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April 14, 2013 marks the  first anniversary of the passing of Mr. Barnabas Isaac Collins.  
Born in Hart, Hampshire, England in 1924, Mr. Collins began visiting the United States 
in April of 1967 during his renovation of Collins Hall.  Traveling back and forth between 
England and the United States for several years, Mr. Collins finally took permanent 
residence at Collins Hall (often nicknamed "The Old House") in 1973.  With his wife, 
Angelique Bouchard Collins, Mr. Collins became a beloved fixture in Collinsport.  As a 
community leader and eventual mayor, Mr. Collins revitalized Collinsport throughout the 
1970s and 1980s, taking it from a small fishing village to the nation's home for advanced 
naval architecture, revolutionary marine exploration, and bastion of the fine arts. !!
In August of last year, a Collins Foundation associate, Patrick McCray, was cataloging 
the archives at Collins Hall when he happened upon an item of particular interest: an 
18th century casket.  How and why Mr. Collins came to own this strange curio was a 
mystery, one compounded by the disappearances of Mrs. Angelique Collins and Mr. 
Quentin Collins shortly after the funeral.!!
Within the casket's lining, Mr. McCray happened upon a series of journals, letters and 
other papers, dating from the 18th century through to the mid-20th century.!!
Mr. McCray became mildly concerned when he saw that the papers were apparently 
written in the hand of the late Mr. Collins, as well as other prominent (and unknown) 
visitors to Collinsport.  "What I couldn't understand," McCray noted, "is that the diaries of 
Barnabas Collins, while being in his handwriting, dated back to the 1700's.  Not only 
that, but I found the same match for Mr. Quentin Collins... his penmanship was found on 
letters from the 1800's.  And they weren't the only authors this this macabre collection."!!
Coincidence?  Foundation forensic scientists confirmed both the age of the paper and 
the identical match of the handwriting.!!
"These documents," Mr. McCray noted, "are nothing short of revolutionary.  It was only 
upon reading them that an explanation came up.  If they are real, everything we know 
about science, medicine, and... everything... is about to change."!!
Mr. McCray admitted that putting the documents into order wasn't easy.  "What's just as 
confounding has been their cataloging system.  Rather than be listed by calendar date, 
the entries are indexed as 'episodes' and don't seem to always follow a consecutive, 
chronological order."!!
On September 19 of last year, family attorney and acting board chair, Mr. Anthony 
Peterson, instructed Mr. McCray to make his findings public.  In a press conference, Mr. 
Peterson stated, "Yes, I authorized the research.  Yes, I've authorized the resulting 



publication.  The people of Collinsport and beyond deserve the truth.  The Collins family 
has trusted me to do the right thing.  Time will show that I did."!!
That evening, Mr. Peterson vanished from his Collins Bay cottage and has not been 
seen since.!!
"Of course, I suspect foul play.  That's why the Foundation has put me and the 
documents on lock-down until I can scan them and make them public."!!
 !
 !
Episode 366 -- First Entry!
 !
My name is Barnabas Collins.!!
The great house of Collinwood rises, and I look to it as a new beginning for the entire 
Collins family.  My father demanded a fortress.  My mother pined for a palace.  I crafted 
a home.  It lacks only paint, and that may be dry within days to greet my lovely Josette. 
She arrives for the wedding within the week.   Will the chill, Maine air suit a delicate 
belle of Martinique?  And what of her parents and aunt?  !!
Other questions occupy my mind.  The carriage transporting Miss Phyllis Wick, the 
children's new tutor, violently overturned, killing all hands save her.  Were I not 
betrothed, I would pursue her most ardently.  The shock of the carriage incident robbed 
the lass of her memory and fortitude.  She fainted moments into her arrival at Collins 
Hall.  (I'll wager that the governess is another victim of father's garish taste in rugs.  The 
sight of them still inspires me to dash for cider.)  !!
Her clothing is most arresting.  Are they mere undergarments?  It must be the fashion in 
her city of origin, and if more ladies there dress as she, I would gladly visit before 
Josette and I exchange vows.  I fear that I shall never know of her past; her jostling 
rendered her so deluded that she believes her name Victoria Winters and not Miss 
Phyllis Wick.!!
Lest I appear changable in my engagement, I note her resemblance to my beloved 
Josette.  The similarity is not in body nor voice; it rests -- and I use the term with 
reluctance -- in her spirit.  Dearest sister Sarah demonstrated an odd prescience 
regarding "Miss Winters" by  drawing an accurate portrait of her prior to her arrival. 
Forbes (The Eel) was witness to her fainting and sought to apply "a healing hand."  I 
guarantee that he will swim away prior.  Time and sleep are her allies. !!
BC!
 !
367!
 !
Ledger of Joshua Collins.!



!
Financial notation.!!
The price of good help declined since Barnabas was a youth.  New governess hired at 
the rate of four dollars a month. Not the heartiest sum, however Abigail seems 
convinced that Miss Victoria Winters -- or so she claims -- is the agent of Satan.  
Whether or not this is true, the financial arrangement seems prudent in the extreme.  
She claims to play the clavichord, and if so, might perhaps prove useful at the wedding.  
Abigail will be met by negotiation, despite her citation of Mother's truism, "When the 
face of evil presents itself, it must be crushed and destroyed."!!
True, save when such a bargain appears.!!
 !!
 !
 !
368/69!
 !
Angelique has returned, as has the Countess.  They've been in New York for some time.  
Given that my engagement to Josette was via correspondence, it is understandable that 
the handmaid would not have witnessed it grow, for there was nothing to actually 
witness.  I am attempting to hold my natural ardor at bay; my love for Josette should 
make this a simple task.  Yes, Angelique still carries with her a passion I've rarely seen, 
but she lacks the gentle refinement of my lovely Josette.!!
Angelique is a most distracting woman.  Once in a household, she is impossible to 
ignore.!!
BC!
 !
370!
 !
My Dear Francois,!!
Inadequate is the only possible word.  After weeks at sea, we arrived at Collinsport to no 
greeting, and after no small trouble, my daughter and I finally found the estate. I've gone 
to a rejuvenating, hot bath (at last).  Josette and her intended are finally reunited, which 
is good and well, but Joshua's presence will be more welcomed for me and my 
concerns.!!
Sincerely,!!
Andre Dupres!
 !
371!



 !
I have never come closer to death.  Josette's arrival marred immediately by 
asphyxiation.  The recovery was just as sudden.  Her kiss, rather than rejuvenate me, 
seemed to induce the feeling.  Now in recovery.  Why?!!
BC!
 !
372!
 !
BLACK BOOK!!
A new sensation, having a servant, nay slave of one's own, but circumstances have 
necessitated it.  Mr. Ben Stokes and his strong arm, for I have seen him heft an entire 
coach, will prove essential.  To think that all of this could be avoided.!!
-- Miranda!
 !
373!
 !
Barnabas --!!
Can you do something to distract Cousin Millicent?  Perhaps some task at the wedding.  
Your father seems intent on yrs. tly. wedding the Maine branch to her considerable 
fortunes.  Granted, ships never fund their own construction, but this is the limit.  
Certainly we know someone to gain her heart. If only to torment my brother!!!
J.!
 !
374!
 !
Dr. Thornton, I believe that Barnabas' intended may have gone mad from the voyage.  
She now claims a passion for me, and this can be nothing but lunacy.  Please, this must 
remain between us.  Surely, you must have a draught of some kind for these delusions. 
J. Collins!
 !
375!
 !
I see that my enthusiasm for Josette is shared by Jeremiah and the Countess, both of 
whom suggest that the wedding be accelerated despite the guest list compiled by the 
family.  Such rambunctious support of this union is deeply heartening. Perhaps this shall 
balance Angelique's dissatisfaction.!!
Mr. Ben Stokes continues to struggle with penmanship, especially his Q's, however the 
campaign is well worth the effort!  Fortitudine, Ben!!!
B.!



 !
376!
 !
I must destroy the cards.  In Martinique, their presence brought joy and insight.  Now?  
Only pain.  Led to see Josette in the arms of J. Collins, I informed Andre.  Yes, we are 
French, but even we have some sense of limits when not dealing with domestics.  
Thinking all was well, cards were read for Naomi, and the inverted lovers appeared for 
the first time in all of my readings.  My reliance on the cards has, perhaps, brought with 
them their own misfortune, for I must ask if they portend the future or are some sort of 
causal agent.!!
There is evil in this house, and I must question if I, myself, have brought it.!!
 !!
N. Dupres!!
 !
 !
377!
 !
To he who finds it....  I have fled this town for a clear reason.  We are a proud family of 
freethinkers, with notable exceptions, however, the persistent appearance of "the devil's 
mark" leaves me little choice but to depart Collinsport.  First on my hand and then on 
that of Josette, whatever curse is upon us is beyond science to comprehend.  I invoke 
science to distance myself.  In truth, I simply must distance myself from that rarest of 
women.!!
My honor, my word, my fealty to my nephew?  These are rendered nothing but a lie 
unless I escape.  What I do, I do for the Collins family and my cherished nephew, 
Barnabas.!
 !
378!
 !
To he who finds it...!!
Plans have changed.  I believe that my brother has become a cat.  This may retard my 
departure somewhat.!!
Barnabas seems unaware that anything unusual is afoot, and seems to be a comfort to 
Josette.!!
A cat.!!
JC!
 !



379!
 !
The quest for my father amidst the tempest was but a soothing prelude to the events 
that followed.  All remain obsessed with that absurdly mundane feline, despite the fact 
that it appears to have taken root in the estate, going so far as to claim an entire section 
of the drawing room as some sort of lair, resting as would a sultan of the Orient upon 
one of father's comfort pillows.  Now, I find myself hearing words like "witch" bandied 
about, and I can only imagine what titles would be invoked were a terrier to have 
appeared.!!
The Countess is beginning to exhibit behavior that is of questionable sanity even for 
(forgive me, Josette) the French, insinuating occult powers are held by the Governess 
Winters, an able-bodied lass who would be easier to see as a simple milk-maid than 
sorceress.!!
After yet more of my search, I returned home to find the Countess behaving with far 
more civility, offering me a healthy quaff of spirits to put the evening to a rest.  Only then 
did her lunacy escalate, explaining that I would be marrying Josette tomorrow.  Very 
well!  At least some kind of definitive action.!!
B!
 !
380!
 !
First, a demand for marriage this day, and now, nary a bride nor ceremony.   After 
promises.  After the vows before vows.  After seeing a love in her eyes the lies of which 
there could be no counterfeit, she is gone.!!
B!
 !
381!
 !
Nothing in this world is as I knew it scant hours ago.  While searching the woods for 
Josette (perhaps not gone of her own volition), I saw a man, yes, claiming to be 
Jeremiah.  But from his quavering, effete voice, I knew it was not he.  I hesitate to use 
the word apparition, but this being materialized, taunted me with a knowledge that 
Josette was forever gone into the arms of another, and then vanished.  There was 
ample moonlight and no overpowering spirits clouded my perception.  Then another 
voice sent me to search the road, near which I found her veil.  Proof, yes, but of what?!!
Had only trusty Ben Stokes been with me.!!
Angelique was all too ready to comfort me, her endlessly green eyes pools of sympathy.  
But I would not give her the satisfaction of having me.  My love for Josette will forever 
be a statement of defiance against her.  If I never see Josette again, I shall see her in 
every act of beauty, nonetheless.!



!
B!!
 !
 !
382!
 !
Young Sarah,!!
Let this Bible shield you during what is to come.  These words you shall not yet 
understand, but in time you shall see that they are the most loving and cleansing gift 
that can be bestowed upon you, child.!!
The power of the Almighty will once again reign in Collinsport.  The Governess Winters, 
siren of Satan though she is, has been delivered unto us to spare this family from the 
twin evils of the French and Freethinking.  With the signs of the zodiac emblazoned 
upon Governess Winters' chain of enslavement, I had but little alternative than to give 
the Clan Collins what they have so richly deserved:!!
Reverend Trask.!!
Hallowed be his name and His name.!!
This I say in the Glory of God,!!
Abigail Collins!!
 !
 !
383!
 !
I will most likely die tomorrow.  I shall do so to depart honorably from a life in which 
living is no longer tolerable.  Jeremiah has returned to Collinwood with Josette as his 
bride.  Plucking the glove from his hand and striking him was no pleasure and yet the 
richest of them.  Such sadness and anger can only be elicited by those I most dearly 
love, and I count Josette and Jeremiah as the two who matter most.  A life of such a 
mocking betrayal has forfeited all meaning.  I count myself as a sure shot, but Jeremiah 
is the better.  Whatever future he inherits in the wake of my death will be richly 
deserved.!!
B!
 !
384!
Collins, Barnabas!
I demanded satisfaction, and I received it.  Though not a steady shot, my fury made my 
aim true.  Now, Jeremiah is dead.  Mr. Dupres attempted to stop me.  Even Angelique 



tried to employ what she considers to be reason, but to no avail.  I did wear a locket 
given to me by her as some small means of pleasing her.  As much misery as she has 
caused, I do not wish her undue pain.  Jeremiah, why did you hate me and plot against 
me?  It is now clear that our lifetime of friendship was a ruse to lead me to this point.  Is 
this a matter of pride?  It goes beyond that.  And I have found myself beyond evil and 
goodness.  Perhaps Josette is to blame.  In that case, my fury will only increase.!!
I have killed a man today. The face that I see in the mirror will now forever reflect that 
truth.!!
BC!
 !
385!
Trask, Reverend!
Judah,!!
As instructed, I took the summons to Collinsport and quickly identified the witch as one 
Governess Winters.  Not flaxen haired at all, but hair as dark as the very bowels of 
Satan.  Why instruct me otherwise?  Her denial of the charges is as per the instructions 
I received from you, and I fully expect her to be dead from the elements upon the 
morrow.  Once more, the satisfaction of my service to you and to our Lord is gratifying to 
my very core.!!
Now that I see the wickedness run rampant, your animosity toward this family is finally 
understandable.!!
-- Trask!!
 !
 !
386!
Collins, Barnabas!
Nathan Forbes -- must I call him by that ill-bestowed rank?  He has established himself 
to be, at the very least, a sensible man.  Normally, men of the sea are quite mad, driven 
to no manner of delusions by the rum, unsavory urges, and highly-seasoned food that 
are the norm when traveling across Neptune's churning pate.  Nonetheless, we 
discovered the Governess Victoria in the midst of that ridiculous reverend's medieval 
trap, with Forbes the Eel proving himself to be -- and mark these words, for their most 
rare of vintage -- a voice of reason.  Secreted now in the new house, we hope she shall 
avoid detection.  After the travesty of the past day, it is odder still to round it out with 
heroic action, but we Collinses (well, some of us, at least) did not walk away from 
William and Mary as puppets of blind superstition.  Trask shall be given a round 
thumbing by yrs. tly. and then sent back to whatever tower of ignorance from whence he 
came.!!



To think that insipidness and spite would breed heroism, but this is a new world 
unfolding before us all.!!
BC!
 !
387!
Dupres, Andre!
Dear Francois,!!
If what I have witnessed in the actions of one Joshua Collins are representative of the 
robustness and independence of the American mind, the nation will fall within a 
fortnight.  At that point, I would normally advise invasion, but no amount of natural 
bounty can compensate for the rank idiocy and gibbering indulgence of a Reverend 
Trask and a populace who entertains him.!!
It is clear to me now why the good Doctor Franklin spends so much time in Paris.  Were 
I he, I'd never exit the gondola.  Even the nuisance of popery is like an evening in a 
seraglio compared to what I've found in this wretched land.!!
I look forward to your wisdom again, and so I leave you with a hearty...!!
HELLFIRE!!!
Andre!
 !
388!
Collins, Barnabas!
Josette... her ambiguity as I rescued her from Trask's "exorcism" led to an admission of 
ambiguity regarding her feelings for Jeremiah.  It is am ambiguity that has at last given 
me a modicum of that most rare of resources: hope.  We may be together again.!!
My sympathies go to Angelique.  Not more than a scant few hours before, she 
ministered to me in a manner so tender that it stirred feelings in me I've not felt in 
months.  Her touch and sight and scent, not to mention her words, comforted me, and 
that comfort released a strength that allowed me to confront Trask and give solace to 
Josette.  This, in turn, led to an sense that she is ready to countenance once again 
resuming our love.!!
Angelique, hoping for me to return with the love in my eyes intended for her, did not take 
to the news with any joy. I begged her to remain friends, and she acquiesced.  That 
shows a strength of character which moves me beyond loving.  She is an equal in mind 
and in purpose.!!
BC!
 !
389!



Collins, Barnabas!
I am now, it seems, engaged to Angelique Bouchard.  It could be seen as blackmail or it 
could be seen as an equitable trade for dear Sarah's life.  Evidence of Angelique's 
ruthlessness, of course.  And yet, ruthlessness in the name of love.  Ah, but what it 
drives all of us to do.!!
How to explain this to Josette?!!
 !
 !
390/391!
Collins, Barnabas!
Now is the time for the profound, and I am bereft.  Does this day need a journal entry?  I 
shall never forget this date, for Uncle Jeremiah is dead, and it was by the pistol held by 
the hand that writes this now.!!
I am engaged, by my word of honor, to Angelique.!!
Dearest uncle.  Dearest, dearest uncle.!!
BC!
 !
392!
Collins, Barnabas!
Josette has never been dearer to me than she was tonight.  Meeting at Jeremiah's 
grave, she had every reason to loathe me, and yet she somehow had the wisdom to 
look past that.  To share in sorry as we had shared in joy.  I had intended to tell her of 
Angelique, but that did not come to pass.  Nonetheless, this is the woman with whom I 
fell in love.  Although the future presents no union between us, I know what is possible 
in humanity in even the darkest of times.!!
My only hope now is that father will take well to the news of Angelique.  My mother will 
be informing him, and if anyone is...!!
(ed. note: this is where the sentence simply stops)!
 !
393!
Collins, Joshua!
Doctor Thornton,!!
Our move to the new house was not, as you may have heard, initiated by my late 
brother's gun accident.  However, I may need some form of powder of similar treatment 
for one of the family -- the initials NC spring to mind -- whose taste for spirits now 
verges on creating wholesale hallucinations.  I believe I may have finally pierced the 
mystery behind this entire "witch" matter at last.  "Evil Spirits," indeed!!!



This remains confidential.  I have not forgotten the incident with Button Gwinnett.!!
Forthrightly,!!
Joshua Collins!
 !
394!
Collins, Barnabas!
In Hamlet, there is a line regarding more things residing in Heaven and Hell...!!
Shakespeare was quite apt.!!
I am now encountering the ghost of my uncle. If my professors had witnessed me 
writing such a line, I'd have been drummed out of university.  But he seems to be quite 
real and quite vengeful. I thought an escape to the new home would have released me, 
but it has only condemned me further.!!
I cannot comprehend the forces at play.  Witchcraft.  Death and most hideous rebirths.  
And Angelique, whose marriage now seems like an inevitability.  Is it an escape?  As 
dark as she is, I believe she may be the only fixed star on my course.!
 !
395!
Collins, Barnabas!
To know fear and love so tightly knit together in such a short time is to experience the 
totality of life.  The three women who accompany my days have shown me a bountiful 
generosity that I will not soon forget.  Father, adamant that he delay the wedding until 
the urge for it atrophies, has go so far as to disinherit me.  This, surely, would dampen 
Angelique's desires.  On the contrary, it seems I've found the one woman in the whole of 
America determined to love me as a mendicant.  Josette, releasing her, showed a 
tender maturity that defies even the Solomonic.  However, it is Mother to whom I owe 
my greatest thanks, for she has deeded to me Collins Hall, now simply called "the old 
house," a name that will always sound foreign to me.  I swore to her to be its master, 
and for her sake, I shall do all I can to earn this gift.!!
No, these three gifts: Angelique, Josette, and Naomi.  I am en route to fetch the 
minister.!
 !
396!
Collins, Barnabas!
Quickly...!!
Angelique's actions of late are peculiar even for her.  Weddings -- even elopements -- 
are hardly ala carte.  And yet she keeps ordering them and canceling them with a 
changeability that is dizzying.  I am attempting to do what I can all the while keeping the 
Governess Winters safe from Trask.  First Collinwood, then a stable, now here.  When 



will it end?  For a moment, I countenanced that she was the witch, but then I thought 
better of it.!!
This evening, she revealed to me that she (believes she) is from the year 1967, brought 
to this place by a séance.  A week ago, this assertion would have been absurd.  Now?  I 
certainly want to believe it.!!
It means that this wretched family has an endurance... indeed my namesake will 
endure, as well.  As fanciful as this seems, I am driven to fight for her.  Never before 
have I had a cause, the kind that makes the concerns of the self minute. But there is 
some intangible quality about her that stirs within me a will to fight that I've never felt.  
Not even for Josette.!!
Love?  No.  Something else. Victoria Winters, mad or not, is a woman in need of a 
champion. Among all of my other concerns, I cannot turn my back against this one.!!
BC!
 !
397!
Collins, Barnabas!
When a gentleman makes his wedding day agenda, there are certain things to avoid.  A 
deceased uncle attempting to bury the bride alive.  Said bride dressed as your own 
grandmother.  A gibbering dullard of a minister who insists on bringing up every painful 
family impasse.  An absent father.  Furniture moving of its own accord.  A truly bizarre 
reverse-transubstantiation of the wedding wine.  And a best man whose aroma is 
actually improved by the essence of bat feces clinging to his lapel.  (That was the high 
point, and that's no dissimulation.)!!
Perhaps the pinnacle of the day was the appearance of Josette's music box in 
Angelique's hands.!!
In truth, my heart brimmed with sincerity as I gazed upon that strong, wise, and 
charmingly defiant young woman who stood before me and accepted the ring.  
However, my passions were cooled by the associated elements of the evening. Given 
all else that has transpired, perhaps the unveiling of the mysteries of the wedding night 
are best left in the offing should they be of the same caliber as the rest of the ritual.!!
But the music box?  Why Josette's music box?!
 !
398!
Collins, Barnabas!
With seething half-truths and insinuations, marital bliss seems to be living up to its 
reputation.  Angelique has now discovered the presence of Victoria and has promised to 
keep her company a secret.  She aptly speculated that my weakness for those with 
chestnut hair might cloud my reasoning, but stands by the cause, nonetheless.  The 



regiments are assembled!  (Had only I attended military school, I would have some 
notion of what that means.)!!
BC!
 !
399!
Collins, Barnabas!
At some point, logic and reason have taken flight.  My father and I agree on nothing 
except for the preposterousness of exorcisms.  Predictably, that is what we shall have in 
my home.!!
BC!
 !
400!
Collins, Barnabas!
I have no doubt that Reverend Trask would relish the credit for my (partial) conversion, 
but it is Reason tis carries the day, not religion.  Given all that has transpired, the 
existence of a witch (and I still feel quite the jackanapes writing that) does conform to 
Occam's Razor quite nicely, but the Governess Winters?  Too many unanswered 
questions.  Strange incantations heard in the house.  Angelique lying about what room 
she occupied.  Trask set a roaring fire to the front door, bellowed about Satan, and then 
wore the mask of counterfeit astonishment when Victoria fled from the house!  Well, she 
fled as readily as would I under the same circumstances, but the only chicken bones 
you'll find near me are the ones going from my fingers onto a plate and from the plate 
into the pocket of the insatiable Mr. Ben Stokes.!!
A witch, perhaps.  However, if it cannot be my wife and if I know that it is not Miss 
Winters, then who?!!
BC!
 !
401!
Collins, Barnabas!
Mr. Ben Stokes.  Our day began with you striking me unconscious with a bottle and 
ended with you insinuating that my wife is the witch tormenting all in her path.!!
You, sir, are a friend.!!
BC!
 !
402!
Collins, Barnabas!
Had I never taught Ben Stokes to write the difference between a V and an A, I would still 
be ignorant of the hideous truth.!!



If poisoned sherry almost kills my mother instead of my wife, then a dagger, it is!  Her 
motives can only be hatred for the entire Collins family, but why?  Envy of our status?  
Insanity?  I should be careful; I tell Ben Stokes that I shall be.  But why? Revenge is not 
sweet.  It is a necessity.  That knowledge is the only quantum of morality left to me.!!
A portrait of Josette -- a wedding gift -- arrived today.  Yes, a reminder of what must be 
done.!!
BC!
 !
403!
Collins, Barnabas!
Angelique has revealed herself in full fashion.  Now, her sadistic desire to control me 
has become clear, going so far as to use her abilities to freeze and control me as she 
would a marionette.  Sarah's suffering was all for this mockery of a marriage.  
Nevertheless, I will end her life.  I am off to Collinwood to see Josette.  I need allies in 
this. Should I see Forbes the Eel, he might be perfect for the task.!!
How can the paradigm of a man's life change with each day? And yet it does.  I was 
untutored in the black truths of our secret lives.  However, my schooling is relentless.!!
 !
 !
404!
Collins, Barnabas!
I have gained the trust of Josette, no small thanks to a meeting arranged by Millicent.  
Thanks to an impropriety engineered by Nathan the Eel, I have gained some measure 
of control over Millicent, although that is a bit like boasting that one has gained control 
over a cranberry.  Nonetheless, Josette is now aware that the witch means her fatal 
harm, and that she must flee Collinwood.  If only I could reveal Angelique's true identity, 
but she is too deadly.!
 !
405!
Collins, Barnabas!
Josette has agreed to leave for Boston so that we may be married.  Now, only 
Angelique stands in my way, but she will prove no match for me.  Tormentor of Sarah, 
murderer of Jeremiah (using my own hands), destroyer of happiness.  You are Shiva, 
and yet you may be destroyed.!!
BC!
 !
406!
Collins, Barnabas!
The cry of the bat deafens me, but not so much that it nor the fever it induced can stop 
me from writing these truths. The shooting of Jeremiah was dreadful in every sense.  
The shooting of Angelique?  A necessity.  After doing so, she hurled a curse upon me, 



claiming that anyone I loved would perish. The only person I saw perish was Angelique. 
But it was then that a bat, larger than any I've seen, attacked me viciously.  My resulting 
delirium faded and, although the wounds remained on me, Angelique survived the blast 
of the pistol.  And now she claims to want to help me?  Despite my fever, nothing can 
induce me to stay; and that person certainly is not Angelique.  She attempted to deduce 
Josette's location, but failed.  My condition renders me incapable of travel, and through 
it all, the maddening screech of the bat.!
 !
407!
 !
Editor's note: the following was all that could be discerned from what seemed to be 
spilled ink and what the chemistry lab has concluded is blood.!!
All is askew.  Sunlight and pain and the voice of Josette.  And the sickening perfume of 
Angelique.!
 !
408!
Wilton Danvers!
Physician's Journal:!!
Visited Collins estate where B. Collins suffered from minor animal bite.  Rodent?  By no 
means is it any form of plague.  Any report of such is inaccurate and should be silenced 
to avoid inaccuracies in public discourse.!!
Side note: please contact Barlow and Barlow bankers.  Some small compensation from 
Countess Natalie Dupres should be sent to my account.!
 !
409!
Collins, Joshua!
While the death of my son, Barnabas, is regrettable, the concerns of the shipyard take 
the higher priority.  Should the plague death be known, the withdrawl from the workforce 
would be quite untenable, especially in light of the commission by the Spanish.!!
I must concede to a modicum of regret with regard to our legal interactions, re: 
inheritance, this has been decided and nothing shall alter that.  As for now, I shall deal 
with Angelique, whose marriage I may seek to have questioned on legal grounds.!!
Before his "departure for England," Barnabas reminisced of my wound from the war.!!
In the final calculation, I believe that this family may be the lesser for my son's absence.!!
-- Joshua Collins!!
 !!
 !



