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White Worm Society Archivist’s Note 

These materials cover the involvement of Bram Stoker and Oscar Wilde in the 

“Greystones” and “Black Bishop” incidents. It has taken many years of painstaking 

investigation to compile them. In some cases, items were sold to us or given freely by the 

principals; in others, bribery, chicanery or outright thievery was required. To paraphrase Mr. 

Stoker, such is the life of a White Worm Society archivist. 

 

All letters, journal entries, transcripts and news items have been placed in 

chronological order where possible. In most cases, materials that do not pertain to the cases at 

hand have been eliminated; however, we have retained some exhibits that reflect more upon 

the personal lives of the participants. The insight these writings provide into the minds of their 

authors deepens our understanding of their involvement in the fight against supernatural evil 

and how it may have been impacted by events transpiring in their personal lives. 

 

Spelling has been retained, however, punctuation has been updated in accordance with 

White Worm Society International style rules. 

 

Viewing of this collection is restricted to members of the White Worm 

Society. Removal of these materials from the library is strictly forbidden. 



Part I The Greystones Incident: Archivist’s note 

This episode marks the first documented encounter with the supernatural for 
Wilde and Stoker. Oh, to have been a fly on the wall as these two legendary figures 
worked together for the first time! To have watched as the seeds of greatness were 
sown. Little did they know the acclaim that lay in their future, the prowess that they 
would achieve. (Well, Wilde surely always felt  destined for fame and admiration, but 
even he could not have imagined what was to come.) Here is nothing less than the 
birth of two of the greatest monster hunters the world has ever known!
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Exhibit One 

Letter from Oscar Wilde1 to Florence Balcombe, 1st of November 1876. 

Archivist’s Note: Wilde, like most educated Victorians, was a skilled and prolific 
letter writer. Unlike the correspondence of today, their letters could run upwards of 
twenty pages, double sided. Here he begins to relate the events of the Greystones 
Incident. While no doubt some of the dialogue has been fabricated, we know from 
other sources that the events depicted are more or less accurate. 

 
 

Oscar Wilde Lady Jane Wilde 

																																																																				
1. Oscar Fingal O’Flahertie Wills Wilde (16 October 1854 – 30 November 1900) was an Irish 

playwright, novelist, essayist, and poet. After writing in different forms throughout the 1880s, he became 
one of London’s most popular playwrights in the early 1890s. He is remembered for his epigrams, his 
novel ‘The Picture of Dorian Gray,’ and his plays, as well as the circumstances of his imprisonment and 
early death. 
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William “Willie” Wilde Abraham “Bram” Stoker 

 
 

Captain Richard 

Burton 
Isabel Burton 

# 

My Dearest Florrie, 

I am counting the days until we are together again, my golden flower. I bitterly regret that 

I haven’t had the opportunity to visit you while I am home from Oxford, but the last few days 

have been the most traumatic and dramatic in all my 22 years. I can scarcely put these events to 

paper, as my mind still reels with the memory of what I have seen -- what I have done. But I 

shall do my best in the following narrative. It is a tale of supernatural terror, illuminated only by 

the tarnished light of a full moon. A tale in which I am the hero, of course, since I am the 

narrator. But no matter how flattering a light I cast upon myself, I swear to you that every word 

is true. 
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This story is not for the faint of heart. I fear your delicate nature may, in fact, make you 

swoon from the words. So, my dear Florrie, please be seated. This is a story to be read in the 

light of day with company in your presence, not on some stormy night alone in your room. 

Dare I continue? 

I do! 

It all started a few nights ago when Mother2 hosted an informal dinner party. Our special 

guest for the evening was none other than the remarkable Captain Richard Burton, the noted 

explorer and adventurer. 

As he was a friend of my late father, Captain Burton3 makes a point to drop by whenever 

his travels bring him to Dublin. It had been several years since I’d seen him, so I should not have 

been surprised to notice how age had at last begun to diminish the great man, if only slightly. He 

is, perhaps, less formidable a figure, his bearing less commanding, his stride a bit slower. 

Nevertheless, he is still a vibrant personality, always ready with a fascinating tale or the 

occasional bawdy joke, and it’s easy to see how he earned the nickname Ruffian Dick. His dark 

eyes still make one feel that he knows all one’s secrets at a glance, and his thick, dark hair has 

not receded an inch, a virtue which I consider worthy of emulation. 

Along with him was his lovely wife Isabel, who is a bit of a flirt when she has had a glass 

or two of claret, and is one of the few women I know who can (and will) quote the Kama Sutra! 

She has traveled widely with her husband and perhaps it is this experience that lends her the 

																																																																				
2. Jane Francesca Agnes, Lady Wilde (née Elgee; 27 December 1821 – 3 February 1896) was an Irish 

poet under the pen name “Speranza” and supporter of the nationalist movement. She had a special interest in Irish 
folktales, which she helped to gather. She married Sir William Wilde on 12 November 1851, and they had three 
children: William Charles Kingsbury Wilde (1852–1899), Oscar Fingal O’Flahertie Wills Wilde (1854–1900), and 
Isola Francesca Emily Wilde (1857–1867). 

3. Sir Richard Francis Burton KCMG FRGS (19 March 1821 – 20 October 1890) was a British explorer, 
geographer, translator, writer, soldier, orientalist, cartographer, ethnologist, spy, linguist, poet, fencer, and diplomat. 
He was known for his travels and explorations in Asia, Africa, and the Americas, as well as his extraordinary 
knowledge of languages and cultures. According to one count, he spoke 29 European, Asian and African languages. 
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enviable ability to find something interesting in everyone she meets, a talent that would be put to 

the test that evening, for also joining us were my older brother Willie4 and one of his most 

tiresome friends, Bram Stoker.5 

# 

Like Willie, and unlike Burton, Bram is not remarkable in any way. Oh, I suppose his 

appearance is striking. He is well past six foot, strong as an ox, with a red-bearded face that 

frightens small children but that, mysteriously, women find handsome. 

He was educated at Trinity so he speaks proper English, though he hasn’t lost his Irish 

brogue as I have worked so hard to do. In fact, the angrier he gets the more Irish he becomes. 

When he becomes flustered, which is often if I can provoke it, I am only able to pull out the 

occasional swear word from his Celtic stream of obscenities.  

Bram is a civil servant, and can converse endlessly on any subject as long as it is dull and 

uninspiring. That night he regaled us with tales of railway timetables and an extraordinary new 

method for filing documents. 

Willie met Bram at school, where Bram showed some small talent as a writer. (I suppose 

this puts him one up on Willie, who has never shown talent at anything.) At Trinity, I attended 

the reading of his paper, “The Supernatural as Introduced by the English Poets,” which I thought 

showed promise, despite his monotone drone. In more recent years, he has published several 

short stories, which make up in clumsy moralising what they lack in wit. However, any poetic 

inkling he may once have possessed has been crushed under the weight of bureaucratic manuals 

and file cabinets, as was evident that night as Mother tried to get him to shut up and let Captain 

																																																																				
4. William ‘Willie’ Charles Kingsbury Wilde (26 September 1852 – 13 March 1899) was an Irish 

journalist and poet of the Victorian era and the older brother of Oscar Wilde. 
5. Abraham “Bram” Stoker (8 November 1847 – 20 April 1912) was an Irish author, best known today 

for his 1897 Gothic novel, ‘Dracula.’ During his lifetime, he was better known as the personal assistant of actor tre 
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Burton talk. 

“How astonishing to learn there is so much more to filing than memorising the alphabet,” 

Mother said, interrupting Stoker’s treatise on folder-tab placement. She quickly turned to Burton 

and patted him on the hand. “I have just re-read your book of Hindu tales, Vikram and the 

Vampire, Richard. It is so engrossing, and has helped me immensely with my own work.” (Did 

you know, Florrie, that Mother is a noted expert on all things supernatural? She writes under the 

nom de plume ‘Speranza’, which is quite convenient when I do not wish people to know of her 

unusual interests. But you, my dear, I wish to know everything about me!) 

Stoker’s face had reddened to match his ginger hair and beard. No doubt he realised he 

had been dominating the conversation at a table shared with one of the world’s greatest lecturers. 

I almost felt sorry for him. 

“Thank you, Lady Jane,” Burton said. “That is a great compliment coming from one with 

your expertise.” 

“Yes, quite a good read,” Willie chimed in. “I find Hindu vampires to be much more 

civilised than European vampires.” 

“Yes,” Burton said. “But then they are purely whimsical folk tale inventions, and not real 

creatures, like Eastern European vampires.” He relished the last bite of his steak and kidney pie 

as Stoker’s eyes widened. 

“Excuse me,” Stoker asked. “Are you saying that European vampires are real?” 

“Oh, yes, quite frightfully real,” Burton said. “Horrible creatures. Drooling, rotting, 

mindless things you would not want to meet up with on a dark night. Killed three myself back in 

the Crimean War. The battlefields brought them out like rats. They prey on the dying, you see.” 

