love shall again be free. And it will have to be a blessed hand for her that shall strike the blow that sets her free. To this I am willing, but there is one amongst us who has a better right.” We all looked at Arthur. He stepped forward and said bravely, though his hand trembled, and his face was as pale as snow, “My true friend, from the bottom of my broken heart I thank you. Tell me what I am to do, and I shall not falter
 
【17】

 !”

“Take this stake in your left hand and place the point over the heart, holding the hammer in your right. Then when we begin our prayer for the dead, strike in God's name.”

Van Helsing opened his Bible and began to read, and Quincey and I followed as well as we could. Arthur placed the point over the heart, and as I looked I could see its point in the white flesh. Then he struck with all his might.

The thing in the tomb shook most violently, and a hideous
 
【18】

 scream came from the opened red lips. The sharp white teeth bit down hard till the lips were cut, and the mouth was smeared
 
【19】

 with a red foam.
 
【20】

 But Arthur never faltered.

Finally, it lay still. The terrible task was over. The hammer fell from Arthur's hand. He reeled
 
【21】

 and would have fallen had we not caught him. We then looked again into the tomb. There lay Lucy as we had seen her in life, with her face of unequalled
 
【22】

 sweetness and purity.

Arthur put his hands on the Professor's shoulder, and laying his head on his breast, cried for a while silently, while we stood unmoving.
 
【23】

 After a short while, Arthur bent and kissed her, and then we sent him and Quincey out of the tomb.

The Professor and I sawed the top off the stake, leaving the point of it in the body. Then we cut off the head and filled the mouth with garlic. We then sealed the tomb and, gathering up our belongings
 
【24】

 , came away.

Before leaving, Van Helsing said,“Now, my friends, one step of our work is done, one of the most horrible to ourselves. But there remains a greater task: to find out the author of all this sorrow and to stamp him out. I have clues which we can follow, but it is a long task, and a difficult one, and there is danger in it, and pain. Shall you not all help me?”

Each in turn, we took his hand, and the promise was made.

As we moved off, the professor said, “two nights from now we shall meet over dinner at John's. Two others shall join us. Friend John, you come with me home, for I have much to consult you about, and you can help me. Tonight I leave for Amsterdam, but shall return tomorrow night. And then begins our great quest.”

注释


【1】
 ordinarily［ˈɔːdinərili］　adv.　普通，平常


【2】
 sacred［ˈseikrid］　adj.　神圣的，庄严的


【3】
 whitish［ˈ(h)waitiʃ］　adj.　发白的


【4】
 crumble［ˈkrʌmbl］　v.　弄碎，崩溃


【5】
 respectful［risˈpektfui］　adj.　恭敬的，礼貌的


【6】
 prominence［ˈprɔminəns］　n.　突出，显著


【7】
 heartless［ˈhɑːtlis］　adj.　无情的，无勇气的


【8】
 obedient［əˈbiːdjənt,-diənt］　adj.　服从的，孝顺的


【9】
 robe［rəub］　n.　长袍，罩衣


【10】
 snarl［snɑːl］　n.　咆哮，怒骂


【11】
 unawares［ˈʌnəˈwεəｚ］　adv.　不料，不知不觉地


【12】
 unholy［ʌnˈhəuli］　adj.　不圣洁的，邪恶的


【13】
 distorted［disˈtɔːtid］　adj.　扭曲的


【14】
 arrest［əˈrest］　v.　吸引，逮捕


【15】
 irresistible［ˌiriˈｚistəbl］　adj.　不可抵抗的，不能压制的


【16】
 gravedigger［ɡreivˈdiɡə］　n.　挖墓者


【17】
 falter［ˈfɔːltə］　v.　踌躇，支吾


【18】
 hideous［ˈhidiəs］　adj.　丑恶的，可怕的


【19】
 smear［smiə］　v.　涂抹，涂污


【20】
 foam［fəum］　n.　泡沫，水沫


【21】
 reel［riːl］　v.　蹒跚地走，摇晃


【22】
 unequalled［ˈʌnˈiːkwəld］　adj.　无以伦比的


【23】
 unmoving［ˈʌnˈmuːviŋ］　adj.　静止的，无感染力的


【24】
 belonging［biˈlɔŋiŋ］　n.　财产，相关事物


CHAPTER 17　Mina Murray's Journal (continued)

When we arrived at the Berkely Hotel, Van Helsing found a telegram waiting for him:

Am coming up by train. Jonathan at Whitby. Important news.

Mina

The Professor was delighted.

“Ah, that wonderful Madam Mina. She must go to your house, friend John. You must meet her at the station. Telegraph her so that she may be prepared.”

When the wire was dispatched
 
【1】

 he had a cup of tea. Over it he told me of a diary kept by Jonathan Harker when abroad, and gave me a typewritten copy of it, as also of Mrs. Harker's diary at Whitby.

“Take these,” he said,“and study them well. What is here told may be the beginning of the end to you and me and many another. You have kept a diary of all these strange things, is it not so? Yes! Then we shall go through all these together when we meet.”

He then made ready for his departure and shortly drove off to Liverpool. I took my way to Paddington and arrived about fifteen minutes before the train came in.

The crowd melted away, after the bustling
 
【2】

 fashion common to arrival platforms, and a sweet-faced, delicate-looking girl stepped up to me, and after a quick glance said, “Dr. Seward, is it not?”

“And you are Mrs. Harker!” I answered at once. She held out her hand.

“I knew you from the description of poor dear Lucy, but...” She stopped suddenly, and a quick blush overspread
 
【3】

 her face.

The blush that rose to my own cheeks somehow set us both at ease. I got her luggage, which included a typewriter, and we took the Underground to Fenchurch Street. In due time we arrived. She knew, of course, that the place was a mental health hospital, but I could see that she was unable to repress
 
【4】

 a shiver when we entered.

She told me that, if she might, she would come presently to my study, as she had much to say. So here I am, finishing my entry in my recording machine while I await her.

As yet, I have not had the chance of looking at the papers which Van Helsing left with me, though they lie open before me. I must get her interested in something, so that I may have an opportunity of reading them.

MINA HARKER'S JOURNAL

29 September

After I had tidied myself, I went down to Dr. Seward's study. He was quite alone, and on the table opposite him was what I knew at once from the description to be a recording machine. I had never seen one, and was much interested.

“I hope I did not keep you waiting,” I said.

“Oh,” he replied with a smile, “I was only entering my diary.” As he spoke he laid his hand on the machine.

“May I hear it say something?”

He paused for a moment. “I'm afraid that most of the information in it is quite unpleasant, and I'd rather you not heard it. I'd play you some of the happier moments, but I don't know how to find them.”

“Then, Dr. Seward, you had better let me copy it out for you on my typewriter. Then you could find everything quite easily. Besides, I'd like to know what happened to Lucy. I've come here to help, and I plan to share with you all of my own experiences and thoughts set down in my own diary.”

He stood up and opened a large drawer, in which were arranged in order a number of hollow cans of metal covered with dark wax, and said,“You are quite right. Take these and hear them. Then you will know me better. In the meantime, I shall read over some of your husband's writing.”

I took a chair next to the machine so that I could touch it without getting up, and he showed me how to stop it in case I should want to pause. Then he very thoughtfully took a chair, with his back to me, so that I might be as free as possible, and began to read. I put the forked metal to my ears and listened.

When the terrible story of Lucy's death, and all that followed, was done, I lay back in my chair powerless.
 
【5】

 When Dr. Seward saw me, he jumped up with a horrified exclamation
 
【6】

 , and hurriedly taking a bottle from the cupboard, gave me some brandy, which in a few minutes somewhat restored me.

Immediately, I took the cover off my typewriter, and said to Dr. Seward,“Let me type this all out now. We must be ready for Dr. Van Helsing when he comes. In this matter dates are everything, and I think that if we get all of our material ready, and have every item put in order, we shall have done much. My husband will be here soon. Then he can help.”

He accordingly set the machine at a slow pace, and I began to typewrite from the beginning of the seventeenth can. It was late when I got through, but Dr. Seward went about his work of going his round of the patients.

DR. SEWARD'S DIARY

30 September

Mr. Harker arrived at nine o'clock. He is uncommonly
 
【7】

 clever, if one can judge from his face, and full of energy. After lunch, Harker and his wife went back to their own room, and as I passed a while ago I heard the click of the typewriter. They are hard at it, putting every scrap of paper in order.

In looking over my diary, it is strange that it never struck me that the very next house might be the Count's hiding place! Goodness knows that we had enough clues from the conduct of the patient Renfield!

Harker says that by dinnertime they will be able to show a whole connected narrative. He thinks that in the meantime I should see Renfield, as up to now he has been a sort of index to the coming and going of the Count. I hardly see this yet, but when I get at the dates I suppose I shall.

I found Renfield sitting quietly in his room with his hands folded, smiling benignly.
 
【8】

 At the moment he seemed as sane as anyone I ever saw. I sat down and talked with him on a lot of subjects, all of which he treated naturally. He spoke quite confidently of getting his discharge at once.

I am darkly suspicious.
 
【9】

 My friend is just a little too sane at present to make it safe to probe him too deep with questions. I mistrust
 
【10】

 these quiet moods of his, so I have given the attendant a hint to look closely after him.

JOHNATHAN HARKER'S JOURNAL

29 September, in train to London

When I received Mr. Billington's courteous message that he would give me any information in his power I thought it best to go down to Whitby and make, on the spot, such inquiries as I wanted. It was now my object to trace that horrid cargo of the Count's to its place in London. Later, we may be able to deal with it.

Mr. Billington had ready in his office all the papers concerning the shipment
 
【11】

 of boxes. Looking at the letters from the Count, I could see how everything had been carefully thought out, and done systematically and with precision.