!
 !
 !
410!
Collins, Barnabas!
The dream had ended.  Movement.  Voices of loved ones.  But blackness and 
confinement.  Some strange vessel.  And yet pain.!!
Death is not the release from pain, but an invitation to it.!!
BC!
 !
411!
Collins, Barnabas!
There has been a drastic change in my life.!!
A curse that should follow me through all eternity.  A curse uttered in anger by one who 
now cowers before me. The freedom in my grasp to cause fear in her eyes is 
intoxication, itself.  One of the living dead. Anyone who would love me would die.  A 
curse she cannot lift.  Or will not.  She knew she would be the first victim of her own 
curse, if she tells the truth.  Fulfilling that was a rare moment to be savored.  Killing a 
human would be a tragedy.  Killing Angelique was divine.!!
But the killing will not end. There is another aspect to my new state of being.   And the 
only recourse before me is to end my existence.!!
A savage death is soon to be reported in the village.!
 !
412!
Bradford, Peter!
I have dedicated myself to proving the prisoner innocent.  A Reverend Trask seems 
intent on finding her guilty of witchcraft.  We went in pursuit of a book, allegedly from the 
future, that could hold the key to her innocence.  I doubt my actions will be ones I might 
cite on my examination for the bar, but they are right.  I've now hidden the book in my 
desk, the one place I'm sure Trask will never look.!!
With so many determined to accuse her of such a medieval crime, I doubt that this book 
will help, but can any course be ruled out?!!
Trask's subsequent visit and his expression upon seeing Victoria was a small victory for 
common sense.  We need each one possible.!!
In the balance, I may be found guilty of perjury.  This is not cards, Bradford, old boy.  
This is chess.!!
 !



 !
413!
Collins, Barnabas!
I told Josette that I would see her again, speaking only in the rhapsody of death.  In my 
all-too-real attempt, I never intended for Sarah to see me.  Why is she the eternal 
pawn?!!
BC!
 !
414!
Collins, Barnabas!
A girl on the docks.  The kind I was schooled never to entertain.  And those who would 
never entertain me, save my wealth. Detestable situation.  Eyes lined with desire and 
desperation.  Aged beyond such entrepreneurial comportment. Ruby.  So, why her?  
Why those like her?  They're not disposable.  No more so than a minister or fisher-man.  
I should have passed by.  I should have.  But she knew me.  Yes, if she spoke it would 
have endangered the family. I had to act in the name of the family.  Josette.  The 
Governess Victoria.  But before I could take action, she saw this all in my eyes and she 
drowned.  The water.  I could see her heat beneath it, but the waves were dizzying... 
nauseating. I was such a swimmer at university.  Now, just her heat dissipating into 
nothing.!!
She is no longer a concern.!!
The only concern is the one woman with the primitive power to destroy all.!!
This is eternity?!!
Upon my return to the crypt was precious Sarah.  And in my face she saw not me but a 
feral savagery I cannot measure.!!
 !
 !
415!
Collins, Barnabas!
With the aid of Good Ben Stokes, I attempted to see Sarah once more, and this time 
she did not hide.  In her sick-bed, as she grew as cold as I, she held me and told me 
that she would love me forever.!!
I do believe that it is the last time I shall ever hear those words.  And without her in my 
life to say them, what else matters?  When I would vow to fight for the Collins family, I 
now realize that my vow was for her, the best of us all.  I will never be worthy of your 
love, dearest sister.!!
My dearest love.  And in death, she finds rest and in death, I am cursed to live.!!



Live?  What a mockery I make of that word. I am dead, and nothing lives except the 
hatred inside me.!
 !
416!
Collins, Barnabas!
I have instructed Good Ben Stokes to fashion a spike from a branch of holly.!!
What else is there to do?!
 !
417!
Collins, Barnabas!
My visit to Josette was nothing but a mockery.  Good Ben Stokes will soon put an end to 
that laughter.  To those who find these words, flee Collinsport.!!
BC!
 !
418!
Collins, Barnabas!
Never before would I have harmed Ben Stokes.  But he has prevented me from lying in 
rest and never again rising as the monster I've become.  His inspiration?  Angelique.  I 
thought myself more powerful than she, but I was wrong.  Her powers now extend 
beyond death itself.  I am never to be free of her.!!
Her curse thrives.  All I love die.  Sarah.  And eventually Josette.  For she has visited me 
tonight, awaiting me at my tomb.!
 !
419!
Collins, Barnabas!
It is a dance unlike any minuet ever devised.  Josette visited me, and the very sight of 
her was more intoxicating than I ever imagined.  The human mind's capacity to deny the 
horrors of reality may be its last and greatest strength.  I attempted to explain, but who 
can?  I have, after all, defied the will of nature.  Death is a limit I needn't brook.  But 
whilst this might be a choice of which many man would trade entire fortunes, I did not 
choose it.  She asked me to hold her, and the curse allowed me to enjoy just the faintest 
essence of her heat before the urge to slaughter and destroy nearly overtook me.  
When I attempted to convince her of my change, all the sweet girl saw in me was fear.  
Isn't that what drives all animals?!!
Love cannot overcome this.  In a matter of days, she will be sailing far from here.  Until 
then, I may enjoy her glow from a distance.  I haven't the sun, and I need it not.  Not 
with the warmth she brings, even thousands of miles from this place.!!
BC!
 !
420!
Collins, Barnabas!



Upon my next visit, my resolve was not so resolute.  She begged me to take her with 
me on my journey.  She cares for nothing but a life with me.!!
We became one as I tore her flesh apart and I drank the copper and mead decanted.!
 !
421!
Collins, Barnabas!
She has accepted the ring.  She has accepted me.  She has accepted a new life.  Yes, 
life.  For the first time, with her at my side, I might dare call it such.!
 !
422!
Collins, Barnabas!
There is little time.  Thanks in no small part to taking a first in architecture, I had a hand 
in crafting a honeycomb of passages throughout the new house should we have had 
need to quarter ourselves from the indigenous savages, anti-Federalists, or the Dutch.  
It was through these that I have led Josette to safety, as we have no doubt she will be 
the quarry for many on this night of death and life.!!
BC!
 !
423!
Collins, Barnabas!
I flew.!!
My ire drawn, my need to travel with haste, I simply followed a reflex I never knew 
existed.  Eyes blinded, carried aloft on a symphony of sound and scent, sensing her, 
and then returning again to my mortal form, clothing in tact.  Was I a raven or owl of 
some sort?!!
The cause for this was the appearance of one Suki Forbes, a rather comely lass with 
the unfortunate hindrances of amorality and wedlock to Nathan the Eel.  Threatening 
me and then consoling me, she was a liability, and wrenching the life from her was 
perhaps the greatest favor I might pay the insouciant lieutenant.!!
BC!
 !
424!
Collins, Joshua!
It was a grand folly to ignore the book from the future I'd so oft heard rumors of.  It 
foretold all that has transpired.  By following it now, I care not whether I am falling in 
league with the forces of evil.  The only matter of import is to save the life of Josette 
Collins as predicted in its pages.  It would be a terrible blow for the family, and yet 
another funeral would cause no small amount of mis-managed affairs at the shipyards 
should I be forced to attend.!!
NB - Must contact printer in Concord.!



!
J. Collins!
 !
425!
Collins, Barnabas!
In her eyes in the end, I saw a fearsome hatred for me.  That image will eclipse all 
others.  How many times must I lose?  How many times must I lose Josette?  How 
many times must I hear that mocking tintinnabulation that is the laughter of Angelique.!!
Widow's Hill.!!
There is nothing living within Barnabas Collins.!
 !
426!
Collins, Barnabas!
I know that Angelique is listening, and that no matter what I do, she shall hound every 
attempt at happiness.  Has she no pity?!!
But her curse is over, for I will never love again.  And now, if this bloody future is what 
eternity is destined to be, then let it begin.!!
 !
 !
427!
Trask, Reverend!
Judah,!!
The Lord has sent justice a bounty indeed in the keen-eyed Peter Bradford.  Bradford is 
a master tactician, if one defines "master tactician" as an advocate so incompetent as to 
admit to letting his criminal client leave the jail and invade private homes with his 
assistance.  We may need to redouble the stock of kindling at the present rate.!!
In Faith,!!
Trask!
 !
428!
Collins, Joshua!
Riggs...!!
If I should not return, please examine the secret room in the mausoleum (a small map is 
on the reverse of this paper).  There, you shall find the scoundrel and convict, Ben 
Stokes, no doubt responsible for my untimely demise.  Should you find this and I then 
subsequently return, please disregard this missive and carry on.!!
Thusly,!



!
Mr. Collins!!
addendum... Your narcolepsy has not gone unnoticed.!
 !
429!
Collins, Barnabas!
I awoke to find a grave being dug for Josette, and this was an affront to my plans which 
I shall not brook. I must look upon her one last time.  I now have a liberty to dispense 
destiny in a manner with which I was not previously accustomed.  Why should anyone 
live when she is dead?  I will rage and burst the walls of this mausoleum.  My agony will 
crumble Widows Hill into silt.  Those in my way will know only blood and death. I have 
made my own conquest of the grave. Josette shall enjoy the same victory.  This I swear.!
 !
430!
Collins, Barnabas!
My limits have been found. My sins, which were without number, crush me as well they 
should.  Arrogant in my power, I summoned her from her rest against her will and 
wishes.  My bride came to me exactly as I had left her.  My capacity to induce agony in 
those I love is my greatest and most loathsome ability.!!
What have I done?!!
BC!
 !
431!
Collins, Barnabas!
Today, dearest Aunt Abigail awoke me from my agonized slumber.!!
If I am the quintessence of evil, then I should have no compare.  Currently, she stands 
in the way of that definition.!!
BC!
 !
432!
Collins, Barnabas!
Abigail shall not be missed.!
 !
433!
Nathan Forbes!
Friend Hoppy,!!
I'll have to answer to Bradford, but what of it?  Yes, my memory is somewhat inconstant, 
but Trask was persuasive in bringing it back.!!
We're used to shifting seas.  Men of the land, not so much.!



!
Whist debts to be repaid.  Regretfully, strange as that sounds.!!
NF, Lt. jg.!!
-- remind me to tell you a story about Suki!
 !
434!
Collins, Naomi!
Dear Daniel,!!
Take this as an example of how a man should behave, for there is a notable absence of 
them at Collinwood.  Right and wrong do not exist by the sanction of others. I am now to 
approach the bar and expose the character of those who wear the masks of goodness.  
This will spell dire consequences for me, but I seize the enterprise fearlessly.  In doing 
so, I hope not only to render justice for Miss Winters, but to set some small example for 
you as a model of resolve and character.!!
Lovingly,!!
Naomi Collins!
 !
435!
Collins, Barnabas!
I have few reasons to be proud.  However, today Good Ben Stokes went off to testify as 
to the true identity of the witch, and my chest swells at the thought of him representing 
the best of us against the worst.  A convict, a thief, an illiterate, a brute, and a man of 
the lowest bearing.!!
And yet, I challenge you to bring me one man with the name of Collins to compare to 
Good Man Stokes.!!
I know not what result shall come of this, but even in the face of calamity, he is a 
teacher of the highest order, and one can find no greater tutor in bravery and honor.!!
He is my friend.  I have felt nothing but rage for far too long, but at this very moment, I 
am simply and most proudly humbled.!!
BC!
 !
436!
Collins, Barnabas!
Dearest R.!!
In short, it is the opinion of we three that while Miss Victoria Winters is most probably 
not a witch, and her condition a calamity of circumstance, we are the servants of the 



people of Collinsport, not their masters.  In a freely elected position, this is wise to 
recall. And if she is a witch, we've protected our constituency.!!
My passionate love for you grows by the day.!!
H.!
 !
437!
Collins, Barnabas!
Today, I once again exercised my will.  It has been as if I'd grown up believing that I had 
but one arm.  The use of the second is something that has reflexively been triggered 
and reflexively used.!!
In this instance, it was the mental torture of the good Rev. Trask in exchange for 
arranging the execution of Miss Winters.  His fears were so obvious.  The hallucinations 
as easy to create as fogged breath on chill morning.!!
I remain shocked by my well of anger.  Others experience vindictive attacks and lose 
loved ones, but do not walk the path as do I.  Has this rage always been there?  Is it an 
effect of my condition?  I never recall being this bloodthirsty as a man, but if I were, 
why?!!
BC!
 !
438!
Collins, Barnabas!
Today, I said farewell to Mr. Ben Stokes, I think.  His disinclination to assist me in 
entombing Rev. Trask in one of the cellar larders was the cause.  I thought I could force 
him.  I certainly did what I could to intimidate him.!!
Trask is a more than deserving recipient of torture and death.  That's a theatrical into 
which I'd hoped Ben would have cast himself... as the lead.!!
My plans continue apace.!
 !
439!
Collins, Barnabas!
In my haste to escape an unfortunate situation, I did the unspeakable: the cane was 
lost.  My signature cane and bearer of the family masthead.  The Eel (reliably 
inconveniently) interrupted a feeding. It was supposedly buried with me... a singular 
item.  I must have it.!
 !
440!
Collins, Barnabas!
Mr. Ben Stokes has made his prodigal return.  Amid the quest for my cane, I have 
continued to increase the unfortunate circumstances surrounding Rev. Trask.  A 



phantom hand.  A signature ring.  A voice heard only to him.  He's sincere in his fight 
against the devil, and it was a pleasure to laugh at his invocation of faith and 
Providence.  He's now mad as a March hare in the eyes of The Eel, as well.  He's in a 
bit of a panic, and I must say it's the first time I've had fun in quite some time.!!
Searched for the cane.  I think the noise may have upset other guests, but I dropped the 
body off in Trask's quarters.  There is nothing like a strangled prostitute left in the 
bedroom of your ordained enemy to ensure that he will experience vague uneasiness.!!
Carried her there as a bat.  That was not easy.!!
BC!
 !
441!
Collins, Barnabas!
It's quite something, hearing dreams.  For many nights, I thought I was going mad, but 
now I know that I am hearing the dreams of those I choose.  More importantly, I can 
now manipulate them.!!
"Abigail" has visited Trask.  She advised him on where to find the witch.  I'm expecting 
him at any time.!
 !
442!
Collins, Barnabas!
"The statements made by me regarding Miss Victoria were untrue.  I recant my entire 
legal argument and wholeheartedly suggest she be freed post haste."!!
Thank you, Reverend.  It may require a tad of embellishment, but doing homages of 
valued signatures is a specialty one gains only in the finest of boarding schools, and I 
will aptly apply flourishes taught there when necessary.!!
The final brick's mortar should be drying.  My main concern now is the aroma. Good 
Ben Stokes is used to such a bouquet, often finding his own complimented by a whiff of 
a ripening corpse, however, my own sense of smell is heightened to the point of 
discomfort under most circumstances.!!
As for explanations, I must proceed wisely should others sniff about.!
 !
443!
Natalie Dupres!
Dear Andre,!!
Young Peter Bradford has made a very frightening argument for Angelique being not 
just healer, as was her mother, but a witch, as well.  Similarly, nothing is as it seems with 
Barnabas Collins.  Please be advised that, if Angelique appears, she is to be trusted 
only to a limited extent.!



!
N.!
 !
444!
Gifford, Noah!
Ho, Kegly,!!
My lad, if a man owes you coin and cajoles you into donning a cape and mask for an 
elaborate scheme, I'll wager there's a swift beating in it for you.  Word to the wise.!!
Love,!!
"Da"!
 !
445!
Collins, Joshua!
Dearest Naomi,!!
It shall be my final regret that the tenor of these words will seem wholly unfamiliar to 
you.!!
Nowhere is it written that a father must love his offspring.  I am loading a pistol and I am 
going to meet our son.  Should you find this before I retrieve it, I grant you full liberty to 
think me mad.  If that is the case, know then that it is the madness of fatherly love. More 
than this I cannot say.!!
Your loving husband,!!
Joshua!!
 !
 !
446!
Collins, Barnabas!
A man should be known by his deeds.  Words my father always taught me.  Tonight, he 
wished for me to end my own life.  Little does he know this is an impossibility.  Should 
he know more?  That I am a 'vampire,' that creature of gypsy lore?  Will any of us have 
peace?  I need him as an ally, but I may not be able to afford him as such.!!
BC!
 !
447!
Collins, Barnabas!
My father has secured me in the Tower Room, hoping to find some release for me from 
my condition.  I am firm in my conviction that this is an impossibility, and that he is 
simply putting himself at increasingly greater risk from the wrath of Angelique, for he 



finally knows the truth.  Furthermore, the room itself will do nothing to prevent my 
escape when my hunger grows insatiable.  I can only hope that I may do so without 
encountering a family member, first.!
 !
448!
Collins, Millicent!
Immediately relinquish all financial holdings of Millicent Collins into the account of 
Master Daniel Collins, Collinwood, Collinsport, Maine.  These funds shall be accessible 
to him upon his eighteenth birthday.!!
NB -- Between now and then, his agent, with full control of the account, shall be 
Millicent Collins, who reserves the right to terminate this transfer at any point prior to 
Master Collins' eighteenth birthday.!!
Heinrich... the last part should stay between us.  As always, your discretion is most 
valued.!
 !
449!
Collins, Barnabas!
Millicent made the unfortunate choice of finding me.!
 !
450!
Bouchard, Angelique!
Barnabas.  How much fun you would be to inhabit should that crone attempt to rid you 
of me.  I may simply do so anyway.!!
You will burn.!
 !
451!
Collins, Barnabas!
Bathia Mapes.  Her name was Bathia Mapes.  My memories are hazed, however my 
father did as best he could by summoning the old woman.  Angelique's will is resolute, 
nonetheless.  The memory of Bathia Mapes and the pillar of flame into which she was 
reduced will never be forgotten by me.!!
Angelique's powers seem to be expanding.  But how?  What would such a powerful 
creature have wanted with me?  Or has she gained new power from beyond death?  
Why was she a serving girl?!!
Until I understand, these questions are fruitless.!!
BC!
 !
452!
Collins, Joshua!



What is Collinsport but the seat of lies?  Generations of Collinses have grown up 
believing that we were paragons of honor, and that we should lead the denizens by 
benevolent example.  I have found all of that undone by an island strumpet of the most 
vacant mask. There is no decision made by me that has been correct, leading me to 
question my own firmness of mind.  Chaos and falsehoods have become such the rule 
that I must ask if this has always been the case, and was I merely unaware?!!
Collinsport, have you been the greatest lie of all?  Have the voices of my ancestors, 
dating back to Good Issac Collins and beyond, all spoken nothing but that born from 
caprice and convenience and cowardice?!!
I know this because I dare not speak the truth of what has transpired, and I now realize 
this makes me no better than Angelique, herself.  Upon a proper accounting, have I 
spoken any full truths in my life?!!
The truth is not, in essence, a virtue.  It is only virtuous when it is used to combat evil.  
In my stiff-necked adoration for expedience, I have failed my family and the future, if 
there ever is to be one from the seed of Daniel.!!
The greatest evil of all is not the lie.  The greatest evil is the ignorance of when to 
suspend those lies... and to thwart those whose sole advantage is our fear to do so.  If 
there is a curse at Collinwood, it is our refusal to look past that fear.  I cannot do so.  If 
Collinwood is to survive, it will be in thanks to the man brave enough to gaze beyond 
fear and pain.!!
Were I that man, how many would still be alive?  Were I that man, how many future 
deaths would have been averted?!!
I am not that man.!!
-- Joshua Collins, 1796!
 !
453!
Victoria Winters!
Note to me:!!
Vicky, you'll forget, and you can't.  We're writing this for "both of us."  Tuck this away so 
that you can find it.  The dreams are starting again.  If they have not stopped when/if 
you get back, go see Dr. Bowers.!!
Remember!!!
 !
 !
454!
Gifford, Noah!



Ho, Kegly,!!
My lad, if a man owes you coin and asks you to kidnap a boy, think twice.!!
Love,!!
“Da”!
 !
455!
Victoria Winters!
Dear Diary,!!
I have taken one life and saved another.  I just don't understand.  If I can get back to 
1967, what changes will I see?  The order of events has changed a lot.  And about 
Nathan Forbes?  I want to keep Daniel away, but what if he only becomes strong 
because of Nathan?!!
I just don't understand.!!
xo,!!
Vicky!!
 !
 !
456!
Collins, Naomi!
Dear Daniel,!!
In the event of my passing, please have the tower room sealed post-haste.  There is a 
lice infestation, and we have determined this to be the only solution.  Do not go in!!!
Yours very truly,!!
Aunt Naomi!
 !
457!
Collins, Barnabas!
In an effort to conceal my actions as much as possible, I chose not to venture into the 
town and instead feed on Millicent.  This might seem callous, but it was not I who invited 
her into the tower room where she went mad upon the sight of me.  Her life, such as it 
was, is most likely ruined.  Being in the thrall I seem to have over those I keep between 
being bitten and being turned?  It might have restored a measure of her sanity.  
Unfortunately, mother spied us, or so the scream indicated.  Should she find out, it 
would be ruinous for her, but it might -- in the balance -- hasten my destruction by father.!!



BC!
 !
458!
Collins, Naomi!
Dearest Joshua,!!
These will be the final words of mine that you shall read.  By the time these words reach 
you, the poison will have claimed me.  I will always love you and I will always love the 
man Barnabas was.  Tonight, you showed me a capacity for care I thought was a distant 
memory.  For that, I thank you.!!
Our son is a murderer, and for that, someone must atone.  There was little meaning to 
our lives.  Now, there is none.  Tragedy is now the constant rule rather than a passing 
exception.  In such a world, I cannot continue.  You can, and thus, you are worthy of 
living, perhaps because of your stalwart inability to love.  I have not the strength for that.!!
Farewell,!!
Naomi!
 !
459!
Nathan Forbes!
Joshua...!!
May I call you that?  Your answer is irrelevant.  You were a fool to leave me with a 
crossbow of all things.  When I have the body of the Collinsport Strangler -- no less than 
a Collins -- you will be quite aware of your error.!!
Forbes!
 !
460!
Collins, Joshua!
Barnabas,!!
You have my sincere apologies.  That statement is one as alien to me as the events that 
inspired it.!!
It was I who instructed Mr. Ben Stokes to seal you within your coffin with a silver cross 
and then chain you shut.  If you are seized by fury, then I shall be its target.  Please do 
not think of this as an act of malice.  If you will, my son, see it only as my cowardice.  
You are my sweetest boy, my only son, and the source of my greatest pride.  I wish only 
that these words could have been spoken to you rather than written, but that is now 
beyond my power.  I cannot condemn you to die.  I posit that the future will have found a 
solution to your condition, and that you will one day walk anew in the light of the sun.  It 
is my responsibility to carry you there.  Look to the future, my boy.  As we often 



discussed with Jeremiah on our various journeys, this is an age of the miraculous.  Miss 
Winters is proof that.!!
It is true that I am a dour, humorless, distant man.  In tandem with this, I am a man of 
curious optimism.!!
One day, you shall be found.  I know not the circumstances, but I do know that your 
condition, as loathsome as it is, is also an instrument of great power.  In your time, you 
suffered, my boy.  Simultaneously, you ended suffering.  You did what others could not 
do.  I fear that curses the likes of which afflict you will continue to plague us.  There will 
be enemies in the future just as men such as Judah Zachary were the enemies of our 
past.  If this is the case, then future generations will need your experience and wisdom 
and abilities if they are to survive.!!
I have released Ben Stokes per your request.  In doing so, I was struck by your wisdom.!!
What is a Collins?!!
It is not a name, I have come to realize.  It is a spirit.  It lives in the men who soldier on 
through impossible battles when men of logic storm away.  It lives in the men who dare 
to show passion when others simply shrug with indifference.  It lives when men see that 
the potential for goodness can always eclipse the traditions of evil.!!
By those measures, I am not a Collins, my dearest son.  But you have the capacity to 
be the greatest of them all.  Find the rest.  Nurture them.  Protect them.  Guide them.!!
In doing so, your curse will be lifted.!!
In doing so, Angelique will have lost.!!
In doing so, Collinwood will never fall.!!
Proudly and with love,!!
Joshua I. Collins!
 !
210!
Collins, Barnabas!
Editor's note: At this point, the journals and papers pick up in April of 1967.  !!
Success!  After a period of time nightmarish in the extreme, I used my last burst of 
willpower to survey the nearby area for an individual of a very specific and flexible 
sense of morality. After a time, I summoned him and he duly released me from my cage.  
I am uncertain as to how I did not drain him of blood completely, so thorough was my 
hunger, but in some, strange way, he seemed familiar, somewhat like my Cousin 



Crispin, in truth.  That sound... the sound of the chains being lifted (and that accursed 
cross being ripped away from my sight) was one I believed would never ring in my ears.!!
The torment is over.  I am free.!!
Barnabas Collins!!
Date unknown.  Year unknown.!
 !
211!
Collins, Barnabas!
The miscreant who ushered me into this new world goes by the name of William 
Loomis.  He prefers "Willie," and I hesitate to list the connotations of that.  While 
feeding, a process that both invigorated me and made me somewhat ill given the 
various (and inferior) intoxicants in his blood, I heard his thoughts and saw through his 
eyes many of the visions of the day.  Faces were indistinct, however, I postulate that I 
have learned enough to function for limited periods without calling undue attention to 
myself.  Loomis took my measurements and purchased for me a rather drab suit of 
clothes (via something called a 'fence' who deals in fine jewelry), something fit more for 
a chimney sweep than a gentleman, but it will have to due.  From what I can tell from 
his mind, if we dignify that rum-soaked lump of offal resting between his ears with such 
a title, Collinwood stands and my portrait still hangs, meaning that father's deception 
remains inviolate.!!
Young Loomis is a hornswaggling rube, but he is an hornswaggling rube in my control, 
and I need all of the help that can be mustered.  Oh, but for the likes of Good Mr. Ben 
Stokes.!!
I can never put into words the degree of my fear.  I am alone. I am as ignorant as a 
child. I am driven by forces I cannot control.  And now I must make a life for myself.  
Doing what?  Business?  I know nothing of where I am.  (Antiques, perhaps.)  Law?  
And certainly not architecture.  But I must survive, and so I turn to the only place of 
safety I know: my family.!!
BC!
 !
212!
Collins, Barnabas!
I am free to live my life, but what life is it?  My torpor has clouded my mind far more than 
I knew.  I have memories that are vivid, and I have memories that are clouded.  I may 
be in a fever dream.  Perhaps I was never released.  Perhaps the theologically-minded 
were right, and there is a Hell.!!
I say this because Abigail Collins, whose death I know somewhat intimately, greeted me 
at the door, but acted as if she were the maid.  (Were the Hindus correct?)  More 
shocking was the immediate presence of my mother at Collinwood.  It took all of my 



composure and rehearsal to maintain my countenance of nonchalance.  Despite her 
shocking display of leg, Naomi ("Elizabeth") was as warm as she was in my time.  
Perhaps more.  And then there was a young woman named Victoria Winters, a tutor.  
She reminds me both of Josette and, strangely, of Phyllis Wick.  But why?  It goes 
beyond the position in which they both served.  No, it was more.!!
The theatrics of ignorance that I displayed were constantly disrupted by my 
exclamations of nostalgia.  It was just yesterday that I was here, and it was nearly two 
hundred years ago.  What was more disturbing was the appearance of Young Master 
Daniel ("David") at Collins Hall (or "the Old House") who is fond of playing in the 
shambles of the home.  There, he cited the ghost of Josette as making frequent 
appearances.  This news and the sight of her portrait above the mantel sliced into my 
heart as a knife.  After all that I experienced, perhaps she could have aided me more.  
Why do I feel as such?  Perhaps because she was such an intimate confidant of 
Angelique's.!!
Yes, these are ghosts.  Vapors of the past.  To there, they should be consigned.  I am 
home, be it in 1967 or in Hell.  I am home.!
 !
213!
Devlin, Burke!
Dear Davey,!!
Burke here.  I know these letters must seem odd to you.  After all, you're in college by 
now and I'm -- who knows?  But I want to give you the advice I can while I can.  You're a 
champ, pal, and I want to give you what advice I can when I can.  So, lesson #1: have a 
good lawyer.  Lesson #2: pay them enough to hold on to letters for a decade before 
sending them off.!!
Lesson #3: a contractor isn't worth dirt without the right tools.  Sometimes, in life, tools 
are people.  (And the opposite.)  But care for them, just as you'd care for anything you 
value.!!
I made a mistake today.  I used a woman.  But I fell for her, too.  Don't make that 
mistake.  If people are useful, keep your distance.  If you think you can't, love the hell 
out of them and don't let anyone else use them.!!
Your friend in time,!!
Burke!
 !
214!
Collins, Barnabas!
To say that I am filled with an unfamiliar sense of benevolence would not do justice to 
my spirits.  My father (about whom I have ambivalent feelings given the time he allowed 
me to mull over our interactions) lives and breathes and is called "Roger."  He is also far 



kinder than I recalled. Millicent was there, as well.  Everyone is so gentle and 
welcoming here that I feel as if I am finally at rest.  Victoria Winters is similarly beguiling. 
It is only with the safe passage of time that I can postulate that she might have proved a 
worthy rival for Josette and the polar opposite of Angelique.!!
Young Loomis remains useful, if troubled.  His inner reserve of sustenance is waning, 
and so I must soon seek outside resources.  From my research, my young pupil was a 
delinquent menace, this I am performing a proper service by keeping him in some kind 
of useful employ.  However, he requires frequent canings, and these weary me.!!
BC!
 !
215!
Joe Haskell!
Personal log:!!
A calf was drained of blood.  Why?  I've seen a lot of stuff on ships that I wish I didn't 
remember, but I understood it.  But that?  How the hell does that happen?!
 !
216!
Willie Loomis!
Editor's note: No postmark.  Unsent?!!
Dear Carolyn,!!
You'll never understand what's wrong with me, and I don't myself.  But when I say I'm 
sorry, I mean it. What goes around comes around, and this one is the worst. If I ever 
made you mad, I'm getting paid back.!!
Sorry,!!
Willie!!
 !
 !
217!
Collins, Barnabas!
I have summoned Young Loomis.  He seems particularly sensitive to the sound of my 
pulse, which I need only project.  Odd, because I never knew it as a summoning tool 
until now.!!
As per my conversation with Roger, I have investigated the condition of the local 
shipyards and have found them in sorry disrepair.  They are defunct, mainly 
manufacturing fishing trawlers.  Hardly the mighty frigates in which I'd had more than a 
hand.!!



