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  To my friend Bertha Nicoll with affectionate esteem.


  
    CHAPTER I — ADAM SALTON ARRIVES
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      Adam Salton sauntered into the Empire Club, Sydney, and found awaiting him a letter from his grand-uncle. He had first heard from the old gentleman less than a year before, when Richard Salton had claimed kinship, stating that he had been unable to write earlier, as he had found it very difficult to trace his grand-nephew’s address. Adam was delighted and replied cordially; he had often heard his father speak of the older branch of the family with whom his people had long lost touch. Some interesting correspondence had ensued. Adam eagerly opened the letter which had only just arrived, and conveyed a cordial invitation to stop with his grand-uncle at Lesser Hill, for as long a time as he could spare.
    


    
      

    


    
      “Indeed,” Richard Salton went on, “I am in hopes that you will make your permanent home here. You see, my dear boy, you and I are all that remain of our race, and it is but fitting that you should succeed me when the time comes. In this year of grace, 1860, I am close on eighty years of age, and though we have been a long-lived race, the span of life cannot be prolonged beyond reasonable bounds. I am prepared to like you, and to make your home with me as happy as you could wish. So do come at once on receipt of this, and find the welcome I am waiting to give you. I send, in case such may make matters easy for you, a banker’s draft for £200. Come soon, so that we may both of us enjoy many happy days together. If you are able to give me the pleasure of seeing you, send me as soon as you can a letter telling me when to expect you. Then when you arrive at Plymouth or Southampton or whatever port you are bound for, wait on board, and I will meet you at the earliest hour possible.”
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      Old Mr. Salton was delighted when Adam’s reply arrived and sent a groom hot-foot to his crony, Sir Nathaniel de Salis, to inform him that his grand-nephew was due at Southampton on the twelfth of June.
    


    
      

    


    
      Mr. Salton gave instructions to have ready a carriage early on the important day, to start for Stafford, where he would catch the 11.40 a.m. train. He would stay that night with his grand-nephew, either on the ship, which would be a new experience for him, or, if his guest should prefer it, at a hotel. In either case they would start in the early morning for home. He had given instructions to his bailiff to send the postillion carriage on to Southampton, to be ready for their journey home, and to arrange for relays of his own horses to be sent on at once. He intended that his grand-nephew, who had been all his life in Australia, should see something of rural England on the drive. He had plenty of young horses of his own breeding and breaking, and could depend on a journey memorable to the young man. The luggage would be sent on by rail to Stafford, where one of his carts would meet it. Mr. Salton, during the journey to Southampton, often wondered if his grand-nephew was as much excited as he was at the idea of meeting so near a relation for the first time; and it was with an effort that he controlled himself. The endless railway lines and switches round the Southampton Docks fired his anxiety afresh.
    


    
      

    


    
      As the train drew up on the dockside, he was getting his hand traps together, when the carriage door was wrenched open and a young man jumped in.
    


    
      

    


    
      “How are you, uncle? I recognised you from the photo you sent me! I wanted to meet you as soon as I could, but everything is so strange to me that I didn’t quite know what to do. However, here I am. I am glad to see you, sir. I have been dreaming of this happiness for thousands of miles; now I find that the reality beats all the dreaming!” As he spoke the old man and the young one were heartily wringing each other’s hands.
    


    
      

    


    
      The meeting so auspiciously begun proceeded well. Adam, seeing that the old man was interested in the novelty of the ship, suggested that he should stay the night on board, and that he would himself be ready to start at any hour and go anywhere that the other suggested. This affectionate willingness to fall in with his own plans quite won the old man’s heart. He warmly accepted the invitation, and at once they became not only on terms of affectionate relationship, but almost like old friends. The heart of the old man, which had been empty for so long, found a new delight. The young man found, on landing in the old country, a welcome and a surrounding in full harmony with all his dreams throughout his wanderings and solitude, and the promise of a fresh and adventurous life. It was not long before the old man accepted him to full relationship by calling him by his Christian name. After a long talk on affairs of interest, they retired to the cabin, which the elder was to share. Richard Salton put his hands affectionately on the boy’s shoulders—though Adam was in his twenty-seventh year, he was a boy, and always would be, to his grand-uncle.
    