I saw the bill, and took note of it:“Fifty cases of common earth, to be used for experimental purposes.”This was all the information Mr. Billington could give me.

30 September

Today I went to Carter Paterson's central office, where I met with the men who delivered the Count's boxes. Of one thing I am now satisfied: all those boxes, which arrived at Whitby from Varna, were safely deposited in the old chapel at Carfax. There should be fifty of them there, unless any have since been removed, as from Dr. Seward's diary I fear they have been.

MINA HARKER'S JOURNAL

30 September

We have got everything in order for tonight. I feel myself quite wild with excitement. I suppose one ought to pity anything so hunted as the Count.

Later

Lord Godalming and Mr. Morris arrived earlier than we expected. Dr. Seward was out on business, and had taken Jonathan with him, so I had to see to them. It was to me a painful meeting, for it brought back all poor dear Lucy's hopes of only a few months ago.

I gave them each a copy of the typed diaries to read in the library while waiting for the others to return.

注释


【1】
 dispatch［disˈpætʃ］　v.　分派，派遣


【2】
 bustling［ˈbʌsliŋ］　adj.　熙熙攘攘的，忙乱的


【3】
 overspread［ˈəuvəˈspred］　v.　扩长，蔓延


【4】
 repress［riˈpres］　v.　压制


【5】
 powerless［ˈpauəlis］　adj.　无能力的


【6】
 exclamation［ˌekskləˈmeiʃən］　n.　惊呼


【7】
 uncommonly［ʌnˈkɔmənli］　adv.　罕见地，很


【8】
 benignly［biˈnainli］　adv.　仁慈地，亲切地


【9】
 suspicious［səsˈpiʃəs］　adj.　可疑的，怀疑的


【10】
 mistrust［ˈmisˈtrʌst］　v.　不信任，猜疑


【11】
 shipment［ˈʃipmənt］　n.　装船，出货


CHAPTER 18　Dr. Seward's Diary

30 September

I got home at five o'clock, and found that Godalming and Morris had not only arrived, but had already studied the transcript
 
【1】

 of the various diaries and letters. Harker was not yet back from meeting with the box carriers.

Mrs. Harker gave us a cup of tea, and I can honestly say that, for the first time since I have lived in it, this old house seemed like home.

When we had finished, Mrs. Harker said,“Dr. Seward, may I ask a favor? I want to see your patient, Mr. Renfield. What you have said of him in your diary interests me so much!”

She looked so appealing and so pretty that I could not refuse her, and there was no possible reason why I should, so I took her with me.

When I went into the room, I told the man that a lady would like to see him, to which he simply answered, “Why?”

“She is going through the house, and wants to see everyone in it,” I answered.

“Oh, very well,” he said, “let her come in.”

I remembered how quiet he had been just before he attacked me in my own study, and I took care to stand where I could seize him at once if he attempted to make a spring at her.

She came into the room with an easy gracefulness
 
【2】

 and walked over to him, smiling pleasantly.

“Good evening, Mr. Renfield,” said she.“You see, I know you, for Dr. Seward has told me of you.”

He made no immediate reply, but eyed her all over intently with a set frown on his face.

“What are you doing here?”

“My husband and I are staying on a visit with Dr. Seward.”

“Then don't stay.”

“But why not?”

Seeing as he did not answer, Mrs. Harker then quickly changed the topic. I was astonished, for he then addressed himself to her with the manners and intelligence of a real gentleman. I was so amazed that I hardly knew what to either think or say. Looking at my watch, however, I saw that I should go to the station to meet Van Helsing, so I told Mrs. Harker that it was time to leave. She came at once, after saying pleasantly to Mr. Renfield, “Goodbye, and I hope I may see you often, under pleasanter circumstances to yourself.”

To which, to my astonishment, he replied, “Goodbye, my dear. I pray God I may never see your sweet face again. May He bless and keep you!”

When I went to the station to meet Van Helsing, he stepped from the carriage with the eager agility
 
【3】

 of a boy.

He saw me at once, and rushed up to me, saying, “Ah, friend John, how goes all? All affairs are settled with me, and I have much to tell. Everyone here? Good!”

As I drove to the house I told him of what had passed, and of how my own diary had come to be of some use through Mrs. Harker's suggestion, at which the Professor interrupted me.

“Ah, that wonderful Madam Mina. She has been of so much help to us, after tonight she must not have anything to do with this terrible affair. It is not good that she run a risk so great. We men are determined to destroy this monster. But it is no part for a woman.”

I agreed heartily with him, and then I told him what we had found in his absence, that the house which Dracula had bought was the very next one to my own. He was amazed, and a great concern seemed to come on him.

“Oh that we had known it before!” he said,“for then we might have reached him in time to save poor Lucy.” Then he fell into a silence that lasted till we entered my own gateway.
 
【4】



Before we went to prepare for dinner he said to Mrs. Harker, “I am told, Madam Mina, that you and your husband have put in exact order all things that have been, up to this moment.”

“Not up to this moment, Professor,” she said impulsively, “but up to this morning.”

The Professor took away one copy to study after dinner, and before our meeting, which is fixed for nine o'clock. The rest of us have already read everything, so when we meet in the study we shall all be informed as to facts, and can arrange our plan of battle with this terrible and mysterious enemy.

MINA HARKER'S JOURNAL

30 September

When we met in Dr. Seward's study two hours after dinner, Professor Van Helsing took the head of the table, to which Dr. Seward motioned him as he came into the room.

“I think it good that I tell you something of the kind of enemy with which we have to deal,” he said.“Vampires do not die like the bee when he stings once. He is only stronger, and being stronger, has yet more power to work evil. This vampire which is amongst us is as strong as twenty men, and he is of great cunning.
 
【5】

 He has many powers, but unlike us, he is not free. He hasn't both night and day as we have. His power ceases, as does that of all evil things, at the coming of the day. Then there are things which so afflict
 
【6】

 him that he has no power, as the garlic that we know of, and as for things sacred, as this symbol, my cross. He can be killed with a sacred bullet fired into his tomb where he rests. As for running a stake through him, we know already of its peace, as well as the cutting off of the head. We have seen it with our own eyes.

“And now we must settle what we do. We have here much information , and we must proceed to lay out our campaign. We know from the inquiry of Jonathan that from the castle to Whitby came fifty boxes of earth, all of which were delivered at Carfax. We also know that at least some of these boxes have been removed. It seems to me, that our first step should be to ascertain
 
【7】

 whether all the rest remain in the house beyond that wall where we look today, or whether any more have been removed.

“We must trace each of these boxes, and when we are ready, we must either capture or kill this monster in his tomb, or we must, so to speak, purify
 
【8】

 the earth, so that he can no longer seek safety in it. Thus, in the end, we may find him in his form of man between the hours of noon and sunset, and so engage with him when he is at his weakest.”

“And now for you, Madam Mina, you are too precious to us to have such risk. We men shall see this through to the end, but you will keep away at a safe distance.”

All the men, even Jonathan, seemed relieved, but it did not seem to me good that they should brave danger and, perhaps, lessen
 
【9】

 their safety, strength being the best safety, through care of me. But their minds were made up, and though it was a bitter pill for me to swallow, I could say nothing.

Mr. Morris resumed the discussion, “As there is no time to lose, I vote we have a look at his house right now.”

They have now gone off to Carfax, with means to get into the house. They told me to go to bed and sleep, as if a woman can sleep when those she loves are in danger! I shall lie down, and pretend to sleep anyway.

注释


【1】
 transcript［ˈtrænskript］　n.　抄本


【2】
 gracefulness［ˈɡreisfulnis］　n.　优雅，优美


【3】
 agility［əˈdʒiliti］　n.　敏捷，活泼


【4】
 gateway［ˈɡeitwei］　n.　门，通路


【5】
 cunning［ˈkʌniŋ］　adj.　狡诈的，巧妙的


【6】
 afflict［əˈflikt］　v.　使痛苦，折磨


【7】
 ascertain［ˌæsəˈtein］　v.　确定，探知


【8】
 purify［ˈpuərifai］　v.　净化


【9】
 lessen［ˈlesn］　v.　减少，减轻


CHAPTER 19　Jonathan Harker's Journal

1 October, 5 A.M.

When we got to the front porch
 
【1】

 of the neighboring
 
【2】

 house, the Professor opened his bag and took out a lot of things, which he laid on the step, sorting them into four little groups, Then he spoke.

“My friends, we are going into a terrible danger, and we need arms of many kinds. Keep this near your heart.” As he spoke he lifted a little silver cross and held it out to me, I being nearest to him. “Put these flowers round your neck,” here he handed to me a wreath
 
【3】

 of withered
 
【4】

 garlic blossoms.“And for other enemies, this gun and this knife, and for aid in all, these small electric lamps, which you can fasten to your breast.” Lastly, he gave each of us a small, thin, round piece of holy bread in an envelope.

Using skeleton keys from his hospital, Dr. Seward then managed to unlock the door to the house. We pressed on the door and it slowly opened. The Professor was the first to move forward. Then we all lit our lamps and proceeded on our search.

On a table in the hall was a great bunch of keys, with a time-yellowed label on each. They had been used several times, for on the table were several similar rents in the blanket of dust, similar to that exposed when the Professor lifted them.

He turned to me and said, “You know this place, Jonathan. You have copied maps of it, and you know it at least more than we do. Which is the way to the chapel?”

I led the way, and after a few wrong turnings found myself opposite a low, arched oaken door, ribbed with iron bands. With a little trouble we found the key on the large ring and opened the door. The smell inside was sickening!

“The first thing is to see how many of the boxes are left,” whispered the Professor,“We must then examine every hole and corner and see if we cannot get some clue as to what has become of the rest.”

There were only twenty-nine left out of the fifty!