This will change. But for now, I must show patience and discipline.  Young Loomis shall 
be most apt at many of the menial chores associated with the house.  I, methinks, will 
employ my strength and speed to move the project along as rapidly as possible.  I just 
must do so quietly.!
 !
218!
Collins, Barnabas!
After I gained assurances that I would control the "Old House," I came into the 
acquaintance of the obsequious, Irish fisher-man (or some such given his dress and 
backwards brogue), the man who was the prior tutor of Young Loomis.  Had he been 
more vigorous with the birch in his pedagogy, I'd have to brandish my cane with far less 
frequency.  (If it cracks in the education of Young Loomis, perhaps I should bill the Celtic 
Cretin!)!!
This encounter reassured me that my presence here is in no ready danger.  Let us 
reflect  for a moment that they allow Irishmen in-doors... they'd certainly have less 
concern with a vampire.  (A bottle of Bushmills has no heart with which it may refill 
itself!)  Nonetheless, McGuire was an unsavory type of sea-tramp  keenly interested in 
the various jewels held by the family.!!
Whatever he is, I will kill him when he becomes too much of an inconvenience, no doubt 
to the relief of all.!!
And now, to work!!!
BC!
 !
219!
Reuben Stratton!
 !!
MXT344 ORIG ME USA!!
ELIOT STOKES!!
25 CADOGAN SQUARE!!
LONDON ENGLAND!!
RE: CATTLE CALL!!
EXAMINED LOOMIS BOY AT COLLINWOOD TODAY -(STOP)- GET YOUR KEISTER 
BACK TO COLLINSPORT STAT -(STOP)- ANIMAL MISHAPS -(STOP)- SIMILAR TO 
WHAT WE DISCUSSED -(STOP)- AM LEAVING TOWN IT IS THAT SERIOUS -(STOP)- 
SUSPECTED HEMOVORE -(STOP)- LANG INVOLVEMENT UNKNOWN -(STOP)-!!



YOURS,!!
REUBEN STRATTON, MD                                             11:58PM!!
 !!
 !
 !
220!
Collins, Barnabas!
Clear skies!  Mrs. Stoddard -- or whomever I'm supposed to believe mother to be -- has 
officially given me the keys to Collins Hall.  An odd feeling, since it was from her that I 
first received them several weeks and two hundred years ago.  It still leads me to 
wonder if I am a pawn in some larger game... a Satanic torture?  Everyone has been 
civil, but the likenesses are startling.!!
I brought Young Loomis shambling into the Old House to show him his new job.  I tried 
to reassure him that all would be well.  He was silent in contemplation.  The lad is going 
from contemptible to contemplative.  Bravo, Young Loomis.  You will be a right lad, yet.!
 !
221!
Collins, Barnabas!
Is this Hell or is this Heaven?  I have found my Josette.!!
Where am I?  What shall I do?  Why is this happening?  I would lay it at the feet of 
Angelique, but there is no malevolence about this girl.  Her name in this place is 
"Margaret Evans," and she is a tavern wench.  But as graceful and warm as Josette.  I 
watched her from afar until screwing up my courage and making the most graceless of 
chatter before concocting a scheme to see her once again; I left my cane so that she'd 
return it.  It was an old ruse that Jeremiah taught me in Athens many (yes, too many) 
years ago.  And, as it did then, it worked.!!
She returned to our home with none other than Nathan Forbes in tow.  (Again, more 
civilized.)  We were immediately smitten, Miss Evans and I.  I could tell at once that the 
home had meaning for her.  As she left, my gaze left with her.  I feel as if I am seeing 
her even now, and if I concentrate heard enough, I can sense her heat across the bay.!!
I have no idea the kind of charade into which I've awakened.  I only know that, if these 
loved ones (and enemies) have been created, it may be my imperative to awaken them 
from these false lives into which they've been cast.  Courage, Barnabas!!!
 !
 !
222!
Collins, Barnabas!



Why do I care so little about feeding upon the women here than in my own time?  I am 
still unconvinced that any of this is real, however, the move to human blood has 
bolstered my spirits.!!
After feeding (and I must be more discreet), I invented yet another plan to be near Miss 
Evans.  Her father -- again, eerily identical to Andres Dupres in form, if not bearing -- is 
a painter, and thinking quick as boiled asparagus, I asked him to paint a portrait of me.  
What will I do with it?  Shave into it? A pointless vanity, but a necessary fiction to keep 
her near me.!!
What of my feelings for Miss Winters?  All the more confounding.!!
Construction continues apace.  Young Loomis has backslid, and I once again must 
resort to the "old boarding school breaking."!!
 !
 !
223!
Devlin, Burke!
Dear Davey,!!
Just a quick note from the past to the future.  Today, you were upset at the changes in 
the Old House.  I know you feel.  I have a secret for you, though: everything's changing.  
You.  Me.  History.  You're going to lose things, Davey... more things than you'll gain. 
This will be painful. There are two ways to deal with this.  You can try to balance the 
loss or you can appreciate how lucky you were to have had it in the first place.!!
We're lucky, pal. Nothing lasts, and so love what you have and then love that you had it.!!
Your friend,!!
Burke!
 !
224!
Collins, Barnabas!
I am feeling bolder and bolder still.  At the same time, I sense some kind of external 
pressure in the mood  surrounding me, as if the security I had assumed was not so.  
Just as I can, at times, hear dreams, I have heard the thoughts of Miss Evans.  Some 
kind of force is working upon her to reveal who I am and play out the night on Widow's 
Hill all over again.  Angelique is clearly now involved.  My only course is to attempt to 
revive her memory and the knowledge of such a threat before Angelique can kill her, as 
well.!!
BC!
 !
225!



Collins, Barnabas!
A splendid evening at the local tavern that now stands where the Eagle once stood.  
"The Blue Whale" is its name, and is utterly charming.  Had a bracing round of drinks 
while getting to know, I hope, my future father-in-law. The closer this town grows to me, 
the more easily I may create a stalwart defense against Angelique.  A Burke Devlin was 
on hand.  I admire his brashness, and yet I suspect that he fancies himself to be a 
threat.  This is exactly the sort of person Angelique would victimize and recruit into her 
service.!!
Concerned for Miss Evans, I visited her last night.  Her dreams were truly a horror, and I 
did what I could to mitigate the storm within.  Once again, the mind of Josette (no matter 
the moniker) is a battlefield.  This time, Angelique, I shall be the victor. By all necessary 
means.!!
BC!
 !
226!
Collins, Barnabas!
My timetable has been accelerated.  I know not what diabolic ruse Angelique has 
created, but I must shatter it before Miss Evans/Josette perishes from it.  Instead of 
seeing my condition as a disadvantage, I must take full advantage of it.  I am more 
resistant to the sway of Angelique (though not enough for the sake of the Widow 
Mapes) than is the average man, and Josette was very willing to become as I am in 
order to spend eternity with me.  Given this, I will not sway from that desire.  I will slowly 
turn Josette (or Miss Evans) so that she may have her memory revived and be properly 
fortified for the final onslaught.!
 !
227!
McGuire, Jason!
To: All Staff, Collins Cannery!!
From: Jason McGuire, Director of Public Relations!!
RE: Improvements!!
Hello!  (I bet you were expecting me to say, "Top 'o the mornin'" to you, and if so, then 
God bless.) You may notice a new name on an old office door and a new sense of zip 
and verve coming from the second floor.  That clickety-clack you hear at the typewriter 
might just be lil' ol' me, the newest addition to your gracious family at the Collins 
Cannery.  You've hit the big time -- so big that public relations are in order!!!
As a longtime friend of Paul and Liz Stoddard's, I gained an understanding of what puts 
the can-do in canning back when fine Mr. Roger Collins was still in school, learning all 
he could to take the Collins name into the 1960's and beyond.  Now, Mrs. Stoddard has 
asked me to hop aboard and bring a touch of old world charm to Roger's space-age 
sophistication.!



!
Please, if you get a chance, stop by and introduce yourself.  It's going to be a long and 
profitable partnership for all of us.!!
Remember, "When you open a can of Collins, you open a can of family."!!
Like that?  Well, that's just a taste (tee-hee) of the fine and friendly new voice you'll be 
hearing right around the corner.!!
With a wink,!!
Mr. Jason McGuire!
 !
228!
Sam Evans!
Maggie --!!
REST!!!
Love you,!!
Pop!
 !
229!
Collins, Barnabas!
Willie has truly earned my ire to-night!  The entire duration of my attempt to save Miss 
Evans, Young Loomis has been undermining me.  Jealousy?  Perhaps.  Ah, youth.  On 
the surface, I was quite hurt... even a tad angry. But, after a thorough caning the likes of 
which could almost match mother's, I suspect he'll be on the road to recovery.  But now, 
to get Miss Evans.  This transformation is like walking through a volcano, and only I 
understand.!
 !
230!
Woodard, Dave!
Jim,!!
Enjoy the morning milk. This was the earliest way to get the message to you.  My nurse 
misplaced my AMA and MMA guides, as well as the phone book when we moved 
offices.  Do you have the number for that Julius Hoffman we spoke of?  As I recall, he's 
a fine biochemist and a pretty fair psychiatrist on the side.  (Some people have the 
talent.  The rest of us treat rashes and the runs.) Anyway, could you get him on the 
horn? I'm not sure which I'll need first.!!
Thanks,!!
Dave!



 !
231!
Stoddard, Carolyn!
Kelly...!!
You didn't hear it from me, but Joe is back on the market.  Probably half off, if I hear 
right about the way Maggie ripped into him.!!
Carrie!
 !
232!
Collins, Barnabas!
Blunder of blunders, tonight was one calamity after another... with a small raspberry at 
Angelique thrown in for good measure.  First, I went to check on the condition of Miss 
Evans (now safely moving into my care) and took no time to sense the heat in the room 
before I barged in unannounced.  (The deafening thunder and rain helped not a whit!)  
Well, this scared the wits out of Miss Winters, Miss Evans, and yours truly, who beat a 
hasty escape.!!
Later, I went to check on Miss Winters and Miss Stoddard, I made a similar blunder.  It 
aided things in no way that I was pulled into waxing rhapsodically about the death of 
Josette.  Mid-way through, I became aware of my soliloquy and began to veer more and 
more into the realm of sentiment, winning the hearts of the ladies and shoring up my 
side of the story in case Angelique ever tries to sway them with hers.  I almost found 
myself in a deuce of a problem when I mentioned the bloodless body of my beloved, 
setting off alarms in the mind of Miss Winters, who tried to connect that to the recent 
population reduction.!!
I gained more evidence that Young Loomis has been making telephone calls and such 
to warn people about Miss Evans' "great danger."  This upsets me in every way.  It is 
hardly in keeping with his employer's wishes.  It is harming Miss Evans (by putting her 
at risk from Angelique), and it distracts him from his actual duties.  He was supposed to 
be boarding up several windows to protect the interior of the OId House from the storm.  
I wanted to have a civil conversation with him about the matter, but found him nowhere.  
Eventually, I had to go into the house after tripping into a bird-bath he had misplaced 
and raise my voice to pry his attention away from the Collinsport Clippers game he was 
listening to on his radio box.!!
I need a sherry and a long sleep.!!
 !!
 !
 !
233!
Collins, Barnabas!



Young Loomis has sworn to allow me to protect Miss Evans, although I've yet to inform 
him of the full scope of the threat of Angelique.  I have given him the opportunity to set 
the matter right, and I sincerely hope that he makes the most of it.!!
There seems to be an plague of canines of all varieties in town.  This is a first for 
Angelique, and she savors the irony -- the wolf is on the crest of the family (as well as 
my cane) and I happen to be (or used to happen to be) horribly allergic to the drooling 
beasts.    They've retarded my speed toward helping Miss Evans and her conversion 
and caused no shortage of emotional suffering among many.  I've had to will myself to 
assume a canine shape on several occasions just to avoid detection.  Unfortunately, I 
also gained the ardor of an amorous dalmatian.!!
I escaped.!
 !
234!
Woodard, Dave!
3:25am!!
Sheriff Patterson:!!
Margaret Evans both seemingly died this evening and then vanished.  She must be 
found.  Take precautions; she may be a vector for some new kind of virus.!!
Dr. David Woodard!
 !
235!
Collins, Barnabas!
Today was day in my life that I shall never forget.!!
I have suffered.  I have lost loved ones and taken lives.  I have seem my family, hopes, 
and highest aspirations come to dust.  I languished, starving, for nearly two centuries.!!
In all of my wild, caged delusions, never did I dream that there would be a reward.!!
Miss Margaret Evans is Josette Dupres.  I have fused minds with her and am slowly 
lifting the illusion that is this world.  Her dress, her delight at her music box, the 
perfection of seeing the jewel that is she in the setting that is her room?  These are the 
most sublime confections for the heart I could ever desire.!!
Life is a relentless struggle of disappointments and frustrations.  But then there are 
those rare moments of victory, and they are so delicious that we soldier on against 
untold new battles to seize them again.!!
Today saw such a victory of hope and heart.!
 !
236!



Patterson, George!
FROM THE DESK OF GEORGE PATTERSON!!
Tried getting information from Loomis.  Was stonewalled.  Turn over to the FBI?  MBI?  
How soon?  Let them deal with Liz Stoddard.!
 !
238!
Collins, Barnabas!
My romantic evening with Josette was completely ruined by the figures using the  faces 
of Forbes and Andre Dupres.  Josette's awakening from the dream of being Margaret 
Evans was moving along so very well, and now this?  We seem to be back where we 
began.  Josette is now frightened and confused, and my temper beginning to surge. All 
of the elements are here!  It should be so very simple -- well, simple insofar as tasks like 
these go.!!
I'm beginning to lose optimism and make threats.  In my life, I have either dealt with 
people so rational that they may be swayed by gentle conversation or so complex that 
the end of my cane is the only apt ambassador.  But these challenges are beyond me.!!
BC!
 !
237!
Collins, Barnabas!
I've spent well over two nights preparing Young Loomis, still whimpering at the thought 
of my instructive reprimands, to properly execute Josette's favorite meal.  While tutoring 
her in Martinique, hurricane damage forced us to conduct classes in the kitchen, where I 
observed her cooks and their precise methods with great care.  Duck foie gras, haricot 
verts, and a plump Scottish lobster that almost got Young Loomis lynched by jealous 
fisher-men when he purchased it.!!
All will be well worth it!  I was hoping that Young Loomis might have some skill on the 
harpsichord, but his odd rhythms and chaotic melodies sounded like iron kettles filled 
with loose coin and anguished kittens being hurled down the stairs and certainly put the 
'cac' in cacophony!  Very well, we have yet another goal and another opportunity to 
hone perfection.  Courage, Young Loomis!!
 !
239!
Collins, Barnabas!
I found Young Loomis eating the foie gras between two slices of spongy bread, 
slathered with white sauce. Any dyspepsia he experiences is of his own creation, and I 
look forward to extracting the cost from his wage.!!
Akin to the most irksome of French farces, just as I was reorienting Josette, who should 
come traipsing about but young Master David Collins.  David?  Hardly a name for a 
Collins.  But we live in times with more expansive views on marriage between cultures, 
and bully for that.  I digress.  We entered into a bit of a word duel over whether or not 



Josette were in the house, he thinking ghost, me thinking girl.  Tiring of it, I sent him 
scampering along.!!
BC!
 !
240!
Collins, Barnabas!
Young Master David Collins shortly returned this evening. My talk, it seems, had the 
opposite effect.  Not only did he return, but with a thorough retinue of relatives.  In this 
case, he seems to have received a message that I believe his father will enforce on my 
behalf.!!
The struggle to restore Josette's memory goes on.  The less she sees others, the more 
rapidly we shall progress.  At this stage, disruptions of the mind could be disastrous. 
And she is at a particularly vulnerable state for withstanding an attack from Angelique.!!
Meanwhile, a consulting physician seems intent on hounding me with some kind of 
knowledge originating from Josette's blood.  Best I relive him of it.!!
BC!
 !
241!
Woodard, Dave!
Dear Dr. Julia Hoffman,!!
Yes, your services are very much in need.  We had a break-in last night and have lost 
the samples.  Yet, your help is more necessary than ever.!!
One small oops on my part.  When we met at the '59 AMA convention in New Orleans, 
I'd bent an elbow one too many times.  Somehow, I got your talk confused with Julius 
Helman's keynote.  So, if people in town keep referring to you as "Julius," that's why.  
(By the way, your talk was better.)!!
Apologies,!!
Dave W.!
 !
242!
Collins, Barnabas!
A Doctor Woodard visited, quite keen on getting the blood of Young Loomis.  You'd think 
he were the vampire.  Also was overwhelmed with the boiled-potato-and-lard scent of 
the Celtic Cretin, visiting again.!!
I have too much work to do, but not so much as to delay me from counting the silver.!!
BC!



 !
243!
Woodard, Dave!
Abe...!!
My hand to God, I'd get a faster sample out of this kid with a bite block and a ball peen 
hammer.  And I may have the former from med school.!!
I swear to God, Abe.  I swear to God.!!
 !
 !
244!
Stoddard, Carolyn!
Dear Diary,!!
Jason McGuire certainly is a complicated man.  Just when you think you have him 
figured out, he becomes something else. Today, he gave the warmest description of my 
father I've ever had.  He loved me.  My father loved me. I don't want to write, "Thank 
you, Jason," but there, I went and did it.!!
C-Sto!
 !
245!
Collins, Barnabas!
Amidst much self-congratulation at my ingenuity in sending Doctor Woodard off with a 
prestidigitized sample of blood that was decidedly not that of Young Loomis, I was 
struck with other feelings just as potent.  I have excelled at making sport of the world in 
which I've found myself, yet I cannot make sport of the fact that I am acting wickedly 
within it.  Whether it is an illusion or not, my own actions are ones with which I am 
increasingly uneasy.  Yes, it is an illusion created by Angelique, Barnabas, so drink up.  
Even if it is, should I not be a model of higher resolve and character?  Am I the new face 
of evil so often fought in the events of late 1795?!!
When I find myself caring about that too much, I have found it distressingly easy to 
activate vast reserves of apathy, that most evil of mental states, second only to 
indifference, and third behind evil.  Young Loomis has become so easy to educate. Why 
explain when a threat will do?  Is this a road I need travel?!!
At the same time, this is an age without honor.  They are warm and polite and never to 
be trusted.!
 !
246!
Richard Garner!
Garner and Satterwhite, Attorneys at Law!!



From the Desk of Richard Garner!!
Please draw up preliminary divorce papers for Elizabeth Stoddard.  Finally!!!
RG!!
 !
 !
247!
Collins, Barnabas!
It is not an easy thing, waking from a tightly-enclosed space to see a backwoods, 
mouth-breathing rube hovering over you.  In my condition, it could portend any number 
of calamities.  And Young Loomis knows all too well my penchant for a waking routine 
as one of leisure and a need for good news before I've fully acclimated to a conscious 
state.  I could tell at an instant that he was the courier of the worst news possible, but 
would not simply state it and be done with the matter.  In any event, my transition 
ruined, I "welcomed" news that Young Loomis was still not being vigilant enough with 
keeping Josette safe from disruptive visitors.  What more need I?  A cast-iron fence?  
Must speak to contractor.  As for now, I await Josette's arrival for her evening lesson.!
 !
248!
Collins, Barnabas!
Progress seems to be a near-impossibility.  Josette escaped once again, and so 
thorough was her confusion that I had to employ a physical jolt to revive her memory.  
The lass hovers between my world and hers, and a tranquil sleep in my own coffin (I 
can make do in a separate one for the day) is just what's necessary to rest her weary 
and confused mind.  I will check upon her after sunset, and the damage should be 
repaired.!
 !
249!
Stoddard, Carolyn!
Dear Diary,!!
Mother has finally agreed to let us into the "secret room" in the basement.  Why would it 
have been closed up?  Wedding pictures?  A baby album?  Some real evidence as to 
where daddy actually went?  Even Uncle Roger seems confused.!!
C-Sto!
 !
250!
Collins, Barnabas!
Young Loomis will make a fine wedding planner, yet, and a keen craftsman, as well.  
He's fashioned a casket for Josette that is of such quality, I'm vaguely tempted to take it 
for myself.  I jest.  Surely, it is worthy of a princess such as she, and I bolstered the 
spirits of Young Loomis as avuncularly as the situation allowed.  He's coming along, that 
boy.  And now, I believe I have a wedding to move along!!



 !
251!
 !
I know not what degree of black magic has been employed by Angelique in creating the 
world into which I've awakened, but it seems to conspire against me at every turn.  Just 
as I believe that Josette is ready to assume the fullness of her true identity, the old 
persona emerges.  At this point, she may simply be a complete delusion of my mind.  As 
an experiment, I have locked her away and issued a rather severe threat. This may 
bring Angelique out of hiding. If this woman is not Josette, but some homoculi of 
Angelique's minting, then the witch will do all to protect her.  If it truly is Josette,  that will 
become evident, as well.!
 !
252!
Stoddard, Carolyn!
Dear Mommy,!!
Don't you just love being in love, Mrs. McGuire?!!
Make it a dubble wedding.!!
carrie!
 !
253!
Collins, Barnabas!
I am assailed on all fronts!  Just when I am led to believe that Josette has been 
reawakened, my hopes are dashed, this time with a laughable scheme involving a 
stolen ring.  It seems that I must continue to hold and observe "Josette."!!
 !!
BC!
 !
254!
Stoddard, Carolyn!
Dear Diary!!
Mrs. Buzz.  Let's see them monogram that.!!
C-Sto!
 !
255!
Collins, Barnabas!
We are reaching an impasse.  Either she regains her memory or else I must concoct 
some sort of plan of what to do with this rather resistant subject.  Is it Josette?!
 !
256!



Stoddard, Carolyn!
Travis,!!
Be a love, and call AAA to find out the best hotels for honeymooners on motorcycle 
cross-country trips.!!
xoxoxoxo,!!
Carolyn!!
 !
257!
McGuire, Jason!
Father Seamus --!!
His name is Buzz Hackett.  One hell of a protestant SOB.  I think confession is good for 
the soul, don't you? You'll find him in Logansport.!!
Brother Jason!
 !
258!
Collins, Barnabas!
I have gone decidedly too far.  In my arrogance, I believed that I could be a puppet-
master equal to Angelique, and I am wrong.  Josette or Miss Evans, pick as you would, 
has been driven quite, quite mad.  And it was at my hand.  The young lady's life is over, 
and my life is jeopardized to an untenable extent.  Like a dog driven wild, she has but 
one mercy left: death.  I will soon follow, I think.!!
BC!
 !
259!
Elizabeth Collins Stoddard!
I left the house for the first time in eighteen years.!
Less than three hours later, I told Victoria the truth about Paul Stoddard.  The first truth, 
at least.  The matter of the Box is one that can never be discussed.  Never.!
 !
 !
260!
Collins, Barnabas!
I awoke to the most terrible and lugubrious task of ending the life of the creature calling 
itself, by turns, Josette and Miss Evans.  It has vanished.  My quest then, extends 
outward, and I vow to end this mockery of life with a bitter and swift blow.!!
Angelique, the scope of your cruel game staggers me.!!
BC!
 !



261!
Collins, Barnabas!
And what am I supposed to feel?  She fled from me near the rocks, and as she ran and 
as the waves churned, memories of the terrible events that led to Josette's death 
crashed within me.  But instead of a death, she ran into the embrace of Mr. Samuel 
Evans, the father-avatar of this place.  His joy and relief at seeing her once more was 
matched only by her own.  It was a joy I was never to provide nor savor.  Such is my lot.!!
I must now countenance the potential that she was never Josette.  Or else, the veil 
between Josette and Margaret was far more opaque than I ever imagined.  I must find 
out more.  This age?  This place?  This hell into which I've been cast?  I cannot go to my 
solar demise without knowing its secrets.!!
Upon my attempt to investigate her fate at the local hospital, I learned that she, indeed, 
died.  Yes, Barnabas, you've gotten your way.!!
My only sustenance smacks of copper and fear and that terminal loneliness known only 
to me and my victims.  Fitting that my victories would share the same, foul flavor.!!
BC!!
 !
 !
262!
 !
Dear Diary,!!
If I left with Buzz, what would I pack?  I can get by with very little.!!
I just wish I could take Joe with me.  He's heartbroken, and all I want to do is hold him.  
Is that bad?!!
C-Sto!
 !
263!
Victoria Winters!
Tonight, I did everything I could to talk Carolyn into AT LEAST being nice to her mother.  
She's jealous of Jason and now it seems like she's jealous of me.  I don't care about 
Buzz.  (Well, I do, but that's not important.)  I just care about Mrs. Stoddard.  Why 
doesn't Carolyn?!!
Victoria!
 !
264!
Collins, Barnabas!