Stoker seemed amused, and was about to respond, but a kick from Willie kept him from 

																																																																																																																																																																																																																										
in 
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pressing the matter further. How I wished I was in kicking range myself! 

“But vampires are old news, I’m afraid,” Isabel said, her eyes twinkling. “These days, my 

dear husband has turned his sword to fighting werewolves.” She raised her glass slightly, in a 

teasing but affectionate toast to her husband, then drained it. 

“My dear wife mocks me, but it is true that I am currently investigating, at the request of 

Her Majesty the Queen, the recent killing down in Greystones.” 

“And you believe it was a werewolf? What an interesting coincidence!” Mother 

exclaimed. “I happen to be writing a book on werewolf lore at this very moment!” 

“What good fortune! I thought I might beg permission to look through your folklore 

collection for a way to track and kill the beast.” 

Stoker could not contain himself any longer. “You cannot be serious,” he protested. 

“Surely that poor girl was killed by a pack of wild dogs.” 

“If only it were so,” Burton said. “The killing occurred under the light of a full moon.” 

He lowered his voice as if the werewolf itself were listening. “An upstanding constable saw the 

creature running right down the main street. And, unbeknownst to the general public, a similar 

killing took place in Wexford the full moon before. A fisherman had his throat torn out, and 

strange, wolf-like tracks were found nearby.” 

“In what way were they strange?” I inquired. The servants clearing away our plates did 

their best not to appear frightened and hurried back to the kitchen whispering. 

“Bigger than any dog, or wolf for that matter -- not that there has been a wolf seen in 

Ireland in decades. But the tracks went on towards town and in mid-trail --“ here Burton paused 

for effect “-- they turned into human footprints.” 

Mother gasped with delight. “Oh, a chill just went up my spine! Do tell us more!” 
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“Wexford must be fifty miles from Greystones, at least,” Stoker said. 

“Wolves in Canada have been known to go three hundred miles in a fortnight,” Willie 

said. “Still, I have to agree with Bram. It must have been a wolf or a monstrous dog.” 

“A large dog with deformed feet,” Bram added, “that when stepping in mud leaves a 

human-like print.” 

Burton took out his pipe and started to fill it. (The Captain has never been one to feel 

bound by the rules of etiquette.) “Maybe so, but I shall be heading down to Greystones by train 

tomorrow to see for myself.” 

“Oh, could we accompany you?” Mother asked excitedly. “It would be perfect for my 

book.” 

Willie scolded her. “Mother, a werewolf hunt is hardly a place for a woman of your. . .” 

He trailed off, possibly thinking it best not to finish his thought. 

“Of my what, child? My age? My girth?” 

“Your dignity,” he improvised, forcing a smile. 

Mother wagged her finger at him. “If your father were alive he would be the first to say, 

‘Jane, melt down the silverware and grab your gun!’” She banged her fist on the table to make 

her point. 

“If any woman can stare down that beast,” I said, “it is Mother!” 

Isabel laughed uproariously at this and added, “It will leave Ireland yelping, with its tail 

between its legs!” 

Mother did not enjoy us laughing at her expense. “I am serious, Richard. I have spoken to 

Gipsies and witches at length about werewolves and my information could be invaluable to your 

hunt.” 



Hopstaken-Prusi / STOKER'S WILDE / 10 

 

“I welcome your research, Speranza, and you are welcome to escort us to Greystones, but 

the hunt should be left up to the men. What say you, Oscar, Willie, Bram? Shall we track this 

creature down?” He waved his pipe as he said this and the swiftness of it caused sparks to fly, 

nearly catching Stoker’s beard on fire. 

“Er, what?” Willie said, turning a whiter shade of pale than usual. 

“I have to be back at work on Monday,” Bram said, brushing ashes from his whiskers. 

“Perhaps the next one.” 

“Nonsense, lad,” Burton said, chuckling. “Just tell ‘em you’re with me. I dare say the 

Burton name still counts for something. And if it doesn’t, well, a word from Her Majesty will 

have you back behind your desk -- or your manager’s -- in a trice.” 

“Count me in,” I said, loudly. “As you yourself once wrote, Captain Burton, ‘Do what thy 

manhood bids thee do.’ No hell beast is going to terrorise Ireland on my watch!” (I must admit I 

had had a few clarets myself.) “And besides, how many times in a man’s life does he have the 

chance to go on a monster hunt with one of the greatest soldiers and explorers the world has ever 

known? I shall regale my eventual grandchildren with the tale on stormy evenings in front of the 

fire!” 

Burton looked pleased at that. Willie and Bram glanced at each other and I could tell my 

words had hit home. Breathes there an Irishman with soul so dead he doesn’t long for a bit of 

adventure? 

Willie pounded his fist on the table, exclaiming, “The Wilde boys reporting for duty, 

Captain Burton!” I raised my glass to him, and he drained his. 

All eyes turned to Stoker, who muttered something unintelligibl in Irish before saying, 

“At your service, sir. Let’s go kill a . . . werewolf.” 
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Burton leapt to his feet and in that moment, I could once again see the fearless young 

adventurer, entrusted by his Queen with the protection of her subjects, and I would have 

willingly followed him into a pit of vipers. “That’s the spirit that made the Empire great! We 

leave on the first train in the morning!” 

 
Oscar Wilde’s doodle of wolf print 

# 

So, the very next morning we boarded a train for Greystones. I had no idea one could take a train 

to Greystones, or why anyone would want to go there if not to hunt a werewolf. Stoker, of 

course, not only knew of the train but had memorised its entire schedule, so we were in good 

hands there. 

I was having second thoughts about being on a hunt with Burton. He has been known to 

pull out his pistol with the slightest provocation. Rumour has it he shot the Marquess of 

Queensberry’s parrot for singing a song insulting the Queen. 

And frankly, I am quite surprised I was invited along. When Willie and I were lads, 

Captain Burton took us hunting and I shot his dog. It was an accident, I assure you, and the dog 

pulled through, living to hunt another day. Still, it’s not the sort of thing a man forgets. 

Mother and Isabel occupied their own private car. Mother was poring over books of 

folklore, researching the habits and weaknesses of werewolves while Isabel was weaving us all 

necklaces of wolf’s bane. I was doubtful as to the effectiveness of a dried herb against the claws 
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of a ferocious beast, but Mother assured me that it had been known to work in the past, as cloves 

of garlic have repelled vampires. These things must be true because I have never heard of 

Italians or the French being attacked by vampires or werewolves and they are positively 

swimming in garlic and herbs. 

Bram, Willie and I kept Captain Burton company in another private car, where he regaled 

us with a tale in which he slew a giant snake monster in the jungles of India. 

“The locals worshiped the thing,” he informed us. “So we had to fight our way through 

them before we could get close enough to chop its head off!” 

Stoker could barely contain himself; his face was becoming red as he held back his 

comments. I have to admit Burton’s tales were getting more outrageous with every breath, but I 

egged him on if only for the possibility of seeing Stoker’s head explode. 

“How ghastly,” I gasped. “But you did kill it after you dispatched the natives?” 

“It wasn’t as easy as all that,” he said. “The thing had the power to cloud men’s minds. 

As we approached, my own men began to fall under its spell. They bowed down before it, 

praying in some foreign tongue. Luckily, Sir Reginald Farnsworth and I had taken a gin and 

tonic only moments before, which seemed to have protected us from its influence.” 

“Gin to the rescue,” Willie said, laughing, and took a swig from his flask. 

“Perhaps it was the tonic,” Stoker muttered. 

“It took the two of us forty whacks to get the head off. Then the thing still managed to 

slither off into the jungle before it died!” 

Stoker sunk into his seat as if he wanted to slither away himself and said, “I suppose you 

have its head hanging over your fireplace?” 

“Heavens no. Frightful thing. Full of poison!” Burton became quiet for a moment, and it 
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seemed to me he had slipped into a particularly vivid, especially dark memory. He continued, his 

voice thoughtful. “I’ve seen some truly horrible things out there in the far reaches of the Empire. 

As we bring civilisation to the wild, some of the wild slips into civilisation. Who would have 

ever thought a werewolf would come to Ireland’s shores? I fear there are even more terrible 

creatures right behind it.” 

“Well, I say we send it back into the wild, whimpering like the craven cur it is,” I said, 

raising my own flask for a toast. “We shall make these shores safe for mad dogs and Irishmen 

once more!” 

Burton seemed cheered by my remark, but I felt disquieted. What hope was there for our 

expedition if our leader was relying on my meagre courage to buoy his own? 

# 

I would like to say that Greystones is a charming, picturesque fishing village. I would like to, but 

cannot. It is a squalid shantytown that smells of rotten fish and rotten sailors – many of them 

pirates, I suspect. If I were a werewolf, it is just the sort of place I would seek out. 

Remote, rocky and shrouded in mist, Greystones hardly looked the part of a busy seaport. 

Only a single ship of any size was in the harbour that day, a Russian schooner called the Demeter 

(which shall play a part in this tale later on). 