We then left the chapel, closing the outer door and locking it, and began our search of the house. We found nothing throughout except dust in extraordinary proportions. The morning was quickening in the east when we emerged from the front.

Locking the door behind him, Dr. Van Helsing then turned to us, saying, “So far, our night has been eminently
 
【5】

 successful. No harm has come to us such as I feared might be and yet we have ascertained how many boxes are missing. And now let us go home. The dawn is close at hand, and we have reason to be content with our first night's work.”

The house was silent when we got back. I tiptoed
 
【6】

 into our own room and found Mina breathing so softly that I had to put my ear down to hear it. She looks paler than usual. I hope the meeting tonight has not upset her. I am truly thankful that she is to be left out of our future work, and even of our deliberations.
 
【7】

 I must be resolute
 
【8】

 , and tomorrow I shall keep dark over tonight's doings, and shall refuse to speak of anything that has happened.

1 October, later

I suppose it was natural that we should have all overslept
 
【9】

 ourselves, for the day was a busy one, and the night had no rest at all. Even Mina felt its exhaustion, for though I slept till the sun was high, I was awake before her, and had to call two or three times before she awoke.

We now know of twenty-one boxes having been removed, and if it be that several were taken in any of these removals we may be able to trace them all. Such will, of course, immensely simplify our labor, and the sooner the matter is attended to the better.

I shall today look up the moving company responsible.

MINA HARKER'S JOURNAL

1 October

This morning I slept late after the fatigues of yesterday, and though Jonathan was late too, he was the earlier. He spoke to me before he went out, never more sweetly or tenderly, but he never mentioned a word of what had happened in the visit to the Count's house.

I feel strangely sad and low-spirited today. I suppose it is the reaction from the terrible excitement. Last night I went to bed when the men had gone, simply because they told me to. I can't quite remember how I fell asleep last night. I remember hearing the sudden barking of the dogs and a lot of queer sounds, like praying, from Mr. Renfield's room, which is somewhere under this. And then there was silence over everything, silence so profound
 
【10】

 that it startled me, and I got up and looked out of the window.

Not a thing seemed to be stirring, but all to be grim and fixed as death or fate, so that a thin streak of white mist, that crept with almost imperceptible
 
【11】

 slowness across the grass towards the house, seemed to have a life of its own. It soon seemed as though it were stealing up to the windows. Renfield became louder than ever. Then there was the sound of a struggle, and I knew that the attendants were dealing with him.

I was so frightened that I crept into bed, and pulled the clothes over my head, putting my fingers in my ears. I was not then a bit sleepy, at least so I thought, but I must have fallen asleep, for except dreams, I do not remember anything until the morning, when Jonathan woke me.

In my dream the air in my room became heavy and cold. The fog pouring into the room and through it, I could make out a tiny red spark. I wanted to get up and shut the window, but a great exhaustion seemed to chain my limbs and even my will.

The mist grew thicker and thicker, till it seemed as if it became concentrated into a sort of pillar of cloud in the room, through the top of which I could see the light of the gas shining like a red eye. Things began to whirl through my brain just as the cloudy column was now whirling in the room. I must have fainted, for all became black darkness. The last conscious effort which imagination made was to show me a white face bending over me out of the mist.

2 October, 10 P.M.

Last night I slept, but did not dream. The sleep, however, has not refreshed me, for today I feel terribly weak and spiritless.
 
【12】



Jonathan and the others were out till dinnertime, and they all came in tired. After dinner they sent me to bed, and all went off to smoke together. I could see from Jonathan's manner that he had something important to communicate.

I was not so sleepy as I should have been, so before they went I asked Dr. Seward to give me a little something to help me sleep. He very kindly made me up a sleeping drink, which he gave to me, telling me that it would do me no harm, as it was very mild.

I have taken it, and am waiting for sleep. I hope I have not done wrong, for as sleep begins to appear, a new fear comes, that I may have been foolish in thus depriving myself of the power of waking. I might want it. Here comes sleep. Goodnight.

注释


【1】
 porch［pɔːtʃ］　n.　门廊，走廊


【2】
 neighboring［ˈneibəriŋ］　adj.　临近的，接壤的


【3】
 wreath［riːθ］　n.　花圈，花环


【4】
 withered［ˈwiðərid］　adj.　枯萎的，干瘪的


【5】
 eminently［ˈeminəntli］　adv.　不寻常地


【6】
 tiptoe［ˈtiptəu］　v.　用脚尖走


【7】
 deliberation［diˌlibəˈreiʃən］　n.　商议，熟思


【8】
 resolute［ˈreｚəljuːt］　adj.　坚决的


【9】
 oversleep［ˈəuvəˈsliːp］　v.　睡过头


【10】
 profound［prəˈfaund］　adj.　深刻的，完全的


【11】
 imperceptible［ˌimpəˈseptəbl］　adj.　察觉不到的，极细微的


【12】
 spiritless［ˈspiritlis］　adj.　无精打采的


CHAPTER 20　Jonathan Harker's Journal (continued)

1 October, evening

I found Thomas Snelling, the worker who had moved the boxes from Carfax, in his house at Bethnal Green. He is a decent, intelligent fellow, distinctly a good, reliable type of workman. He remembered all about the incident of the boxes and easily gave me the addresses of destination.

There were, he said, six which he took from Carfax and left at 197 Chicksand Street, Mile End New Town, and another six which he deposited at Jamaica Lane, Bermondsey.

I then asked if he could tell us whether or not any other boxes had been taken from Carfax. He replied,“Well I heard of two fellows who had taken something from the place. Can't remember details, though. I'll ask around and try and get the exact information for you. I'll send it to you as soon as I hear of anything.”

After thanking him and giving my address, I took my way to home. We're on the track anyhow.

I am tired tonight, and I want to sleep. Mina is fast asleep, and looks a little too pale. Her eyes look as though she had been crying. Poor dear, I've no doubt it bothers her to be kept in the dark, and it may make her doubly
 
【1】

 anxious about me and the others. But it is best as it is.

2 October, evening

A long and trying and exciting day. By the first post I got a letter on which was written “Sam Bloxam, Korkrans, 4 Poters Cort, Bartel Street, Walworth.”

I got the letter in bed, and rose without waking Mina. She looked heavy and sleepy and pale, and far from well. I determined not to wake her, but that when I should return from this new search, I would arrange for her going back to Exeter.

I drove to Walworth and found, with some difficulty, my man. He was a smart enough fellow, though rough of speech and bearing. He told me that he had made two journeys between Carfax and a house in Piccadilly. Altogether, he had transferred nine boxes.

“I remember it clearly. An old fellow was waiting for me there. He helped me to lift the boxes and put them on the wagon. He was the strongest chap I've ever seen. Why, he picked up those heavy boxes as if they were nothing more than a tin of tea.”

“Can you remember the number of the house in Piccadilly?” I asked.

“No, sir. But it'll be easy to find, for it's the oldest and biggest place in the area.”

I thanked him and left.

When I got home, I immediately shared my information with the others.

“Excellent. We are now certainly on the track of the missing boxes,” exclaimed Van Helsing.

And as nothing could well be done before morning, we decided not to take any active step before breakfast time.

DR. SEWARD'S DIARY

2 October

We have met again. We seem at last to be on the track, and our work of tomorrow may be the beginning of the end. I wonder if Renfield 's quiet has anything to do with this.

Wait a moment...That wild yell seemed to come from his room.

The attendant came bursting into my room and told me that Renfield had somehow met with some accident. He had heard him yell, and when he went to him found him lying on his face on the floor, all covered with blood. I must go at once...

注释


【1】
 doubly［ˈdʌbli］　adv.　双重地，二倍地


CHAPTER 21　Dr. Seward's Diary

3 October

When I came to Renfield's room I found him lying on the floor on his left side in a glittering pool of blood. When I went to move him, it became at once apparent that he had received some terrible injuries. The face was horribly bruised
 
【1】

 , as though it had been beaten against the floor.

The attendant who was kneeling beside the body said to me as we turned him over, “I think, sir, his back is broken. See, both his right arm and leg and the whole side of his face are paralyzed
 
【2】

 .”

How such a thing could have happened puzzled the attendant beyond measure.

I said to him, “Go to Dr. Van Helsing, and ask him to kindly come here at once. I want him without an instant's delay.”

Van Helsing came, carrying with him a surgical case. He looked at the patient and whispered to me,“Send the attendant away. We must be alone with him when he becomes conscious after the operation.”

The attendant gone, Van Helsing went straight to work. Soon came a soft tapping at the door. I went over and opened it and found in the corridor without, Arthur and Quincey.

The former spoke, “I heard your man call up Dr. Van Helsing and tell him of an accident. So I woke Quincey to see what was the matter. May we come in?”

I nodded, and held the door open till they had entered. After informing them of how we found the patient, we all watched as Van Helsing did his best.

The time passed agonizingly
 
【3】

 slow, and we were all nervous about the outcome. At last, there came a time when it was evident that the patient was sinking fast. He might die at any moment. For a few moments the breathing continued to be very difficult. Suddenly, his eyes opened, and became fixed in a wild, helpless stare. This was continued for a few moments until it was softened into a glad surprise, and from his lips came a sigh of relief.

“I had such an awful dream,” he spoke. Then with a change of expression, “What's wrong with my face, doctor? It hurts terribly.”

Van Helsing said in a quiet grave tone,“Tell us your dream, Mr. Renfield.”

“Give me some water, my lips are dry, and I shall try to tell you.”

I called quietly to Quincey,“The brandy, it is in my study, quick!” He flew and returned with a glass and the bottle I requested.

We poured the drink into Renfield's mouth and he quickly revived
 
【4】

 and said, “Quick, Doctor, quick, I am dying! He's been coming to me in the mist. Last night he came again, but he smelled different than usual. I thought that, somehow, Mrs. Harker had come into the room with him, or something.”