Young Loomis is right.  Josette need not have died a second time.  But should he sense 
the slightest remorse instead of domination, I have no way of knowing what he might 
do.  Yet there is a factor that balances all of this, if not outweighs it.  I have been 
recruited to deal with that Celtic Cretin once and for all.  (My first instinct is to bellow the 
words "potato famine" and then strike him as he flees the house.)  After laying the 
foundation for what I might do (hilarious that he thinks me as criminal as he), I was 
greeted with news that Young Loomis has seen Sarah.  Dearest, dearest Sarah.  If this 
is another of Angelique's traps, my heart will burst.  If it is real, I may suffer the same 
fate.!!
BC!
 !
265!
Sam Evans!
Joe...!!
Reflecting on it, I think "medical science" is like trading Maggie over to another 
kidnapper.  How do we get her out?!!
Sam!
 !
266!
Elizabeth Collins Stoddard!
The sea is my grave.!!
ECS!
 !
267!
Collins, Barnabas!
Tonight, I came upon Mrs. Stoddard standing atop Widow's Hill and, thinking she was to 
jump, scared her senseless as I caught her from the edge.  I continue to be drawn to 
that hill.  She has a bent toward the acceleration of mortality.  Again, I speak of my 
concerns and they are none the wiser.  I asked if death or life contained more torment -- 
ironic subjects on the eve of her wedding.!!
She is clearly terribly unhappy with the Irish Irritant, and so his death cannot come soon 
enough.  But how to be subtle?!!
The spectrum of life and death becomes increasingly unclear.  I hope quite fervently that 
Sarah is indeed returning.  However, I have no idea how I would respond were I to see 
her again.  But I want it fervently.!!
My attention remains on finding companionship.  Attempting to navigate my loneliness, I 
have found myself attracted once more to Miss Winters, the tutor.  There remains a 
strange familiarity to her, and I find her to be an excellent conversationalist and stalwart 
of morality. Yet another reason why I am disenchanted with her bewildering choice to 



entertain Mr. Burke Devlin (yet another irksome Irishman), a man of great confidence 
and limited vision... precisely the sort whom women seek as suitors as much in this time 
as in my own.!
 !
268!
Elizabeth Collins Stoddard!
It is impossible to relate to you what this day has meant to me.!!
Carolyn, while we used to be closer, and while this day was not all that it might have 
been for you, it held inestimable value for me.  No, your sanction of that wedding was 
hardly necessary, but your willingness to grant it was a magnanimous gesture worthy of 
the name, Collins.!!
Dearest David, that you should share with me the secrets of youth and your excavations 
around Collinwood?  You are a gem, and that gift from you to me was a kindness no 
words can communicate.  (I could never get your father to divulge the secrets coves, 
nooks, and crannies!  You made me feel just like Pat Savage, and fulfilled a lifelong 
dream!)!!
Keep these notes of thanks, both of you.  You have so often been my happiness, and I 
so dearly wish I had told you prior.!!
Love to my loves,!!
ECS!!
ps -- David, look for the key under the statue of "Digger O'Dell"  Bet you didn't know 
about that one!!!
 !
 !
269!
Devlin, Burke!
Domino --!!
Good work on pulling the Interpol records on McGuire.  Customs is really snoozing.  I 
may hold off on the IRA jazz.  There's only so much intel I need to zap the wedding.  
That's a Fat Man I'll drop if Little Boy still isn't enough.!!
Anything on BC?!!
-- Blackjack!
 !
270!
Stoddard, Carolyn!
People think I don't love my mother.!



!
I'm about to have six chances to let Jason know much I do.!!
C-Sto!
 !
271!
Elizabeth Collins Stoddard!
Dixi et animam levavi.!!
ECS!
 !
272!
Elizabeth Collins Stoddard!
The relief I feel is tantamount to the horror I've lived for eighteen years.  I just wish 
they'd snap to it.!!
ECS!
 !
273!
Devlin, Burke!
Domino --!!
 !!
No direct results.!!
Alternate plan necessary.  McGuire spilled everything.  Puts us one step closer to 
Stoddard and the herpetologists.!!
Getting McGuire is most important directive.!!
Alert ground crews.!!
 !!
Bring a welcoming committee to Logan.!!
Once he leads us to Stoddard, call the Mongoose.!!
Xrays should be revealing.!!
 !!
-- Blackjack!
 !
274!



Collins, Barnabas!
Upon pondering the sad events regarding Miss Margaret Evans, I have only myself to 
blame.  The illusion presented to me was one of physicality, only.  Had I been wiser, I 
would have scrutinized the personal qualities of Miss Evans.  Had I done so, I would 
have instantly known that she had none of Josette's gentility and bearing.  Such is 
another dimension of Angelique's trap for me.  However, Angelique did not take into 
account my capacity to judge character as well as countenance.!!
Ever since I met Miss Victoria Winters, however, I have been drawn to her, and now I 
understand why; she possesses the inner beauty of Josette (and I might hasten to add 
that the outer beauty is a more than adequate substitution).  The question before me is, 
"Is she Josette or is she simply emblematic of all those marvelous qualities possessed 
by her?"!!
I lean toward the former conclusion, and I believe that the subtleties of Josette's 
personality may be drawn out from Miss Winters given time and care.  I was so 
impetuous and overly enthusiastic with Miss Evans.  I ruined her, and that is another 
one of my punishments... another black mark against me.!!
The elements intrinsic to Josette were and are effervescent, lively, and effortless.  
Looking back upon the attempted conversion of Miss Evans, I had rendered a 
serviceable serving girl into a slack-jawed dullard, lifelessly repeating phrases sans 
meaning or intent.  This is the opposite of Josette, who brought zest and insightful 
kindness to all things.!!
Drawing out Josette's essence is not only a subtle campaign, it is ultimately an invitation 
to grace.  Miss Winters is the clear vessel.  Her actions, her bravery, her inquisitiveness, 
and her other qualities (too subtle to catalogue with mere words) create a mosaic that is 
the spirit of Josette. If I can only create the proper opportunities for her to realize that 
herself, that spirit will be liberated and emerge anew.!!
I have found you, Josette, and I can be patient.  If anyone in this world can be patient, it 
is I.!!
BC!
 !
275!
Collins, Barnabas!
Mr. McGuire finally presented himself to me for his execution as I woke, and strangling 
him was as far as I went.  Had I consumed his blood, I'm certain I'd be reeking of bubble 
and squeak while staggering about Collins Hall like the Eel on Twelfth Night.!!
Overall, however, despite the impropriety of Young Loomis delivering the Irish Irritant to 
me as I slept, there was an elegant convenience to the matter, and snapping the 
reprobate's neck was singular delight.!!



BC!
 !
276!
Collins, Barnabas!
Young Loomis and I decided to secure the Celtic Craven's corpse in the family 
mausoleum, and in doing so, I was lost in nostalgia for my late and beloved family.  This 
area, I'm told, came under attack during a war at some point and the mausoleum was 
repaired by those who had neither the time nor inclination to ensure that the dates were 
accurately marked on the stones.!!
They have been gone for so long and yet it was, in some ways, only months ago.!!
I miss them.  I miss them dearly.!!
This home is too empty.  This heart is too empty.  And both have an excess of room.!!
Were I only able to fill them to excess.!
 !
277!
 !
Good show, Collins!  The idea for the costume party went over splendidly, and I believe 
that the invitation to dress as Josette (with some minor alterations by Young Loomis, 
tutored in sewing by an associate over whom I have some little influence) will draw Miss 
Winters more and more toward the truths within her.!!
We need this night... and I need this night.  If this has all been a trap by Angelique, 
dressing all in their original clothing might finally bring everyone to a sensible state.  If 
only Good Mr. Ben Stokes were here.  Young Loomis is becoming a stalwart lad, but oh, 
for my mighty right arm.!
 !
278!
Collins, Barnabas!
I said that Sarah's brother loved her very much.  He did and he does.  Over and over, 
items of hers appear where they should not.  Is she somehow watching over me?  Or is 
she an instrument of Angelique's?  Some new torture instrument with which she's 
threatening me?!!
Young Loomis doubts that any of my plans will work, and I indulge his attempts to 
imitate independent thought.  Mimesis is a vital skill for developing minds.!!
It is all so confusing.  If I never left, and this costume ball is intended to lift the shroud of 
deluded identities cast upon them by Angelique, then why did Miss Evans perish, and 
why do I sense Josette's essence within Miss Winters?!!
Is this completely a torture of the mind?  Some dark dream of Angelique's execution?  I 
am uncertain.  The costume ball seems to have garnered intense enthusiasm, with each 



player lined up to assume the role I knew them to occupy in the 1790's.  And Miss 
Winters?  Thoroughly charmed with a quiet sense of wonder.  Hesitant, yes, but not 
afraid, Miss Winters shows the perfect balance of common sense and a deep curiosity.!!
What will happen Friday night?  A theatrical?  An exorcism?  And how to deal with 
Jeremiah?  I know that the truth of these terrible weeks will finally unfold itself.  
Angelique, you shall be bested, and it is I who shall stand the victor.  Fortitudine!!
 !
279!
Collins, Barnabas!
Well, it seems that Devlin shall be cast as Jeremiah... fitting, given that he seemingly is.  
Likable and smug.  Seemingly heroic yet ultimately corrupt.  And the chief rival for 
Josette.!!
Perhaps this was not constructed by Angelique at all.  Perhaps this realm into which I've 
been thrust exists for me to right the wrongs of the past.!!
BC!
 !
280!
Collins, Barnabas!
Despite the incessant naysaying of Young Loomis, the evening is thus far a roaring 
success.  Each member of the household has conformed to his role with an eerie 
magnetism.  Mother is as elegant as I recall.  Father is there in body, if not spirit.  My 
uncle inspires the same animosity from me.  (And, while that is not a welcomed 
emotion, it — along with his escorting of Miss Winters — completes the analog.)  And 
Miss Winters?!!
Not only does she seem released in all regards by the dress of my time, she says that 
she wisher she had lived back then, that she felt like Josette, and that she delighted in 
the sensation.  So unlike Miss Evans.!!
I must hurry back to the proceedings, but I wanted to record the victory as it takes place.  
And, Young Loomis, since I know you’re reading this behind my back (due to the 
redolent aroma of your oily fingerprints), I hope you take this as a bracing insight on 
how to pierce illusions and enlighten souls.  It is a lesson that will serve you well.!
 !
281!
Collins, Barnabas!
I have given Josette the music box.!!
I use each of those words deliberately.!!
Angelique received the box as a taunt.  Miss Evans received the box as a nail receives 
an hammer. But Miss Winters was presented it and accepted it and loved it. This is why 
I obtained it from the start.!



!
The ill-advised séance was a risky endeavor, however Miss Winters served as a 
channel for Josette for a very specific reason, and this proves to me that I was correct in 
all ways.  She has been warmed by the comparison, and I am all ready witnessing a 
loving adoption of Josette’s best qualities.  Or rather, I am seeing Miss Winters 
appreciate those qualities in herself.  Either way, the spirit of Josette ascends.!!
The aura of Sarah around all things gives me pause, and then fills me with confidence.!!
I feel loved.!
 !
282!
Victoria Winters!
I have picked out the prettiest flowers to place on Josette’s grave.  Everything is so 
confusing here, but this feels right.  It should be a pretty day.  And the music box.  Shall 
I bring the music box?!!
Vicky!
 !
283!
Victoria Winters!
It took some doing, but I got Burke (well, guilted him, really) to take me to visit Josette’s 
grave.  It’s her birthday, and no one’s doing anything. It just seems disrespectful.!!
On my way there, I saw someone I thought looked like Maggie Evans.  Burke talked me 
out of it, but why am I seeing these things?!!
And why does Burke always order two lobsters?  I hate lobster.!
 !
284!
Victoria Winters!
Today, I met a curious woman named Julia Hoffman.  She was very enthusiastic about 
seeing the Old House, but then seemed strangely shaken by chills and drafts.  Also, she 
seems a little too interested in meeting Barnabas.  Why?!!
Vicky!
 !
285!
Collins, Barnabas!
Devlin and company seem to be working stalwartly against me, even to the point of 
dissuading Vicky from accepting a simple book!  However, the Gods may be in my 
favor!  A late storm is churning, and Josette’s room is always at the ready!  My 
goodness, how fortuitous!!
Steady, Barnabas, steady.  I am not the Eel.  Nevertheless, a meteorological 
comeuppance is a lesson I’m eager for my rivals to savor.  Fate, open up your clouds!!
 !



286!
Collins, Barnabas!
Sarah.  I can admit it to no one, but Sarah is here.  If she is not, then these clues I'm 
being given are the cruelest torment of all.  Josette, Angelique, Jeremiah, mother... we 
were all adults.  All of us had volition.  Sarah's sin was one of simply loving her brother 
too much.  To have her back?  To bring her to life?  This would balance the scales in 
ways unimaginable.  For now, I cannot brook the possibility, for then its opposite might 
also be true, and were I to be taunted with Sarah's form only to find her an illusion?  I 
would gladly march into the sunrise and be thankful for the excruciating end.!!
Just as I am protective of Sarah, so is Young Loomis of Miss Winters.  He warned her 
away from spending the night, and I was planning new and unusual forms of cane-
related punishments when I saw that he is as protective of her as was I of Sarah.  
Perhaps my rage at him comes from the fact that he is a successful defender of them, 
whereas I failed Sarah.  This does worse than retard my plans, it insults me by 
implication.  I deserve the upbraid.!!
In retelling the tales of old, I am indeed trying to draw Miss Winters into the real world 
more and more.  However, I must maintain some semblance of a naif, thus I've begin to 
shuffle the facts just enough to negate excess scrutiny.!
 !
287!
Collins, Barnabas!
Today, I met a curious woman named Julia Hoffman.  She claimed to be writing about 
the family history, and seemed quite intent on besting me on matters of family trivia.!!
Why do I sense that I shall need to kill her?!!
BC!
 !
288!
Collins, Barnabas!
This evening, I once again encountered Miss Hoffman, who attempted to distract me 
with a family album.  What sport is she making?!!
BC!
 !
289!
Collins, Barnabas!
I have no control of the beast any more than I have control over the dawn that so 
tortures it.!!
To-night, I visited Miss Winters.  I am planning more and more for her, but I must be 
subtle.  This evening, my actions were too bold.  First, gazing at her during my evening 
constitutional.  Then, drawn to her room, simply by licence of my ability to be there.  
Quick as boiled asparagus, I found myself all too ready to bare my fangs, rend apart the 



flesh of her neck, and feed on the honeyed, crimson wealth within.  My will took hold 
and I fled, but not before turning up the lid of her music box to whisper the truth of her 
essence to her dreams.!!
Young Loomis goes to Portland with quite a shopping list.!
 !
290!
 !
Miss Victoria Winters, so afraid of being trapped in the past.  All the more proof that she 
belongs there.  Behind every wish a fear and behind every fear a wish, I've recently 
read.  I will be your ambassador, my sweet.!!
On the other end of the spectrum, Miss Hoffman seems to know far too much about me 
and implies more.  Who will miss you?  No children, no family.  In fact, as I gaze upon 
her, the more she reminds me of the Countess Natalie, with whom my relations were 
varied.  I wonder if you saw this evening's coming encounter in your cards?!!
BC!
 !
291!
Collins, Barnabas!
Dr. Hoffman has put me in an impossible position.  No longer an historian, no.  A doctor 
obsessed with this road on which I stand as sentry: the road between life and death.  
Her theories of curing me hold a fascination, and yet the vulnerability she presents by 
knowing my true nature is far more arresting.!!
More vitally, it seems that Miss Evans is quite alive.  A ruse of some sort?  Yes, to 
protect her from me.  Sage.!!
Dr. Hoffman is her attending physician, and has powers over the memories of Miss 
Evans.  Similarly, should the doctor die now, it would create far too much scrutiny.!!
I must countenance a fear I've been harboring for the past few days; this may not be an 
illusion.  That has been my theory, but Occam's Razor may simply suggest that I have 
indeed slept until the year 1967.  They physical resemblances?  Perhaps a dementia?  
Or some extremely persistent quality of the local lineage?!!
I will never cease to be amazed at the number of different ways that I can be wrong in a 
single day.!
 !
292!
Devlin, Burke!
Dear Davey,!!
So, ten years ago right about now, you came in to the house talking of your friend 
Sarah, and we all disbelieved you.  For any part I played in that, I'm sorry.!



!
You grew up in a house of liars, and so it becomes natural to start to see everyone as a 
liar.  Well, stop if you do.  Not everyone's a Collins.  In life, the toughest thing a guy like 
you is going to experience is taking a leap of confidence to say, "I trust you."!!
But if you want to get anywhere, you'll need to.  Living any other way is no life at all.  
Now, not everyone should be trusted.  Just follow your instinct.!!
Headline: people will betray you.  But that's their bad karma, not yours.  If and when the 
occasional person (most likely a girl) puts you on the business end of a betrayal, just 
forgive yourself and move on.  They'll get theirs.!!
But don't let it lock up your heart.  I lived that way for far too long, and those are years 
I'll never get back.  So I'm giving them to you, my friend.!!
Your pal,!!
Burke!
 !
293!
Collins, Barnabas!
To stop time.  If indeed this is not an illusion from Angelique, then stopping time is 
exactly what I have done.!!
I used to dread this amber into which I've been cast.  And now, I see it as an invitation to 
a life unlike any other.  To deny Miss Winters the opportunity to travel with me would be 
a cruelty.!!
I ponder cruelty, now.  Have I been cruel to people such as Miss Evans, thinking them 
shadows of their true selves from my age?  Or was I simply surviving?!!
I survive, and so there is some quantum of proof.  And I am far more vulnerable to them 
than they are to me.  Devlin is one such threat.  He seems intent on exposing me.  I 
owe him nothing, whereas I owe the future all.  And Miss Winters is a key to that future.!
 !
294!
Collins, Barnabas!
Miss Winters, Devlin, and I endured an evening with each other.  Devlin is so smug in 
thinking himself the emissary from the future.  If only I could confront him with the truth 
that I represent the past, present, and future.!!
BC!
 !
295!
Collins, Barnabas!



With the escape and reappearance of Miss Evans, my sense of betrayal at Doctor 
Hoffman has no rival.  She affirms that she can repair the situation, however, if she 
cannot, my chances of escape are nonexistent.  My concern radiates outward, beyond 
mere selfishness.  If knowledge of what I have done becomes known to the community, 
the shock upon all I have come to see, strangely, as family, will be almost as intolerable.!!
The other day, Devlin was interrogating me about my "life in England," asking me to 
name friends.  I could not.  Beyond Jeremiah, a man he so closely resembles, I'm not 
sure I could have in my own time.  Business partners, yes.  Family, yes.  Loves, in all 
modesty, yes.  But friends?  No.!!
No, except for Good Mr. Ben Stokes.!!
I won't call my current companions friends, but they are not family in the sense that I 
knew it.  I am fond of them nevertheless.  Miss Evans has been harmed.  And yet, she 
could do even greater harm if she is not stopped.!!
Your mettle is being tested, Doctor Hoffman.!
 !
296!
Collins, Barnabas!
Doctor Hoffman has done the impossible by clearing the mind of Miss Evans.  Granted, 
it is not a task tantamount to clearing the mind of Beethoven, but a tad more challenging 
than the faint breeze needed to have cleared the mind of Millicent.  In many ways, I 
would like to clear my mind of Millicent, but such is not to be.!!
Nevertheless, this matter puts me completely at the mercy of Doctor Hoffman, who 
seems even more boldly exploitative than I.  My use of people such as Young Loomis is 
a matter of survival.  Doctor Hoffman all ready survives.  Then what is her motive?!!
Once again, I feel powerless, and I cannot help but note that my captor is again a 
female.  How soon until she stings?!!
BC!
 !
297!
Collins, Barnabas!
Sarah's song now shadows my every thought and choice.  But why?  Does she wish for 
me to die?  Has she returned as an arbiter of vengeance, somehow blaming me for her 
death?!!
This evening, I was a desperate man, yes.  While Miss Evans was more than cordial to 
me, a sign that she has truly forgotten her time in my care, her mind is too sharp for my 
comfort.  I believe that she could rebound at any moment, thus ending everything.  
Additionally, her existence also makes me a slave to the wishes of Doctor Hoffman.  As 



much as I regretted the choice, the death of Miss Evans was the only way to secure my 
liberty.!!
And then, as I hovered above her sleeping form, Sarah's song filled the air.  No other 
thought was possible.  I stopped and pursued the sound immediately.  What does she 
want with me?  Was she encouraging me or chastising me?  And what tempest of 
decisions has found me in a place where I do such things?!!
BC!
 !
298!
Hoffman, Julia!
Dear Heinrich,!!
The medallion had just the properties you claimed.  A most valued find.  If more can be 
recovered in Brussels, please send them to me.!!
Best,!!
JHMD!
 !
299!
Collins, Barnabas!
They tried.  Oh, how they tried.  Tonight, Miss Winters fell into the embrace of the 
blackguard, Devlin, and I sense Doctor Hoffman's influence on the proceedings.  All of 
my work, all of my hopes.  Are they like those golden lads and girls, come to dust?!!
The sight crushed me.  The romantic in me had wondered if my tears would be blood.  
They are not.  They are merely tears.  Base, common, and betraying any dignity I'd 
once shored up.!!
But I am master of the night... this gives me powers that Devlin lacks, and I shall use 
them.  More and more, the woman he loves is attractive to him because of the woman 
of another age who resides within.  It is the woman I am releasing.  I am responsible for 
all that he loves, and I will not allow him to steal my work.  Tonight, I again stood at her 
bed, and again, I felt the beast speak within me.  And again, I demurred.  Her journey to 
me must be of her own choice, so unlike that voyage on which I charted Miss Evans.  
Was it a calling card, leaving the music box open beside her bed?  No.  Merely a gentle 
reminder of who she is.  I shall let Morpheus serenade the truth to her, and I shall wait.!!
I have no shortage of time.!!
BC!
 !
300!
Collins, Barnabas!



Doctor Hoffman's injections bring me closer and closer to humanity.  I am coming so 
close that I cannot  leave any of my future to chance.  This journey to Josette has been 
too arduous, and if only one man -- one petty man -- stands in my way, then I feel no 
compunction about eliminating him.  It is not mere happiness that lies in the balance, 
no.  It is the struggle of two lives and two centuries.  Is love a force to impel murder?!!
Is it murder when the scales are this grand, and the timetable this vast?  No.  His death 
is a foregone conclusion.  I am merely hastening nature's course.  It is not murder.  It is 
war.  A war begun by Angelique against all goodness and happiness and joy.  His death 
may be a regretful one, but no more regretful than any final death before a peace treaty 
is forged.  Let this bring peace to my heart at last.!!
BC!
 !
301!
Collins, Barnabas!
Young Loomis dissuaded me from taking immediate action against Devlin.  The risk is 
considerable, given his roots in the community.  Later, I met with Devlin at the tavern 
and warned him as obliquely as possible. We spoke of cards and cutlasses.  I savored 
the opportunity to look him -- or is it Jeremiah -- in the eye and let him know that the 
scales are soon to be balanced.!!
BC!
 !
302!
Collins, Barnabas!
Devlin has announced his plans to marry Miss Victoria Winters.!!
He will fail.!!
There are so very many ways that Devlin can die, and I will ensure he savors the totality 
of each.!!
BC!
 !
303!
Devlin, Burke!
Dear Davey,!!
Every once in a while, tell common sense to get lost.  That's right around the time you'll 
make the connections that nobody else will.!!
So, kiss her now and if something's too good to be true, it is.  Do the math on that, and 
you'll be head of everyone.  Hell, you'll be ahead of me.!!
Your pal,!



!
Burke!
 !
304!
Devlin, Burke!
Dear Davey,!!
Three rules of combat:!!
1. Make sure they're guilty as hell.!!
2. Never telegraph your punches.!!
3. Always go for the throat.!!
 !!
(3.5. Lead a life where 1-3 aren't necessary.)!!
 !!
Your pal,!!
Burke!
 !
305!
Collins, Barnabas!
Should I allow myself to be Doctor Hoffman's test rodent?  This experiment could be the 
end of me.  There is just too much of a risk.  But further, Sarah weighs on my mind.!!
She means something so specific that I fear my mind will never grasp it.!!
BC!
 !
306!
Collins, Barnabas!
The women of this time know of nothing but brash incivility.  Doctor Hoffman is prime 
example, ordering me about as if I were a wooden soldier.  That opinion isn't worth the 
month-old contents of a thunder jug.  Thankfully, I may rely upon Miss Winters to 
respond as a woman should, with maternal trust.  Given that, it was simplicity itself to 
gull her into attacking Devlin on my behalf, thus protecting me, harming Devlin, and 
placing a convenient wedge in their betrothal.  Bully!!!
Later, however, the force of another woman haunted my senses: Sarah.  Her life force 
exerts itself more and more.  To have her back?  I can and shall do everything.!!



BC!
 !
307!
Victoria Winters!
Carolyn,!!
Let's not go shopping for dresses.  Burke's cracked on Barnabas, and I don't know if I 
can marry a man like that.!!
Vicky!
 !
308!
Sam Evans!
Artuo:!!
How much do you know about ghosts?  No, it's not too much absinthe.  Those days are 
behind me.  "Sarah Collins."  Late 1700's.  Collinsport.  Let me know what you find.!!
No, I'm not kidding.!!
Love,!!
Sam!
 !
309!
Collins, Barnabas!
Sarah.  Who stayed with me and loved me even when others did not... why do you 
torment me now?  Now, in subtle, tortuous ways?  The Sarah I knew would have 
embraced me with her love, not hectored me with fear and ambiguity.  It seems evident 
that this is not Sarah, or that she has been turned against me.  It is unthinkable to count 
Sarah as an enemy, but I must countenance that reality.!!
My ploy to use Miss Winters as a tool against Devlin has worked, partially.  Although 
they've reconciled (for now), the split has been established and will only grow.  His 
attack on me has ceased for the present.  But how long will that last?!!
Miss Winters becomes increasingly absorbed by family history, and so it has been 
incumbent on me to learn all that I can.  Yes, I knew of the earliest days of Issac Collins, 
but now I must memorize names such as Edward, Gabriel, and Judith.  So much to 
recall.  But I shall master it, yet.!!
Sarah.  How shall I confront you when our inevitable meeting transpires?!
 !
310!
Collins, Barnabas!