    
      

    


    
      “I am so glad to find you as you are, my dear boy—just such a young man as I had always hoped for as a son, in the days when I still had such hopes. However, that is all past. But thank God there is a new life to begin for both of us. To you must be the larger part—but there is still time for some of it to be shared in common. I have waited till we should have seen each other to enter upon the subject; for I thought it better not to tie up your young life to my old one till we should have sufficient personal knowledge to justify such a venture. Now I can, so far as I am concerned, enter into it freely, since from the moment my eyes rested on you I saw my son—as he shall be, God willing—if he chooses such a course himself.”
    


    
      

    


    
      “Indeed I do, sir—with all my heart!”
    


    
      

    


    
      “Thank you, Adam, for that.” The old, man’s eyes filled and his voice trembled. Then, after a long silence between them, he went on: “When I heard you were coming I made my will. It was well that your interests should be protected from that moment on. Here is the deed—keep it, Adam. All I have shall belong to you; and if love and good wishes, or the memory of them, can make life sweeter, yours shall be a happy one. Now, my dear boy, let us turn in. We start early in the morning and have a long drive before us. I hope you don’t mind driving? I was going to have the old travelling carriage in which my grandfather, your great-grand-uncle, went to Court when William IV. was king. It is all right—they built well in those days—and it has been kept in perfect order. But I think I have done better: I have sent the carriage in which I travel myself. The horses are of my own breeding, and relays of them shall take us all the way. I hope you like horses? They have long been one of my greatest interests in life.”
    


    
      

    


    
      “I love them, sir, and I am happy to say I have many of my own. My father gave me a horse farm for myself when I was eighteen. I devoted myself to it, and it has gone on. Before I came away, my steward gave me a memorandum that we have in my own place more than a thousand, nearly all good.”
    


    
      

    


    
      “I am glad, my boy. Another link between us.”
    


    
      

    


    
      “Just fancy what a delight it will be, sir, to see so much of England—and with you!”
    


    
      

    


    
      “Thank you again, my boy. I will tell you all about your future home and its surroundings as we go. We shall travel in old-fashioned state, I tell you. My grandfather always drove four-in-hand; and so shall we.”
    


    
      

    


    
      “Oh, thanks, sir, thanks. May I take the ribbons sometimes?”
    


    
      

    


    
      “Whenever you choose, Adam. The team is your own. Every horse we use to-day is to be your own.”
    


    
      

    


    
      “You are too generous, uncle!”
    


    
      

    


    
      “Not at all. Only an old man’s selfish pleasure. It is not every day that an heir to the old home comes back. And—oh, by the way . . . No, we had better turn in now—I shall tell you the rest in the morning.”
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    Dracula's Guest
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  Preface


  
    

    Afew months before the lamented death of my husband – I might say even as the shadow of death was over him – he planned three series of short stories for publication, and the present volume is one of them. To his original list of stories in this book, I have added an hitherto unpublished episode from Dracula. It was originally excised owing to the length of the book, and may prove of interest to the many readers of what is considered my husband's most remarkable work. The other stories have already been published in English and American periodicals. Had my husband lived longer, he might have seen fit to revise this work, which is mainly from the earlier years of his strenuous life. But, as fate has entrusted to me the issuing of it, I consider it fitting and proper to let it go forth practically as it was left by him.

    

  


  
    Florence Bram Stoker
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    When we started for our drive the sun was shining brightly on Munich, and the air was full of the joyousness of early summer.
  


  
    

  


  
    Just as we were about to depart, Herr Delbruck (the maitre d'hotel of the Quatre Saisons, where I was staying) came down bareheaded to the carriage and, after wishing me a pleasant drive, said to the coachman, still holding his hand on the handle of the carriage door, "Remember you are back by nightfall. The sky looks bright but there is a shiver in the north wind that says there may be a sudden storm. But I am sure you will not be late." Here he smiled and added, "for you know what night it is."
  