Apparently, the village was quite isolated until recently. Stoker told us that the railroad 

line was put in a few years back to bring trade from its tiny harbour to the surrounding area and 

on to Dublin. The scheme seems to have enlivened the place, but in a most unwholesome way. 

Rather than the bustling, cheerful harbour town officials may have imagined, it feels shabby and 

grim and has an air of danger that I suspect is only partially attributable to the recent killing. 

It is big enough to have an inn, if one could call it that. We secured the only three rooms 
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and I was forced to share with Willie and Stoker. (The first of the horrors I faced on that trip!) 

Florence, dearest, the tone of this letter has been light so far, I will admit. However, let us 

both remember that a horrible deed had been done in this village. A young woman was savagely 

killed. The mood of the villagers was sullen and fearful. Some businesses were closed and 

houses boarded up. Only the fishermen and Russian sailors were out on the streets that day. 

When we entered our rooms, we found that our windows and doors were already framed 

with the yellow flowers of wolf’s bane. The innkeeper herself warned us to leave on the next 

train. 

“The love of God has left our village,” she informed us. “I would leave meself if I could 

sell this place.” 

 Captain Burton wasted no time in gathering information and asked the woman many 

questions about the recent killing. She told us that the girl had worked as a barmaid at the Blue 

Moon, one of the local pubs. 

We started there. I doubt a gentle, well-bred soul like you can imagine what the place was 

like. I myself have scarcely seen anything like it. Walking into its smoky dimly lit confines, it 

was not hard to imagine the Blue Moon playing host to all manner of villainy and wretchedness. 

It bore the marks of violence and debauchery – a deep gouge in the wall here, a puddle of some 

unidentifiable substance there. I was quite glad that we were visiting in the morning whilst the 

place was quiet. 

Nevertheless, there were already several sailors sullenly hunched over their drinks or 

passed out at the filthy tables. The place smelled of stale ale and whisky, which was actually a 

welcome relief from the smell of fish that permeated the outside. 

In the faint sunlight that managed to filter through the grimy windows, the patrons eyed 
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us suspiciously and I could not blame them for we stuck out like diamonds in a bin of coal. 

We sat at the bar and Burton ordered a whisky while the three of us ordered gin and 

tonics, which seemed to annoy the bartender. 

“We don’t got limes,” he said. “Nor tonic.” He plopped down four glasses, dousing three 

with gin and one with whisky, then slid them to each of us, spilling much in the process. 

 “We are here to inquire about the recent, tragic event,” Burton said. 

“We don’t need no outsiders sticking their noses into our business,” the bartender 

grumbled. “The constable has formed a hunting party and they are out searching for the beast 

even as we speak.” 

A tall, wiry sailor weaved his unsteady way to the bar and tapped Willie on the shoulder. 

“Hey, boy-o. Where’d you get those fancy clothes? Let me buy you a drink.” Willie ignored him 

and moved closer to Stoker for protection. Stoker stood taller so the sailor could see his full 

height and bulk. The sailor scowled and slunk away. 

“I have been asked by Her Majesty the Queen to lend a hand here,” Burton said. (Perhaps 

he had forgotten that invoking the Queen does not always endear one to Irishmen.) He continued, 

“I am a skilled tracker and hunter.” 

One of the regulars at a back table laughed. “Of what? Rabbits?” 

Burton pulled out a pistol and pointed it at the man. The smile quickly flew from the 

miscreant’s face. “Of wolves, Bengal tigers, and nefarious men,” Burton said, his gaze as clear 

and steely as one imagines it was when he was a young man fighting for queen and country. The 

man averted his eyes and Burton returned the pistol to his belt. (I remember my father telling me 

that at Trinity, Richard had challenged another student to a duel for laughing at his moustache. 

Clearly, he is not one to waste time in conversation when more expedient methods are at hand.) 
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“Well, you best get tracking then,” the bartender said. “There ain’t no wolf tracks in 

here.” 

“But this is the last place the poor girl was seen alive?” Stoker asked. 

“Far as I know,” he said. “’Cept by the beast what murdered her.” 

“Tell us about the girl and that night,” I said, getting into the spirit of the investigation. 

“Was there anything out of the ordinary? Any strangers hanging about?” 

“Aye, there was a ship-load of sailors in that night. From that Russian schooner still in 

the harbour,” the bartender said, lowering his voice. “Too much time on their hands, that lot -- 

their ship is after needing some repairs. Some took a fancy to her, but then most men did. Polly 

was a pretty little thing. But she could take care of herself.” 

“When did she leave?” Willie asked. 

“I don’t keep my eye on the clock and it wouldn’t do me much good if I did because it’s 

broken. But it was late, maybe two in the morning. There was full moon that night and it was 

starting to set. She wanted to get home before it did, she liked having the light to see her way.” 

The man’s eyes clouded over and he suddenly felt the need – undoubtedly the first in years – to 

bend to the task of polishing glasses. 

“Where was she found?” Burton asked. 

“In a grove of trees near the old mill at the end of town,” he said. “At least that’s where 

we found most of her.” 

“Could you draw us a map?” Burton asked, handing him a pencil and paper. 

He reluctantly agreed. 

“And wasn’t there a witness?” Stoker asked. 

The bartender handed Burton the map. “That would be Mrs Goode. She owns the pie 
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shop down the street.” 

# 

And where that witness led us, Dear Florrie, ah, there our tale grows still stranger and more 

chilling. But I fear I must, as many a good showman before me, leave you in suspense for the 

time being. Rest assured, I shall write again soon. Think of this account as a serial, such as Mr 

Dickens used to write. Our next instalment promises adventure, blood, and, if I may say, a fair 

show of derring-do from yours truly. 

I sign off now, as I must depart soon for a luncheon with some of my old school chums 

and I wish to post this today. I can’t bear to go one more day without letting you know how often 

and how fondly I think of you. The memory of your sweet face and the tender moments we have 

shared have seen me through darker times than you can imagine, my beloved Florence. I remain, 

as always, 

Yours truly, 

Oscar
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Exhibit Two 

From the Journal of Bram Stoker, 29th of October 1876 

Archivist’s note: These entries are from one of the seven journals believed by 
Stoker’s wife to have been burned upon his death. They were saved from the fire by one 
of the White Worm Society’s operatives, embedded as a servant in the Stoker 
household. Shorter entries are handwritten, longer passages to come later are typed 
on a Remington #2 typewriter, the first commercially produced machine to type both 
upper and lowercase letters. 

Stoker was said to have perfect memory recall, something we would call 
photographic memory today. This would serve him well as a clerk, and later as a 
theatre manager and writer. It also serves us well, for his journal entries contain 
precise physical detail and dialog not usually found in such entries. 

# 

Greystones: 10:30 am 

I do not know how I get myself into these things. Apparently, I have been 
kidnapped by Richard Burton and the Wilde family. It is becoming increasingly clear 
that I will never understand the lives of the idle upper class. 

I fear that I will not make it back to work on Monday and will lose a day’s pay, if 
I’m not sacked outright. Such is the life of a Petty Sessions Clerk.6 

# 

																																																																				
6. A petty sessional division was, in England, Ireland and Wales, the area that a magistrates’ 

court had jurisdiction over. 
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I have recently decided to live a more pious life. I made a promise to myself and 
God to increase my devotions and self-discipline. However, I am afraid being friends 
with Willie Wilde and his family is going to make that difficult. It is not yet noon and I 
have already drunk too much gin. Is milis dá ól é ach is searbh dá íoc é.7 

# 

As I write this, Willie and his brother Oscar (a more vain and irritating seeker of 
attention you’d be hard put to find, though admittedly he has shown promise in his 
academic pursuits) are arguing about the proper spelling of Wolf’s Bane. For you see, we 
are on a werewolf hunt in the charming fishing village of Greystones where a young 
barmaid was savagely killed. 

I could tell from the moment we got off the train that Greystones is filled with 
salt-of-the-Earth, hard-working people. The fresh sea air is invigorating, and I could see 
myself settling here someday and living the life of a simple fisherman or innkeeper. But 
such rustic, honest pursuits are miles distant from the dark business we undertake 
today. After questioning the landlord at the Blue Moon, where the unfortunate lass 
worked, we have regrouped back at the rooming house to plan our next move. 

While I am under the firm belief that the recent tragedy was the work of a large, 
rabid dog, Captain Burton is convinced that the perpetrator is of the lycanthropic variety 
and the Wildes, whether through genuine belief or bemused tolerance of a longstanding 
friend’s flights of fancy, are playing along with this delusion. 

I am almost certain the Wilde brothers do not believe in werewolves any more 
than I do and are just along for the diversion. They are also quite amused at my 
scepticism in the face of Burton’s addled imagination. I have long been an admirer of 
Captain Burton, and it is a sorry sight indeed to see the noted explorer and diplomat 
tipping on the verge of madness. Sorrier still, he is taking me down with him! 

# 

11:15 am 

It has been decided that Willie and Captain Burton will attempt to pick up the 
beast’s trail, while Oscar and I question a woman who claims to have seen the creature 

																																																																				
7. It is sweet to drink but bitter to pay for. 
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fleeing the scene of the attack. 