I am at war with myself.  The issue of Sarah's motives will bedevil me to the very end, 
and so I must take the lead in finding her... and perhaps inspiring a quest is exactly her 
intent.!!
To that end, I have gone to the secret room in the mausoleum to find any place of 
significance to us wherein she might manifest herself.!!
BC!
 !
311!
Collins, Barnabas!
My search for Sarah remains fruitless.  She must be benevolent; as kind as she was 
when she held the dead hound on our estate whilst I held her.  Thus, perhaps she 
needs me, still.!!
Visiting Miss Winters at Collinwood should clear these clouds from my horizons.  I have 
heard the family searching for Young Master Collins, the scamp.  Miss Winters may be 
inconsolable, however, I shall do my best.!!
BC!
 !
312!
Collins, Barnabas!
Miss Winters and her longing for David is a twin to my own kinship for Sarah.  While 
lending my strong shoulder for her comfort, the beast began to emerge, however Mr. 
Haskell and Miss Stoddard interrupted it.  I stand relieved.!!
An eventful evening.  The search for David invariably led to my doorstep; I live in the 
eternal shadow of having hired Young Loomis.  Constable Patterson lumbered about the 
house for no little time.  I cannot account for all of his actions except to say that 
Countess Natalie's prized wicker chair is a thing, quite truly, of the past at this point.!!
Young Loomis and I found ourselves in a heated row over whether or not Patterson and 
his retinue would find their way into the basement, and before I had the satisfaction of 
seeing him proved wrong, they were pulled away.!!
However, it seems that Sarah has been seen by more and more people.  Young Loomis 
has been dispatched to bring the rapscallion to me, and I anticipate our encounter with 
considerable interest.!
 !
313!
Joe Haskell!
Personal Log:!!



Went looking for David with Roger Collins around Eagle Hill cemetery.  I don't know who 
the old duffer is they have running the place, but the only thing creepier than him was 
when Roger went looking for his "incestors."!!
David?  No can find.  I think we're beyond a logical explanation. I never thought I'd write 
this, but supernatural explanations are the only ones that make sense.  Too much talk 
from old sailors?  Maybe.  It's my fault he went out there.  I put the idea in his head.  I 
should be the one to answer for this.!!
JH!
 !
314!
Woodard, Dave!
Dear Madeline,!!
I'm going to Julia about the doll.  If I'm not back by midnight, call the cops and the AMA, 
but not in that order.!!
Don't worry, I'll be fine.!!
Love,!!
Dave!
 !
315!
Collins, Barnabas!
Doctor Hoffman and Young Loomis have begun to interfere too much.  How can one as 
powerful as I still feel as if I am under constant watch?  A constant victim?  Yet that is 
my lot.  I can sense Hoffman's uneasiness regarding attentions I might have for 
anything but her work.  It was all I could manage to break away, visit Miss Winters, and 
then search for Young Master Collins.  Yes, he might very well lead me to Sarah.  The 
two share a kinship, and where there is one, there shall be the other.!!
BC!
 !
316!
Collins, Barnabas!
Surely enough, where Young Loomis and the rest of the Collinsport Rep failed to bungle 
onto Young Master Collins, I found him after only moments in the cemetery, after a 
tiresome conversation with a morbid little man.  Devlin invaded before I could escort him 
to Collins Hall and discover how he serves as the key to Sarah.!!
How much does he know?  Not so long ago, I basked in the glow of what I thought was 
a new family.  Now?  I have only suspicion and doubt, more hunted than hunter.  This 
must be reversed.!
 !



317!
Collins, Barnabas!
Doctor Hoffman is the single most irritating and inconvenient person I have ever met.  
Were I to assign her to be Angelique's closest friend, they would both be dead within a 
fortnight, and the rest of my eternal, living hell of an existence would be as pleasant as 
a May afternoon compared to what it is, now.!!
I have high hopes to go to the mausoleum in peace and search for clues.  Then, I will or 
will not kill David.  Or perhaps I'll just have Doctor Hoffman give him a routine physical 
exam.  Given her penchant for the ruination of all things, he might be dead faster from 
her ministrations than from the inhuman grip of my furious hands.!!
BC!
 !
318!
Collins, Barnabas!
After Doctor Hoffman hounded me to the mausoleum, I attempted to bring her to reason 
by explaining my history.  It was a strategy intended to knit her close enough so that she 
will feel some investment in protecting me rather than threatening me.!!
The essence of my unease, in truth, is simple envy.  Sarah appears to all but me, and 
yet am I the one man who loves her more than anything and sees her as more than a 
phantom.  That she has chosen to appear most often to David is not my reason for 
wishing him dead.  He simply leaves me too vulnerable.!!
BC!
 !
319!
Collins, Barnabas!
Yes, attacks have begun once more.  It is a gambit that must work.  It will certainly be a 
lesson for Young Loomis and Doctor Hoffman that autonomy still exists.  They 
encourage moderation.  Why?  They'd be so much easier to control if I simply had the 
instrument of fear.  But they seem beyond that.!!
BC!
 !
320!
Collins, Barnabas!
I have never fought so viciously for my own survival.  Miss Evans' memory returns.  
Doctor Hoffman has been removed by Woodard.  And as a result of the failure of 
everyone on whom I rely, Miss Evans shall die most assuredly.!!
My only hope is to stop this flood of memories before they can destroy me.  The past, 
Barnabas Collins, the past.  Always your enemy.  I long for the day when the future 
eclipses it.  Will it ever be?  And how many futures must I extinguish before that can 
happen?!



!
BC!
 !
321!
Collins, Barnabas!
Doctor Hoffman's injections remain as unpredictable as is she.  The only correlation I 
have noted has been the seeming ruthlessness in my spirit that has increased with the 
dosages.  Yes, the beast was within me before, but it was methodical, careful, and 
showed remorse.  I can remember feeling those things and being that man, but I simply 
do not care that those elements have escaped me.  That separation is deeply 
disturbing... intellectually.  This evening, I shall kill Margaret Evans, and I do not care of 
the moral implications.  I am doing so because I must and because I can.  Is this the 
end result of all of Doctor Hoffman's work?  A man who plots death with nary a care?!!
This, too, is humanity.  Which, then, is the true beast?!!
BC!
 !
322!
Collins, Barnabas!
Does Doctor Hoffman simply stand before my door and wait for me to open it?  At any 
point I desire to leave and attend to vital business, there she is: waiting.  Frankly, that's 
as disturbing as anything the beast might reveal.!!
After navigating toward the front door, I heard Sarah's song.  At last, my chance!  My 
turn!  But she eluded me once more.!!
If only I could see her and speak with her, all other concerns would melt away.!!
BC!
 !
323!
Collins, Barnabas!
Young Loomis has displayed either incredible generosity or astounding idiocy.  Shot 
outside Miss Evans' bed chambers after I left.  I have high hopes that she shall be dead 
soon.!!
This has certainly calmed the suspicions of the Evans household, and, with the potential 
elimination of David, my new life will be secure.  But must I?!!
BC!
 !
324!
Hoffman, Julia!
Dave,!!



Please stop the insinuations about my motives toward Barnabas Collins.  I have a 
hungry lawyer.!!
JHMD!
 !
325!
Collins, Barnabas!
Mrs. Stoddard saved me considerable time by ushering me in to speak with David, and I 
was allowed the privacy to terrorize him with the broken knife he left in the mausoleum.!!
I have attempted to read his dreams, but I sense another force interfering.  Angelique?  
Sarah?!!
BC!
 !
326!
Hoffman, Julia!
Dear Heinrich,!!
Your medallion leaves much to be desired.  We'll have words at the next Council 
meeting.!!
JHMD!
 !
327!
Collins, David!
Dear Burke,!!
Sarah doesn't want me to go to the Old House basement, but I want to.  I think I may 
go. If you find this, I went.!!
Sincerely,!!
David Collins!
 !
328!
Collins, Barnabas!
Young Loomis has a capacity for survival that may prove as fatal as Doctor Hoffman's 
incompetence.  Were Young Loomis to die of, let me see, oh yes, five bullet wounds 
already received?  No one would notice.  And my life would be one of peace.  That was 
all I asked of Doctor Hoffman, and yet her Hippocratic Oath extends to everyone but 
me!  Somehow, the vile little reprobate has scraped through.  All I asked Doctor 
Hoffman to do was to kill one man already in critical condition. Why do I suspect that we 
would have fared better had I asked her to stay far away?  Or better yet, cure him?  
He'd be dead within seconds of her stethoscope leaving the bag.!!



I set up a rather brilliant maneuver to hornswaggle the Constable and Mr. Evans into 
seeing Young Loomis as the guilty party, and then Doctor Hoffman ruins it from afar.  
She is not only curing me of vampirism, but of life and liberty, it seems.!!
The death of Young Loomis may require my personal touch.  If he talks, I am doomed.!!
BC!
 !
329!
Collins, Barnabas!
I live in an age of wonders.  Young Loomis, completely demented from the experience, 
believes me to be a doctor.!!
Whether or not I specialize as a coroner remains to be seen.!!
BC!!
 !
 !
330!
Collins, Barnabas!
I am becoming increasingly comfortable with willing myself into the form of (I believe) a 
bat, and will be using it to hector (perhaps kill) Young Master David Collins.  Young 
Loomis has been sent to a home for the criminally insane, which seems to be months 
too late.!!
Thus far, a successful day.!!
BC!
 !
331!
Collins, Barnabas!
Well, well, it's a snappy salute for you, Young Master Collins... or should I say "Cadet"?  
Yes, a long, eventful sojourn in a military academy will do wonders for you in all regards.  
Splendid suggestion.  Either way, I say "touché," my youthful opponent.  !
Reveille is upon us!!
 !
332!
Collins, Barnabas!
I'm frightened.  I've come such a great distance, and yet my quest is not over.  I have 
been too enmeshed with my own peril that I have ignored the larger threat: losing 
Josette forever.  Her essence resides in Miss Winters, and I have taken my attention 
from her for too long.  No more.!!
For every moment I was entombed, the vision of her granted me the light of a hundred 
suns.  If I remain unfocused, I followed that star for naught.!



!
BC!!
 !
 !
333!
Collins, Barnabas!
It was a masterpiece of deception, and Newton's Third Law took center stage.  Once 
again, my performance would have put good Mr. John Palmer to shame.  Young Master 
Collins found the coffin and me and it was with great satisfaction that I sent him away to 
bring the authorities.  Yes, I teasingly protested their demands to search Collins Hall 
right up until they were ready to call in the entire Navy... and then I relented.  They 
came.  They saw.  I conquered.!!
Really?  Moving a coffin in a basement that size?  Young Loomis would take a fortnight.  
I am somewhat more efficient.  It would take him an hour to just slam together a subject 
and a verb.!!
No matter the calamities that befall me, the criminal incarceration of Young Loomis has 
completely alleviated the helpless rage I experienced over his perverse understanding 
of domestic hygiene.!!
BC!
 !
334!
Devlin, Burke!
Dear Davey,!!
Don't believe anything you can't see, smell, or poke with a stick.!!
At the same time, if the only explanation for something requires you to shake up 
everything you thought was true?  Then you're getting some place!!!
Your pal,!!
Burke!
 !
335!
Fisher, Herb!
David Collins session 1 observations:!!
Barnabas... fear of death come back again?  Why?  Unsure.  Resembles portrait?  That 
proximity suggests resurrection, both patient's fear and wish, re: Laura Collins.!!
No insurance.  Bill immediately.!!



Dr. Herb Fisher !
 !
336!
Woodard, Dave!
FROM THE DESK OF !
DAVID J. WOODARD, MD!
Today, I was led into a crypt by the ghost of Sarah Collins, dead for nearly two 
centuries.!!
I jot that down with no irony.  Two months ago, I would have said hogwash to the whole 
thing, but now I feel like the first man who discovered fire.  This changes everything we 
know, and I can't even take the time to appreciate it.  I have to get back and use what 
I've learned to save lives and stop Barnabas Collins.!!
Impossible?  Collins arrives, looks exactly like a portrait of an ancestor, acts like a 
grade-a weirdo, people die, there are kidnappings and shootings and memory loss.  
THEN, everyone sees a ghost of a little girl.  She leads me into a room with a coffin that 
looks like it's been chained up, vanishes, and I find out she's a dead ringer, you should 
pardon the phrase, for Barney's dead sister?  Come on.!!
There's only one explanation that makes sense.  But cavemen knew gravity stuck things 
to the floor.  That didn't mean they could build a jet.!!
So, if he is a vampire, what the hell do I do then?!!
DW!
 !
337!
Collins, Barnabas!
Sarah means to destroy me.!!
She led Woodard to my doorstep, after a fashion, and now he, too, must be killed.!!
Am I that loathsome, sweet Sarah?!!
BC!
 !
338!
Hoffman, Julia!
In the movies, it was always beauty killing the beast.  I'm no beauty, and he's no beast, 
and there will be no killing -- just love.  Today, for the first time in far, far too long, 
someone told me they loved me because of my mind, yet not at the expense of my sex.  
Why is it that a man from two hundred years ago can see things that go unnoticed by 
men from today?!!



Barnabas didn't say this in so many words, but you can sing a song without reading the 
notes, right?  Well, I heard music.  He's a work of art and of science... my science.!!
Loving him was too frightening to admit until he met me half-way.  Benedick to my 
Beatrice?!!
JHMD!!
 !
 !
239!
Collins, Barnabas!
So much power.  So little ability.!!
Doctor Hoffman has employed a level of rank incompetence that is rare even for her; 
the notebook she kept on our experiment has been allowed to fall into the hands of 
David Woodard.!!
I will never know which is deadlier -- the evil of my enemies or the inanity of my allies.  
The beast is supposedly a predator, but all it forces me to do is to flee.!!
There are those such as Young Loomis who accuse me of evil.  How very, very little 
they know.  Have they any idea of the force I could unleash were I to allow even a 
scintilla of my feral instinct to break through my self control?  The sea below Widow's 
Hill would grow thick with the foul flavors of their blood.  I would not rest until every last 
person in Collinsport were dead, and then no force, not even the sun itself, could stop 
the thunder of my vengeance from cracking asunder the very rocks of my home and 
casting them into churning maw of Neptune for all eternity.!!
It is in arrogant defiance of Angelique and to all those who dare call me monster that I 
reign in my righteous fury.  Any greater show of humanity ever manifested is a wan 
mockery compared to the benevolence I demonstrate by keeping the beast at bay.!!
If that means that I am destroyed, so be it.  Angelique will receive no satisfaction, and 
my so-called "friends" will never know the inferno of torment from which I spared them.!!
To shatter the continuum between their torment and my own is the simple death of an 
inquisitive man who drew conclusions but no understanding. Doctor Woodard, the 
rewards of hasty knowledge are in the offing.!!
BC!
 !
340!
Collins, Barnabas!
Doctor Hoffman honestly thought that she was an innocent servant of science, rather 
than someone aiding and abetting a criminal.!



!
I gave her a new perspective, and she shall be killing Doctor Woodard within the hour.!!
Sweet relief!!
 !
341!
Collins, Barnabas!
My relief is two-fold.  Doctor Woodard is dead, and that was due to a collaboration 
between Hoffman and myself.!!
She is finally embracing the reality of what she is and has become: a murderer.  At last, 
that distanced air of faux, moral superiority is gone.  At last, she will be less haughty in 
her powers over me.  In fact, does she have them at all?!!
The beast has served me well.!!
BC!
 !
342!
Hoffman, Julia!
I find it too easy to lie.!!
Is this what I've learned from Barnabas?  Or for Barnabas?!!
JHMD!
 !
343!
Collins, Barnabas!
I am advancing the experiment to the laboratory phase, despite Doctor Hoffman's 
protestations.  I am on the cusp of humanity, and I will brook no impediments.  She 
clumsily implies that she is ideal for me, and I rather athletically avoid the issue.  I 
cannot love myself much less someone I can barely tolerate.!!
I must 'have courage and shuffle the cards,' as my schoolmasters would have said.!
 !
344!
Devlin, Burke!
Dear Davey,!!
You probably don't remember, but you were pretty upset at me for leaving for South 
America.  I was flattered, but I'll be just fine.!!
Listen, I'd be upset, too.  Smartest guy in the house, but do they listen?  Banana oil, 
says I.!!



But that was years ago, and I have no doubt that everything has changed for the 
hundredth time.  Can't write long; plane is boarding soon.  But read this well:!!
There will be times when you feel all alone.  You're not.  No matter what, I will always 
believe in you.  Davey, I'm alone in this world. But when I'm with you, I feel like I have a 
brother.  Yep.  Not son or nephew, but brother.!!
I'll always be on your side, and I will see you again.  No matter what happens, I will see 
you again.!!!!
Ah, what the hell...!!
Love,!!
Burke!!
PS -- You owe me a Burke Devlin Special, so keep the ice out!!
 !
345!
Collins, Barnabas!
Were my voice more lubricious, the halls of Collinwood would be filled with the merriest 
of ditties courtesy of yours truly.  Burke Devlin is dead.  Let me repeat, Burke Devlin is 
dead.  And because I enjoy forming the letters with my pen, once more, Burke Devlin is 
dead.!!
And I had nothing to do with it.!!
And Miss Winters needs consolation.!!
And Burke Devlin is dead.!!
If only I had a dance partner.  I suppose I'll have to wait for the wedding!!!
BC!!
PS -- Well, you can guess.  Burke Devlin is dead!!
 !
346!
Collins, Barnabas!
As I make every attempt to comfort Miss Winters, I have Doctor Hoffman nipping at my 
heels with her searing, "green-eyed" gaze.  I need her undistracted.  Josette will be 
mine in Miss Winters' form, and this time it will be by her own will.!!



Doctor Hoffman's jealousy is most irritating.  It stands in the way of all progress, and I 
suspect that she may be slowing the conversion simply to delay my efforts.  I have 
realized that I am no longer a gentle person.  I suspect that Doctor Hoffman never was, 
yet she has no idea.!!
Once again, I may simply have to kill her.  Or not.  That ambiguity tires me.!
 !
347!
Collins, Barnabas!
Hail Science!!!
The tingling I felt was as if I were being eaten alive by a thousand ants, but the warmth 
that came soon after Doctor Hoffman's perverse experiment was more than 
compensation.  I am on the road to life!!!
My first view of the sun must be shared with Miss Winters.  When Apollo's bounty rises 
from the sea, it will shine on the two of us together.!!
Doctor Hoffman takes a dim view of this, but upon consideration, she takes a dim view 
on anything that gives joy to anyone on this great globe, so I shall not fret.  I'm sure she 
has shaving razors to hone on the strops that are her wizened cheeks.  As for me, I 
have a sunrise banquet to prepare.  Widows Hill shall become the Apex of Romance.!!
BC!
 !
348!
Collins, Barnabas!
The women in my life revel in glee, drunk on their powers of life, death, and time itself, 
fashioning each into a curse from which there is no release.  These women are not 
wellsprings of life.  Only the harbingers of doom, decay, and malice.!!
I have clearly not spent my day in the company of Miss Winters.!!
Doctor Hoffman's raspy cackle may very well be the last sound I ever hear.  She 
proclaims innocence, and I have no choice but to trust her.  Nevertheless, it is 
convenient that my interest in Miss Winters is met by an equal dose of science-gone-
awry at the hands of Doctor Hoffman.  I am aging at an indescribably rapid rate. The 
symptoms are quite describable... chief among them is the withering of my extremities, 
starting with my hands and radiating inward.  And this is the cure?  I've been granted 
abilities given to few others.  Time is not slow.  It has revealed itself as a rushing, 
howling wind withering past me in one, relentless blast.  I am passive, submissive to its 
rage, a victim to its work.  I can hear it howling in my ear.  I am aging to the year that I 
was born.  Will I go to the dust beyond?  It is only by virtue of the beast within that I 
retain the power of volition.  And while I will exercise it... for now, I haven't the will.!!
BC!



!
 !
 !
349!
Collins, Barnabas!
And what am I supposed to write?!!
The curse continues. In trying to cure me, Doctor Hoffman has consigned me to 
choosing the beast so that I may continue to exist.!!
To do so, I must feed upon Miss Winters. If this is my lot, perhaps crafting a companion 
for the voyage is the only rational step. Angelique, I hear your laughter.!!
The beast is my only salvation.!!
BC!!
 !
 !
350!
Collins, Barnabas!
I have fed upon the hot, ruby grappa of a Collins.!!
Carolyn Collins, to be precise.!!
I found her to be exquisite.!!
Is this a transgression?  What is left for me to transgress?!!
I take.  I consume. I survive.!!
Because I can.!!
Call me monster, and if that is what I shall be, then let me revel in it.!!
I am reborn.!
 !
351!
Collins, Barnabas!
For the first time since my release, I feel a sense of confidence and peace.  With the aid 
of the bright and capable Miss Carolyn Stoddard, I fear neither the common and rural 
idiocy of Young Loomis nor the shrewish and backstabbing malpractices of Doctor 
Hoffman.!!
Ultimately, a problem faced by a Collins requires a Collins to supply the solution, and 
Carolyn shall be my new, right arm.  David is being dealt with in short order, and then 



Carolyn will use her close friendship with Miss Winters to quietly and persistently plead 
my case from within.!!
At last, I have an ally! At last, Josette will be in my grasp!!!
And should Carolyn earn enough power, she might very well be the single force 
necessary to thwart any return of Angelique.!!
Power is not making others bend to your will.  Power is inspiring others to do that for 
you.!!
At last, I feel true power.!
 !
352!
Stoddard, Carolyn!
Today, I had a purpose.  I've always known that I had power, but never the permission to 
use it.  Now, I like I'm at the reins of these people, and I like it.  Barnabas respects me, 
and I respect him.  I'll accomplish his ends, and he will reward me.!!
I'm already monitoring for enemies on his behalf.  Julia, for instance.  I'd even protect 
Barnabas from Vicky if she tried to threaten him.!!
CCS!!
 !
 !
353!
Collins, Barnabas!
When everything was going so well, and when I went so far as to offer to "organize a 
search party" for Devlin, Miss Winters now shrinks from my touch.!
Carolyn reports that Doctor Hoffman may have used her powers of mesmerism to strip 
Miss Winters of her natural urges to respond to me.!
If this is the case, I will be free of the good Doctor once and for all.!
BC!
 !
354!
Collins, Barnabas!
I am free from Julia Hoffman with a iron finality.!!
Doctor Hoffman has indeed been working against me, using hypnosis on Miss Winters.!!
While I feel outraged, it is matched by a sense of delight at my freedom.  I may now 
dispense with Doctor Hoffman in any number of ways.  How shall I count them?!!
 !
 !



355!
Collins, Barnabas!
Carolyn, so sweet are her misgivings at carrying out the final punishment for Julia 
Hoffman.  It will be a pleasure to demonstrate chivalry.!!
BC!!
 !
 !
356!
Collins, Barnabas!
The education of Carolyn Stoddard has been a pleasing one.  Her thinking is emotional, 
yes, but this shows an admirable passion that ultimately translates into loyalty.!!
Killing Julia Hoffman is too easy.  For now, at least.  Before doing anything, I must have 
her notes; they are the one item that could be my undoing. (If anyone took them 
seriously.)!!
Carolyn will be searching for them, and I trust her to locate them.!!
Once Doctor Hoffman is eliminated, my life will consist of Carolyn to aid me and Miss 
Winters embracing of Josette.  At last I might find fulfillment.!!
Perhaps.!!
 !
 !
357!
Tony Peterson!
FROM THE DESK OF!!
Anthony Peterson!!
Red.  Letter.  Day.!!
Or should I say, red diary day?  Finally worked up the nerve to take on Roger Collins.  
Live.  At Collinwood.  ("For one night only!")  He about punched my lights out with the 
stiff upper lip, but he got the message.!!
Later, a woman named Julia Hoffman visited me, asking me to hold on to a life-or-death 
consequence diary.  Collins-related, to the core.  It just gets better and better.  Then, 
Carolyn Stoddard came by, surfing on a wave of estrogen that just about pushed me 
into next week.  Going to the Blue Whale for a drink.  Okay, train's finally passing.  
Drive, Tony! Drive!!!
 !



 !
358!
Collins, Barnabas!
It was a technique learned with Jeremiah in Barbados.  I thought him mad for visiting 
the shaman, but he knew better.  After his mumbo-jumbo, mad raving, and whispering of 
secret numbers, he successfully transferred his body into the form of a long-dead tribal 
prince.  We witnessed him hector the current chieftain into tears before returning to his 
cave.!!
The secret was passed on to Jeremiah and myself, and I'd long forgotten it until tonight, 
when it seemed the appropriate way to punish Doctor Hoffman.  Do I want to see her 
dead?  Yes.  But she does not want to see me dead.  She wants me to suffer, which a 
greater cruelty.  Thus, I shall return like with like.!!
Dearest Carolyn seems all too eager to lord my power over others.  Perhaps that is 
because she does not know the awful responsibility of having the full extent of it.!!
And she is lucky.!!
BC!
 !
359!
Collins, Barnabas!
Dearest Carolyn called me cruel for taunting Julia's heart as I did.  I take this as an 
excellent sign.  The fashion in which one torments a man differs subtly from how one 
torments the fairer sex.  That Carolyn should find it objectionable means that I am 
becoming skilled in the art.!!
BC!
 !
360!
Tony Peterson!
FROM THE DESK OF!!
Anthony Peterson!!
What is the phone number for Wyndcliff?  Julia Hoffman may need a long stay there.  
Now she WANTS the diary.  Which is it?  Safe?  Unsafe?!!
Carolyn's just as nutty.!!
Women... Auntie, if you can explain them to me, you get a raise!!!
-- Tony!
 !
361!



Collins, Barnabas!
It would appear that my powers at tormenting Julia are stronger than I thought.  I must 
remember not to anger the natives of Barbados from this point forward.!!
BC!
 !
362!
Collins, Barnabas!
I am not sure if I'm having more fun pretending to be innocent or simply trying to let Julia 
know that I'm only pretending.!!
BC!
 !
363!
Collins, Barnabas!
I suspect that Julia will be arriving this evening.  Relenting?  Apologizing?  What a 
pleasure it will be to intensify things.!!
BC!
 !
364!
Collins, Barnabas!
That Evil is Wicked is well-understood,!!
The Wicked are punished, so you must be Good.!!
When Sarah spoke her first phrase with full understanding, it was that.  I taught it to her 
after many months of playing with her, rocking her to sleep, and caring for her on our 
long sea voyages.  Mother discovered that she was expectant with her whilst we were 
many months from home, and so Sarah was born at sea.  Mother was quite ill as a 
result, but father insisted that we continue with business, leaving her in a small hospital 
in Martinique.  Consequently, raising Sarah was left between to au pair and me.  From 
that point forward, we shared a bond unlike any I have known.  Is it what a parent feels?  
Perhaps.  I know this; she loved me, despite any circumstances.!!
Her death, then, was shattering on a level that words cannot equal.!!
She has returned.  She has visited me.  She will not stay because I am an evil man.  I 
have hurt people and killed people because it is necessary.!!
That is who I am.  I am an evil man who has forgotten goodness.  And  she shall never 
return until I find my way to goodness.!!
Of all people to attempt to comfort me, it was Doctor Hoffman, who proclaimed that she 
was not jealous of Miss Winters.  And while I was briefly warmed by that, I also found it 
profane that she should be the ambassador of kindness.!



!
Miss Winters has returned from Boston.  In her eyes, I shall find solace.!!
 !
 !
365!
Collins, Barnabas!
I did not choose to be this way, Sarah.  I have been thrust into this situation and not of 
my own consent.  The actions I've made have been only for survival, so that I may see 
you again.  If only you would see that truth... you, who sees all.!!
At Collinwood, they are attempting to reach Sarah via séance.  I must go.  If she 
appears, I must attend.  If speaks the truth, I will have no choice but to respond quite 
emphatically.!!
BC!
 !
461!
Collins, Barnabas!
It is, at once, my greatest peril and my most catalytic call to adventure!  First, the peril.  I 
have never been in more jeopardy, but I know not the reason nor the extent nor the 
nature.  However, I finally understand why I recognized Miss Winters from our first 
meeting, but was unsure as to how.!!
At the séance, Miss Winters vanished, was replaced by a Miss Phyllis Wick (the 
governess from my own time, lost in a carriage accident), and then, quick as boiled 
asparagus, reappeared in the comely-if-filthy rainments of my own time with rope burns 
upon her neck.!!
At once, my mind was split asunder!  I suddenly recalled two sets of memories, running 
parallel to one another.  It was akin to the sensation of waking from a vivid dream, being 
aware of the waking world, and still not knowing which perception holds the greater 
truth.  I recalled Miss Wick, but I also recalled a world in which Miss Winters was the 
governess, accused of witchcraft.  I do not recall if she knew my secret, but she did 
suffer mightily for the crimes of Angelique.  If that is the case, somehow, Miss Winters 
was thrust back in time and then rebounded to our own.!!
The more I write of it, the more clearly I recall it all, and the more that the memory of 
Miss Wick seems like a fanciful daydream.!!
What does she know?  And does this mean that a return to my own time is possible?  
Can I venture back and repair the damage done by Angelique?  I must discover all I 
can.!!
BC!
 !



