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HARKER: IN HER 
OWN WORDS 

 After 30 years, Mina Harker tells all about her experience with 
the Vampire. 

Thirty years have passed since the 
mysterious events that transpired in a 
Transylvanian wood, between English citizens 
Mina Harker, her husband, Jonathan, four of 
their close comrades, a group of Romani people, 
and a vampire, named Count Dracula. Their 
story is one of fate and fortitude, good sense and 
knowledge where natural sense failed. Those 
who are familiar with it, and there are not too 
many, are mostly divided on their beliefs in the 
veracity of the personal accounts published by 
the Harkers, Dr. John Seward, and Professor 
Gabriel Van Helsing. Some people see this tale 
as being nothing more than a fireside fable, 
while others see it as a warning of what may 
lurk beyond the waters that protect our island 
fortress.  

While this story may be new knowledge 
to most, the name Mina Harker may sound as 
familiar as afternoon tea to our readers. Harker 
has been an outspoken activist in the mission of 
this print, to promote the newest and brightest 
ways of thinking within a society that is ever-
changing. After having mastered the typewriter, 
Harker has been writing in, almost weekly, 
discussing the importance of the female presence 
in society.  

Over time, devoted readers have questioned where she finds that spark that seems 
to be lighting the keys of her typewriter on fire. She has attributed it mostly to a vague 
summary of this experience she had in the past but has been one to quickly jump to 
another subject when prompted further. Last year, Harker suffered a great loss at the 
passing of her husband, Jonathan Harker, someone she always referred to as being “so 
strong, so self-reliant, so resolute”. In a letter she does not mind my disclosing, she admits 
that her desire to wait until this new stage of widowhood to do this feature, came from a 
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place of wanting to protect Jonathan and her family from any unwanted, public attention. “I have stayed 
silent before, for my Jonathan’s sake”, Mina writes to me, referring to her experience of suppressing her 
own suspicions when she had first been bitten by the Count, “and I have done it again.”  

 Harker invited me to come visit her in her small 
cottage oasis. When I obliged, I was greeted at the 
door by a petite figure of a woman, with long hair that 
at one time must have been as dark and glossy as ink 
but was now dulling and turning grey at the roots. 
Even with the physical signs of aging, Mina’s 
politeness remained timeless as she escorted me 
through all the traditional niceties that are to be 
expected of a woman raised in the century past.  
 After formal greetings and exchanging tricks of 
the turnip gardening trade, we settle down in a quaint 
parlor, Mina in a chair of a deep, scarlet satin and I on 
a couch of shiny, black leather. I begin by telling her 
that her story is one of peril and triumph, and those 
who have read it, were fortunate enough to have some 
of it described by her own first hand accounts with the 
journal that catalyzed her presence within our own 
activist community. What did that mean to her to be 
able to have her own voice recorded? She smiled and 
after a sip of tea answered, “Well, I had always wanted 
to do what I had seen lady journalists doing. I wanted 
to conduct interviews and write descriptions. I thought 
it best to start with my own day-to-day life, at that 
point, you see, I never thought that anything would 
occur where I would be the one being interviewed. To 
me, it meant holding a kite out in a windy field and 
hoping that with enough practice I would be able to fly 

        that kite, I had made myself, and see it touch the   
        sky.”  

I remarked that, for a woman, that 
seemed like an odd ambition. Mina let out 
an amused breath and set her teacup down. 
“Yes, any ambition at all tends to seem out of 
place, when it is a woman’s mind it is living in. I had a friend once, named Lucy, who sneered at any 
ambition that didn’t result in a band of gold around her finger.” Mina’s gaze was turned at the sudden 
motion of a dove fluttering outside the parlor window. For a moment, a sharp pain seemed to sting her 
eyes, but softened at the sound of the dove beginning to coo as it perched on the sill. She continued, “That 
was still ambition. Still something to be proud of. I was very proud of my own marriage. That came 
before anything else for me, but still, I would lay down my head at night and dream of things other than 
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my dear Jonathan’s smile. That made me different back then, and it still does in some circles now. But 
things are changing, and I do think I am among the types of people who have made that change.”  

I shake my head fervently, agreeing with this statement. I tell her that, yes, her additions to this 
newsprint have helped tremendously in new age ideas being heard. And now is when I dare to venture 
into the unknown of those events that have forever laced her name among the whispers that come with 
each mention of the vampire. I start by saying, while it is so intriguing to hear from her own voice on the 
many events of that dark time, there are so many other important events, that are clueless to the tip of her 
pen or the ring of her keys. She nods as I approach the question in mind, “Could you tell me about that 
night?”The sound of her teacup clattering against its saucer as it took an unexpected drop from Mina’s 
hand rang throughout the small room. Quickly, she clears her throat and regains her composure. 
 “What night would that be?” Mina’s raised eyebrow gave her face a mask of curiosity, but it was 
clear that it was only a mask. Beneath her poorly painted coat of confusion, her eyes became glossy and 
unblinking, almost as if she had become frozen, waiting for the moment to pass, waiting for me take it 
back, to look at my notes and laugh at the silly question I had just posed, as I cross it off the paper with a 
flippant apology. But never before had anyone heard what that night meant to her in her own words. The 
only known account comes from Dr. Seward. After learning of the Count’s presence within his house 
from his patient, Renfield, Seward and Professor Van Helsing burst into the bedroom the Harker’s shared 
and found Jonathan laying helpless on the bed, while Mina and the Count stood, two contrasts of light and 
darkness, but one silhouette altogether, as the Count forced Mina to suck the blood from his own chest.  