Although I have met Oscar on a few different occasions, this is the first that I have 
spent any significant amount of time with him. To say he is annoying is an 
understatement. He has affected a London accent, and from time to time will slip into 
speaking French, Italian or Greek as if to prove his intellectual superiority. Alas, he 
merely comes off as a pompous twit. 

He also finds himself exceedingly witty and humorous, often laughing at his own 
bawdy jokes. Furthermore, I suspect he may be a poof. At least he dresses the part, often 
wearing frilly velvet shirts and a purple top hat. When first I met him, I thought perhaps 
he was going to a fancy-dress party as the Mad Hatter. 

Ah, the Hatter calls. Off to play detective, while my livelihood surely disappears 
like the Cheshire Cat. 

# 

6:00 pm 

My head is pounding and I am visibly shaking. IT has happened again -- one of 
those spells has come over me. It has been many years since I have experienced such a 
thing. I had all but convinced myself that the other incidents were nothing but 
childhood flights of fancy. Most children see fairies in the woods, do they not? However, 
today it was strong and vivid and I fear I may be losing my sanity! 

To make matters worse, I experienced the latest hallucinations in front of Oscar. 
He claims to believe my visions, even more than I do myself, but I am not certain he isn’t 
just humouring me. 

It happened after we questioned the woman who says she witnessed the creature 
fleeing the woods. Mrs. Goode, a plump and motherly lady, runs a pie shop down the 
street from the Blue Moon. (I shall attempt to recreate our conversation as best I can 
from memory; I find that remembering what was said helps me to think more clearly on 
the subject.) 

“It was horrible,” Mrs. Goode informed us. “All hairy, with fangs and claws, but it 
ran upright like a man.” Oscar was busy savouring the smell of the pork pies cooling on 
a table next to the window. It was up to me to keep the investigation moving. 
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“Let us be honest; it was dark. How can you be sure of what you saw?” I asked. 

“’Twas a full moon,” she countered. “I could see with no trouble at all. Nothing 
wrong with my eyes. It was as close to me as he is.” She pointed at Oscar who was eating 
one of the pies. 

“Do you partake in drink, madam?” I asked. 

She took offence. “I’ve been known to have a sip of brandy or cider on occasion, 
but that night I was sober as a bishop!” 

Apparently, she hadn’t known the bishops I had. I pointed out the window at a 
passing sailor. “Tell me, dear woman, how many stripes are on that sailor’s shirt?” 

She squinted. “Er, four?” 

“There are no stripes,” I exclaimed, with too much vigour I suppose, for she 
cowered back in fear. “And yet you claim you clearly saw a monster by moonlight, as it 
ran into the forest?” I was surprised to find I was actually good at detecting and 
wondered if there could be a career in law enforcement in my future. 

“I don’t think I care to answer any more of your questions,” she said, staring at 
me coldly. “You will kindly leave my shop.” 

Oscar came forward and took a coin from his pocket to pay for the pie. “This is 
surely the most delicious thing I have ever put in my mouth,” he said. “And I make it my 
life’s mission to only put tasty things in there!” 

She lit up at this and replied, “An old family recipe.” 

He smiled at her in a way that was, I’ll admit, most winning. “Pardon me, 
madam, but I must correct you there,” he said. “It is an old family treasure. With pies 
like these, your shop must be a smashing success.” 

“Well, I do all right,” she said. “’Course, if I didn’t have some regular custom after 
fifteen years of business in a little village like this, I dare say it would be time to hang up 
my rolling pin.” 

“Fifteen years!” Oscar exclaimed. “Why, whenever did you open for business? 
When you were five? My good woman, I fear you are having me on, and me a humble 
visitor to your fair village. I ask you, is it kind to tease a stranger so?” 

The woman actually blushed. “Now, sir, who’s teasing who?” she said, with a bit 
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of a giggle. “I’ve earned every one of my years, and I’ll not let you deny me any of them.” 

“Well said, madam,” Oscar replied, bowing slightly. “But that makes me wonder 
whether, in all those years, you’ve ever seen this wolf-like creature before? Or heard tell 
of its like? Any other brushes with the supernatural? Do you, perhaps, have the second 
sight?” 

“Nay, I’m a good Christian woman and haven’t been bothered by those beyond 
the veil.” She thought for a moment while Oscar finished the last bite of his pie, then 
added, “But when I was but a girl, I did hear the cry of the banshee, right before my 
parents died.” 

Oscar gasped. “So you are connected to other-worldly things! If I were you, I 
would keep the Lord’s cross at hand and Wolf’s Bane at your door. Thank goodness you 
are a good Christian, free of sin, for that shall keep you safe and on the road to heaven.” 

Then a remarkable thing happened. The woman’s brow furrowed and she 
frowned as if a pain had suddenly overcome her. Oscar noticed this too and pressed the 
matter further. 

“Have I said something to upset you, dear lady?” 

“No...I must be getting back to my pies.” She turned as if to avoid meeting Oscar’s 
eyes. 

“Madam,” Oscar said with real concern in his voice. “If there is something 
burdening your heart you can certainly tell me. I am not one to judge, being a sinner 
myself, and I know how confession can uplift the soul. Pray tell me, what did you really 
see that night?” 

Mrs Goode wiped her hands on her apron fretfully. “I...was only trying to protect 
my brother. Danny’s a good man when he doesn’t drink, and he raised me when our 
parents died.” 

“If you know something you must tell us,” I ordered her. Oscar held up his hand 
to silence me and approached the woman, who still had her back to us. He gently took 
her by the shoulders and turned her around. 

“We are not the authorities,” Oscar said. “We are just trying to keep others from 
being killed. If you know something, if your brother is involved, his very soul may be at 
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risk.” 

She gazed at him for a moment, fear and worry etched upon her face. “That 
night,” she said, her voice trembling, “I saw Polly go by from my bedroom window. She 
was with my brother, who I know fancies her and walks her home from time to time.” 

“When was this?” I asked. 

“Late. I had woken up from a bad dream. I’m not sure of the time.” 

“Why didn’t you tell the constable this?” Oscar asked. “It sounds innocent 
enough.” 

Tears welled up in her eyes. “They were arguing about something. I couldn’t hear 
what they were saying, but then he grabbed her roughly. She broke away from him and 
ran into the woods at the end of the street.” 

“I see,” said Oscar. 

“He ran after her...into the woods. And that’s the last I saw of her.” 

“But you didn’t see him attack her?” Oscar asked. 

“Nor did you see a creature,” I added. 

“Nay, I didn’t see him do anything to her, and I’m sure he didn’t...he couldn’t!” 
she cried. “But I made up the story of seeing the creature because one has been seen -- 
by none other than the constable himself, though not with poor Polly. It must have been 
the beast what did her in, and I saw no need to distract the police by dragging Danny 
into it.” 

“So,” Oscar said. “You saw her run into the woods at the end of the street, not 
down by the mill as you claimed earlier?” 

Her head hung down in shame. “No. They found her body at the mill, so I told 
them that’s where I saw the creature.” 

“Thank you for telling us the truth,” Oscar said, giving her a small kiss on the 
cheek. “We will look into the matter, and protect your brother if he is innocent.” 

“Thank you, sir.” Mrs Goode wiped a tear from her eye before exclaiming, “Oh, 
my pies!” She rushed off into the kitchen. 

Just as I was starting to think Oscar was not the cad he appeared to be, he stole a 
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pie, wrapping it in a towel and putting it in his pocket. 

“Let us depart, Stoker. Captain Burton and Willie are looking in the wrong place!” 

He rushed out and I followed. We headed down to the end of the street and into 
the woods. 

“Shouldn’t we try and find Burton and Willie before we go getting lost in the 
forest?” I protested. “We are hardly equipped for a hunt.” 

“The beast, or man, is far from here by now. We must gather evidence. Find the 
abduction spot to find the beginning of the trail. My God, but this is exhilarating!” 

Before I could stop him, we were rushing headlong down a deer trail into the 
thick of the shadowed woods. 

“She must have run down this very path,” he said. “With that sweaty man hot on 
her heels.” He stopped to catch his breath; I’m sure this was the fastest he’d moved in 
many years. 

“Really, we must get the others,” I said. “And not trample over the trail!” 

“Yes, I expect you are right, Stoker,” he said, fanning himself. “I lost my head 
there for a moment.” 

It was then my spell began. The woods took on an eerie, green glow as if lit by 
fireflies. My head began to throb and my heart to race. I must have looked a fright 
because Oscar noticed. 

“Stoker, are you all right? You look as though you’ve seen a ghost.” 

“It’s nothing,” I said. “I just need to sit down and rest a moment.” 

I sat on a nearby log, hoping it would all go away quickly like it has before. 
However, this time it was different. Despite the green tint to my vision, I seemed to be 
seeing more clearly than ever. My hearing was sharp. I swear I could hear Oscar’s 
heartbeat and the heartbeats of small animals in the brush. 