462!
Collins, Barnabas!
I am visiting Miss Winters this evening.  Today's sleep was an eternity.!!
BC!
 !
463!
Collins, Barnabas!
My attempt to calm Miss Winters by taking her into my influence failed once more, 
however her mind seems clouded enough that, for now, my priorities may go elsewhere:!!
Angelique.!!
I never knew I'd see her again.!!
No sooner did Miss Winters return than she brought home a portrait of the cursed 
wretch.  How?  Why?  I later went to witness it in private, and as I gazed into that 
unforgettable and most distracting set of eyes and lips, I knew that I would have no 
clarity of mind nor heart until it were gone.  Slashing it wildly, I burned it, as is the fate of 
all witches.  And, like all true witches, she returned to her frame to look upon me once 
more.!!
I defy her to reveal herself to me so that I may confront her for all that she is.!
 !
464!
Collins, Barnabas!
The past, once a mere trickle, has become the mightiest of rivers, and I may be 
drowned.!!
I now face the imminent haunting of Angelique and the return of Good Ben Stokes as 
well, or at least his descendant.  His name is Eliot Stokes, a specialist in history, 
specifically with a bent toward all matters occult.  Were he not named Stokes, I would 
fear him.  However, the bloodlines of Collinsport run deep, I have learned, and I may 
need to call upon his aid.  Or destroy him.  Only time, circumstance, and his choices 
may tell.!!
Roger Collins seems smitten with the portrait of Angelique.  I cannot tolerate this.!!
Miss Winters is too much of a threat if she knows what Angelique is... because that 
means she might, one day, know what I am.  I have had little success completely 
erasing her memory, but I can keep her in my influence by means of the bonding of 
blood, and a sweet nectar it is.!!
She is slowly coming to my side, and we shall soon escape this place.  Granted, I 
desired her to come to me of her own free will, but Angelique has forced my hand.  
What I do, I do to save us both.!



 !
465!
Collins, Barnabas!
Miss Winters perception of the past both melds with and confounds my own.  She is 
determined to explore the secret room in the mausoleum, but I have a greater need for 
us to make passage on a ship away from Collinsport by sunrise.!!
Why am I unable to bend her to my will?!!
BC!
 !
466!
Eric Lang!
A simple equation:!!
No pulse.!!
Abnormally low blood count.!!
Dr. Julia Hoffman's wild denial... out of his best interests.!!
I believe this equals vampire.  I have actually found a vampire in Barnabas Collins.  This 
connection between life and death is precisely what I've needed.  A perfect template for 
my serums and new theories.  But what made him such?  Does it matter?  If my 
theories hold out, they'll work no matter the causal agent.!!
This is the moment, Lang.  This is the moment.!
 !
467!
Collins, Barnabas!
The sun.  I have seen the sun.  Trees in their light.  Flowers spread open to receive the 
kiss of the bees.  Everything denied me by Angelique.!!
Doctor Eric Lang knows my secret, and rather than attempt to destroy me, he cures me!  
Or, at the very least, puts me well on the road.!!
Angelique?  A woman whose jealousy cursed me.!!
Julia?  An envious woman whose treatment left me worse than dead.!!
Lang?  An honest man who seems on the cusp of curing me in the name of science.!!
Yes, science and reason.  Both are affronteries to you, Angelique and Julia.  You struck 
down my brother.  Has another risen to fight at my side?!!
Apollo, we shall go far!!



!
BC!
 !
468!
Victoria Winters!
His name is Jeff Clark, and he's Peter Bradford.!!
Oh my God.!!
~ Vicky!
 !
469!
Collins, Barnabas!
Doctor Lang gives me assurances that I have heard from others.  They were wrong, and 
for his sake, I sincerly hope that he will not rank himself among them.!!
This evening, I was seized from my dreams by a wild paranoia of being observed 
accompanied by an unquenchable need for essence.  By the time Doctor Lang had 
answered my call, the sensation had begun to pass.!!
He told me that his treatment was only temporary, but that he had a means by which I 
could be wholly human once more, with no further fears.!!
What does that mean?  Yes, I've bathed in the sunlight and drunk in nature's bounty, but 
to be human?!!
Yes, I desire it; indeed, such a possibility has dominated thoughts spanning back 
centuries.  But what shall it cost me, to be as other men?  Can my will be manifested as 
it is now?  Can I take to the air or gambol through the dreams of others?!!
And has this given me some strange, intangible desirability to others?  The attentions of 
Carolyn have been nothing short of invigorating.  Would an ordinary man of my age and 
manner command the same attention?!!
Would I be prepared for an attack from Angelique?  Could I protect others from such a 
calamity?!!
Is my evil a result of my condition, or did it reveal the wicked man that I truly am?  
Would that remain after my bloodlust subsided?  If it does, will Sarah ever forgive me?!!
Why do I fear happiness?!!
BC!
 !
470!
Collins, Barnabas!



Today, I stood before a mirror in the light of the sun.  From a sickbed in 1795 to here, it 
has been a terrible and wondrous journey.  Before me, I saw a face tanned, cheeks 
aglow, eyes that, if not young, had the zest of youthfulness, and a fine figure both utterly 
familiar and utterly alien, dressed in a manner I have come to see as quite dashing (if a 
tad informal).  I saw a groom.  I saw a man.!!
And now, I am uncertain if I see any of those things at all.!!
Miss Winters was soon with me on the balcony and explained that she would no longer 
have me as her husband.  Instead, her trip to my time endeared her to that fatuous 
upstart, Peter Bradford, who has appeared in this age as Dr. Lang's assistant.  The 
synchronicity is the greatest cruelty of all.!!
This is either the work of Angelique or of some larger force.  I must stop this "cure" at 
once, for I may need my powers to protect others from Angelique or to seal myself away 
again until a time in which there is peace in this house, and the spirit of Josette has 
returned in earnest.!!
Are there any more ways in which I may be alone?!!
BC!
 !
471!
Collins, Barnabas!
So, the Bradfordesque rival works for Doctor Lang, and Doctor Lang wishes for me to 
inhabit Clark's body.  The details are not yet clear, and the same can be said for my 
feelings on the matter.  To live?  Yes.  As Miss Winters' beloved?  Something of a lie, but 
a tolerable one.  To bear the visage of Peter Bradford?  On that, my feelings are not yet 
ordered.!!
I knew so much more about the better shipping lanes for tea and the construction of 
frigates.  This brave new world confounds me, Prospero.!!
BC!
 !
472!
Collins, Barnabas!
Doctor Lang is still unclear on the details.  He raves and foams and speaks of science 
as if he were a Roman orator expounding on the virtues of the fallen Republic.  
However, those orators knew quite well what the a Republic was.  So far, Doctor Lang 
frightens and inspires me, but I am concerned about the latter.!!
BC!
 !
473!
Collins, Barnabas!



She has returned.!!
Roger's inexplicable obsession with the painting, his vanishing and reappearances, 
even his slipping into the voice of my father -- it all makes sense.!!
It was all a prelude for Angelique to return, now in the raven-haired guise of Mrs. Roger 
Collins!  (I dare say that I've received neither papers for annulment nor divorce, so my 
solicitors may be calling upon her.)  She played the innocent, but the connections are so 
clear that I want to shout them out to those who've not yet reached them.  However, that 
is somewhat solipsistic, given my rather vintage perspective.  It takes a man who has an 
identical portrait of his ancestor hanging in the halls of Collinwood to know the truth 
about a woman who has an identical portrait of her ancestor hanging in the halls of 
Collinwood.!!
I should be blind with rage, but I feel amused and almost relieved.  First, she has 
unfolded herself.  Second, she has done so in an utterly pedestrian way, fit more for, 
well, star-struck chambermaids than for mature women.  Ha!  I have you, Angelique!  I 
have you!!!
BC!
 !
474!
Bouchard, Angelique!
N--!!
I have arrived in grand style, and my reinstallation has gone even more smoothly than 
I'd planned.  This is a beautifully broken family, and so fitting between those fractures 
has been an ample opportunity.!!
My great love basks in the sun, and I hope he savors it so that he will appreciate its 
absence in the forever midnight.!!
Thank you,!!
Cassandra Collins!
 !
475!
Collins, Barnabas!
Two geniuses in one day, and both are quite mad.  Eliot Stokes has proved to share the 
same sense of honor as his ancestor, Good Mr. Ben Stokes.  Witty, erudite, and firm of 
purpose.  If only I could take him into my complete confidence, but the risk is too, too 
vast.!!
Doctor Lang, however, is in mutual confidence whether I like it or not.  His plan seems 
to be quite simple: to take my own life force, such as I've often sensed in others, and 
transfer it into a new body.!



!
I'd be the first to cry madness!  Given what I've seen and what I am, I have no choice 
but to reserve judgment.  No one will fault Doctor Lang as lacking in passion and 
theatrics.  After five minutes with him, I feel as if I've just seen the entire Marlovian 
canon performed at a blazing gallop by a chimp besotted with coca extract and Oriental 
coffees.!!
I firmly believe that he is an able scholar, however.!!
BC!
 !
476!
Collins, Barnabas!
My time with Doctor Lang has changed life to such an extent that I now see Julia as my 
only friend.  Allies and enemies shift mercurially, but I am so friendless, and sense in her 
an intent of care.  Her actions never killed me.  Many of those actions came out of love 
or self-preservation, and I quite intimately understand violence done under such an 
influence.!!
Doctor Lang has crafted a body from the refuse of cadavers, and it is into that amalgam 
that he seeks to implant my mind.  I had great antipathy for this perverse notion until I 
saw Miss Winters in the arms of Clark.  This rough beast needs a face.!!
Let it be Clark's.!!
BC!
 !
477!
Collins, Barnabas!
I awoke knowing exactly how I have been tormenting others; I also know that 
Cassandra is, without a doubt, Angelique.!!
She is the author of yet another curse, visiting me within a nightmare.  Does she have 
no end of them?  In this, if my dream is to be believed, I shall be attacked in a dream, 
itself.  It will begin as a nightmare for one, and then expand to others upon hearing it 
recounted.  Each time, it will lead the dreamer through the fears of those who have 
previously suffered its intricacies.  I am to be the last recipient, and by then, the dream 
is to be so intense that it shall kill me.!!
Is such a thing possible?  While it sounds fanciful, the state in which I rose from the 
nightmare left me doubting nothing.  It was a fear beyond the rational.  It was a fear 
beyond anything the beast could inflict.!!
The question remains:!!



Has she returned because the curse has been lifted, or is this the coup de grâce of this 
long series of calamities that began with Young Loomis releasing me.  Perhaps before.!!
The enormity of the threat eclipses all.  If Doctor Hoffman is to be seen a worthy ally, 
this is the crucible.!!
BC!
 !
478!
Bouchard, Angelique!
N–!!
Merrily, merrily, merrily, merrily.!!
You get the idea.!!
You only told me that the generational avatars of the others would be here, not Josette, 
herself.  Naturally, her slumber shall be first (although Peterson is so tempting on so 
many, many levels).!!
I have developed such a penchant for poetry, as well you know.  Here's a bit of light 
verse I composed just this evening for my new friends:!!
Through Sight and Sound and Faceless Terror,!!
Through endless corridors of Trial and Error,!!
A blazing Head of Light does burn,!!
And one door leads to the Point of Return.!!
I rather like it.!!
 !!
Thank you,!!
Cassandra Collins!
 !
479!
Collins, Barnabas!
Doctor Lang's greatest error was when he gave me one last chance to stand as a 
Collins.  !!
Each man in his time hears one, final call to heroism... the opportunity to be more than 
he believes he is... the chance to define himself not by the misdeeds that sustain his 



life, but by the one necessary and heroic feat that will almost assuredly end it.  To die in 
the pursuit of such a supreme ideal is the opportunity to embrace infinity defined by the 
best within us, rather than the worst.!!
Clark was before me in the lab, strapped to a table, dazed, ready for the procedure that 
forever brand my soul into his body and erase his essence forever.  How would I feel 
with an angelic face that would inevitably give way to the dull eyes of the monster 
within?  Every mirror would mock me with the image of the greatest crime of all.!!
Miss Winters visited and was sent away by Doctor Lang, but not before I could overhear 
the love in her voice.  A kind of love that I have only heard in two other voices in my life.  
It is a love for Clark, yes, but a love nevertheless.  I have felt that love.  I have had that 
love ripped from me.  Does Clark deserve what befell Josette?  No one does.  Does 
Miss Winters deserve a destiny of bitter solitude such as mine?!!
No thank you!  And again, I thank you!!!
Clark shall go free, and I shall confront Doctor Lang, and I shall ensure that Miss 
Winters is rewarded by the love she desires and deserves.!!
For Victoria and for Josette and for Jeremiah and for Sarah and for the man I was and 
even for the miserable likes of Clark, I will change.  I will say enough.  I will defy evil.  
This is the last opportunity I have to to stand on the side of all that is best within each of 
us, and I shall not die in the name of anything else.!!
I remember who I am; I am the man Josette Dupres loved.!!
I am the son of Joshua and Naomi.!!
I am the brother of Sarah Collins, and I shall defend all that she held inviolate until my 
last breath.!!
My name is Barnabas Collins.!
 !
480!
Collins, Barnabas!
The game is more sophisticated than I once believed.  Clark is free, yes.  And there are 
those who will die and are deserving to.  How to find one as a vessel?  That's the 
challenge.  It is possible to stand for goodness and to seek out my own cure.  Julia is 
emerging as the human voice I've needed and have lacked.  It's not a question of 
whether I can or cannot trust her.  I must.!!
BC!
 !
481!
Collins, Barnabas!



Julia is having fits of misaligned conscience.  Quite understandable, but the larger 
matter to understand is my incredible vulnerability to Angelique as I remain in this body.  
Julia doubts me even though I apprehended her spying upon us.  Nevertheless, I will 
not lose confidence in her potential.!!
BC!
 !
482!
Evans, Maggie!
So glad that Jeff's staying with us.  Good listener, too, Pop.  Talked away the dream and 
now, POOF!!!
Love,!!
Mags!
 !
483!
Collins, Barnabas!
Ecce Loomis!!!
To free myself from the curse and to operate against Angelique with some degree of 
autonomy, I have recruited Young Loomis from Wyndcliff, with which Doctor Hoffman 
has no small influence.  The lad seems to be a changed man, and I greatly anticipate 
his stalwart aid.  Loomis rejuvenated! Modern medicine, you are a marvel!!!
BC!
 !
484!
Collins, Barnabas!
Young Loomis, cad on the prowl, approached Miss Evans.  Somehow, he felt that 
brandishing a musket would assure her that he meant no harm.  I managed to quell the 
concerns, but I had call for a thorough "Come to Bentham" meeting, and he was an apt 
pupil, my arm no longer sore from the cane I once employed as my teacher's assistant.!!
I certainly need his feline reflexes and eye for danger, but it seems clear to me that the 
good Doctor Hoffman should ultimately assist Doctor Lang.  And a fine one she shall be.!!
Upon reflection, and despite a morality that could benefit from the boon of plasticity, I 
am pleased that I did not kill her.!!
BC!
 !
485!
Collins, Barnabas!
The day is upon me.  Julia is assisting and the parts are ready.  To awaken in a new 
body?  Free of the curse.  Free of Angelique.!



!
Arrangements for an "Adam Collins" have been made.  A visitor ready to be served by 
Young Loomis, so afraid I shall be different.  The working-class mind is untutored in the 
horizons of science... more's the pity.!!
I wonder.. shall my penmanship differ? There is so little to say for this old life and so 
much possible on the expanding vista.!!
I depart this journal, ready to return to it as Adam Collins.!!
BC!
 !
486!
Collins, Barnabas!
I remain.!!
Angelique, I suspect, quite aptly induced an heart attack in Doctor Lang, halting the 
experiment at a particularly excruciating point.  The Roman's had a death called the 
"Death of a Thousand Cuts," wherein soldiers would each take the smallest dagger and 
make the tiniest of incisions.  Alone, each would be nothing.  Collectively?  The meaning 
is clear.  I've never suffered that, but would gladly trade it, given that I experienced the 
described sensation within my flesh, in two bodies, at once.!!
But it is a cure and an escape!  The elixirs made for me have less and less potency.  I 
will revert to the beast at any moment.  With the loss of Doctor Lang, Julia has agreed 
to soldier on, and I am with her.!!
The past few weeks of humanity have shown me a world of such simplicity that I can 
never allow myself to return.!!
I love Josette.  I always shall.  And I shall continue to seek her out.  However, I wonder if 
my driving need for her was a revolt against the beast?  If she and Sarah were the two 
last times I felt loved and lovable, and so the beast drove me to find and recreate those 
loves with a total myopia for the passions and autonomy of others.!!
Is this the truth of Angelique's curse, that all those I love would die?  Is it because I 
would hold them so tightly they could no longer breathe?  It happened (figuratively) with 
Miss Evans.  It almost happened with Miss Winters.  If so, then good! !!
In that telling, the perpetuation of the curse is byway of my own choice.  If I only love 
them differently, on mutual terms, perhaps that curse may be broken.!!
I reserve strong doubts, but it would delight me were that true.!!
BC!!



 !
 !
487!
Collins, Barnabas!
I have two days before the body in the lab is useless, and I revert to my true form.  Julia 
dallies.  She holds not only my life in her hands, but the lives of thousands -- perhaps 
millions -- of others.!!
She must hurry.  Casualness in others when urgency is required is the cruelest myopia.!!
BC!!
 !
 !
488!
Collins, Barnabas!
Doctor Hoffman fights a battle on two fronts.  The body now has less than a day whilst 
Angelique's "dream curse" may very well be real.!!
As the beast, I had no need to dream.  As a man, I do so nightly.  Is that the true 
message of her curse?!!
BC!
 !
489!
Bouchard, Angelique!
N--!!
I have no idea why you think I'd be so bad with children. David, so smart in his little, 
Nehru jacket, was the perfect gentleman.  And so quiet.  Very, very quiet.!!
Maybe there's a bit of Stokes blood in him?!!
Cassandra Collins!
 !
490!
Collins, Barnabas!
My heart surges with bold curiosity (and urgency) as I contemplate the adventure 
ahead.  This alleged "dream curse" was haunting Julia to a point where no procedure 
could take place.  At that very moment, Mrs. Johnson appeared as if summoned and 
heard it told.  I respect the powers of the witch, but my priorities are thus:!!
a) Have my essence transferred into this rotting hulk before it dies completely.!!
b) Thwart Angelique.!!



They simply cannot happen in the reverse order.  Wise to follow my advise, Julia was 
doubly blessed after telling the dream because she felt completely relieved and ready to 
complete Doctor Lang's work.!!
In the midst, Miss Winters visited me, and I assured her that Adam Collins would find 
her just as appealing as I.  It was genuinely stirring when she fretted over her role in 
casting me "back to England."  Warmth, conscience, and especially apologies are in too 
short supply in this age of emotional semaphore.  It is easy to see why I thought 
Josette's soul resided within her eyes.!!
Behold, Adam Collins!  Our time is upon us.!
 !
491!
Collins, Barnabas!
Parenting a fragile-by-perceptive little girl and parenting a bellowing, homicidal, oafish 
psychopath weighing nearly twenty stone are, I have learned, experiences necessitating 
two somewhat distinct skill sets.!!
The experiment went of its own accord, keeping my mind where it is, thank you, but still 
providing the Promethean spark to Doctor Lang's gibbering monstrosity.  He came to life 
and his education was going swimmingly until Doctor Hoffman made the questionable 
choice of stabbing him without warning.!!
This is a decision that could have benefitted from more thorough deliberation.  I am 
unsure as to how to disassemble the bellowing behemoth, but I assume the seams 
might provide some sort of ready access.!!
Careful notation must be made of his pungent aromas, for there are many.!!
My naturally occurring musk of rosemary and bay rum remains unique... as does my 
humanity.  Today, I face the sunrise with no fear.  Somehow, the authorship of this 
abomination has drained away my condition, perhaps allowing me other abilities that will 
soon manifest themselves.!!
I wonder if Lang's Progeny (let me call him "The Lad") is stirring from his chemical 
catnap.!!
Barnabas, old boy, you'll show Angelique the way of the world, yet!!!
BC!
 !
492!
Collins, Barnabas!
Ah, parenting!!!



Julia is at her most feminine as she hoists the The Lad and myself to Collins Hall to 
raise the youth there.  Of course, after seeing the way he nimbly destroyed a laboratory 
of industrial-grade equipment made of metallic amalgams and space-age genius, it is 
only logical to let him have the run of my curated museum of priceless and frighteningly 
fragile antiques.  If Constable Patterson's treatment of the wicker is any indication, the 
future does not bode well.!!
I will need to kill him soon.  Luckily, The Lad does not qualify as human.  If, as Mr. Burke 
Devlin's mug indicated, "Life Begins at 40," I believe that terminating his life now will put 
me in no moral threat.!!
Avanti!!!
BC!
 !
493!
Collins, Barnabas!
Brute force incarnate, disguised as one of Earth's most gentle creatures when sleeping.!!
Young Loomis caused me no end of amusement when he projected his own cowardice 
as a universal reaction for all, including The Lad.  Once The Lad destroyed yet another 
room and went about on a romp through the wilds, Young Loomis stood soundly 
corrected.  Back again at Collins Hall, both Young Loomis and The Lad have much to 
teach one another.  Enriching for both and liberating for me!!!
BC!
 !
494!
Willie Loomis!
Shopping List:!!
corned beef hash!!
lux!!
vinegar!!
roasting chickens!!
more blue candles!!
sugar pops!!
shiny buttons!!
deviled ham!



!
pineapple chunks!!
chesterfields!!
charmin!!
ritz crackers!!
iceberg lettuce!!
six bullets to put in Adam!!
 !
 !
495!
Collins, Barnabas!
From the mouth of babes!  His first word?  My name!  An auspicious beginning for a 
most promising boy.  I shall become his new tutor.  I expect everyone to do everything, 
though, that I may be a questionable teacher.  But try we must.!!
Note: Soup eating ensued to a roaring success, as well it should.    !!
Penance takes all forms, and it seems that this is one of the many prices I shall pay on 
my road to redemption.!!
Things took a turn for the worse with a wild misunderstanding involving Young Master 
David, a knife, and a pistol-wielding Mr. Roger Collins -- never a good recipe.  The Lad 
was wounded, and I was given cause to reflect upon the nature of privilege and 
difference.  How little does Mr. Roger Collins know!  But I am guilty of all of the same 
foibles.  I suspect that we are all, all of us, privileged and different, simultaneously.  
Were we only able to recognize those points of uniqueness sans fear.!!
BC!
 !
496!
Collins, Barnabas!
It is only with my accursed luck that Mr. Roger Collins, reliably as dense as a 
Welshman's diction, suddenly becomes a master logician when it comes to associating 
my control over The Lad (now safely back in Collins Hall) in the pistol incident... in front 
of Angelique.!!
Bullet wound and all, perhaps Adam's simple life and tabula rasa are things to be 
envied.!!
BC!



 !
497!
Willie Loomis!
Dear Dr. M,!!
Things here are going real good.  Mr. Collins gives me lots of responsibility but I don't 
think he's mean about it and I watch how he looks at other people.  Today I did what you 
said and asked somebody to be my friend. I thought Maggie would run away and she 
did not. Part of me wants that friend because the thing I'm working with makes me 
nervous and like I need to have people. I also want to make sure Maggie stays safe and 
this way I can do that. I am doing something like babysitting but I am scared a lot.!!
Dr. Hoffman is being real nice and says hello and thank you for the sabbath time for her.  
She might be the smartest person I ever met. You were right about wearing neckties 
because they make me feel like I'm as respectable as a Collins.!!
How much do you believe in dreams meaning something real?!!
Gotta go,!!
Willie!
 !
498!
Collins, Barnabas!
Cosmic justice shall be dealt!  Young Loomis, the pitiful prole, can get nothing done 
while both cowering from The Lad and fearing the "dream curse."  Such lapses in 
character originate, I am certain, from the rather low station of his birth and parentage, 
neither of which I can resolve.  If he cannot sidestep the curse, then he cannot tend to 
The Lad, and if he cannot tend to The Lad, then I must, and I am readying my lesson 
plan for his more advanced stages and not able to brook distraction.  Thus, I must slice 
off the serpent of the problem at its head -- Angelique!  Knowing all too well the strange 
relationship between portraits and near-immortals (my own seems to be an outstanding 
conduit for communication), I have obtained the services of Mr. Samuel Evans to age 
said portrait.  Within hours, Angelique will look her full age.  If only she had magic to 
reverse that.!!
Ironic.  Were I still a vampire, I could "cure" her condition in a manner most fitting.  Pity 
that such a circularity of justice is not possible.!!
Tonight, age will most certainly go before beauty.!!
BC!
 !
499!
Bouchard, Angelique!
N--!



!
Barnabas has found an entirely new way to make his point. How can I ever repay him?  
I hope that my compensation for his collaborator will be a sample.!!
At first I wasn't familiar with Mr. Evans' work, but then when I saw it?  Well, he's no 
Cassius Marcellus Coolidge, and he certainly won't be, now.!!
Yours,!!
Cassandra Collins!!
 !
 !
500!
Collins, Barnabas!
Is there no end to my faults?  I allowed Young Loomis the freedom of my home and he 
steals family heirlooms and then has the cheek to blame The Lad!  Mr. Evans was 
blinded forever by Angelique for assisting me in my battles against her.  I returned home 
to find The Lad attempting to strangle Young Loomis.  While I completely sympathize 
with The Lad, I was suddenly in the position of teaching a rather advanced morality tale, 
and my only ready text was the cane by which I struck Adam again and again in the 
name of peace and rational dialogue.!!
I am losing count of the lives I ruin.  My only response is to remind myself that I am the 
instrument of Angelique's madness.  With each sin, my desire for her   answer grows.  
How plead you, Angelique?!!
BC!
 !
501!
Collins, Barnabas!
I have loaded my rifle and set out to kill Adam, with all that this shall mean for me.  As 
the beast, I may be selective in how I lash out.  Adam has no such choice.  I am ending 
two lives -- his and the one sliver of humanity I currently savor.!!
The third shall be Angelique.!!
BC!
 !
502!
Stoddard, Carolyn!
night 1!!
he's leaving me alone. don't know. inmate? retarded boy? maybe nice, maybe not. i am 
very, very scared. i have only been roughed up but u need to get me now. polaris is to 



my left from shack roof. root cellar? strong wind from east. not sure where note will go. i 
will pay u. call collinw!!
(ed. note: end of scrap)!
 !
503!
Adam!
Excerpt.!!
Adam Lang: Through the Door and Back Again!!
The second day, in my memory, did not go well in the root cellar.  At that point, Carolyn 
had no way of knowing, and I had no way of telling her, that I only wanted to provide two 
things: safety and happiness.  Those were the two things I could never express.  When 
my hands should have been nimble, they were nearly numb, with nerve connections still 
sewing themselves together.  When I thought I was whispering, I made the cries of a 
wounded animal.  What's worse?  The fact that I knew what I wanted and was nowhere 
near it.  Did I mean to knock her unconscious?  A little.  Well, it was that or let her face 
even more danger outside.  So, after making sure that she was only unconscious, I 
went shopping.  Men are nervous, cooking on a first date.  Just imagine how I felt.!
 !
504!
Bouchard, Angelique!
BOOK OF DAYS 108, 273!!
I stood there, manipulating Vicky Winters, pleading for acceptance.  I almost begged her 
to call me Angelique so that I could apologize or laugh or sob.  My histrionics would 
have made John Simon cheer.  I stormed out, in a display of furious self-pity, and then 
gloated.  Afterwards, I hated myself.  It had been the one time I'd spoken the truth.  !!
Why do I have to tell a lie to let someone know how I truly feel, and why do I truly feel it?!!
Miranda!!
 !
 !
505!
Collins, Barnabas!
This rough beast known as Constable Patterson's regrettable replacement has one sole 
virtue; he in no way disproves the efficacy of my latest maxim, "When in doubt, lay 
blame at the feet of Young Loomis."!!
BC!
 !
506!
Collins, Barnabas!