The two men sitting on the bed stood up and came over, standing behind him so that he could not see them, but where they could hear better.

“I saw Mrs. Harker as she took a walk this afternoon. She wasn't the same. She didn't look the same. I don't care for the pale people. I like them with lots of blood in them, and hers all seemed to have run out. It made me mad to know that he had been taking the life out of her.”

I could feel that the rest quivered, as I did.

“So when He came tonight I was ready for him. I saw the mist stealing in, and I grabbed it tight. Then his eyes burned into me, and my strength became like water. He slipped through, and when I tried to cling to him, He raised me up and flung me down. There was a red cloud before me, and a noise like thunder, and the mist seemed to steal away under the door.”

His voice was becoming fainter and his breath more difficult.

Van Helsing stood up.“We know the worst now,” he said. “He is here, and we know his purpose. It may not be too late. Let us be armed, the same as we were the other night, but lose no time, there is not an instant to spare.”

We all hurried and took from our rooms the same things that we had when we entered the Count's house. We then met in the corridor, outside the Harker's room. Van Helsing turned the handle, but the door did not yield. We threw ourselves against it. With a crash, it burst open, and we almost fell into the room. What I saw appalled
 
【5】

 me.

On the bed beside the window lay Jonathan Harker, his face flushed and breathing heavily as though in a trance.
 
【6】

 Kneeling on the near edge of the bed, facing outwards, was the figure of his wife. By her side stood a tall, thin man, dressed in black. His face was turned from us, but the instant we saw, we all recognized the Count, in every way, even to the scar on his forehead.

With his left hand he held both Mrs. Harker's hands, keeping them away with her arms at full tension. His right hand gripped her by the back of the neck, forcing her face down on his bosom. Her white nightdress was smeared with blood, and a thin stream trickled down the man's bare chest, which was shown by his torn-open dress.

As we burst into the room, the Count turned his face, and the hellish
 
【7】

 look that I had heard described seemed to leap into it. His eyes flamed
 
【8】

 red with devilish
 
【9】

 passion. The white sharp teeth, behind the full lips of the blood-dripping mouth, clamped together like those of a wild beast. With a wrench, which threw his victim back upon the bed as though hurled from a height, he turned and sprang at us.

The Professor stepped forward and held toward him the envelope which contained the Sacred bread. The Count suddenly stopped, just as poor Lucy had done outside the tomb, and stepped back. Further and further back he moved, as we, lifting our crosses, advanced. The moonlight suddenly failed, as a great black cloud sailed across the sky. And when the gaslight
 
【10】

 sprang up under Quincey's match, we saw nothing but a faint vapor. This, as we looked, trailed under the door.

Van Helsing and I moved forward to Mrs. Harker, who by this time had drawn her breath and with it had given a scream so wild, so ear-piercing, so despairing that it seems to me now that it will ring in my ears till my dying day. Her face was a horrible white, from her throat trickled a thin stream of blood. Her eyes were mad with terror.

Van Helsing drew the bedcover
 
【11】

 gently over her body. He then dipped the end of a towel in cold water and with it began to press it against Jonathan's face. His eyes suddenly opened, and on his face was a look of wild amazement.

“In God's name what has happened?” he cried out. “What does this blood on my wife's face mean?”

Van Helsing and I tried to calm them both. Mina shivered and was silent, letting her husband take her into his arms. Then, noticing the bloodstains
 
【12】

 she left on his nightshirt
 
【13】

 , she moved away, crying,“Unclean
 
【14】

 , unclean! I must touch him or kiss him no more.”

“Nonsense!”Jonathan shouted,“We won't let this come between us!”

Just then, Godalming and Quincey came running into the room, for they had gone after the escaping mist as Van Helsing and I attended the Harkers. Godalming was the first to speak.

“He's gone. But before going, he completely destroyed your office, John. And I'm afraid that the poor fellow, whose cell we visited earlier, is dead.”

Mrs. Harker raised her head and said solemnly,“God's will be done!”

I could not but feel that Art was keeping back something. But, as I took it that it was with a purpose, I said nothing.

Then Van Helsing said, placing his hand tenderly on Mrs. Harker's head,“And now, Madam Mina, tell us exactly what happened.”

The poor dear lady shivered, and I could see the tension of her nerves as she clasped her husband closer to her and bent her head lower and lower still on his breast.

“I took the sleeping draught which you had so kindly given me, and sure enough sleep must soon have come to me, for I remember no more. Jonathan coming in had not waked me, for he lay by my side when next I remember. There was in the room a thin white mist. I felt a vague terror and the sense of some presence. I turned to wake Jonathan, but found that he slept so soundly that it seemed as if it was he who had taken the sleeping draught, and not I.”

Then, beside the bed, as if he had stepped out of the mist, or rather as if the mist had turned into his figure, for it had entirely disappeared, stood a tall, thin man, all in black. I knew him at once from the description of the others. For an instant my heart stood still, and I would have screamed out, only that I was paralyzed. In the pause he spoke in a sort of keen, cutting whisper, pointing as he spoke to Jonathan.

“Silence! If you make a sound I shall take him and dash his brains out before your very eyes.” I was appalled and was too bewildered
 
【15】

 to do or say anything. With a mocking smile, he placed one hand upon my shoulder and, holding me tight, bared my throat with the other, saying as he did so,“First, a little refreshment to reward my exertions.”

“I was bewildered, and strangely enough, I did not want to hinder him. I suppose it is a part of the horrible curse that such is, when his touch is on his victim. And oh, my God, my God, pity me! He placed his disgusting lips upon my throat! How long this horrible thing lasted I know not, but it seemed that a long time must have passed before he took his foul, awful mouth away. I saw it drip with the fresh blood!”

“Then he pulled open his shirt and said,‘Now you shall come to my call.’ And with his long sharp nails he opened a vein in his breast. When the blood began to come out, he took my hands in one of his, holding them tight, and with the other seized my neck and pressed my mouth to the wound, so that I must swallow. Oh, my God! My God! What have I done?”

As she was telling her terrible story, the eastern sky began to quicken
 
【16】

 , and everything became more and more clear. Harker was still and quiet.

We have arranged that one of us is to stay within call of the unhappy pair till we can meet together and arrange about taking action. The sun rises today on no more miserable house in all the great round of its daily course.

注释


【1】
 bruise［bruːｚ］　v.　打伤，撞伤


【2】
 paralyze［ˈpærəlaiｚ］　v.　使瘫痪，麻痹


【3】
 agonizingly［ˈæɡənaiｚiŋli］　adv.　使人烦恼地，苦闷地


【4】
 revive［riˈvaiv］　v.　使苏醒，复活


【5】
 appall［əˈpɔːi］　v.　使胆寒，惊骇


【6】
 trance［trɑːns］　n.　迷睡，恍惚


【7】
 hellish［ˈheliʃ］　adj.　地狱般的


【8】
 flame［fleim］　v.　燃烧，突然脸红


【9】
 devilish［ˈdevliʃ］　adj.　如恶魔般的


【10】
 gaslight［ˈɡæslait］　n.　煤气灯


【11】
 bedcover［ˈbedˌkʌvə(r)］　n.　被面，被单


【12】
 bloodstain［ˈblʌdstein］　n.　血迹


【13】
 nightshirt［ˈnaitʃəːt］　n.　男用长睡衣


【14】
 unclean［ˈʌnˈkliːn;ʌnˈklin］　adj.　不洁的，肮脏的


【15】
 bewildered［biˈwildərid］　adj.　使迷惑，不知所措


【16】
 quicken［ˈkwikən］　v.　加快，刺激；变活，苏醒


CHAPTER 22　Jonathan Harker's Journal

3 October

As I must do something or go mad, I write this diary.

We decided to bring Mina back into full confidence again. She was happy about this, but had a decision to announce:“I have decided that, if I find in myself a sign of harm to any that I love, I shall die!”

At this, Van Helsing approached her and, putting his hand gently on her head, said, “You must not die. You must not die by any hand, but least of all your own. Until the other, who has fouled your sweet life, is truly dead you must not die. For if he still exists, your death would make you even as he is!”

The poor dear grew white as death, and shook and shivered. We were all silent. We could do nothing. At length, she grew more calm and turning to him said, “I promise you, my dear friend, that if God will let me live, I shall strive
 
【1】

 to do so.”

She was so good and brave that we all felt that our hearts were strengthened to work and endure for her, and we began to discuss what we were to do.

“We are now so much further advanced in our knowledge as to the location of all the Count's boxes. And so we have this day to hunt out all his houses and purify them.”

It was finally agreed that before starting for Piccadilly we should destroy the Count's home at Carfax. In case he should find it out too soon, we should thus be still ahead of him in our work of destruction.

As to the disposal of forces, it was suggested by the Professor that, after our visit to Carfax, we should all enter the house in Piccadilly. The two doctors and I should remain there, while Lord Godalming and Quincey found the boxes at Walworth and Mile End and destroyed them.

“Now, my dear friends, we go forth to our terrible enterprise. Are we all armed as we were on that night when first we visited our enemy's home?”

We all assured him.

“Then it is well. Now, Madam Mina, you are in any case quite safe here until the sunset. And before then we shall return. If... we shall return! But before we go let me see you armed against personal attack. On your forehead I touch this piece of Sacred bread in the name of the Father, the Son, and...”

There was a fearful scream which almost froze our hearts to hear. As he had placed the bread on Mina, it had burned her, leaving a red mark on her forehead. She sank on her knees on the floor in an agony of sadness.

“Unclean! Unclean! Even God is disgusted by my polluted flesh! I must bear this mark of shame upon my forehead until the Judgment Day.”