Upon looking at the ground, I saw as plain as day the footprints of a wolf; they 
shone a bright, unearthly green as if they had been burned into the ground. 

“Do you see those footprints?” I asked 

“Where?” He looked down and I could tell he saw nothing. 
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“This way,” I ordered. I leapt to my feet and dashed down the trail, compelled to 
follow the prints into the dark heart of the forest. As I ran, I felt invigorated. A scent of 
blood overwhelmed me and made my mouth water. I ran faster and faster down the 
trail, leaving Oscar behind. I felt as though I too were a wolf and my prey was only a 
claw’s length in front of me! 

I entered a clearing and saw a vision. A dream – no, a nightmare – being replayed 
in front of me, through me! It was suddenly a moonlit night and a pretty young woman 
with ginger curls was cowering in fear at my feet. I was the beast and she my prey, and, 
oh, how powerful I felt! I was consumed with lust like I had never felt before. I lunged at 
her and a scream pierced the night and I had one delicious taste before Oscar burst into 
the clearing. 

“My God, Stoker,” he yelled. “Have you gone mad?” 

I awoke from my trance and the daylight returned. I was hunched on all fours 
over a patch of grass that was matted and covered in blood. I had found the spot where 
she had been killed! 

“You were growling like a dog and clawing at the ground,” Oscar said with more 
than a bit of concern in his voice. “What has gotten into you?” 

“What, indeed,” I said getting back up on my unsteady legs. My mind groped for a 
plausible explanation, but Oscar had seen too much. There was nothing for it but to tell 
him the truth. “I’m afraid you have witnessed some sort of spell, the nature of which I 
cannot explain.” 

“Has this happened to you before?” he asked. 

“A few times when I was a child, first when I was eight years old. I saw what I 
thought was. . .” 

“What?” 

“You will laugh,” I said, regretting saying anything in the first place. 

“I will not. I promise.” 

“I saw a leprechaun,” I confessed. “I was on a school picnic and there he was, 
plain as day, sitting under a toad stool. When he realised I could see him, he put his 
fingers to his lips as if to say, shhh. And then he scurried off into the woods.” 
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“How wonderful!” Oscar exclaimed. “Mother always told me leprechauns are real, 
and I believe most of what she says when she is sober.” 

“I have always chalked it up to a childhood fantasy,” I said. “But then once, when 
I was much too old to believe in these things, I was deep in the woods and came across a 
beautiful pond. I sat down to read a book on its bank and looked up to see a ring of 
fairies circling my head.” 

 This time he did laugh. 

“Sorry, but I just pictured it. You with a halo of fairies! But I do believe you. After 
all, I just witnessed it myself -- you were channelling the creature!” he exclaimed with 
glee. “I have seen this sort of thing at mother’s séances. You must have the gift of second 
sight!” 

 “It is a curse, not a gift,” I said. I looked at the trampled ground in front of me, 
spattered with blood and gore. “This is where he attacked and killed her. I could see it as 
if it were happening at this very moment.” I did not tell him that I felt him killing her, or 
that I, shamefully, enjoyed it while in the throes of the vision. 

“Did you see anything else?” 

“I did not, you broke the spell. Thank God.” 

“Try and visualise it again,” he said. 

“I have no control over it, and if I did I would not willingly bring it on!” 

“Bram, you must try. Lives are at stake!” 

Knowing he was right, I stared at the unholy ground and tried to let the 
surroundings envelop me. 

“Is it working?” Oscar asked, peering into my face. 

Through clenched teeth, I said, “Perhaps it would if you could manage to go a few 
minutes without hearing the sound of your own voice.” 

“Right, sorry,” Oscar said, and backed off a few paces. I tried again to calm my 
mind and go where the infernal curse would take me. 

Then I was in the vision once more. This time I was able to keep my wits about 
me and back away from the creature’s feelings. This made the vision blurry around the 
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edges, but I dared not fall into his depravity further. I — or rather, it — heard a noise 
and turned to see a man looking on with horror. The man turned and ran. The creature 
turned back to his prey, picking her up in limbs that were an amalgam of human arms 
and the hairy forelegs of a wolf, and loped off into the forest with her. Then I felt a 
shudder and saw that the arms holding the unconscious woman were fully human and 
the vision vanished once again. Perhaps I can only have a vision of the creature when it’s 
a wolf. I nearly fainted and Oscar helped steady me. 

“He was interrupted,” I said. “By a man, but I didn’t get a good look at his face.” I 
did not mention to Oscar that I could, in fact, smell the man as the creature could. The 
memory of the man’s scent burned into my brain as if the creature were storing it away 
for later recall. 

 “That man must have been Mrs Goode’s brother,” Oscar said. 

“Or the brother is the werewolf and he scared away another man,” I countered. 

Oscar looked troubled at this. Clearly, he had grown somewhat fond of Mrs 
Goode and didn’t relish the thought of the pain this would cause her. “What else did you 
see?” he asked. 

“The monster took her deeper into the woods to...finish her off undisturbed. That 
is all I can recall.” 

“This is the start of our trail,” Oscar said, looking down the path where the 
creature had crashed through the underbrush. “We must get the others and start the 
hunt from here.” 

As he turned to go, I stopped him with a hand on his shoulder. “Please, Oscar, do 
not tell anyone else about my visions.” 

He looked at me curiously. “But why ever not? You should be proud...” 

“I do not wish to be seen as a mental defective,” I said, more hotly than I 
intended. I took a deep breath. “My headmaster took the strap to me for lying when I 
told him of seeing the leprechaun, and my schoolmates laughed at me for weeks. I do 
not know why these visions have plagued me so, but I do not wish to give them more 
credence. Promise me you will tell no one.” 

“All right, I promise. It will just be our little secret. I do so love keeping secrets.” 
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Oscar smiled, but I could see the concern on his face and turned away from it. As my 
eyes lingered for a moment on the spot where the beast had seen the horrified man, it 
suddenly struck me why the creature was storing the man’s scent. 

“Quickly, Oscar, we must find Mrs Goode’s brother; if he was the man witnessing 
the attack, I fear his life may be in danger!” 

We returned to the pie shop where Mrs Goode informed us that her brother, 
Danny Sharpe, lived on the family farm, not far from town. She was adamant about 
coming with us, but Oscar talked her out of it, saying that there were some things best 
discussed among men and assuring her that we hoped to help her brother. 

Captain Burton had been kind enough to leave a pair of pistols for us at the inn, 
which we took with us for protection. However, as much as I would have liked to deny it, 
we now were surely dealing with some supernatural beast that ordinary bullets might 
not kill. What we would do when we found it, I did not know. 

All was strangely quiet when we arrived at the farm. Not even the squawk of a 
chicken or lowing of a cow broke the unnatural silence. The tingle I feel before the onset 
of a vision was prickling my skin as we approached the house. 

“Mr Sharpe!” I yelled. “Do you have a moment? Your sister sent us to speak with 
you.” 

There was nothing but silence and we both looked about us uneasily. 

“Are you sensing anything, Stoker?” Oscar whispered. 

“Only slightly, but as it is broad daylight and not a full moon, the creature would 
be in human form, and I suspect that would make him harder to detect.” 

I did smell blood but was not sure if it was a clue, my imagination or just one of 
the smells normal to a farm. 

I drew my pistol and Oscar fumbled through his pockets for his. For a moment, I 
suspected he had forgotten it, but he soon produced it from beneath his coat, almost 
dropping it in the process. He looked at me sheepishly, then gestured toward the house. 

When we entered into the kitchen we saw Mr Sharpe seated at the table. He was 
dead, his head thrown back with a large wound in it. On the table in front of him was a 
letter. A pistol lay on the floor under his right hand. 
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“Dear Lord!” Oscar exclaimed. He turned away and looked as though he might be 
sick. 

I picked up the letter and read it aloud. “I am sorry for what I have done to that 
poor girl. May God have mercy on my soul.” 

“Well, there you have it,” Oscar said, leaning against a wall. “Neatly wrapped up 
in a confession. Too neatly, I suspect.” He pulled a silver flask from his vest pocket and 
took a swig to steady himself before offering it to me. 

I accepted and took a small swallow of gin. It went down smoothly but did 
nothing to ease the aching in my head. “Perhaps,” I said, handing the flask back to 
Oscar. “But I am still not sure he wasn’t the werewolf.” 

“Use your voodoo, Stoker. Can you see anything in this room?” 

I stared at the dead man, trying to let the feeling come over me, but my head 
ached and I was weak still from the last vision. I breathed deeply, calming myself, and 
after a moment my external senses stilled and my inner sense – my demon sense? For 
that is what I begin to fear it is – awakened. The smell of the man filled my nostrils as it 
had done before. “I see nothing. But I am now certain this was the man I saw fleeing 
from the creature.” 

“How do you know? You said you didn’t see his face. And even if you had,” he 
said, gesturing to Mr Sharpe’s ruined features, “you would be hard-pressed to identify it 
here.” 

My eyes met Wilde’s. “I am certain. You must take my word for it.” 

