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                    NOTION OF MYTHS AND HEROES
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DOC. 1 : Bram Stoker, Dracula (1897) (adapted)

The story takes place in the late1 19th century. Jonathan Harker, a young British solicitor, 

has gone to Transylvania3 to inform Count Dracula about a property he has bought for 

him in London.

6 May --- I heard a heavy step approaching behind the great door. Then there was the sound of chains 

and of massive bolts. A key was turned with a loud noise, and the great door swung back.

Within, stood a tall old man, clean shaven save for a long white moustache, and dressed in black from head to foot. He held in his hand an antique silver lamp, throwing long shadows in the very dark house. The old man motioned me in with a courtly gesture, saying :

 «Welcome to my house ! Enter freely and leave some of the happiness you bring !» He then stood like a statue, as if his welcome had fixed him into stone. The instant, however, that I had stepped over the threshold, he moved forward, and grabbed my hand with a strength which hurt me, an effect which was made worse by the fact that his hand seemed cold as ice, more like the hand of a dead than a living man.

I said interrogatively, «Count Dracula ?»

He replied, «I am Dracula, and I welcome you, Mr. Harker, to my house.»

He insisted on carrying my luggage in the house, along a passage, and then up a great stair, and along another great stone passage. At the end of this he threw open a heavy door, and I was happy to see a well-lit room in which a table was spread for supper. My host made a graceful wave of his hand to the table, and said :

 «I hope you will excuse me that I do not join you, but I have dined already, and I do not sup. Tomorrow, I have to be away till the afternoon, so sleep well and dream well !»

7 May --- When he came back, he found me in his library, as I did not know what to do. He told me «You may go anywhere you wish in the castle, except where the doors are locked. There is a reason that all things are as they are, and if you saw with my eyes and knew with my knowledge, you would perhaps better understand. We are in Transylvania, and Transylvania is not England. Our ways are not your ways, and you will discover many strange things.» 

After supper, I smoked a cigar and observed the Count. He had sharp teeth that protruded over the lips. His lips seemed incredibly red for a man his age. He stayed with me, chatting and asking questions, hour after hour. It was getting very late, but I did not say anything.

 Suddenly we heard the crow of the cock coming up through the morning air. Count Dracula, jumping to his feet, said, «Why ! There is the morning again ! How wrong of me to let you stay up so long. You must make your conversation less interesting, so that I may not forget how time flies by us,» and with a courtly bow, he quickly left me.

8 May --- There is something so strange about this place. I wish I were safe out of it, or that I had never come. I have only the Count to speak with, and he – I fear I am the only living soul here.

This morning, I 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 jumped because I was surprised that I had not seen his reflection in the mirror. In jumping, I had cut myself slightly. Having answered the Count’s salutation, I turned at the mirror again to see how I had been mistaken. This time there could be no error : there was no reflection of him in the mirror! 

At that moment, I saw that the cut had bled a little. When the Count saw this, his eyes blazed with a sort of demoniac fury, and he tried to grab my throat. I drew away and his hand touched the crucifix around my neck. It made an instant change in him; the fury passed so quickly that I could hardly believe that it had ever been there.
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