“Dear Mina,” Van Helsing said, “That scar shall pass away when God sees right to lift the burden that is hard upon us.”

There was hope in his words, and comfort. And they made for resignation.
 
【2】



It was then time to start. So I said farewell to Mina, which neither of us shall forget to our dying day, and we set out.

We entered Carfax without trouble and found all things the same as on the first occasion. And in the old chapel the great boxes looked just as we had seen them last.

Dr. Van Helsing immediately took out several tools and opened one of the boxes. He then placed a single piece of sacred bread in the dirt and once again closed the box shut.

One by one, we treated in the same way each of the great boxes, and left them as we had found them to all appearance. When we closed the door behind us, the Professor said solemnly, “So much is already done. It may be that with all the others we can be so successful, then the sunset of this evening may shine on Madam Mina all white as ivory and with no stain!”

At Piccadilly, Godalming had arranged for a man to unlock the door for us. His status in society is high enough to keep the police in check, should they have felt the need to interrupt our work. The man did his work quickly and we were inside in no time. Godalming paid him handsomely and he left us to our work without asking questions.

We moved to explore the house, all keeping together in case of attack, for we knew we had a strong and cunning enemy to deal with, and as yet we did not know whether the Count might not be in the house.

In the dining room, which lay at the back of the hall, we found eight boxes of earth. Eight boxes only out of the nine which we sought! We did not lose any time in examining the chests. With the tools which we had brought with us we opened them, one by one, and treated them as we had treated those others in the old chapel.

It was evident to us that the Count was not at present in the house, and we proceeded to search for any of his effects. All that we found was a set of keys on the dining room table, which were probably those belonging to the other houses. Lord Godalming and Quincey Morris took with them the keys in a great bunch, and set out to destroy the boxes in these places. The rest of us are, with what patience we can, waiting their return, or the coming of the Count.

注释


【1】
 strive［straiv］　v.　努力，奋斗


【2】
 resignation［ˌreｚiɡˈneiʃən］　n.　顺从，听任，辞职


CHAPTER 23　Dr. Seward's Diary

3 October

The time seemed terribly long while we were waiting for the coming of Godalming and Quincey Morris. The Professor tried to keep our minds active by using them all the time. I could see his beneficent
 
【1】

 purpose, by the side glances which he threw from time to time at Harker. The poor fellow is overwhelmed in a misery that is appalling to see. His energy is still intact. In fact, he is like a living flame.

“Already all of his hiding places but one are purified and made uninhabitable
 
【2】

 for him. And before the sunset this shall be so. Then he will have no place where he can move and hide. By my clock it is one hour and already, if all is well, friend Arthur and Quincey are on their way to us. Today is our day, and we must go sure, if slow, and lose no chance.”

While he was speaking, we were startled by a knock at the hall door. We all moved out to the hall with one impulse, and Van Helsing, holding up his hand to us to keep silence, stepped to the door and opened it.

A delivery boy stood in the doorway and handed in a dispatch.
 
【3】

 The Professor closed the door again, and after looking at the direction, opened it and read aloud.

“Look out for D. He has just now, 12:45, come from Carfax hurriedly and hastened towards the South. He seems to be going the round and may want to see you: Mina.”

There was a pause, broken by Jonathan Harker's voice, “Now, God be thanked, we shall soon meet!”

“It will take him time to arrive here. What we must hope for is that Lord Arthur and Quincey arrive first.”

About half an hour after we had received Mrs. Harker's telegram, there came a quiet, resolute knock at the hall door. We looked at each other, and together moved out into the hall. Van Helsing pulled back the lock, and holding the door half open, stood back, having both hands ready for action. The gladness of our hearts must have shown upon our faces when on the step, close to the door, we saw Lord Godalming and Quincey Morris. They came quickly in and closed the door behind them. Godalming spoke.

“It is all right. We found both places. Six boxes in each and we destroyed them all.”

“Good!” said Van Helsing. “Now, we should have ready some plan of attack, for he will be here undoubtedly very soon. Wait...hush
 
【4】

 , there is no time now. Have all your arms! Be ready!” He held up a warning hand as he spoke, for we all could hear a key softly inserted in the lock of the hall door.

Van Helsing, Harker, and I moved just behind the door, so that when it was opened the Professor could guard it while we two stepped between the incomer
 
【5】

 and the door. Godalming and Quincey in front stood just out of sight ready to move in front of the window.

The slow, careful steps came along the hall. The Count was evidently prepared for some surprise, at least he feared it. Suddenly,with a single bound, he leaped into the room, winning a way past us before any of us could raise a hand to stay him.

The first to act was Harker, who with a quick movement, threw himself before the door leading into the room in the front of the house.

As the Count saw us, a horrible sort of snarl passed over his face, showing his long and pointed teeth. But the evil smile as quickly passed into a cold stare of lion-like disdain.
 
【6】

 His expression again changed as, with a single impulse, we all advanced upon him.

Harker thrust his great knife at him. The blow was a powerful one. Only the incredible quickness of the Count's leap back saved him. Instinctively, I moved forward with a protective impulse, holding the cross and sacred bread in my left hand. I felt a mighty power fly along my arm, and it was without surprise that I saw the monster move back fearfully.

The next instant, with a graceful dive, he swept under Harker's arm, dashed across the room, and threw himself at the window. Amid the crash and glitter
 
【7】

 of the falling glass, he tumbled
 
【8】

 onto the flagged area below.

We ran over and saw him spring unhurt
 
【9】

 from the ground. He, rushing up the steps, crossed the flagged yard, and pushed open the door of a stable. Then he turned and spoke to us.

“You shall be sorry yet, each one of you! You think you have left me without a place to rest, but I have more. My revenge
 
【10】

 is just begun! I spread it over centuries, and time is on my side!”

With a contemptuous
 
【11】

 laugh, he passed quickly through the door, and we heard the rusty
 
【12】

 bolt creak
 
【13】

 as he fastened it behind him. A door beyond opened and shut.

Godalming and Quincey Morris had rushed out into the yard, and Harker had lowered himself from the window to follow the Count. He had, however, bolted the stable door, and by the time they had forced it open there was no sign of him.

It was now late in the afternoon, and sunset was not far off. We had to recognize that our game was up. With sad hearts we came back to my house, where we found Mrs. Harker awaiting us. When she saw our faces, her own became as pale as death.

We had supper together, and true to our promise, we told Mrs. Harker everything which had passed. Soon, Mina and Jonathan went up to bed. Van Helsing, after first arranging garlic and other protective items around the Harkers'room, went to bed as well. Quincey, Godalming and I then arranged that we should sit up, dividing the night between us, and watch over the safety of the poor stricken
 
【14】

 lady.

The first watch falls to Quincey, so the rest of us shall be off to bed as soon as we can. Godalming already turned in, for his is the second watch. Now that my work is done, I too, shall go to bed.

JONATHAN HARKER'S JOURNAL

4 October, morning

During the night I was wakened by Mina. She said to me hurriedly, “Go, call the Professor. I want to see him at once.”

Two or three minutes later Van Helsing was in the room in his dressing gown, and Mr. Morris and Lord Godalming with Dr. Seward at the door asking questions.

“And what am I to do for you?” the Professor asked.

“I want you to hypnotize
 
【15】

 me!”she said.“Do it before the dawn, for I feel that then I can speak, and speak freely. Be quick, for the time is short!”

Without a word he motioned her to sit up in bed. Looking fixedly
 
【16】

 at her, he commenced to make passes in front of her, from over the top of her head downward, with each hand in turn. Mina looked at him fixedly for a few minutes. Gradually, her eyes closed, and she sat, stock still. Only by the gentle heaving of her bosom could one know that she was alive.

Mina then opened her eyes, but she did not seem the same woman. There was a faraway look in her eyes, and her voice had a sad dreaminess
 
【17】

 which was new to me. Raising his hand to impose silence, the Professor motioned to me to bring the others in.

They came on tiptoe, closing the door behind them, and stood at the foot of the bed, looking on.

“Where are you?” asked Van Helsing.

“I do not know. It is all strange to me!”

“What do you see?”

“I can see nothing. It is all dark.”

“What do you hear?”

“The lapping of water against something. I can hear coming from the outside.”

“Then you are on a ship?”

The answer came quick, “Yes!”

“What else do you hear?”

“The sound of men stamping overhead as they run about.”

“What are you doing?”

“I am still, oh so still. It is like death!”

The voice faded away into a deep breath as of one sleeping, and the open eyes closed again. By this time the sun had risen, and we were all in the full light of day.

Dr. Van Helsing placed his hands on Mina, and laid her head down softly on her pillow. She lay like a sleeping child for a few moments, and then, with a long sigh, awoke and stared in wonder to see us all around her.

She was eager to know what she had told. The Professor repeated the conversation, and she said, “Then there is not a moment to lose. It may not be yet too late!”

“He means to escape,” cried van Helsing,“ Hear me, ESCAPE! He saw that with but one earth box left, and a pack of men following like dogs after a fox, this London was no place for him.He has taken his last earth box on board a ship, and he is leaving this land. But we will follow him. He will be at sea for some time, though. So let us now take a bath, and dress, and have breakfast which we all need, and which we can eat comfortably since he is no longer an immediate danger.”

“But if he's gone, why must we go seek him?” Mina asked.

“Because,” he answered solemnly,“he can live for centuries, and you are but mortal
 
【18】

 woman. Time is now to be dreaded, since once he put that mark upon your throat.”

I was just in time to catch her as she fell forward in a faint.