He nodded slowly. “I do. So, that means the werewolf, in human form, killed this 
man and falsified the confession.” 

“It would appear so. But can we convince the others? I do not want to tell them 
about my visions, and even if I did I doubt they would take them as true.” 

Oscar smiled slightly. “Have you learned nothing of my family?” he said. “But as 
you wish. Let us go. We need to tell Mrs Goode of this tragic turn.” 

~~~~~ 

There you have it. I finish this entry in the hotel, waiting for the return of the 
others with a foreboding of what is yet to come. Should I not survive the hunt for this 
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terrible beast and these be my final words, tell my family I love them. Dia idir sinn agus 
an t-olc.8 

																																																																				
8. God between us and all harm. 
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Exhibit Three 

Letter from Oscar Wilde to Florence Balcombe, 2nd of November 1876.  

Archivist’s Note: Only text not covered in Stoker’s journal entry is recorded 
here, unnecessary paragraphs have been eliminated. 

My Dearest Florrie, 

As promised, this is the second letter relating the tale of the frightful mystery in 
which yours truly played an integral part. The most important part, really. 

When we last left our story, Richard Burton, my brother Willie, Bram Stoker and 
I had just questioned the barman of an unsavoury pub in the fishing village of 
Greystones. 

# 

{2 pages already covered by Stoker’s journal omitted} 

Our discovery of the point of attack in the forest turned out to be not as useful as 
I had hoped. Captain Burton and Willie returned at dusk, having followed the trail to a 
dead end. 

“We tracked the beast to the beginning of town,” Burton said. He sat down at a 
table in his room, and Isabel helped him pull off his boots. “But once the creature was on 
the cobblestone, there were no more tracks to follow. I spoke to the constable. He says 
he will let us use his dogs to continue the search tomorrow.” A clap of thunder dashed all 
our hopes as it was followed by a burst of rain that would surely wash away any scent. 

“I was worried about you, dear husband,” Isabel said, giving him a heart-felt hug. 
“You’re not a young man anymore. Perhaps we should leave the hunting to the 
townspeople.” 

This ruffled the Captain’s feathers a bit. “I daresay I’m better equipped to handle 
this creature than a bunch of shopkeepers and fishermen,” he said. 

Mother was looking out the window at the street below. “Perhaps he has fled 
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town. That’s what I would do if I were a werewolf,” she said. “Wouldn’t be smart to hang 
about until the next full moon.” The rain continued to tap on the roof and we all listened 
to it quietly for a moment. 

“I think we are going about this all wrong,” Stoker said. “We are hunting the 
animal, but we should be hunting the man.” 

“The trail has gone cold there, too,” Burton said. 

“He might not even know he turns into the monster,” Willie pointed out. “Isn’t 
that true, Mother?” 

“Yes, it was described to me by the Gipsies as such. We must keep in mind the 
man is as much a victim as that poor girl. He is cursed and cannot help what he is.” 

Stoker’s face grew pallid. He appeared for a moment to be in a trance. “No, he 
remembers,” Storker said. 

“How can you be sure?” Burton asked. 

Stoker seemed at a loss to explain. 

“Surely he must suspect,” I said. “He just happens to be in the same place 
someone is killed every full moon? I’d wager he wakes up naked and covered with blood. 
He must know, even if he blacks out.” 

“Ask yourself, what would you do if you suspected you were such a creature?” 
Stoker asked. 

“I’d slit my own throat,” Willie said. (Self-sacrificing to the hypothetical last, my 
brother.) 

“At the very least I would chain myself up on the full moon,” Isabel said. 

“Exactly,” Stoker said. “As would any decent person. This man does not and, in 
fact, has committed cold-blooded murder as a man in the hope of covering up his own 
crime. No, we are looking for a man who enjoys what he becomes. And is good at hiding 
his true nature.” 

“But just how does he do that?” I asked. “Wouldn’t other people start to see the 
connection? The townspeople are going to be watching each other the next full moon, 
and anyone not accounted for is going to be a suspect.” 



Hopstaken-Prusi / STOKER'S WILDE / 33 

 

“He must travel,” Stoker said. 

“Or he has only recently been bitten,” Mother speculated. 

Stoker smiled bitterly. “With all due respect, Lady Wilde,” he said, “our killer 
seems far too organised to be a newly-turned werewolf.” 

I suddenly had an epiphany. “He must be one of the sailors! If the other murder 
in Wexford is any indication, it must be someone who goes from port to port. A murder 
here, a murder there. Who would think to connect them?” 

“Yes, by spreading the killings all over the world, there is less likely to be a 
pattern seen by the authorities,” Burton said. 

“A good theory,” said Isabel. “But wouldn’t there be deaths on the ship? How 
could a sailor be certain he wouldn’t be out at sea during a full moon?” Isabel has quite a 
keen mind, though I appreciate it more when it is not puncturing one of my theories. 

 “True,” I said. “There is no way a sailor has any control over where his captain...” 
At that moment, my brain caught up with my mouth, which it often never does. “Unless 
he were the captain!” 

“The ship in the harbour wasn’t supposed to be in Ireland two full moons in a 
row,” Willie said. “Remember, the barkeep said the ship had to pull in here for repairs.” 

So, it was decided we should try and track down the captain of the Demeter and 
put a few questions to him — or a few bullets in him, should he get all wolfie. 

“At least there is no full moon tonight,” Mother said. “It will be easier to bring 
him in as a man than a wolf.” 

Burton loaded two of the pistols with his meagre ration of silver bullets. He 
handed one of the guns to Willie. 

“Here now,” I protested. “I happen to be an excellent marksman. Why would you 
give him the gun with the silver bullets?” 

“Because you shot my dog,” Burton said. 

“I was ten!” I exclaimed. “And, apparently, I’m good at hitting canines. The wolf 
won’t stand a chance.” 

He ignored my request. “Just make sure you hit him in the heart,” Burton said to 
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Willie, “as I am uncertain about the purity of the silver.” 

“What?” Willie asked. 

“I melted down some candle sticks, wedding presents from my cousin Cecil. I 
think they were pure silver, and probably have enough in any case.” 

“Perfect,” Willie said. “I could be hunting a werewolf with pewter bullets.” 

“They’re at least silver plate, surely,” Isabel protested. 

“All Bram and I have are lead bullets!” I said. “So you’d better not miss!” 

And with that, we were off to where we thought we’d be most likely to find a 
sailor: the pub. 

As you’ll remember, I thought the Blue Moon was a den of iniquity in the 
daytime. At night I cannot begin to describe the depravity! (Or rather, I expect I could 
describe it quite vividly, but would not in a letter to a lady. No, do not beg me so, your 
mother would never forgive me!) 

Oh, alright, just a little. 

Two more ships had arrived in port that day, and sailors and some of the less 
savoury townsfolk crowded the bar and every table. The room was so filled with smoke I 
could scarcely see my flask in front of my face as I took a drink to brace myself. A saucy, 
raven-haired barmaid was telling an off-colour joke to a group of patrons. I shan’t reveal 
the punchline, but they all laughed uproariously and one of them patted her in a spot 
that wasn’t her shoulder. Across the room, a dapper-looking gent neatly dipped his hand 
into a drunken sailor’s pocket, then quickly slipped whatever he’d found there into his 
own. 

Captain Burton pushed his way to the bar and talked with the landlord for a 
moment, as Bram, Willie and I hung back. I could not hear what he was saying over the 
noise of the rowdy patrons, but at one point he slipped the man a five-pound note. 

Burton made his way back to us. Just in time too, for more sailors were pouring 
into the over-crowded room. 

“He’s playing cards in a room upstairs,” Burton informed us. We threaded our 
way through to the stairs, which were clogged with more drunken sailors. 

Captain Burton shouted, “Make room!” waving his arms – and his pistol – 
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impatiently. 

The crowd readily parted and Burton led the way up the stairs, followed by Stoker 
and me. Somewhere along the way, we lost Willie to the throng. 

At the top of the stairs, Burton gestured down the dimly lit hall. “Around the 
corner to the left,” he said, and Stoker and I flanked him as he led the way toward our 
brutal quarry. A clatter behind us made us all wheel about, weapons at the ready, but it 
was only Willie, who, having escaped the mass of sailors on the stair, stumbled as he 
cleared the last step, dropping his pistol onto the floor. Pulling himself up, he 
straightened his clothes, adjusted his hat and retrieved his gun. “Carry on,” he said, 
gesturing us forward. 

After we’d assembled ourselves into a suitably intimidating force outside the 
room in question, Burton threw the door open then immediately braced himself and 
sighted down the barrel of his pistol at the group of sailors around the table. Most 
dropped their cards, their eyes wide, but a few seemed more accustomed to having 
pistols pointed at them and stared back boldly. 

“Don’t move, you scurvy pirates!” Burton commanded. Such is the authority in 
his voice, when he chooses to employ it, that they obeyed. “We are here to speak with the 
captain of the Demeter.” 

A thin, bearded man facing us smiled a gap-toothed grin. With a jagged scar on 
his cheek and a wild mop of hair, he looked the part of a pirate and I daresay, should 
anyone ever decide to produce a biography of Blackbeard for the stage, he would make a 