 “You do remember that night?” I prodded. I couldn’t let this moment, this opportunity, go to 
waste. After a moment of silence, Mina, fixing her eyes on a portrait of her son, Quincey, situated on the 
wall above my head, answered,  
 “Yes. It remains draped across my memory like the rhyme of poetry. It’s not that I want to 
remember it, it is just that I can’t forget it. It is so strange how everything changed and, yet, I had only 
just then come to know something I had always felt. I had never been a part of anything so intimate 
besides marrying Jonathan. And you know… that was really what it felt like. I hate to admit it…that in 
the worst moment of my life with my mouth on the chest of my own greatest enemy, tasting the life that 
seemed so wrong, coming from a dead man’s body, all I could think of was the best moment of my life. 
Marriage is a union you see. A sacred covenant that combines two lives together for eternity. Once those 
vows brush both of your lips, the two of you standing there, are no longer two but one.” Her eyes flicked 
down to her hands she kept clasped tightly in her lap. She was sitting so rigidly in the chair, I became 
afraid that if she made any large movement her body might snap in two.  
 “You can feel it. When your soul touches someone else’s. I felt that with Jonathan, the moment 
our souls went waltzing to our castle in the air.” She sucked in a sudden, sharp breath.  
 “I felt it that night as well. Not with Jonathan. With that…that creature.” She looked repulsed, a 
single tear escaping the corner of her eye, still making no eye contact with me. “Ice cold. No sunlight. 
That’s what it felt like when it….when it happened. I didn’t want it to, of course. I didn’t want to feel that. 
It was done against my will. But he took the blood right from my neck, and then gave his own back to me. 
With that gesture, he froze his soul to mine in nothing other than another union. This one hardly splendid 
nor anything they tell to little girls with wide-eyes, dreaming of the flowers they will carry in their 
bouquet. This one was sinister and came with no other choice. That was what stuck with me the most after 
it happened. The importance of choice. I was one of the lucky few women of my generation, along 

The Visionary’s Voice

“Those pretty white feathers turned to dust.”

3



The Visionary’s Voice October 31, 1927

with my friend, Lucy, who had that freedom. Many women, even with this freedom, still had Lucy’s 
mindset, to wed and never wonder. I was more of an outsider for taking on the burden of the pen as well 
as the natural duties of a woman. But the choice remained. And it was mine. All mine. Beautiful, delicate, 
like that dove you see out there. But he tore it from me,” Her voice strained as her eyes finally met mine.  
 “Those pretty white feathers all turned to dust and my 
mind was stained with that vision of scarlet all in one instant. In 
the days that followed, without the wings that had helped me fly, 
I became someone with no choice, with no freedom. I saw 
visions of my dear, friend Lucy, but it was my face not hers that 
frowned back at me. I knew that I was destined to the same fate 
as her if I did not find a new way to fight…another choice to 
make. That’s when it came to me suddenly, the decision to win 
this battle. That monster had joined us together in an eternal 
duress, but rather than let the chains the Count had shackled to 
me become my imprisonment, as they were intended, I decided 
to make them my weapon. To use this link between us as much 
against him as he wanted it to be against me. That is another 
consideration of a union, it is equal parts you and them. The 
Count wanted to exercise his power over me, like he did with 
sweet Lucy. She was so in love with the romance of becoming 
someone else’s that, I believe, her mind had been set in such a 
way that she could never depend on anything that was fully her 
own. Her own strength. Her own will. Once he had come and 
taken even what little of that her soul rested upon, there was 
nowhere else for it to go but to the grave. But I was different, for 
my time, for my gender, and that gave me power.”  
 A small smile crept up onto Mina’s face, it was a 
welcome guest to such an unnerving subject of discussion. She 
turned away for a moment to take her teacup from the side table. 
“I may not have been the one to plunge the stake into the Count’s 
heart, but I killed that vampire.” She let the statement seep into 
the air around us so that it coated every passing moment with the 
syrupy sweet satisfaction it must have tasted like coming off her 
tongue. “I think that is what has set me apart from people like 
dear Lucy. From women like dear Lucy. I think that is what defines this new age 
of woman and what the newsprint you write for voices. That there is no one way 
we all should be, but we should be able to choose the way we want to be for 
ourselves. I had always felt that, but I did not know that until that monster came. 
My story may seem outlandish to most, but we all have monsters that lurk into 
our lives and cling to our weakest moments. It is a matter of if you choose to 
defeat them or not.” 
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