注释


【1】
 beneficent［biˈnefisənt］　adj.　仁慈的，慈善的


【2】
 uninhabitable［ˈʌninˈhæbitəbl］　adj.　不适合居住的


【3】
 dispatch［disˈpætʃ］　n.　急件


【4】
 hush［hʌʃ］　v.　安静


【5】
 incomer［ˈinˌkʌmə］　n.　进来者


【6】
 disdain［disˈdein］　n.　轻蔑，鄙视


【7】
 glitter［ɡlitə］　n.　闪光，闪烁


【8】
 tumble［ˈtʌmbl］　v.　摔倒，翻到


【9】
 unhurt［ˈʌnˈhəːt］　adj.　未受损伤的


【10】
 revenge［riˈvendʒ］　n.　复仇，报仇


【11】
 contemptuous［kənˈtemptjuəs］　adj.　轻蔑的，侮辱的


【12】
 rusty［ˈrʌsti］　adj.　生锈的，腐蚀了的


【13】
 creak［kriːk］　v.　吱吱作响


【14】
 stricken［ˈstrikən］　adj.　患病的，遭殃的


【15】
 hypnotize［ˈhipnətaiｚ］　v.　施催眠术


【16】
 fixedly［ˈfiksidli］　adv.　固定地，不动地


【17】
 dreaminess［driːminis］　n.　梦幻;（精神）恍惚


【18】
 mortal［ˈmɔːtl］　adj.　必有一死的，人类的


CHAPTER 24　Mina Harker's Journal

5 October, 5 P.M.

Our meeting report. Present, Professor Van Helsing, Lord Godalming, Mr. Quincey Morris, Jonathan Harker, Mina.

Dr. Van Helsing described what steps were taken during the day to discover on what boat and where bound Count Dracula made his escape.

“As I knew that he wanted to get back to Transylvania, I was sure that he must go by the Danube, or by somewhere in the Black Sea, since it is by that way that he came. After checking with the local ports, we find that only one Black-Sea bound ship went out with the tide. She is the Queen Catherine, heading for Varna. To sail, a ship takes time. We, however, will travel by land and meet him at his destination. Our best hope is to come on him when in the box between sunrise and sunset. For then he can make no struggle, and we may deal with him as we should. We know that the box we seek is to be landed in Varna to be given to an agent, one Mr. Ristics who will there present his credentials.
 
【1】

 And so we shall deal with him accordingly.”

After a general discussion it was determined that for tonight nothing could be definitely settled and that we should all sleep on the facts, and try to think out the proper conclusions. Tomorrow, at breakfast, we are to meet again, and after making our conclusions known to one another, we shall decide on some definite cause of action.

I feel a wonderful peace and rest tonight. It is as if some haunting
 
【2】

 presence were removed from me.

DR. SEWARD'S DIARY

5 October

Today Van Helsing and I met privately and talked over the state of things. I could see that he had something on his mind, which he wanted to say, but felt some hesitancy
 
【3】

 about bringing it up. After beating about the bush a little, he said,“Madam Mina poor, dear Madam Mina is changing.”

A cold shiver ran through me to find my worst fears thus confirmed. Van Helsing continued.

“I can see the characteristics of the vampire coming in her face. It is now but very, very slight. But it is there. Her teeth are sharper, and at times her eyes are more hard. But these are not all. There are her long moments of silence now, as so it was with Miss Lucy. My worry is this: if we can hypnotize her in order to spy on the Count, does it not make sense that he should be able to do the same in order to watch our movements?”

I nodded in agreement.

“Then what we must do is to prevent this. We must keep her ignorant of our intent, and so she cannot tell him.”

It is now close to the time of our general gathering. Van Helsing has gone away to prepare for the meeting, and his painful part of it.

Later. At the very outset of our meeting a great personal relief was experienced by both Van Helsing and myself. Mrs. Harker had sent a message by her husband to say that she would not join us at present, as she thought it better that we should be free to discuss our movements without her presence to embarrass us.

With this concern momentarily
 
【4】

 out of the way, we went at once into our Plan of Campaign. Van Helsing roughly put the facts before us first,“The Queen Catherine left the Thames yesterday morning. It will take her, at the quickest speed she has ever made, at least three weeks to reach Varna. We can travel overland
 
【5】

 to the same place in three days. This gives us a margin of nearly two weeks. Thus, in order to be quite safe, we must leave here on the 17th at latest. And as we can do nothing here, why not go there sooner so that we may familiarize
 
【6】

 ourselves with Varna? We will take the next several days to prepare and then leave as soon as we are ready.”

JONATHAN HARKER'S JOURNAL

October 5, evening

Tonight I sat watching Mina sleep, and I came as near to being happy myself as I suppose I shall ever be. Then, all at once, Mina opened her eyes, and looking at me tenderly said, “Jonathan, promise me that you will not tell me anything of the plans formed for the campaign against the Count.”

I saw that she was in earnest, and said solemnly, “I promise!” and as I said it, I felt that from that instant a door had been shut between us.

注释


【1】
 credential［kriˈdenʃəl］　n.　信任状，证明


【2】
 haunting［ˈhɔːntiŋ］　adj.　常浮现于脑海中的，不易忘怀的


【3】
 hesitancy［ˈheｚitənsi］　n.　迟疑，踌躇


【4】
 momentarily［ˈməuməntərili］　adv.　即刻


【5】
 overland［ˈəuvəlænd］　adv.　通过陆路，陆上


【6】
 familiarize［fəˈmiljəraiｚ］　v.　熟悉


CHAPTER 25　Jonathan Harker's Journal

15 October, Varna

Left Charing on the morning of the 12th, got to Paris the same night, and took the places secured for us in the Orient Express. We traveled night and day, arriving here at about five o'clock.

Thank God! Mina is well, and looks to be getting stronger. Her color is coming back. She sleeps a great deal. Throughout the journey she slept nearly all the time. Before sunrise and sunset, however, she is very wakeful
 
【1】

 and alert. And it has become a habit for Van Helsing to hypnotize her at such times. He always asks her what she can see and hear. She answers to the first, “Nothing, all is dark.” And to the second,“I can hear the waves lapping against the ship, and the water rushing by.”

It is evident that the Queen Catherine is still at sea, hastening on her way to Varna.

Godalming has been receiving telegrams from Lloyd's, keeping him regularly up to date on any reports that might indicate the arrival of the Queen Catherine in any regional port. So far, there's no news. As she must pass the Dardanelles, we are sure to have some report then.

24 October

A whole week of waiting. Daily telegrams to Godalming only the same story.“Not yet reported.” Mina's answers while under hypnosis
 
【2】

 are unvaried.
 
【3】

 Lapping waves, rushing water.

TELEGRAM,OCTOBER 24 RUFUS SMITH,LLOYD'S,LONDON,TO LORD GODALMING, CARE OF H. B. M. VICE CONSUL, VARNA

Queen Catherine reported this morning from Dardanelles.

DR. SEWARD'S DIARY

25 October

We were all wild with excitement yesterday when Godalming got his telegram from Lloyd's. I know now what men feel in battle when the call to action is heard.

Mrs. Harker, alone of our party, did not show any signs of emotion. In this way, she is greatly changed during the past three weeks. Tiredness grows upon her, and though she seems strong and well, and is getting back some of her color, Van Helsing and I are not satisfied.

The Professor examines her teeth very carefully while she is in the hypnotic
 
【4】

 condition, for he says that so long as they do not begin to sharpen there is no active danger of a change in her. If this change should come, it would be necessary to take steps!

It is only about twenty-four hours' sail from the Dardanelles to here, at the rate the Queen Catherine has come from London. She should, therefore, arrive some time in the morning, but as she cannot possibly get in before noon, we are all about to retire early. We shall get up at one o'clock, so as to be ready.

25 October, Noon

No news yet of the ship's arrival. Mrs. Harker's hypnotic report this morning was the same as usual, so it is possible that we may get news at any moment.

26 October

Another day and no tidings
 
【5】

 of the Queen Catherine. She ought to be here by now. That she is still journeying somewhere is apparent, for Mrs. Harker's hypnotic report at sunrise was still the same. We must continue our watching, as the ship may now be signaled
 
【6】

 any moment.

27 October, Noon

Most strange. No news yet of the ship we wait for. Mrs. Harker reported last night and this morning as usual.“Lapping waves and rushing water,” though she added that “the waves were very faint.”Van Helsing is terribly anxious, and told me just now that he fears the Count is escaping us.

TELEGRAM,OCTOBER 28,RUFUS SMITH,LONDON, TO LORD GODALMING, H.B.M.VICE CONSUL, VARNA

Catherine reported entering Galatz at one o'clock today.

DR. SEWARD 'S DIARY.

28 October

When the telegram came announcing the arrival in Galatz, I do not think it was such a shock to any of us as might have been expected. We all expected that something strange would happen.

Immediately, Van Helsing began to make plans.“Now let us organize. You, friend Arthur, go to the train station and get tickets for the soonest train to Galatz. You, friend Jonathan, go to the agent of the ship and get from him letters to the agent in Galatz, with authority to make a search of the ship. Quincey Morris, you see the Vice Consul, and get his aid with his fellow in Galatz and all he can do to make our way smooth. John will stay with Madam Mina and me, and we shall consult.”

After they had all gone, Mina said to the Professor and I, “Something is shifting from me in some strange way, and I feel freer than I have been of late! All that haunts me is a fear that in some dream he may have used my knowledge for his ends.”

The Professor stood up,“He has so used your mind, and by it he has left us here in Varna, while the ship that carried him rushed up to Galatz, where, doubtless, he had made preparation for escaping from us. He has released some of his hold over you and so believes that there can be no knowledge of him to you. There, however, he is wrong! From the moment he bit you, you've had the power to visit him whenever you like. The beauty of all this is that, since he's now cut off connection with you, he no longer knows where we are. And now, with this advantage, we shall follow him.”