The true "curse" of the "dream curse" seems to be its magical ability to get everyone out 
of actually working.!!
I must search for Adam on my own, which is best, perhaps.!!
BC!
 !
507!
TE Stokes!
Brothers,!!
St. George had the Dragon.  I have the occult, and my sword and shield are reason and 
fearlessness.  To save Barnabas Collins, I, myself, entered the Dream Curse state.  
Meditation, Projection, and a hint of Hypersomnia shall be my passports.!!
So often, our fears regarding the occult may be snuffed out like the rather dim candle it 
actually is.  To do so requires the Courage to Know rather than the cowardice of timid 
belief.!!
This evening, I cross sabers with a witch.  I had hoped that my return to Collinsport 
might find me at last shouting en garde to Judah Zachary, himself, but that time will 
have to wait.  As for now, it is once more into the breach!!!
HELLFIRE!!!
TE Stokes/St. Brimstone!
 !
508!
TE Stokes!
Brothers,!!
My journey into the dream curse was simplicity, itself.  Really, gentlemen, you must try it 
for yourselves.  Most invigorating!!!
With regrettable brevity; Cassandra Collins must be eliminated.  Or harnessed.  In either 
event, her powers are limited-but-useful.  And if my charts are accurate, she will lead us 
much deeper, perhaps to Diabolos the Pretender, himself.  The vulgar charlatan will 
have much to answer for, including a ruined scrying mirror.!!
HELLFIRE!!!
Brim-Stokes!
 !
509!
 !
Brothers,!



!
Collinsport is relentless!  A hideously-scarred man with a blind painter and a hexed 
attorney rather poorly performing a hectored husband.!!
If my surveys and measurements are accurate, then the level of parametric activity is at 
its highest since the Paul Stoddard Incident.  Why the spike in occult matters?  The 
focal point seems to be proximate.  I have noted at least two changes in the timeline 
thus far when in the protection of the trapezoid.  1.  Daniel Collins was not murdered in 
1796 but lived on to sire this particular branch of the Collins family.  2. Phyllis Wick is no 
longer the subject of the Witch Trial of 1796.  The name of the defendant, now under 
lock and key, has become Victoria Winters, the same name as the current governess... 
who claims to have visited that era.  Only Miss Winters seems aware of this.  All others 
humor her.!!
More anon.!!
HELLFIRE!!!
Stokes!
 !
510!
TE Stokes!
Brothers,!!
And it seems we may finally have captured Trask's Lifeforce, as well.!!
Success!!!
HELLFIRE!!!
TES!
 !
511!
 !
Trask!!!
Upon entering my home, I knew the unholy seed of righteousness was festering in the 
basement, and upon investigation, I discovered that the hyper-religious reprobate had 
broken bonds of death and iron and was back among the living.  With a touch, he 
withered my resolve and I soon found myself chained to the very spot where I laid him 
to rest.!!
I would gladly do it again.  My only regret is that he is now free to once again terrorize a 
new century.  I would like to say that this era was too immersed in Reason and Logic to 
fall prey to his prattle, but he quite handily assassinated Miss Winters atop the apex of 



the Enlightenment.  I put nothing beneath the general populace when it comes to the 
application of superstition to fear-mongering, and both are the Reverend's specialties.!!
BC!
 !
512!
Collins, Barnabas!
Trask, it would seem, had one more trial left in him, calling me to judgement before a 
host of my earliest victims.!!
It did not go well for me.!!
How many trials could each of us face in life?  How many could we conduct?  No, we 
are not all murderers, but how often do we lord judgement over others?  How many 
lives do we ruin, knowingly or unknowingly?  How many do we save?!!
Upon reflection, the events of that night make me hesitate to hold anyone accountable... 
anyone but myself, that is.!!
I will make an exception for Angelique, as her bearing commands.!!
BC!
 !
513!
TE Stokes!
Brothers,!!
"Cassandra" Collins... using psychotropic-laced pipe tobacco and similar carnival tricks 
to induce the so-called "curse."  I must say, I enjoy this one if only to reveal the rather 
wan nature of her magicks.  I eagerly anticipate interlocking rings, next.  Or, if the 
powders and tinctures fail, perhaps she resorts to a mallet.!!
Send my Tommy helmet, boys!!!
HELLFIRE!!!
TEL-iot!
 !
514!
Willie Loomis!
Dear Barnabas,!!
I got good news and bad news.  Maggie's acting real normal, like nothing happened.  
But she's kind of being a little weird, like maybe it did happen.  DON'T WORRY.  I can 
handle it.!!



I need $$ for crackers.!!
Willie!
 !
515!
 !
Excerpt !!
Adam Lang: Through the Door and Back Again!!
My first true, friend, Sam reached out to me with a giant's love. This was not because he 
was blind.  He knew of my differences.  Sam simply had a magnificence of heart that 
had room even for me.  That he should have put his own life into danger so bravely, 
acting only when he thought Maggie's life was in danger, is an act of humbling courage 
and love.  To have been the catalyst for that, though, shames me deeply.!!
Of course, I wish none of it had happened.  And yet....!!
To paraphrase Clarence Darrow, I've never wanted to see a man killed, but I've read 
many obituaries no regrets.  I loathe that my fear and power and ignorance could have 
caused such damage.  When I ponder the other threats in and around Collinsport at that 
time, I only wish certain other parties had been in Sam's place.  How many lives would 
have been spared?!
 !
516!
Collins, Barnabas!
When I came to from my entombment, I once again was greeted by Young Loomis.  So 
much the same, and yet so different.!!
What did I do, as a monster, to so endear my youthful squire to me when I reverted to 
being merely a man?  And Doctor Hoffman was steadfastly at both our sides.  In my 
time, Collins Hall was beset by porcelain smiles (save father and Abigail), all worn as 
masks of jollity to hide petty and angry differences and ill-will.  Now, this house has only 
a small family, but there is, I have found, more loyalty within it than I've ever known.  Do 
we squabble and snarl?  Yes, externally.  Beneath that, is there an emerging and mutual 
fealty?  I am honored to say yes to that, as well.!!
Josette, should you return, please know that this house is fast becoming a home.!
 !
517!
Bouchard, Angelique!
N--!!
Well, our bet about the efficacy of the All Things Dreamy is back on.  And I'd visit my 
accountant, were I you.!!



xoxoxo,!!
Cassandra!
 !
518!
TE Stokes!
Brothers,!!
Well, I cannot speak for all of you, but I'm ending my day as the keeper of what I think 
may be the world's first, synthetic man.  Any of you reprobates want to top that one?  
Thought not!!!
His secrets shall be mine and mine are yours.  In time.  But for now... !!
HELLFIRE!!!
T. Eliot Swank!
 !
519!
Bouchard, Angelique!
COLLINS FOUNDATION FORENSICS DIVISION!!
FOUND DOCUMENT 374!!
Item Description: Datebook of Cassandra Collins!!
Distinguishing Features: After timecode 519, each entry is erased.  One phrase 
repeated over and over on each page, "Thou shalt not suffer a witch to live."!!
AP/pm!!
 !
 !
520!
Collins, Barnabas!
It would seem as if Trask finally achieved his holy work; Angelique may very well be 
destroyed.  She would revel in the knowledge that the pain in which she specialized 
lives on.!!
When I awoke, I thought this all a dream constructed by her, populated by my relatives, 
all involved in a bizarre masquerade.  I was shaken from this delusion just as the rest of 
my family is seized by it.  Seeing my mother commit suicide once more was a pain only 
mitigated by the satisfaction of witnessing modern science thwart the attempt.!!
BC!
 !



521!
Collins, Barnabas!
It seems that Cassandra has a brother.!!
Here's to bad blood.!!
BC!
 !
522!
Collins, Barnabas!
Until this moment, I have always understood the motives of my foes.  But in Nicholas 
Blair, I see something quite different; organized, gleeful malevolence.  Even Angelique 
was motivated by passion.  What motivates him?!!
BC!
 !
523!
Nicholas Blair!
Personal Report:!!
Made contact with Trask spirit.  Laughably simple.  Family understandably furious, to my 
delight.  The emotional chaos makes them all too easy to manipulate.!!
Target partially acquired.  Termination point of core: arboreal.  Now to narrow that down.!!
The gloves are a nice touch.!!
Material requisitions: none.!!
-NAB-!!
 !!
 !
 !
524!
Evans, Maggie!
Dear Pop,!!
I need you.!!
I love Joe, but I have no idea who he is anymore.  I can't take losing one more man in 
my life.  Not now.!!
Mags!
 !



525!
Nicholas Blair!
Personal Report:!!
Retrieval of Duval assured.!!
Severe temporal interference detected.  Multiple timeline fracture-points.  Victoria 
Winters = level BLUE Anachronist. From 1795 to now or other order?  Zachary Codex in 
jeopardy.  Opportunity for O and H to gain dominance?  Must weigh risks.!!
Zachary Codex dependent on integrity of potential fracture-points in 1795, 1796, 1840, 
1841, 1897, and 1967.  Significant deviations in alpha, beta, and zeta some cause for 
concern.!!
Retrieval of Duval assured.!!
Material requisitions: Blade of Abraxis (2).!!
-NAB-!
 !
526!
Victoria Winters!
I got Peter Bradford back.!!
Vicky!
 !
527!
TE Stokes!
Brothers,!!
The old monocle trick worked yet again, and my powers of hypnotic regression have 
waned not a whit since 1958!  A young cipher named "Jeff Clark" has confirmed that we 
have a Promethean in our midst!  And he's mine for the study.  I suspect the Conclave in 
Wales next year will be topsy-turvy when the news hits.!!
Clark still, I suspect, holds the very Secret of Time, but that can wait.  (Ho! Ho!)!!
A larger threat looms on the horizon: Nicholas Blair -- the very man who sold the 
Angelique painting to the antique store for Victoria Winters to purchase.  Gentlemen, we 
have a Category Three for the first time since 1952, so brush up on your Enochian.  I 
am clearing the battlefield!!!
HELLFIRE!!!
TES!
 !



528!
Victoria Winters!
Night at Maggie's!  I shouldn't be celebrating.  I'm on the run, but still, a chance to get 
away.  And she and Joe are finally getting ready to set a date.  About time!!!
Vicky!
 !
529!
TE Stokes!
Gentlemen,!!
You laughed when I said I was involved in seminars at RADA -- as the teacher!  Well, 
the last chortle on the night's on you!  Had you seen my performance pugilism when 
interrogated by an amateur shamus (and a fine one) named Haskell, you'd know the 
recipe for the brimming dish of crow to be served up before you.!!
HELLFIRE!!!
Stokespeare!
 !
530!
Collins, Barnabas!
I can run no longer.  Angelique has rebounded from Trask's exorcism and wavers nary 
an inch from her desire to destroy me.  We spoke in the woods, and I was certain that 
her humanity would break through the fortress that power has built around her heart.  It 
is not to be.!!
I have scoffed at the Dream Curse, but Angelique has gone so far as to torment the 
sweet Miss Winters with its narrative by bringing Sam Evans back from the afterlife to 
assist.!!
My only hope now resides in the possible aid from the curious professor, Stokes.  How 
odd to have run from the occult for so long only to find my defense there, as well.  This 
time, though, I call upon brain, not beast.!!
BC!
 !
531!
Collins, Barnabas!
Adam nearly killed Mr. Joe Haskell.  Young Loomis was hesitant to take him to obtain 
medical care.  I incentivized him.!!
I value my life -- my new life in particular -- more dearly than can be expressed.  
Nonetheless, what life is it if it comes at the expense of others?  So many suffer and die 
as a result of my existence.  Had I not been unearthed, Angelique would not be here.  



Miss Winters would suffer no Dream Curse -- nor would have anyone. Joe Haskell 
would not be on the cusp of death due to Adam's attack.  The litany is endless.!!
I may volunteer to play audience to Miss Winter's dream.  It may be the heroic act within 
me.!!
BC!
 !
532/533!
Collins, Barnabas!
There is always a third alternative.!!
I have asked Angelique to again serve me as wife.  I did this with all of the sincerity I 
could muster, and I was truthful when I gave my solemn oath to love her as much as I 
possibly could.  I am well aware of the sacrifice being made.!!
Is Angelique evil?  I cannot say.  Does she do evil acts?  Most assuredly.  However, she 
does them for love.  Perhaps, with my love -- or what of it I can find -- this evil may 
come to an end.!!
BC!
 !
534!
Collins, Barnabas!
Angelique has refused me, and this is a blow both unexpected and decidedly blunt.!!
The level of Miss Winters' anguish is too much to bear, and relieving her of it is a woeful 
necessity which I must fulfill.  To do otherwise would be demanding others pay for 
misdeeds of mine committed almost two hundred years ago.!!
Still, I cannot imagine a dream with lethal force.  If I gained power over anything while 
sleeping for that time, it is the realm of Morpheus.  I may best the witch, yet.!!
BC!
 !
535!
Collins, Barnabas!
My will prevailed; I impelled Vicky to tell me The Dream.  It most likely means that I will 
revert to the beast, and so I must have Julia and Willie on hand and ready to pierce my 
heart with a stake before I strike.!!
More than any reason, it is my love for Vicky which drives me.  When I gaze upon her, I 
see Sarah, my mother, Josette, and even the Angelique I loved in Martinique.  I see 
them all.  I was able to protect none of them from myself.  In this small act, I might do 
proper penance.!!



Love.!!
BC!
 !
536!
Collins, Barnabas!
The Dream itself was tolerable, and indeed, I thought that my survival of it was the 
necessary indication that I had been the victor in my war with Angelique.  However, a 
loud knock at the door followed by the trademarked, vicious bat attack indicated that 
indeed, the beast was within me once more.  Refusing to stake me as requested, Julia 
and Willie buried me alive, instead.!!
Several notes...!!
1.  Why do bats knock at doors?!!
2.  Why do I answer?  (I suppose because those knocks are usually not from airborne 
rodents.)!!
3. Why do I ask people I know to be soft of spine and weak of will (apologies, Father) to 
destroy me?!!
4.  How did Willie get that grave dug so quickly?  Did he already have it ready?  Why?  
Was the grave for someone else? What was supposed to happen if they'd subsequently 
arrived to inter a loved one?!!
If I seem to be taking this memory lightheartedly, it is because these particular ironies 
still amuse me in a time fraught by my constant peril.!!
BC!
 !
537!
Collins, Barnabas!
They were in no hurry to retrieve me.!!
Fortunately, they were tending to Adam at the time, who siphoned off my suffering.  A 
question is why I never felt more of his pain?  Moreover, why did we never experience 
each other's joy?!!
BC!
 !
538!
Collins, Barnabas!
I owe my life to a man I vowed to kill.  Making amends and, perhaps, an alliance is now 
essential.  Adam's resilience imbued me with the strength to endure my entombment.  
Julia has been dispatched, and I trust her to forge the treaty.!



!
Surprising Angelique with my survival was a pleasure unrivaled.  It is so rare to see her 
in terror, and the source of it was a single and delicious truth: she no longer has any 
power over me.  All of her Curses come to dust, and humanity triumphs.!!
Few have known fears such as mine.  Having lived in fear for so long, I am now drunken 
with autonomy.  We are often encouraged to "live without fear."  This is inevitably 
spoken by fools, the lucky, or the insane.  For the rest of us, we live with fear because it 
is a very real factor in our lives.!!
I am neither a fool nor insane, but today, I am very, very lucky.!
 !
539!
Nicholas Blair!
Personal Report:!!
Recall Cassandra.  Mission Failure: absolute.  Suggested demotion to grid 3319, amber 
cell epsilon.!!
Collins, Barnabas survived via "Adam."  Promethean creation success by level 6 
simians; question is, "How?"!!
Collins, Barnabas remains catalytic threat to strategic operations.  Suggest deployment 
of QC2 to neutralize.!!
Side note: Evans, Margaret. Highly unusual female.  Will detail in personal briefing.!!
Material requisitions: New suit.  40R. 15.5" neck. 34X32 trouser, cuffed.!!
-NAB-!
 !
540!
Nicholas Blair!
Personal Report:!!
The skeletal hand was a nice touch.  Time extension granted to Angelique: 1 hour.!!
I will be remaining after Angelique recall. Fracture-points require exploration.!!
QC2 enhanced 40% actual.!!
Side note: arrange personal interview, Margaret Evans.!!
Materials requisition: Le Creuset French oven, 3.5 qt.!!
-NAB-!



 !
541!
Nicholas Blair!
Personal Report:!!
Recall Angelique: abort process. Reassign to Promethean investigation, re: survival of 
Barnabas Collins.  Potential new breed.  Level 2 infringement on protocols, degree: 
unknown. Angelique = discretion loss.  Security breach at unacceptable levels.!!
Meeting with Evans, Margaret success.  Financial vulnerability as leverage very 
possible.  Suspect simian Level 8, not 6. How?  Not possible w/o external genetic 
manipulation.  Necessary sampling of bio-code initiated while maintaining acceptable 
standards and practices.!!
Stokes, TE is potential resource before ASSURED termination.  Knows of Dream Curse.  
Summoning capacity hazard.!!
Material requisitions: $2,000 American, Chanel Pour Monsieur, 3 ram horns, Trapezoid 
of N'zarak!!
-NAB-!
 !
542!
Collins, Barnabas!
I never really liked Mozart.  When pondering the advantage I've handed Angelique, it is 
my only defense.!!
We're now in the position of trying to find out what David knows.  If only we were 
seeking knowledge on patricide attempts, we'd be walking encyclopedias by day's end.!!
BC!
 !
543!
Nicholas Blair!
Personal Report:!!
Transthanoscopic conversation with Lang, Eric creator of "Adam" achieved this evening.  
Confirm, Promethean Level 10, not 6 as stated earlier.  Higher than we've achieved.  
Angelique assigned to find subject Adam. Lang confirmed process perfected by 
Hoffman, Julia.  Acquisition of Hoffman underway.!!
If Level 10 process is GTG, systematic eradication of current level 6 simians suggested. 
Related: Level 10's to be transferred to H & O in exchange for Naga Skull.!!
To be blunt: we need the cores and H & O need the real estate.  !!



Material requisitions: Chalice of Zorn (x2)!!
-NAB-!
 !
544!
TE Stokes!
Gentlemen,!!
I have encountered the enemy today, and he wears too much cologne.  (Rupert, you 
might take note of this!)  Not sure if he's demonic, an ex-member, or both.  Seems keen 
on Adam.!!
My (ha!) future wife, Carolyn, has been sharing the teaching of the Promethean, and 
find that her traditional model differs somewhat from my Sudsbury predilections.!!
Send for my mortarboard.!!
HELLFIRE!!!
Stokesbury!!
 !
 !
545!
Adam!
I can give reasons why Carolyn should love me, and there are many.!!
When she's here, I can tell she loves me.!!
When she goes away, I feel afraid.!!
This goodness should feel the same all the time.  Why does it not?!!
 !!
I want a last name.!!
 !
 !
546!
Collins, Barnabas!
Tonight was an evening I had awaited and dreaded for so many, many years.  It was the 
first moment of honesty that Angelique had the decency to grant me.  Of course, she 
knew that an imminent death awaited her, and she had the confidence that clutching a 
pistol tends to lend.  I simply wish she had known that neither were necessary.!!



Having run afoul of Nicholas, she was again rendered mortal.  This is a fine point of 
witchcraft that eludes me still, but these creatures, once bound to whatever primal 
forces empower them, cease to be human in any way... except in their wants.  (Note, I 
said "wants."  Not their reactions to the wants and needs of others.)!!
Are they animals?  Are they extensions of willpower?!!
I was correct in my earlier assertion; she loves me.  Desperately.  Sadly.  With an 
authenticity and passion that rivals my love for Josette.  If she could only understand 
that, perhaps I would be understood.  Perhaps not.!!
It would have been easy to love Angelique, and what would such a love have brought 
me?  That tempestuous spirit and unbridled sense of life would have consumed us both.  
Josette, so mild and yielding, was such a comfort.  Passion is the sport of youth.  
Comfort is the province of manhood.!!
More anon.!!
BC!!
 !
 !
547!
Collins, Barnabas!
The price exacted by Blair was one with which I was all-too-familiar: blindingly rapid 
age.  As I saw her suffer, I felt a cruelty in me that was intoxicating and deeply shaming.  
It was shaming in that I could not show the pity her tears beseeched.  And yet, even 
with her gun in my hand, I could not discharge it.!!
Having fought for life for so long and having achieved it, I posit that I value life more 
than anyone.  I have known the savagery of draining it from the innocent.  I have had it 
seized from me and those I loved.  Now that I have it once more, it is unthinkable to 
steal one more.!!
What her friends -- such as Nicholas Blair -- or my friends -- such as Julia Hoffman -- 
are moved to do?  That is another matter.!!
BC!!
 !
 !
548!
Collins, Barnabas!
We define ourselves by what we forgive.  If it is given freely, wildly, and not earned, it is 
without value.  Such is the same for 'unconditional love.'  I would like to have lived a life 
where forgiveness could flow freely from me and love could be lavished on all.!



!
But I have begged for forgiveness when the most minute sins earned me lifetimes of 
blood and woe.  I was answered with silence. I have begged for love from ones so 
powerful that even death could not stop them.  Yes, they could transcend death and 
time, but they could not transcend their loathing for me.  So, what example have I?  
Even Sarah has abandoned me because of who I am. Who am I to dispense 
forgiveness and unconditional love?  I, who’ve labored for both and earned neither.!!
Angelique’s final moments of life were spent begging me for forgiveness.  My reflex was 
to grant it... and then I thought of my father and uncle, chiding me constantly to stand as 
a man.  And then I thought of every moment of death and suffering that surrounded 
everyone I loved, and how powerless I’ve been throughout.  The only power I had in 
that moment, the only way I could stand as the man I was expected to be, was by 
denying Angelique the benediction she desired.!!
Had she forgiven me when I desired it?  No.  Why should I show any more 
consideration toward her?!!
The last sound she heard was my refusal to forgive.!!
Does that make me man enough?  Does that adequately prove my powers of assertion?  
Am I worthy now?  Now that I’ve held back three tiny words from a pathetic, powerless, 
anguished, dying woman?!!
Is that what is expected of me?  Speaking three words, “I forgive you,” even if they’d 
been a lie, would have cost me nothing.  But I did not.!!
There is a unique horror that exists in the eyes of one who sees the onrushing and 
inevitable strike of the beast.  It is the most grotesquely naked of human emotions, 
without power or dignity or reason.  That look will never match the horror in the eyes of 
Angelique as she died hearing me pontificate from the highest of altars about fairness.!!
Hang fairness and balance and justice.  At that moment, she was not a witch.  She was 
a fallible human, frail and frightened and brave enough to push past her pride and admit 
it, and beg at my feet as her last living acts.  I treated her as if she were a monster and 
even congratulated myself on it.!!
If there is a monster, his name is Barnabas Collins.  Freeing me from the beast only 
allowed something far worse to rise in its place: the man.!
 !
549!
Collins, Barnabas!
My sense of disgust is, in the balance, mitigated with a sense of freedom.  It is a 
freedom I've not felt in a very long time.!!



Her last moments were as a sad, powerless human, yes, but her life was one devoid of 
humanity.  With Angelique, I mean that quite literally.  Yet her actions were 
quintessentially human.  No, they were more than human.  It was as if, not being of the 
human race at all, but instead an occult creature striving for humanity, she found the 
one aspect with which she could most identify and then amplified it.!!
More and more, I've come to realize that Angelique only maintained the shell of 
humanity.  Whatever creature lay within that shell, was, like Nicholas, not of nature.  
She -- perhaps not she, but 'it' -- wore the veneer of woman, but what was it, truly?  Had 
it been a human at one time and traded that for power?  I shall never know.!!
It is cruel of me to refer to her as an 'it.'  In victory, I may be magnanimous.  My only 
hope at present is that this sense of liberty can be justified with authenticity.!!
BC!
 !
550!
TE Stokes!
Gentleman,!!
Today, I informed our precocious Promethean that he is a reanimated jigsaw puzzle of a 
man.  I'd hoped he'd be more mature about the whole thing.  Questions like, "Where did 
I come from" are existential concerns.  I suppose I should have been feeding him on a 
steady diet of those philosophers, although there's not yet been a Sartre coloring book.  
(It would come with a single, white crayon.)!!
I'd be rather flattered to have been created in such a manner, but Adam chooses to 
pout.  I believe his unsavory fascination with Carolyn Stoddard (photos enclosed, sorry 
they're from such a distance) is the root.!!
Shall I be a professor of the occult, manhood, or love?  The answer, as you gents well 
know, is all of the above!!!
HELLFIRE!!!
T. Eliot Stolomonic!
 !
551!
Collins, Barnabas!
Adam has returned.  In two months, he has become intelligent, articulate, but still 
impulsive and demanding.  In other words, an adolescent.!!
My proof?  He wants a woman.  Built like him.  Unfortunately, we are far from Sweden, 
where they seem to be built on an entirely different scale.  So, by "built," The Lad 
actually expects me to build a woman!  Trust me, Adam, if I had that power, it would 
have saved me centuries of misery, but my part in building you consisted of me lying on 



a table and having my soul ripped from me.  In other words, I was a bit preoccupied to 
study the finer points of the operation.  Besides, I am doing enough to teach myself how 
to drive an automobile and not instinctively flee an empty room when someone turns on 
a radio.  I'm an 18th century man, which means that I'm vaguely unqualified for the job.  
Adam, if you would care for me to draft a (now) vintage frigate for you, I would be more 
than capable.  This is a tad more complex.!!
BC!
 !
552!
Collins, Barnabas!
Adam is resorting to threats and Young Loomis is resorting to panic.  Were I Roger 
Collins, I'd be resorting to brandy.!!
Instead, this was followed by Miss Winters announcing her engagement to Mr. Jeff 
Clark.  I have grown inured to romantic disappointment.  In this instance, I gave Miss 
Winters my blessing.  It was an act of compassion, for I truly wish her to be happy, and I 
saw it as an opportunity for me to force myself to demonstrate a maturity that the beast 
never permitted, and so unlike Angelique's example.!!
As a young man, I was rigorously schooled in the fine art of making strong, first 
impression.  Few ever instruct us on how to say farewell.!!
BC!
 !
553!
Collins, Barnabas!
Miss Winters is missing, and I will not tax my deductive powers to estimate who has her 
or why.  Adam, if you kill her, nothing will stop me from destroying you.  Certainly Mr. 
Clark, with whom I've been searching, is not the man for that duel.!!
BC!
 !
554!
Collins, Barnabas!
The beast has risen again at Collinwood.  Not I, however.  I shall cure it if possible.  
Most probably, I shall be forced to destroy it.  Could it be used as a life-force for the 
female?!!
What am I saying?!!
BC!
 !
555!
Collins, Barnabas!
Personal Report:!



