Journey to Castle Dracula

This passage is taken from the nineteenth century horror story, Dracula. Here a young man is being driven in a carriage towards the castle of Count Dracula.

KEY:

*Adjectives describing TIME             *SOUNDS    *WEATHER
*Descriptions of ‘LACK OF LIGHT’      *SIGHTS
*Jonathan Harker’s EMOTIONS        *PERSONIFICATION
The carriage raced straight along the road, then we made a complete turn and went along another road.  It seemed to me that we were simply going over and over the same ground again; and so I observed the landmarks closely and found that this was so.  I struck a match, and by its flame looked at my watch; it was within a few minutes of midnight. I waited with a sick feeling of suspense.

Then a dog began to howl somewhere in a farmhouse far down the road – a long agonized wailing, as if from fear.  The sound was taken up by another dog, and then another and another, until a wild howling began, which seemed to come from all over the country.

At the sound of the dogs’ howling the horses began to strain, but the driver spoke to them soothingly, and they quietened down, but shivered as though from a sudden fright.  Then from the mountains on each side of us began a louder and a sharper howling – that of wolves – which affected the horses and myself in the same way.  I wanted to jump from the carriage and run, while the horses reared and plunged madly, so that the driver had to use all his strength to keep them from bolting.

In a few minutes, however, my own ears got used to the sound, and the horses became quiet enough for the driver to descend and to stand before them.  He petted and soothed them, and whispered something in their ears, and with extraordinary effect.  They became quite manageable again, though they still trembled.  The driver again took his seat, and started off at a great pace.  This time, instead of going along the same road again, he suddenly turned down a narrow road which ran sharply to the right.

Soon we were hemmed in with trees, which in places arched right over the road making it seem like a tunnel; great frowning rocks guarded us on either side.  Though we were in shelter, we could hear the rising wind, for it moaned and whistled through the rocks, as we swept along.  It grew colder and colder still, and fine, powdery snow began to fall, so that soon everything was covered with a white blanket.  The sharp wind still carried the howling of the dogs.  The baying of the wolves sounded nearer and nearer, as though they were closing round us from every side.  I grew dreadfully afraid, and the horses shared my fear. The driver stopped the horses.
Suddenly the howling of the wolves ceased altogether.  Then by the light of the moon, sailing through the black clouds, 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 when they howled.  For myself, I felt a sort of paralysis of fear.

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 around with eyes that rolled in a way painful to see; but the living ring of terror surrounded them on every side.  I shouted and beat the side of the carriage, hoping to scare the wolves away.  Just then a heavy cloud passed across the face of the moon, so that we were again in darkness.

When I could see again, the wolves had disappeared.  This was all so strange and uncanny that a dreadful fear came upon me, and I was afraid to speak or move. We swept on our way, now in almost complete darkness, for the rolling clouds obscured the moon. Suddenly I became conscious of the fact that the driver was pulling up the horses in the courtyard of a vast ruined castle, from whose windows came no ray of light, and whose broken battlements showed a jagged line against the moonlit sky.

Adapted from ‘Dracula’ by Bram Stoker