注释


【1】
 wakeful［ˈweikful］　adj.　不能入睡的，觉醒的


【2】
 hypnosis［hipˈnəusis］　n.　催眠状态


【3】
 unvaried［ʌnˈvεərid］　adj.　未改变的，没有变化的


【4】
 hypnotic［hipˈnɔtik］　adj.　催眠的


【5】
 tidings［ˈtaidiŋｚ］　n.　消息


【6】
 signal［ˈsiɡnl］　v.　用信号通知


CHAPTER 26　Dr.Seward's Diary

29 October

This is written in the train from Varna to Galatz. Luckily, there was a morning train today.

The usual time came round for Mrs. Harker to be hypnotized. Usually she speaks on a hint, but this time the Professor had to ask her questions, and to ask them pretty resolutely, before we could learn anything. At last her answer came.“I can see nothing. There are no waves lapping, but only a steady movement of water. I can hear men's voices calling, near and far. What is this? There is a gleam of light. I can feel the air blowing upon me.”

Here she stopped. She had risen, as if impulsively, from where she lay on the sofa, and raised both her hands, palms upwards, as if lifting a weight. Van Helsing and I looked at each other with understanding.

“You see, my friends,” said Van Helsing, “He is close to land. He has left his earth chest. But he has yet to get on shore. In the night he may lie hidden somewhere, but if he is not carried on shore, or if the ship does not touch it, he cannot achieve the land. Thus, in fine, if he doesn't escape to shore tonight, or before dawn, there will be the whole day lost to him. We may then arrive in time.”

There was no more to be said, so we waited in patience until the dawn, at which time we might learn more from Mrs. Harker.

30 October, 7 A.M.

We are near Galatz now, and I may not have time to write later. Sunrise this morning was anxiously looked for by us all. It has been with increasing difficulty that the Professor has been placing Mina under hypnosis. This morning, Van Helsing began his attempts earlier than usual. They produced no effect, however, until the regular time, when she yielded with a still greater difficulty, only a minute before the sun rose. The Professor lost no time in his questioning.

Her answer came with equal quickness,“All is dark. I hear water passing by, level with my ears, and the creaking of wood on wood. Cattle low far off.”

She soon opened her eyes and the session was over.

The whistles are sounding. We are nearing Galatz. We are on fire with anxiety and eagerness.

JONATHAN HARKER'S JOURNAL

30 October

At nine o'clock, Dr. Van Helsing, Dr. Seward, and I visited the Queen Catherine, which lay at anchor out in the river harbor. There we saw the Captain, Donelson by name, who told us that a man, named Petrof Skinsky, came a couple of days earlier and claimed a large box from the ship.

Immediately, we sought for Skinsky, but were unable to find him. One of his neighbors said that he had gone away two days before, no one knew where. He was known to be connected in the river trade with the Slovaks in the region. He might be on one such excursion.

Just then, while we were talking, someone came running and breathlessly
 
【1】

 gasped
 
【2】

 out that the body of Skinsky had been found inside the wall of the churchyard of St. Peter, and that the throat had been torn open as if by some wild animal.

We hurried away lest we should have been in some way drawn into the affair, and so detained.
 
【3】

 As we came home we could arrive at no definite conclusion. We were all convinced that the box was on its way, by water, to somewhere, but where that might be we would have to discover.

With heavy hearts we came home to the hotel and to Mina. When we met together, the first thing was to consult as to taking Mina into our confidence. Things are getting desperate, and it is at least a chance, though a hazardous
 
【4】

 one. As a preliminary step, I was released from my promise to her.

MINA HARKER'S JOURNAL

30 October, evening

After looking over again everyone's journal entries, I do believe that I have made a discovery.

My guess is that in London the Count decided to get back to his castle by water, as it is the safest way. After arriving in Galatz, he came out from his box, met Skinsky, and instructed him what to do as to arranging the carriage of the box up some river. When this was done, he blotted
 
【5】

 out his traces by murdering his agent.

I have examined the map and find that the river most suitable for the Slovaks to have ascended is either the Pruth or the Sereth. I read in the journal entries that, under hypnosis, I heard cows low and water moving level with my ears and the creaking of wood. The Count in his box, then, on a river in an open boat, propelled
 
【6】

 probably either by oars
 
【7】

 or poles, for the banks are near and it is working against stream. Of the two rivers, the Pruth is the more easily managed, but the Sereth runs up most closely to the Borgo. It's the closest way for him to reach his castle by water.

MINA HARKER'S JOURNAL (CONTINUED)

After reading my last entry aloud to the men, Jonathan took me in his arms and kissed me. The others kept shaking me by both hands, and Dr. Van Helsing said,“Thank you, Madam Mina! Now we are on the track once again, and this time we may succeed. Our enemy is at his most helpless.”

“I shall get a steam launch and follow him,” said Lord Godalming.

“And I, horses to follow on the bank in case he tries earlier to go by land,” said Mr. Morris.

“Good!” said the Professor, “both good. But neither must go alone. The Slovak is strong and rough, and he carries rude arms.”

Dr. Seward said, “I think I had better go with Quincey. We have been accustomed to hunt together, and we two, well armed, will be a match for whatever may come along.”

“I'll go with you, Art,” said Jonathan.“I hate leaving Mina, but Dr. Van Helsing is too old for that sort of danger.”

“That is right,” replied Van Helsing.“I am old and not used to fighting. Instead, I will take Madam Mina into the heart of the enemy's country. We shall go to the Castle of Dracula.”

Here Jonathan interrupted him hotly
 
【8】

 , “How can you take her to such an awful place!”

“Oh, my friend, there is work, wild work, to be done before that place can be purified. If the Count escapes us this time, he may choose to sleep for a century, and then in time our dear one,” he took my hand, “would come to him to keep him company, and would be as those others that you, Jonathan, saw.”

“Ah! Then, do as you will,” said Jonathan, with a sob that shook him all over, “we are in the hands of God!”

Later. It has not been three hours since it was arranged what part each of us was to do. And now Lord Godalming and Jonathan have a lovely steam launch, with steam up ready to start at a moment's notice. Dr. Seward and Mr. Morris have half a dozen good horses, well appointed. Professor Van Helsing and I are to leave by the 11:40 train tonight for Veresti, where we are to get a carriage to drive to the Borgo. We shall drive ourselves, for we have no one whom we can trust in the matter. The Professor knows something of a great many languages, so we shall get on all right.

Later. It took all my courage to say goodbye to my darling. We may never meet again. Courage, Mina, the Professor is looking at you keenly.

31 October

Arrived at Veresti at noon. We have got the carriage and horses. We are to have some dinner, and to start in an hour. I am afraid to think what may happen to us. We are truly in the hands of God.
 
【9】



注释


【1】
 breathlessly［ˈbreθlisli］　adv.　气喘地，屏息地


【2】
 gasp［ɡɑːsp］　v.　喘息，气喘 gasp out 上气不接下气地说


【3】
 detain［diˈtein］　v.　扣留，延缓，耽搁


【4】
 hazardous［ˈhæｚədəs］　adj.　冒险的，危险的


【5】
 blot［blɔt］　v.　涂抹，弄污，遮蔽


【6】
 propel［prəˈpel］　v.　推进，驱使


【7】
 oar［ɔː］　n.　桨，橹


【8】
 hotly［ˈhɔtli］　adv.　激烈地，激动地


【9】
 I am afraid to think what may happen to us. We are truly in the hands of God.

此句真切的表达出米娜女士在面临前方不可预测的危险时的心里状态,她已将生死置之度外,但心中又不免有些恐惧,只有寄希望于上帝的保佑了。


CHAPTER 27　Mina Harker's Journal

2 November, morning

Our third day of riding and I've been awake for so little of it. Now the day is on us, bright though cold. At dawn Van Helsing hypnotized me. He says I answered “darkness, creaking wood and roaring water,” so the river is changing as the Count and his crew ascend. I do hope that my darling will not run any chance of danger, more than need be.

2 November, night

All day long driving. Dr. Van Helsing says that by morning we shall reach the Borgo. Oh, what will tomorrow bring to us?

NOTE WRITTEN BY ABRAHAM VAN HELSING

4 November

This to my old and true friend John Seward, M.D., of Purfleet, London, in case I may not see him. It may explain.

It is morning, and I write by a fire, which all the night I have kept alive. Madame Mina sleeps, and sleeps, and sleeps! She has even lost her appetite. Nor does she write in her diary. At sunset I tried to hypnotize her, but with no effect. The power has grown less and less with each day, and tonight it failed me altogether. I like it not, and I have grave doubts. I am afraid, afraid, afraid!

5 November, morning

All day yesterday we traveled. As we went along the rough road I held down my head and slept. I later awoke with a sense of guilt and of time passed, and found Madam Mina sleeping, and the sun low down. The scenery around us was changed indeed. The land was rocky and treeless.
 
【1】

 We were near the top of a steep rising hill, on the summit of which was such a castle as Jonathan described in his diary. At once, I was overjoyed and in fear. For now, for good or ill, the end was near.

I woke Madam Mina at sunset and tried to hypnotize her, but it was useless! Soon darkness completely descended and it began to snow heavily. I made a fire, and near it I placed Madam Mina wrapped inside a number of furs and rugs. I got ready food, but she would not eat, simply saying she was not hungry. I drew a ring in the snow around Madam Mina, and told her that it would protect her. Over the ring I passed some of the holy bread, and I broke it fine so that all was well guarded.

I said to her presently,“Will you not come over to the fire?” for I wished to test what she could do. She rose obediently, but when she tried to step outside of the ring, she found that she could not. She sat down again in her place. Then, looking at me with open eyes, as of one awakened from sleep, she said simply, “I cannot!” and remained silent.