convincing lead! 

“I am Captain Abramoff. What can I do for you gentlemen?” he asked in perfect, 
but accented English. He laid his cards down on the table. “Now that you have so rudely 
interrupted my game.” He rolled his “R’s” as Russians often do. 

“Where were you the night the girl was killed?” Burton asked, his gun now 
pointed straight at Abramoff. 

“As I told the constable, I was on my ship. My crew can testify to that.” 

“Then you won’t mind giving us a sample of your handwriting,” Stoker said. 

The captain looked puzzled for a moment. 
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“A man’s handwriting is as recognisable as a leopard’s spots,” Burton added. 

The captain’s grin grew broader. “I would be happy to.” 

Then suddenly the table exploded upward sending mugs, cards and coins flying. 
He flung it at us with such a force it pushed Burton and myself back. A gun went off, 
blasting a hole in the ceiling. The sailors scattered and the captain leapt over the table 
with a speed and agility I can only describe as beastly! 

Stoker grabbed him, but though he is certainly the largest and strongest of our 
lot, the captain threw him aside like he was a rag doll and bolted into the hall. Willie was 
close behind. 

“Shoot him!” Burton ordered, as we clambered to our feet and dashed into the 
hall. Sailors dropped to the floor and covered their heads as Willie wildly tried to take 
aim. 

Willie fired but missed, succeeding only in scattering plaster dust as his bullet 
added another hole to an already scarred wall. The captain disappeared around the 
corner, tossing a sailor into our path as he went. A door slammed as we followed, 
dodging the sailor. When we rounded the corner, he was nowhere to be seen. This part 
of the hallway was empty, with a closed door on either side. 

“We’ll take them one at a time,” Burton whispered. “Oscar, open that door and 
Willie you take aim. Bram, this one shall be ours.” He positioned himself in front of the 
door, his pistol held at the ready. 

I crouched at my door and Stoker at his. I slowly and carefully turned the 
doorknob, holding my breath. 

I flung my door open and Willie fired into the room. 

“Willie, you fool!” Burton shouted. “Wait until you see the whites of his eyes!” 

“Er, I’m out of bullets now,” Willie said fearfully. Luckily, the beast was not in 
that room. Even more luckily, Willie had fired high, missing the sailor and the woman 
entertaining him! They cowered in fear under the bedclothes. 

At his door, Burton shouted, “We have you trapped, Abramoff! Come out with 
your hands raised and you’ll get a fair trial.” We all held our breaths, listening. We heard 
laboured breathing and the sound of cloth ripping. 
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Boom! The door shattered into kindling, sending shards of wood flying into our 
faces. A snarling, furious beast charged out knocking Burton away before he had a 
chance to get off a single shot. Burton hit the opposite wall and fell, unconscious. 

The remnants of the ship captain’s clothes hung from the beast’s hips and 
shoulders and coarse, dark fur covered him from head to foot — or should I say paw. 
Pointed ears stood up from its head and it rotated them as a dog might to catch every 
sound. An elongated wolf’s snout had replaced the captain’s leering grin, but his black 
eyes still glittered out of the monster’s face. It stood upright like a man on two crooked 
legs and howled. The sound was deafening in the cramped hallway and the woman in 
the room behind us screamed, or perhaps that was Willie. Then the creature dropped to 
all fours and crept forward, growling menacingly as it backed Willie up against the wall. 
Willie trembled with fear. 

We heard a sailor yell from down the hall, “Captain’s loose again!” The rumble of 
a mass exodus sounded from the bar below, as seemingly every sailor in the pub poured 
out into the street, leaving us to fend for ourselves. Willie and I were too scared to move, 
fearing the slightest motion might provoke a killing blow. The beast was snarling and 
foaming at the mouth. I could smell its foul breath and its drool dripped onto Willie’s 
shoes. Had he been in any condition to notice I’m sure he would have been quite 
annoyed at the mess. 

Then, from seemingly nowhere, Stoker appeared with a chair. He swung and 
smashed it across the creature’s back. The beast broke off its advance on Willie and 
wheeled to face Stoker. 

As its red-rimmed eyes met Stoker’s, it froze with what I swear was the same 
puzzled look I had seen on the captain’s human face just minutes before. It seemed to be 
thinking, plotting its next move. 

“Back!” Stoker yelled, holding a broken chair leg over his head like a club. 

I was certain the werewolf would rear back and pounce on Stoker, but instead, it 
tucked its tail between its legs and slowly backed away. It seemed to be afraid, like a dog 
whose master was scolding him and was about to strike him with a switch. 

From the corner of my eye, I could see that Burton had regained consciousness 
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and was struggling to his feet. He raised his pistol as he stumbled forward. 

“Step aside, Bram!” he said, and as Stoker did so, the wolf dodged and Burton 
fired, hitting the creature in the shoulder. It yelped, turned and ran down the hallway at 
an unnaturally fast sprint. 

It crashed through the window just as Burton got off another shot. His bullet hit 
the sill, missing the creature by no more than an inch. 

As this point, Willie fainted, hitting the ground like a sack of potatoes. 

“Let’s go after it!” Stoker shouted. 

“There are lanterns in these rooms, grab them,” Burton said. “He won’t get far. 
And he’ll be leaving a trail of blood to boot.” 

“How are we doing for ammunition?” I asked, helping Willie to his feet. He had 
smashed his nose in the fall. It was bloodied but not broken and I held my handkerchief 
to it to staunch the bleeding. 

“I have four bullets left, but not to worry,” Burton said. “It only takes one to the 
heart to finish him off.” 

“Hmm, yes,” I muttered. “Pity one to the shoulder and three to the wall wouldn’t 
do the trick.” 

“Give us a drink, Oscar,” Willie pleaded. I reluctantly gave Willie my flask and he 
greedily drank the rest of my gin. 

By the time we exited the pub, the creature had already disappeared into the 
woods. Stoker led the way into the dark forest, which grew even darker when the moon 
became shrouded by clouds. Our lanterns did not offer much light or comfort. 

Stoker forged on as if he were a hound who had caught a scent. 

I must end here, dear Florrie, but a third letter will follow soon! 

# 

{Archivist’s note: a third letter mentioned by Wilde pertaining to the hunt was 
never found. See next entry.} 
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Exhibit Four 

From the Notes of Sir Richard Burton. Date unknown. 

Archivist’s note: Found among Sir Richard Burton’s papers after his death by 
his wife Isabel. She donated these notes to the White Worm Society in her will and they 
were added to our collection upon her death in 1896. They appear to be notes for a 
longer memoir that was never written. An excerpt is included here to fill in missing 
material pertaining to the Greystones hunt of 29 October 1876 that is neither covered 
by Stoker or Wilde. 

The Night of the Werewolf! 

I have hunted in the dense jungles of India and the scorching deserts of Arabia, 
but nothing prepared me for the hunt of my life in a tiny forest in Ireland! 

The Queen herself had dispatched me to hunt down a terrible creature that had 
been terrorising the fishing village of Greystones, Ireland. 

My hunting party consisted of William and Oscar Wilde, and Bram Stoker. We 
determined straight away that the creature was a werewolf. And, through brilliant 
deduction on our part, we had further ascertained that it had come in on a Russian 
schooner. The creature’s human form was no less than the captain of the ship himself! 

Who knows how many natives it had killed on its trips around the globe? Nor did 
we have any way of knowing how the man came to be cursed thusly. I am told the bite of 
a werewolf is all it takes, so it is a wonder we aren’t knee deep in the things – a werewolf 
plague, as it were – for biting is surely one of the things they do best. However, it seems 
the werewolf seldom inflicts a wound that isn’t fatal, so perhaps that is what keeps their 
numbers down. 

We confronted the captain at the local pub, hoping to capture him in his human 
form. But alas, unbeknownst to us at the time, some werewolves can change at will. This 
was one such creature. He transformed into a wolf quickly and I managed to wound it 
with a silver bullet to the shoulder, but it escaped into the darkness. 
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So, there we were on a cold Irish night, in the forest, hunting a wounded monster. 
We had no dogs, and only four silver bullets in two pistols. I was sceptical we could 
follow the blood trail in the dark, but as it turns out Bram Stoker was a natural-born 
tracker. I had never seen a white man with such skill. By only lantern light he was able 
to see wolf tracks and droplets of blood. We followed him, and he was so focused it was 
as if he were in a trance, similar to what I have seen in the eyes of Indian trackers in 
Punjab. 

The trail led us out of the woods and to a farm. A dog began to howl somewhere 
in a farmhouse far down the road, a long, agonised wailing, as if from fear. The sound 
was taken up by another dog, and then another and another until, borne on the softly 
sighing wind, a wild howling began. It seemed to come from all over the country, as far 
as the imagination could grasp it through the gloom of the night. 

I stepped over the bloody remnant of a goat’s head. 

“It has fed,” I told the others quietly. “Maybe it will be more docile.” 

“I wouldn’t count on it,” Stoker whispered. “Perhaps it fed because it needed 
strength to heal.” 

There were no lights on in the farmhouse. That meant the owners were either not 
