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CHAPTER 1 Jonathan Harker's Journal  

3 May. Bistritz.--Left Munich at 8:35 P.M., on 1st May, arriving at Vienna early next morning; should 

have arrived at 6:46, but train was an hour late. Buda-Pesth seems a wonderful place, from the 

glimpse which I got of it from the train and the little I could walk through the streets. I feared to go 

very far from the station, as we had arrived late and would start as near the correct time as possible.  

The impression I had was that we were leaving the West and entering the East; the most western of 

splendid bridges over the Danube, which is here of noble width and depth, took us among the 

traditions of Turkish rule.  

… 

I find that the district he named is in the extreme east of the country, just on the borders of three 

states, Transylvania, Moldavia, and Bukovina, in the midst of the Carpathian mountains; 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 of the Castle Dracula, as there are 

no maps of this country as yet to compare with our own Ordance Survey Maps; but I found that 

Bistritz, the post town named by Count Dracula, is a fairly well-known place. I shall enter here some 

of my notes, as they may refresh my memory when I talk over my travels with Mina.  

… 

"Do  you  know  what  day  it  is?"  I  answered  that  it  was  the  fourth  of  May. She shook her head 

as she said again:  "Oh, yes! I know that! I know that, but do you know what day it is?"   

On my saying that I did not understand, she went on:   

"It is the eve of St. George's Day. Do you not know that tonight, when the clock strikes midnight, all 

the evil things in the world will have full sway? Do you know where you are going, and what you are 

going to?" She was in such evident distress that I tried to comfort her, but without effect. Finally, she 

went down  on  her  knees  and  implored  me  not  to go;  at  least  to  wait  a  day  or  two before 

starting. It was all very ridiculous but I did not feel comfortable.  However, there was business to be 

done, and I could allow nothing to interfere with it. I  tried  to  raise  her  up,  and  said,  as  gravely  

as  I  could,  that  I  thanked  her, but my duty was imperative, and that I must go. She  then  rose  and  

dried  her  eyes,  and  taking  a  crucifix  from  her  neck offered it to me.   

--- 

"There is no carriage here. The Herr is not expected after all. He will now come  on  to  Bukovina,  and  

return  tomorrow  or  the  next  day,  better the  next day."  Whilst  he  was  speaking  the  horses 

began  to  neigh  and snort  and  plunge wildly,  so  that  the  driver  had  to  hold them  up.  Then, 

amongst  a  chorus  of screams  from  the  peasants  and  a  universal  crossing  of  themselves,  a  

caleche, 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 of a pair of very bright eyes, which 

seemed red in the lamplight, as he turned to us. 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. One of my 

companions whispered to another the line from Burger's "Lenore".  

"Denn die Todten reiten Schnell." ("For the dead travel fast.") 

The strange driver evidently heard the words, for he looked up with a gleaming smile. The passenger 

turned his face away, at the same time putting out his two fingers and crossing himself. 

--- 

Suddenly, away on our left I saw a faint flickering 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 less as the howling of the wolves grew closer. But while I wondered, the driver 

suddenly appeared again, and without a word took his seat, and we resumed our journey. I think I 

must have fallen asleep and kept dreaming of the incident, for it seemed to be repeated endlessly, 

and now looking back, it is like a sort of awful nightmare. Once the flame appeared so near the road, 

that even in the darkness around us I could watch the driver's motions. He went rapidly to where the 

blue flame arose, it must have been very faint, for it did not seem to illumine the place around it at 

all, and gathering a few stones, formed them into some device. Once there appeared a strange 

optical effect. When he stood between me and the flame he did not obstruct it, for I could see its 

ghostly flicker all the same. This startled me, but as the effect was only momentary, I took it that my  

eyes deceived me straining through the darkness. Then for a time there were no blue flames, and we 

sped onwards through the gloom, with the howling of the wolves around us, as though they were 

following in a moving circle. At last there came a time when the driver went further afield than he 

had yet gone, and during his absence, the horses began to tremble worse than ever and to snort and 

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, sailing through the black clouds, appeared behind the jagged 

crest of a beetling, pine-clad rock, and by its light I saw around us a ring of wolves, with white teeth 

and lolling red tongues, with long, sinewy limbs and shaggy hair. They were a hundred times more 

terrible in the grim silence which held them than even when they howled. For myself, I felt a sort of 

paralysis of fear. It is only when a man feels himself face to face with such horrors that he can 

understand their true import. All at once the wolves began to howl as though the moonlight had had 

some peculiar effect on them. The horses jumped about and reared, and looked helplessly round 

with eyes that rolled in a way painful to see. But the living ring of terror encompassed them on every 

side, and they had perforce to remain within it. I called to the coachman to come, for it seemed to 

me that our only chance was to try to break out through the ring and to aid his approach, I shouted 

and beat the side of the caleche, hoping by the noise to scare the wolves from the side, so as to give 

him a chance of reaching the trap. 

 