  
    

  


  
    Johann answered with an emphatic, "Ja, mein Herr," and, touching his hat, drove off quickly. When we had cleared the town, I said, after signalling to him to stop: "Tell me, Johann, what is tonight?"
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    Överdos – Kapitel 1

  


  
    Ingela kom tillbaka in i mitt liv en eftermiddag i september. Det är svårt att undvika slitage när man lever i omkörningsfilen, men jag tyckte att hon såg ut som första gången jag såg henne. Kanske hade det långa blonda håret inte riktigt samma sidenskimmer längre och kråkfötterna runt ögonen var inte skrattrynkor. Men hennes leende var oförändrat, och jag tyckte fortfarande att hon var den vackraste kvinna jag någonsin sett.
  


  
    För ett ögonblick glömde jag alla bittra minnen från vårt äktenskap. Och det förhållandet var ändå sådant att jag till sist lät snuten plocka in mig för ett rån när jag kunde ha kommit undan genom en bakdörr. Vi hade haft roligt tillsammans men hennes knarkande hade förstört det. Från att vara ett äventyr hade vårt förhållande spårat ur, tills hon ständigt ljög för mig och jag själv lät som en defekt inspelning av Arne Imsens tio populäraste helvetes­predikningar. Häktet hade för en gångs skull känts lugnt och tryggt, och medan jag gjorde mina tre år på Kumla hade vi gemensamt ansökt om skilsmässa. Sen dess hade jag bara sett henne några få korta stunder. Inte för att jag undvek henne men praktiska detaljer hade gjort det omöjligt att upprätthålla kontakten. När jag var ute satt hon inne och tvärtom.
  


  
    Hon tog ett steg mot mig med öppna armar. Jag backade undan och låste dörren innan jag omfamnade henne.
  


  
    ”Fortfarande paranoid?” sa hon.
  


  
    Hon var varm och mjuk i min famn. Långsamt slappnade jag av och lutade mitt ansikte mot hennes hår.
  


  
    ”Long time – no see”, sa hon med munnen mot min axel. Jag kunde inte komma på något att säga. Kanske borde jag ha ansträngt mig mer för att hålla kontakten. Ingela lutade sig bakåt, tog mitt huvud i sina händer och granskade mig. Hennes ansikte fick ett bekymrat uttryck som om hon såg saker hon inte väntat sig. Hon släppte mig och tog ett steg tillbaka.
  


  
    ”Jag hörde att du blivit pensionär.”
  


  
    Jag nickade och log intetsägande mot henne.
  


  
    ”Nå?” sa hon.
  


  
    Vad kunde jag säga? Det var inte troligt att hon ville höra hur billig dagens är nere på S:t Gertrud för oss pensionärer, eller ens om alla de rabatter man får på SJ när man visar upp pensionsbeviset.
  


  
    ”Jag vet inte om jag kan rekommendera det, men det är bättre än kåken.”
  


  
    Hon nickade allvarligt.
  


  
    ”Jag har gjort min sista volta”, sa hon.
  


  
    Det var inte första gången jag hörde det. Ingela sa samma sak varje gång hon kom ut. Inte bara hon. De flesta jag känner, inklusive mig själv, har goda intentioner så länge kåklukten sticker i näsan. Det går över. En jävel eller två, alternativt en sil, och man känner sig som Tarzan igen. Den här gången kan ingenting gå fel. Snuten är en samling urblåsta ägg och man själv är doktor Moriarty. Jag log och sa:
  


  
    ”Visst.”
  


  
    Hon visste vad jag menade.
  


  
    ”Den här gången är det allvar.”
  


  
    Jaja. Det är det alltid; ända tills den dag man inte orkar längre. När bara tanken på att gå in i en bank, eller genom en tullkontroll, får en att börja kräkas. Då är det över, men då är det för sent.
  


  
    ”Det säger du”, sa jag.
  


  
    Hon såg mig stadigt i ögonen och sa bestämt:
  


  
    ”Ja.” Hon gick förbi mig in i lägenheten. ”Ska du inte bjuda på kaffe?”
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