Much later, the fire began to die, and I was about to build it back up again, for now the snow came in flying sweeps and with it a chill mist. Even in the dark there was a light of some kind, as there ever is over snow, and it seemed as though the falling snow was taking the shape of women. Then they began to materialize
 
【2】

 right there before me, the same three women that Jonathan saw in the room when they kissed his throat. They smiled at poor dear Madam and said, “Come, sister. Come to us!”

In fear, I turned to my poor Madam Mina and my heart with gladness leapt like flame. For the terror in her sweet eyes, the disgust, the horror, told a story to my heart that was all of hope. God be thanked she was not, yet one of them.

I seized some of the firewood which was by me, and holding out some of the holy bread, advanced on them towards the fire. They drew back before me, and laughed their low horrid laugh.

And so we remained till the red of the dawn began to fall through the snowy gloom. Then the ghosts of transparent gloom moved away towards the castle, and were lost.

I have now made my fire and have seen the horses. They are all dead. I suppose they died of fear, or possibly by the hands of those awful women.

Today I have much to do here. I will strengthen me with breakfast, and then I will do my terrible work. Madam Mina sleeps, and God be thanked! She is calm in her sleep...

JONATHAN HARKER'S JOURNAL

4 November, evening

An accident has rendered our boat useless. Maybe we were pushing her too hard in our eagerness to catch up to the Count. In any case, we have purchased a couple of horses and are back in the chase. If only Morris and Seward were with us. If I write no more, Goodbye Mina, bless and keep you.

DR. SEWARD'S DIARY

5 November

With the dawn we came upon a body of Szgany before us,dashing away from the river with a wagon. They surrounded it in a cluster
 
【3】

 , and hurried along as though it were a matter of their own life and death. Far off I hear the howling of wolves. We are now in direct pursuit.
 
【4】

 We ride to the death of someone. God alone knows who, or where, or what, or when, or how it may be...

NOTE WRITTEN BY DR. VAN HELSING

5 November, afternoon

When I left Madam Mina within the Holy circle, I took my way to the castle. The blacksmith
 
【5】

 hammer, which I took in the carriage from Veresti, was useful in getting me through the door.

By memory of his diary, I found my way to the old chapel, for I knew that here my work lay. I knew that there were at least three graves to find. Soon I found one of them. Inside, there laid one of the beauties of the night before. By wrenching away another of the tomb tops, I discovered one other of the sisters. I went on searching until, presently, I found in a high great tomb, as if made to one much beloved, that other fair sister. Then I began my terrible task. Hardly had my knife severed
 
【6】

 the head of each, before the whole body began to melt away and crumble into its native dust.

When I returned to Madam Mina, she woke from her sleep and, seeing me, cried out in pain that I had endured too much.

“Come!”she said, “come away from this awful place! Let us go to meet my husband who is, I know, coming towards us.”

And so with trust and hope, and yet full of fear, we go eastward to meet our friends, and him, whom Madam Mina tells me that she knows they are coming to meet us.

MINA HARKER'S JOURNAL

6 November

It was late in the afternoon when the Professor and I took our way towards the east, from where I knew Jonathan was coming. When we had gone about a mile, I was tired with the heavy walking and sat down to rest. In a little while, the Professor signaled to me, so I got up and joined him. He had found a wonderful spot to hide in, a sort of natural hollow in a rock, with an entrance like a doorway between two large rocks. He took me by the hand and drew me in. Then, taking his field glasses from the case, he stood on top of the rock, and began to search the horizon.

Suddenly he called out, “Look! Madam Mina! Look!”

I sprang up and stood beside him on the rock. He handed me his glasses and pointed.

Straight in front of us and not far off came a group of mounted men hurrying along. In the midst of them was a long wagon. Outlined against the snow as they were, I could see from the men's clothes that they were peasants. On the wagon was a great square chest. My heart leaped as I saw it, for I felt that the end was coming.

The Professor took the glasses from me, and watched as the wagon drew nearer.

“Look! See, two horsemen
 
【7】

 follow fast, coming up from the south. It must be Quincey and John. Take the glass!”

I took it and looked. The two men might be Dr. Seward and Mr. Morris. I knew at all events that neither of them was Jonathan. At the same time, I knew that Jonathan was not far off. Looking around, I saw on the north side of the coming party two other men, riding at tremendous speed. One of them I knew was Jonathan, and the other I took, of course, to be Lord Godalming. When I told the Professor, he shouted with joy like a schoolboy
 
【8】

 , and after looking intently, he laid his rifle ready for use against the rock at the opening of our shelter.

We had, of late, been so accustomed to watch for sunrise and sunset, that we knew with fair accuracy when it would be. And we knew that before long the sun would set. Closer and closer they drew. The Professor and I crouched
 
【9】

 down behind our rock, and held our weapons ready.

All at once, two voices shouted out, “Stop!” One was my Jonathan's, raised in a high key of passion; the other Mr. Morris' strong resolute tone of quiet command.

Instinctively, the peasants reined
 
【10】

 in, and at the instant, Lord Godalming and Jonathan dashed up at one side and Dr. Seward and Mr. Morris on the other. The leader of the peasants waved them back, and in a fierce voice gave to his companions
 
【11】

 some word to proceed. They lashed
 
【12】

 the horses which sprang forward. But the four men raised their rifles, and in an unmistakable
 
【13】

 way commanded them to stop. At the same moment, Dr. Van Helsing and I rose behind the rock and pointed our weapons at them.

Seeing that they were surrounded, the men tightened
 
【14】

 their reins and drew up. The leader turned to them and gave a word at which every man of the peasant party drew what weapon he carried, knife or pistol, and held himself in readiness
 
【15】

 to attack. They formed a ring around the wagon.

All four men of our party threw themselves from their horses and dashed towards the cart. I could see that Jonathan on one side of the ring of men, and Quincey on the other, were forcing a way to the cart. It was evident that they were bent on finishing their task before the sun should set. Nothing seemed to stop or even to hinder them.

In an instant, Jonathan had jumped upon the cart, and with a strength which seemed incredible, raised the great box, and flung it over the wheel to the ground. In the meantime, Mr. Morris had had to use force to pass through his side of the ring of Szgany.

They cut at him and he swept through them, waving about his long knife all the while. At first I thought that he too had come through in safety, but as he sprang beside Jonathan, who had by now jumped from the cart, I could see that with his left hand he was clutching at his side, and that the blood was running through his fingers. Nevertheless, both he and Jonathan attacked the box and prized open the lid.

By this time the peasants, seeing themselves covered by the guns, and at the mercy of Lord Godalming and Dr. Seward, had given in and made no further resistance. The sun was almost down on the mountain tops, and the shadows of the whole group fell upon the snow.

I saw the Count lying within the box upon the earth. He was deathly pale, just like a waxen
 
【16】

 image, and the red eyes glared with the horrible look which I knew so well.

As I looked, the eyes saw the sinking sun, and the look of hate in them turned to triumph. But, on the instant, came the sweep and flash of Jonathan's great knife. I shrieked
 
【17】

 as I saw it shear
 
【18】

 through the throat. While, at the same moment Mr. Morris's knife plunged into the heart. It was like a miracle, but before our very eyes, and almost in the drawing of a breath, the whole body crumbled into dust and passed from our sight.

The peasants turned, without a word, and rode away as if for their lives.

Mr. Morris, who had sunk to the ground, leaned on his elbow, holding his hand pressed to his side. The blood still gushed
 
【19】

 through his fingers. I flew to him and so did the two doctors. When I reached him, he must have seen the anguish
 
【20】

 of my heart in my face, for he smiled at me and said, “It was worth it for this to die! Look!”


The sun was now right down upon the mountain top, and the red gleams fell upon my face, so that it was bathed in rosy
 
【21】

 light.
 
【22】

 With one impulse the men sank on their knees and a deep and earnest “Amen” broke from all as their eyes followed the pointing of his finger.

The dying man spoke, “Now God be thanked that all has not been in vain! See! The snow is not more stainless than her forehead! The curse has passed away!”

And, to our bitter grief, with a smile and in silence, he died, a brave gentleman.

注释


【1】
 treeless［ˈtriːlis］　adj.　没有树木的


【2】
 materialize［məˈtiəriəlaiｚ］　v.　突然出现，具体化


【3】
 cluster［ˈklʌstə］　n.　一群，一串，一丛


【4】
 pursuit［pəˈsjuːt］　n.　追击


【5】
 blacksmith［ˈblæksmiθ］　n.　铁匠


【6】
 sever［ˈsevə］　v.　切断


【7】
 horseman［ˈhɔːsmən］　n.　骑马的人


【8】
 schoolboy［ˈskuːlbɔi］　n.　男学生


【9】
 crouch［ˈkrautʃ］　v.　蜷缩，蹲伏


【10】
 rein［rein］　v.　止住，勒住马


【11】
 companion［kəmˈpænjən］　n.　同伴，共事者


【12】
 lash［læʃ］　v.　鞭打，摆动


【13】
 unmistakable［ˈʌnmisˈteikəbl］　adj.　明白的，不会弄错的


【14】
 tighten［ˈtaitən］　v.　绷紧，拉紧


【15】
 readiness［ˈredinis］　n.　准备就绪


【16】
 waxen［ˈwæksn］　adj.　蜡的，蜡制的


【17】
 shriek［ʃriːk］　v.　尖声叫喊


【18】
 shear［ʃiə］　v.　剪切，穿越


【19】
 gush［gʌʃ］　v.　涌出


【20】
 anguish［ˈæŋgwiʃ］　n.　痛苦，苦恼


【21】
 rosy［ˈrəuｚi］　adj.　蔷薇色的，玫瑰红的


【22】
 The sun...in rosy light. 艰巨的任务完成了，正义终于战胜了邪恶。一切归于平静，周围的景物也让人心旷神怡。这句对景色的描写恰如其分地突出了主人公们如释重负的心情。
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