home or dead. Or I suppose they may have been sleeping. Farm folk are early risers after 
all. In any case, it was dark. 

A horse in the barn whinnied and snorted in what sounded like fear. 

“He’s in the barn,” Stoker said. 

“Bram, you and I will go in through the front. Willie and Oscar, see if there is a 
back entrance. And for God’s sake, remember you only have two silver bullets. Make 
them count.” Willie nodded and he and Oscar went off to the back of the barn. 

I set down the lantern to make myself a less obvious target and entered through 
the double doors, which were open slightly. Only moonlight from the loft window 
illuminated the interior. It was dark, and damn my old eyes, I could barely see a thing. 

“Do you see him?” I whispered. 

“No,” Bram said. He froze in his tracks. “I’m not sure he is in here any longer.” 

Before I could ask him why he thought that, a whooshing sound cut the night. 
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Bram took the full force of a shovel to the stomach and was thrown backwards by the 
blow. I saw a shape run by in the shadows. He was in the form of a man now! I took aim 
at the naked man but he disappeared in the pervasive darkness and I dared not waste a 
bullet. 

I turned to check on Bram, a foolish thing to do I know now. The man must retain 
some of the beast’s supernatural speed, for suddenly a pitchfork pierced my leg with 
incredible force! I fell to one knee, pivoted around and fired into the darkness. I did not 
hit him, but it was enough to keep him from advancing on us. 

Willie and Oscar rushed from the back of the barn with guns drawn. 

“He’s in human form,” I shouted. 

We could hear his footsteps running away from us and Oscar fired his pistol 
toward the sound. We could hear our quarry scurrying up the ladder and into the loft. 

Willie came to my aid. Bram was getting to his feet, holding his midsection. 

“Leave me,” I ordered. I handed Bram my pistol, with its one remaining silver 
bullet. “I’ll be all right. Finish the bastard off.” 

A pair of red eyes pierced the darkness of the loft. The creature snarled and 
growled in pain as he once more transformed into a wolf. 

Stoker took aim and fired up into the loft, but his angle was all wrong and it went 
high. 

“Damn!” He tossed my empty pistol down and pulled out his own. 

Willie was trying to aim. “Where is it? I don’t see it!” 

The wolf leapt out of the loft and Willie fired, missing it. The creature landed on 
all fours near us. Stoker shot it several times, but the ordinary lead bullets bounced off it 
as if it had an elephant’s hide. 

Willie, trembling, aimed at the creature. So, there he stood, terrified, certainly, 
well aware he had but one more bullet with which to kill the beast, but he bravely stood 
his ground, awaiting the proper moment to fire. 

Oscar threw his lantern at the beast, smashing it onto its back. This proved to be 
a smart move, as it did momentarily catch the creature on fire. (I do not know, 
specifically, if fire would kill a werewolf, but then fire kills most things.) 
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The wolf then did a remarkable thing. It laughed. A deep guttural sound, but it 
was recognisable as a laugh. It stood up straighter on its crooked back legs and shook 
out the flames as if it were a dog shaking off an unwanted bath. 

It was then I saw its front paws were more like deformed hands, something you 
might see on an ape. Willie stepped forward to shoot, but the beast jumped at him and 
grabbed the barrel of the gun, yanking it from his hands. It flung the gun with such force 
that it smashed against the wall of the barn into pieces. It back-handed Willie, striking 
him to the ground. 

Bram charged the creature, but it simply grabbed him by the throat and held him 
up like he were a rabbit. Bram pounded on the beast with his fists and kicked at it wildly, 
but it held its grasp firmly. He turned Bram this way and that and sniffed him. I was 
sure its next move would be to bite off Bram’s head! 

But then it spoke! A raspy almost unintelligible voice asked, “What are you?” It 
snarled and leant in closer, sniffing at Stoker. “I was wrong to be scared of you. You are 
weak like a human, but you smell like . . . something else. What bewitchment is this?” 

While it was preoccupied with tormenting Bram, Oscar had snuck up behind it. I 
saw the glint of something shiny in his hand. It was his silver flask. In one swift move, he 
pushed the flask against the middle of the creature’s back, put his pistol up to it and shot 
through the flask! 

The bullet must have forced a piece of silver into the creature. It dropped Bram 
and howled in horrible pain. It whirled around and took a swing at Oscar, but he had 
already backed away out of its reach. 

It dropped to all fours gasping and choking. Blood and foam came from its jaws. 
It rolled onto its side and fell silent. 

Then an incredible transformation took place. We watched as it turned back into 
a human being! Where there had once been a powerful wolf now there was a frail, naked 
man. He was still living, for his chest moved with breath and his eyes slowly opened. 
They held a look of defiance. 

Bram bent down before it. “This curse that has afflicted you is gone. May God 
have mercy on your soul.” 
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The man laughed and said, “Whatever you have, perhaps that is a curse. My wolf 
-- this was a gift.” He choked and blood came to his lips as he breathed his terminal 
breath. 

I returned to England and reported to the Queen herself that the creature had 
been put down. Had I known then it was a portent of horrible things to come, I would 
have never gone off to India and left England unprotected from supernatural forces. 
Fortunately, my companions on that fateful hunt were there to take up the mantle as 
defenders of the Empire.
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Exhibit Five 

Part II The Black Bishop Incident 

The exhibits in the collection below all pertain to the Black Bishop Incident and 
therefore contain potentially dangerous information meant only for Society Members 
with a level-4 clearance or higher. 
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Exhibit Six 

Letter from Dr Victor Mueller to Lord Alfred Sundry 30th of November 
1876 

Archivist’s note: This letter was found hidden in the secret compartment of a 
desk purchased from Lord Sundry’s9 estate after his disappearance in 1880. We can 
see here that the Black Bishop was forming his dastardly plan as early as 1876, and 
likely earlier than that.  The letter was written in code, which we quickly deciphered 
using Babbage’s Difference Engine number 3.10 

# 

Not much is known about the mysterious Dr Mueller. Public records show he 
purchased the scientific library and laboratory of Dr James Lind who died in 1812. 
Lind was a pioneer in anatomical research and a mentor to Mary Shelly. Lind was 
said to be the inspiration for Dr Frankenstein in her novel “Frankenstein: A Modern 
Prometheus,” written in 1818. 

 
Mueller’s Laboratory 

# 

																																																																				
9. Lord Alfred Sundry 31 October 1821 - 21 April 1880. Son of Lord Edmund 

Sundry. Best known for his failed efforts to reform the Church of England. 
10. Charles Babbage KH FRS (26 December 1791 – 18 October 1871) was an 

English polymath. A mathematician, philosopher, inventor and mechanical engineer, 
Babbage is credited with inventing the first mechanical computer. 
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Dr Victor Mueller 
Lord Alfred 

Sundry 

Captain 

Abramoff 

# 

Dear Lord Sundry, 

I regret to notify you of Captain Abramoff’s demise. It was beyond my control, I 
assure you. Please inform the Bishop and offer him my sincere apologies for the delay 
this will cause. 

As you know, it took me years to track Abramoff and months of planning to 
become part of his crew. I grew to be his friend and confidant and was well situated to 
abduct him as soon as we reached a port that would be convenient for our purposes. 

However, before we reached such a locale, the ship had to pull into an Irish 
harbour for repairs. He became careless, and after he killed a barmaid his true nature 
was discovered. He was hunted down and killed by Captain Richard Burton and his 
men. 

This is a setback to be sure, but I am optimistic I can obtain another specimen. 
Abramoff himself told me there were others of his kind in Romania. 

I witnessed one of the men accompanying Burton ward off an attack by Abramoff, 
which is no small feat. From his signature in the guest book at the local inn, I have 
ascertained that he is Abraham Stoker. Has not Stoker’s name come up before in our 
research? Perhaps it is a just a coincidence that Stoker was a member of the hunting 
party, but it seems unlikely a man with his gifts would have been chosen at random by 
Burton.   

I will investigate Stoker further, as it shall be a profitable use of my time until I 
can secure passage to Romania. There I shall begin my hunt anew. 
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I give my word to the Black Bishop that I will do my utmost to bag him a live 
werewolf, unharmed. However, as you know, a hunt like this could take several years. I 
am fully aware that we are on a strict timetable, and that the door closes on St. George’s 
Day, 1880.11 

# 
12 I am confident I will be able to fulfil the Bishop’s request long before then. 

Sincerely, 

# 

Dr Victor Mueller 

* * * 

																																																																				
11. Saint George’s Day is celebrated on 23 April, the traditionally accepted date of the saint’s 

death in the Diocletianic Persecution of AD 303. For those Eastern Orthodox Churches which use the 
Julian calendar, this date currently falls on the day of 6 May of the Gregorian calendar. 

12. It is theorised that an astral alignment occurs every one-hundred years that brings the Realm closer, 
thus making it easier to open the gates along ley lines.  

 


