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“â€¦fast-paced and captivating.”
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“Butler's fast-paced novel [is]
nicely detailed and imagined.”
J
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ELEGRAM

“Easton is a compelling, fast-paced tale of piracy
and romance. A delightful read.”
L
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“[Easton] is exceptionally well-written, with the
author's proseâ€”and especially the dialogueâ€”flowing
in an easy, natural manner. The plot is well
thought out and the novel's characters are
well developed. Throughout the novel, the
atmosphere of threatening danger that
permeates the story will hold the
reader spellbound until the end.”
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“Butler's prose style is lushâ€”he describes post-Victorian
London quite eloquentlyâ€¦”
L
YNN
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“The writing is so persuasive that it makes the supernatural
seem natural.â€¦ A fresh and accomplished
blend of myth and fact,
Stoker's Shadow
is the real thing.”
N
EWFOUNDLAND AND
L
ABRADER
2004 F
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WARD
J
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“
Stoker's Shadow
is a stunning achievement that will
doubtless gather to itself all praise.”
J
O
A
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-C
OOKE
A
UTHOR OF
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L
ADY

“Though the vampires in Bram Stoker's novel
Dracula
cast no shadows, the author and the book
certainly do. In
Stoker's Shadow
, Paul Butler
explores this phenomenon in a unique blending
of biography and dreamscape.”
D
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To Newfoundland


PART I
L
ONDON

C
HAPTER
O
NE
I
hear the sound againâ€”a suppressed squeal and a scuttling noise, like mice on a polished floor.

Now I am sure they are laughing at me.

The servants withdrew from my bed several minutes ago. At first they pretended to straighten chairs, close drawers, smooth curtains. Now they are just watching me from the shadows. I don't try to look at them; my gaze remains on the specks of dust floating in the shaft of light above me. They are like faraway stars, swirling and circling out of reach. How small my world has become!

Proclaiming that the daylight is too much for my senses, the doctor has rationed the sun. The draperies, he has told the servants, may be opened only a foot between ten in the morning and three in the afternoon. The single beam which results from this order has a celestial quality; it reminds me of sunlight filtered through stained glass and falling upon an altar, kissing the crisp, white cloth and the silver chalice. I feel I am a knight at prayer.

Why do the servants suppose I cannot hear them when they giggle? Perhaps they know I can. Perhaps they sense my final decline and have ceased to care what I think. They are waiting for me to die. I can feel their anticipation like a cool breeze licking the bedclothes. But I am indifferent to their mocking.

I am sinking fast; that much is obvious even to me. I can barely move my head. I pushed myself too far, it seems, when I journeyed to this place. An old age in triumph, I had imagined. But it turns out this bed is my only domain. Dampness has seeped into my bones, and I feel they might crumble into powder every time I try to move.

But move I must, as I know the world beyond my bed feels an anguish more urgent than my own.

“Jacques!” I find myself calling.

My voice is little more than a gasp, and I am afraid he will pretend not to hear.

More whispering from the shadows.

“Jacques!” I call again.

At last he comes forward and stands by the side of my bed. I manage to tip my head so I can catch sight of his face. There is a smirk shaping his pink lips.

“My lord?” he says, eyes glistening.

“Search the rooms for spiders' webs,” I say with an effort.

Jacques makes a faceâ€”a joke frown. He catches Philippa's eye; she has repositioned herself near the foot of my bed.

I raise my head as much as I can to show I mean business.

“Untangle the threadsâ€¦untangle the threads from any living flies that are trapped,” I say. The words are like hot gravel spilling from my lips, and I can feel my face reddening. “Taket hem outdoors and release them. And dust for any other cobwebs. Do you understand?”

Jacques glances at Philippa again. There is a stifled laugh from the shadows behind him. Maria must be standing there.

“But, my lord, I do not quite understand. You want me to rescueâ€¦the
flies
?”

Another tittering noise behind him.

“Yes.” I let my head sink back into the pillow.

Jacques bows with mock solemnity.

“And send Gabrielle to me the moment she returns.”

I glance toward him, eager to catch his expression now. The confidence has drained from Jacques's face. Now there is that odd look I have seen beforeâ€”thin-lipped, moist-eyed, and struggling. Jacques does not like Gabrielle. I am glad he is annoyed. The room has gone hushed. Every clown loves an audience, and Jacques'sâ€”Maria and Philippaâ€”have sensed the joke is over.

“My lord,” he says gravely with a bow. He turns and leaves, followed by his retinue. They begin whispering again as the door closes.

I lie and wait. I know Gabrielle will not be long. I have glimpsed the outlines of swallows' wings in the light above me, and I long for her to look out upon the river and tell me what she sees. She has a soft, low voice and speaks both French and English beautifully. She is my angel, the one person who will not laugh at me. She seems to belong not to my old age, but to the earliest time of my childhood, and she is reuniting me with an innocence I had thought long gone. I can watch the contours of her lips and cheeks. I can feel the dip in the bed when I ask her to sit beside me. But I am innocent as a child. My impotence is my new-found virtue. To her, I am a good man.

__________

F
LEET FEELS HIMSELF TREMBLE
as he watches the Marquis's girl. Her dark eyes seem to devour everything: the crow hanging upside down on the nail; the knotted beams that hold up the roof; the shelves stacked with dusty jars. Her pride is fascinating. She is taking her time, avoiding eye contact even while she surveys everything in his shop. Now and again, her eyes catch the flame from the open stove.

“What is your name?” she asks suddenly.

“Fleet,” he replies.

“That isn't your name. That's the river.”

“Yes, Fleet of Fleet river. It's both my name and my location.”
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