!
Angelique -- status reconstituted human/hemovore hybrid.  (Yes, I know.)  Spreading 
virally.  Simian peasant Jennings, Tom (carrier of Collins blood and potential 
lycanthrope) infected.  If unchecked, hemovore virus could sanitize planet for H & O @ 
2-9 months.  Reinfection of Collins, Barnabas scheduled.   !!
Assist?!!
Mate for Promethean moving apace.  Hoffman, Julia has technique for Level 10.  
Induced to do the "heavy lifting."  Ready the mind-code of Roget, Marie for probable 
installation.!!
Zachary codex stability at 74%.!!
Question: How soon to removal of Stokes, TE?  Liability.!!
Materials requisition: monocle.!
 !
556!
Collins, Barnabas!
Adam brought me Miss Winters; engagement ring.  Gholishly cruel evidence that they 
have her and will use her to incentivize my participation in creating Adam's mate.!!
Adam speaks to me of loneliness and the inability to be loved due to the monster he 
(feels he) is.  As if I were unfamiliar with that state.!!
The irony is that had Adam come to me and asked me how he might find a mate, Doctor 
Hoffman and I might have eventually and willingly helped.  Asking for help is one of 
maturity's most elusive skills.!!
BC!
 !
557!
TE Stokes!
Gentlemen,!!
It seems that my fine young man has grown up.  He has seized Victoria Winters and is 
holding her hostage.  Barnabas Collins has come to me and we now seem to be 
working as allies.  At last!!!
Adam has become terrifyingly Nietzschean,  seeing himself as someone who deserves 
things because he can induce force.  He is impervious to reason, and tries to blame me 
for his condition!  Madness.  He lies and schemes with cynicism, and this is learned 
behavior.  Who taught him to use the innocent as pawns?!!



He sees his existence as nothing, and that love alone will give it meaning.  Balderdash, 
gentlemen.  And we know it.  If any of you rum-pots have a concept on how to educate 
this glandular nightmare, I'd be most appreciative.!!
HELLFIRE!!!
Eliot in Helliot!
 !
558!
Collins, Barnabas!
Poker is game with which I have only a passing familiarity, however, the basic principles 
have not been lost upon me.  Tonight, I sat across the green felt from Adam and, even 
without the aid of the beast, wavered nary a whit.!!
In his hand, the life of Miss Winters.  In mine, the genius of Julia Hoffman.!!
Genius won.!!
His threat was to execute Miss Winters if we did not produce a mate.  Fortunately, and I 
hesitated to say this, we both understood that a life held as collateral -- precious though 
it is -- is fungible.  But genius is not.!!
Well, played, Doctor Hoffman, considering that it was I who stared the brute down.   
Jeremiah's lessons were not completely wasted.  Good show, Collins.!
 !
559!
Nicholas Blair!
Personal Report: Supplemental!!
Tragic to say it, but I'll hate to go back.  How ironic that I'd find myself in the role of 
being the moralist, but Angelique is getting what she deserves, and I'm having the time 
of my life delivering it.  She's so arrogant and so entitled that the chance to pop that 
balloon is Cosmic Justice.  Even in life, she was no Maggie Evans.  And hooray for 
yours truly for ruining Joe Haskell's evening!  A masterpiece of passive aggression, but 
Maggie's too sweet to notice.  I don't say too dimwitted, though.  She's just plain 
pleasant.!!
So many humans are hypocrites, harboring dirty little secrets while acting like saints.  
Give me a human who knows he's a sinner and brags or knows he's a saint and gets on 
with life.  They don't interfere with others.  They just... are.  They're no fun to corrupt.  
Corruption is when you simply reveal to someone what was always there inside them.  
Ruining a girl like Maggie would be like letting Jackson Pollack have a crack at 
Michelangelo's David.  No, no, no.  Set him loose on a Macy's parade blimp or 
something.  Leave David alone!!!



The new plan suggested by the Master clears everything up.  Master race, here we 
come!!!
-NAB-!
 !
560!
Collins, Barnabas!
Young Loomis again donned the gown of a bright pupil and I, my mortarboard, as we 
headed back to the School of Life.  The reluctant scholar had been asked a relatively 
simple thing: to collect a cadaver or cadavers for the chassis of Adam's prospective 
mate.  Need he kill anyone?  No.  Need he sever the limb from a functioning member of 
society?  Again, I say no.  But the scamp was in no mood to break an honest sweat, and 
so I took out the hickory stick of causality and explained that Adam would no doubt hold 
him responsible for the delay, and just as Miss Winters was my Achilles' Heel, so would 
Miss Evans serve as such for the fearing frosh.!!
Doctor Hoffman was not quite the stalwart teachers' aide I had hoped, but Young 
Loomis seems to be on-task, anyway, so all is well.!!
Class dismissed!!!
BC!
 !
561!
Joe Haskell!
Personal Log:!!
I'm not hungry.  I can't sleep.  I'm not thirsty.  I don't want to leave the room.  The only 
thing I feel is pain.  The wound just rots on my neck.!!
I need her to fix it.  But if I go, it'll only get worse.  But I want her at the same time.  I 
can't keep it all together in my mind at once.!!
Joe!!
 !
 !
562!
Collins, Barnabas!
Mr. Joe Haskell apprehended Young Loomis while my squire was exploring the earth for 
the perfect components for Adam's mate.  And yet, he did not turn him over to the 
police.  Mr. Haskell hates Young Loomis with the kind of bitter passion that sensible 
stock only reserve for highwaymen, slaveholders, and the Dutch.  Why might this be?!!
BC!
 !



563!
Nicholas Blair!
Personal Report: Supplemental!!
An evening doing intelligence work on Miss Evans at the Blue Whale.  I think I went in 
trying to cause a rift between her and Joe Haskell.  Well, mission accomplished, but not 
on purpose.  It just happened.  Why and how I'm having such a ball is a mystery I 
needn't explore.  Apologizing isn't on our side of the aisle, after all.  As James Bond 
might say, "Ah, the things I do for England."!!
-NAB-!
 !
564!
Collins, Barnabas!
Willie is fast becoming the rather inconvenient voice of morality, and on a grand level, I 
cannot blame him.  We've found a body, yes, but what of the life-force?  Willie made an 
excellent point.!!
Tom Jennings, however, has turned completely.  The time for a cure seems to have 
eluded us.  The only cure for Collinsport is his eradication before he can do significant 
damage.  By thunder, did they once speak of me with such indifferent and violent intent?  
The hunter becoming the hunted is one matter.  It is a cruel hypocrisy of nature for it to 
be the opposite.  His grave is empty, and now he is free.!!
Night has a special meaning to me.  The urge to seek and attack.  I know exactly what 
kind of a threat he poses.  And I know the agony he feels between trying to feed the 
beast and trying to restrain it.!!
BC!!
 !
 !
565!
Tom Jennings!
It was funny to watch the the fancy old man and his boy digging up my empty coffin.  
When she made me, I could see everything she saw.  I didn't know what it meant, but I 
saw it.  That man killed her.  Now he's digging me up.  He's an exterminator, I guess. I 
can smell where he lives.  There's a lot of wrong things there.  I'll go in and make more 
wrong things.  Then I'll go to Collinwood.  This town won't miss them.!!
TOM!
 !
566!
Collins, Barnabas!
If I ever need anyone to dissimulate on my behalf, I must remind myself not to engage 
the services of William H. Loomis, esq.  Despite his (occasional) good intentions, the 



man could not convince gravity that it was supposed to bond his feet to the floor.  Julia 
is missing from her post, and since I know that she has all that she needs -- aspirin, 
coffee, and a steak sandwich -- she must have left against her will.  With another (no, 
Barnabas, not another, simply a) vampire at large, I must ensure her safety.!
 !
567!
Collins, Barnabas!
Adam has given us four weeks to produce a mate.  I now have more sympathy for the 
Judeo-Christian God.  He had far less time.  Then again, I have Doctor Hoffman.  Not 
an exact substitute, but better than I.!!
Now, if only I can prevent Tom Jennings from ripping her throat out, I'll get a decent 
night's rest.!!
Why do I suspect I'll be up?!!
BC!
 !
568!
Collins, Barnabas!
Mr. Jeff Clark stumbled (for he has no other means of discovery) upon the basement 
experiment.  To save the life of Miss Winters, he has agreed to join us.!!
Fighting Julia's need to visit Jennings has become an obsession.  This poses a threat to 
the work and to my peace of mind.  I have had silver bullets prepared in the hope that 
they may prove to be a ranged equivalent to the wooden stake.!!
There is no field guide to these creatures.  Even I learned of my abilities and limitations 
by trial and error.  I remember tolerating silver when mixed with other metals, but alone?  
Excruciating to the touch.  If a bullet has the same power, my plan will be a success.  
Julia, "protected for her safety," will prove to be most appetizing bait.!!
BC!
 !
569!
Tom Jennings!
I enjoy feeding off the doctor.  I can taste her years.  Her sadness.  I like it.!!
TOM!
 !
570!
Collins, Barnabas!
Doctor Hoffman has been a part of my life for so long, I am at a loss for what I should do 
without her, experiment or not.  Finding her obsesses me.!!



Mrs. Stoddard burst into Collins Hall raving about coffins and needing to be hidden.  My 
reflex was to offer immediate shelter.  That was before understanding that she's quite 
mad.  What a life when I accept such a thing as a standard salutation.!!
In my quest this evening, I encountered Tom Jennings at last... and as eager as I was to 
destroy him, I also implored him to mind the coming light.  How startling to find myself in 
the grip of the beast from an entirely new vantage.  As the cock crowed in our melee, I 
felt finger across my throat, then panic, then helplessness.  Then nothing.!!
More anon.!!
BC!
 !
571!
Collins, Barnabas!
Awaking, I gazed at him as he slept in pathetic silence in his coffin.  No one saw me as 
that.  He looked so mild and weak. But I was vitalized as I drove in the stake!  As if I 
were saving him, yes, from the beast, but also destroying the beast.  The best he is and 
I was.!!
 !
 !
572!
Collins, Barnabas!
Julia and I have caught Nicholas Blair in a rare moment of vulnerability.  Searching his 
home is a brief but precious option.!!
BC!
 !
573!
Collins, Barnabas!
It began as French farce and nearly spun into Grand Guignol, with both Mr. Joe Haskell 
and I arriving quite uninvited in the home of Nicholas Blair, neither speaking the truth, 
both with intense agendas.  Both of us left before either could fulfill them.!!
BC!
 !
574!
Nicholas Blair!
Personal Report:!!
Level 10 Promethean created via transfer of biocode "life force" from storage unit 
Collins, Barnabas into Promethean.  New connection?  Collins, Barnabas: biocode in 
Adam reversed hemovore status.  Incentivize Angelique?  Draw up candidates for 
biocode donor.  Note: need not be alive.!!



Aside: I think Maggie likes me.  How do I kiss her?!!
Materials Requisition: none!
 !
575!
TE Stokes!
Gentlemen,!!
Queensberry Rules were hardly observed as Mr. Jeff Clark and the Promethean heard 
the bell ring.  I stood helpless, amidst invaluable scientific equipment destroyed due to 
their ignorance of the finer points of pugilism.!!
Adam feels betrayed and lied to, as if no one loves him.  Well, Adam, when you 
galavant like that, you make it a bit of a strain.  I implored Clark to look past this 
behavior and just go on and create a mate for him.  This will all be a roaring failure, but 
I'm having to cheerlead, nonetheless.  I'm used to hearing those fair lasses call to me 
from the gridiron (in my salad days) rather than being one, but such is the way of things.!!
HELLFIRE!!!
T Feelgood Stokes!
 !
576!
Bouchard, Angelique!
And Nicholas thought this would slow me down.!!
In the past day, I've invaded the dreams of the Collins matriarch and controlled the one 
man capable of finishing Dr. Lang's experiment.!!
Vampirism becomes me... for now.!!
~A~!
 !
578!
Adam!
"And damn'd be him that first cries, "Hold, enough!"'!!
The I am damned, Carolyn.  But we both knew that.  Goodbye.!!
Adam!
 !
577!
Adam!
If only you would read Professor Chalmer's book on chess, Carolyn, you would 
understand exactly what's expected of you.  Or what to expect.  Your problem, aside 
from the abandonment issues and inevitable Elektra complex, is that you have no 



concept of what you can accomplish, and this stems from a key lack of self-knowledge. 
The unexamined life, etc, etc.  And this brings us back to chess.  If we are pieces on a 
board, then are you the Queen?  It is within your power.  Are you a pawn?  You act as 
such.  But that's more descriptive of Victoria Winters.  !
 !
You had your opportunity to be my Queen.  Unfortunately for you, I'm having a new one 
carved... most exquisitely so.  !
 !
Regards,!
Adam!
 !
 !
579!
Clark, Jeff!
Vicky,!!
If I've lost you forever, it was for your own good.  Even if you'll never understand that, at 
least you'll be alive.!!
See you in time,!!
Jeff!
 !
580!
Clark, Jeff!
When was the last time I had a right to happiness?  Everyone gets it but me.  I'll never 
get it.  But with one scalpel, deep in this monster on the table, I'll at least "share the 
wealth" with everyone.!!
JClark!
 !
581!
Bouchard, Angelique!
Damn them.  Damn them all.  The body needs a life force, and I need to be free from 
Nicholas.  Mr. Clark can be made most pliable.  Oh, Nicholas.  You left me with one 
power too many.!!
~A~!
 !
582!
Collins, Barnabas!
The decision has been made to use Miss Evans as the life force.  Doctor Hoffman can 
control her, and if she did so and preserved my life, she can do likewise with Miss 
Evans.!!



The decision is pure utilitarianism at work.  It is Miss Evans or everyone at Collinwood.  
I simply cannot take that chance.  Adam has forced this upon me, and he shall pay.  In 
time.!!
Normally, I would use Willie or Mrs. Johnson for such a task, but a human life force is 
required and not that of a stable boy or domestic.!!
BC!
 !
583!
Collins, Barnabas!
After a lovely evening with Miss Evans, I've learned that she may be off to Boston.  Time 
and fate conspire to accelerate the creation of Adam's mate, science be damned.!!
I am shoring up my maturity to be as gracious as possible in the wake of Miss Winters 
shattered engagement.  Yes, I am attempting avuncularity, but there are certainly other 
possibilities from which I would never shirk.  There is a concert in Bangor that I heard 
Young Loomis speaking about, and I invited Miss Winters to attend.  Must I acquire the 
proper rainments?  Most of the attendees of these kinds of events dress as if they were 
long-shipwrecked clam-diggers who have traversed a whale's colon to escape.!!
I just don't know if I can do that.!!
BC!
 !
584!
Collins, Barnabas!
Young Loomis and Miss Evans have made their escape, and his show of humanity has 
been most instructive.  The working-class mind can simulate wondrous compassion, 
and this was such a moment.  In this case, I am the one in at the writing desk, and 
Young Loomis stands before the lectern.  Indeed, I have learned well, and to save Miss 
Evans and prevent Young Loomis from a further lecture, I find myself with rifle in hand 
on safari.  The Lad's in the bush, and although he's a fearsome predator, I've not yet 
met one who lacked an understanding of a strong dressing-down by Mother or a musket 
ball to the head! Ready, aim... BC!
 !
585!
Collins, Barnabas!
Somehow, Adam wrenched the rifle from my hand, the brute.  I'll not call it familial 
gratitude.  Doctor Hoffman gave a wounded cry from the woods, and I fear the worst.  I 
am tracking the brute to Collinwood.  And I shall find Adam!!!
BC!
 !
586!
Collins, Barnabas!



Adam confounds me, and I wonder more if he's developing into a priapic, teenaged boy 
or a mercurial, teenaged girl.  First Miss Evans is the life force, then Miss Winters, now 
Miss Stoddard.  Does he have a list that he's checking off?  Were Doctor Hoffman not 
running the experiment, I'm certain that she would be The One by noon today.  I don't 
know what is worse, Angelique's obsessive sense of purpose or Adam's indecisiveness.  
I shall again endeavor to impress the virtues of Miss Evans upon him.!!
BC!!
ps... If Mrs. Stoddard were available it might cure her thanophobia forever!!
 !
587!
Nicholas Blair!
Personal Report: Supplemental!!
Is what I want unreasonable?  I control the strongest mortal on Earth.  I control a 
vampire succubus.  I command all of the powers of Diabolos, himself, and yet I cannot 
get a craggy, middle-aged naval architect from two-hundred years ago to stop pestering 
a waitress from the corner diner.  To think that this is the most difficult part of forging a 
master race for the dark overlord... perhaps leaving this realm won't be so difficult; but 
that will be after I rescue Maggie.!!
"Rescue Maggie"?  What am I saying?!!
-NAB-!!
 !
 !
588!
Willie Loomis!
Barnabas, you got to have Julia do better with Maggie because she knows it all like 
what happened in the past and I don't know what we are supposed to do. She knows 
everything.!!
If you are reading this and are not Barnabas, this is about a surprise birthday party.!!
Willie!
 !
589!
Collins, Barnabas!
Bringing me to the edge of disaster, Young Loomis reports that Miss Evans now 
remembers her sojourn here, back when I attempted to fuse her with the spirit of 
Josette.  Do I fear this?  Yes.  Do I also temper it with reason?  Yes.  Julia must stop her.  
Furthermore, how could this be proved to the police?  She realized this in a crypt while 
being forcibly detained by a man who was shot while trying to break into her bedroom.  



When they come to prove this, what will happen as I chat with them in the light of the 
sun, clutching a crucifix and admiring myself in a mirror?!!
Still, even given her history of mental illness, I should send Doctor Hoffman to minister 
to her again.  Meanwhile, Carolyn is eagerly volunteering to be the life force.  I am 
deeply fond of family loyalty, but this is beyond the pale.!
 !
590!
Collins, Barnabas!
Need I draft an instructive schematic for Adam?  All I wanted was a moment of time to 
retrieve Miss Evans.  He does not want Miss Evans for the task, nor do I.  Carolyn is 
ready and is going nowhere.  From what I hear, Nicholas Blair has been seen "painting 
the town (quite) red" with Miss Evans, thus I suspect he'd rather not see her life force 
drained, either.  In other words, everyone, friends and enemies, can agree that we are 
set on the surest course for mutual success.  What part of this eludes The Lad?  He 
seems a genius at memorization and a dullard at what to do with it.!!
I am a paragon of impatience, but Adam's pace makes me look like a glacier.!!
BC!
 !
591!
Collins, Barnabas!
A Collins knows bravery through pain.  This is especially true in the realm of love.  What 
truly impelled Carolyn to strap herself to that table and submit to this experiment will 
forever escape me, however love must play a dramatic role.  I need none of my 
heightened senses to tell me this.!!
My own role in Adam's creation was nothing compared to what I saw Carolyn 
experience as her life force was used tonight. In a word: excruciating. But she did not 
flee.  She did not demand that we stop.  She showed more bravery than anyone I've 
ever known.  Of this generation, she may very well be the most authentic Collins of all.  I 
can aspire to such bravery... and one day, perhaps I shall achieve it.!!
BC!!
 !!
 !
 !
592!
Collins, Barnabas!
The pain overtook the promise of helping Adam.!!
It has cost dear Carolyn her life.  A Collins died tonight as a direct result of their 
acquaintance with me.  How can I write that?  "A Collins has died."  Someone has died.  



A woman you loved has died, yes.  And that it was brightest, sweetest Caroline.  She 
was a woman with more loyalty and fire than any man deserves, and she gladly 
sacrificed it on the altar of that monster.  Yes, monster, Adam, for that is what you are.  
You are an unworthy hog, devouring knowledge, friendship, kindnesses, and love with 
regard for none of of it.  Sated by none of it.  Caring only for yourself, as if you feel as if 
you are the only singular and misunderstood creature on this planet.  Well, I assure you, 
boy, you are quite understood.  Based on that understanding, you are bitterly hated.!!
I had hoped that you might feel remorse, but it was the opposite that seized your heart.  
You now dare vow revenge.!!
You swine.  You ignorant, childish swine.  She was my blood.  She was my 
responsibility.  How dare you think that your sense of mourning is more intense than the 
pain and accountability that I feel?  I eagerly entered into combat with you.  I knew you'd 
win the day, but with the lives of every Collins at stake, how could I do otherwise but to 
charge bravely and fight with all the valiance I could muster?!!
As a result, I am debilitated, and he is now tearing toward Collinwood.  I have no ability 
to reach the great house, and he will easily outpace Julia.  Curse me for denying a 
telephone.  No, curse me in general.  Had I allowed Willie to shoot him, none of this 
would be happening.  My life for Carolyn's is a transaction I would make with haste and 
a stout heart.!!
BC!
 !
593!
Collins, Barnabas!
I have come to a vital decision.  I will tell the family everything.  Miss Evans cannot be 
held indefinitely, and when she is free once more, my crimes will merit a reprimand, and 
I would posit that to be the most severe possible.  I have lived as a liar for far too long, 
and this one act shall at least ensure that I retain some, small scintilla of dignity.  The 
family is a fine one, and I was lucky to be with them for as long as I was.!!
Thinking several moves ahead, this will follow on the footsteps of Carolyn's death.  Will 
they think that Miss Evans and I have simply gone mad from shock.  I wonder what 
proof I shall offer them... except these diaries, of course.!
 !
594!
Collins, Barnabas!
I feel as if the following should accompany every entry; the only answer can be Nicholas 
Blair.  As I attempted to enter Collinwood, I was greeted by Carolyn, who claimed to 
have merely fainted.  I have questioned Julia's medical prowess in the past, but I 
suspect that discerning life from death is within even her specialized abilities.  So, was 
Blair involved?  Carolyn has no memory.!!



The Lad remains pungently insistent that we continue tonight and has "gone shopping" 
for a new life force.  Meanwhile, Julia must be found.!!
Frankly, I am tempted to drug Adam and strap him to the table if he wants a life force for 
her so badly!!!
BC!
 !
595!
Collins, Barnabas!
Accompanying Adam was an extremely arch and peculiar woman named Leona Eldrich 
who actually wants to supply the life force for "Eve."  In the name of Socrates, why?  But 
should I ask, there would be yet another delay, and Adam might very well grind Collins 
Hall into powder.  (And I will admit to feeling a bit like the construction foreman who 
begins -- but never quite finishes -- the project so in other words, all construction 
foremen.)!!
According to my sources, mainly the socially intrepid Professor Stokes, the woman in 
question was Doctor Lang's paramour, and she feels obligated to see the project 
through.  Doctor Lang never struck me as the kind of man who possessed the time and 
savoir faire to romance such a comely and driven young woman.  I doff my cap to the 
late and mad genius.!!
Before she straps herself to the table and has the mind and soul wrenched from her 
body in a manner most agonizing, perhaps I should obtain the contact information for 
her parents in case she should survive, and I might have the fortune to call on her one 
lazy summer evening.!!
BC!
 !
596!
Collins, Barnabas!
I cannot decide with whom I am angrier: Professor Stokes or Nicholas Blair.  I have no 
doubt that Blair's hand is in this entire matter of providing Adam with, allegedly, the most 
evil woman (who is not named Angelique) who ever lived to provide the spark to create 
Eve.  Perhaps all would have been well had I lived in blissful ignorance, but Professor 
Stokes had to ruin that by not just raining on the parade with the aforementioned tid-bit, 
but Biblically flooding us with it.!!
Still she is alive, articulate, active, and has yet to asked how she came to life completely 
dressed, down to the stockings and garters.  That would have required a bit of 
explaining.  To describe one of the lonelier nights of Young Loomis?  There is pleasant 
word-picture to improve any of that.!!
But she has not asked.  More importantly, Adam has not asked, either.!!



 !
 !
597!
Collins, Barnabas!
Professor Stokes' logic was not entirely tenable regarding the alleged link between 
Danielle Roget and Eve.  My perspective on this has changed due to her rather 
noisome attitude (best of luck, Adam) and the phantom winds that blasted through 
Collins Hall and led us to the basement.  There, we saw that Miss Eldrige's body has  
vanished.  Now, we're entering the realm of evidence!!!
BC!
 !
598!
TE Stokes!
Gentlemen,!!
Please pull all files on Danielle Roget.  Her spirit is alive and well and thriving in the 
body of a Rockette.  You recall how I bested the possessing spirit of Elizabeth Bathory 
in the side cloister the Cheshire Cheese?  This has the potential to be worse, although 
my bumbershoot will be close at hand should she show similar predilections.!!
She's currently on the run, but my track and field days are not too far behind!!!
HELLFIRE!!!
T Run Like Heliot Stokes!
 !
599!
Collins, Barnabas!
The only things more perplexing than enemies at Collinwood are friends.  With Miss 
Evans -- with a mind whole and cogent -- on the loose, Young Loomis and I were terror-
stricken to find Mr. Joe Haskell (whose better days are clearly to be found in the history 
section of life's library) at our door, demanding that we pay a call on the missing Miss 
Evans at her home.!!
Steeling ourselves for the worse, "Sancho" and I sallied forth, no doubt to finally get our 
just desserts, which at this point might be a relief.  Upon our arrival, she acted the part 
of the total amnesiac... just like Caroline!!!
Nicholas Blair?  I needn't see a signature on sheet music to recognize Handel!!!
BC!
 !
600!
Collins, Barnabas!



Stokes' suspicions are confirmed!  Leona Eldrich was Danielle Roget, and Danielle 
Roget is inhabiting Eve.  Blair's hand?  But the jealous spirit of her lover apparently 
intends to kill Adam!!!
This was revealed in a seance, explaining one of the many ghosts at work.  I have 
suffered mightily for the cause, but being the medium for a Frenchman -- her lover -- is 
simply going too far.  The tastes of garlic and revenge hang in my mouth with equal bite.!!
BC!
 !
601!
Nicholas Blair!
Personal Report:!!
Termination of Collins, Barnabas requisitioned.  Fracture point integrity priority 
reduction: green.!!
Life of Eve Unit must be maintained.!!
Roget, Danielle biocode = recall?!!
Materials Requisition: 1 Eye of Z'arr!!
-NAB-!
 !
602!
Nicholas Blair!
Personal Report:!!
Angelique reassigned yet again.  Neutralize Collins, Barnabas via hemovore 
conversion.  Risk levels: nominal.  Rationale: Collins, Barnabas limitations of converted 
status lower than anticipated.  Overall elimination of BOTH unclear until chronoscans 
confirm integrity of fracture points.  Preliminary investigation reveals that Stage 2 
Angelique in fracture band 4 = critical to mission operations.!!
Question: Will O & H need Promethean progeny to prevent Naga recruitment.  Naga 
recruitment ill-advised.  O & H bid for restructure appealing, but unstable at this time.!!
Question: Integrity of Zachary Codex breakdown moving faster than anticipated.  
Schedule disruption level 2 underway.  If level 3 is reached AND Promethean project = 
failure absolute, recommend obtaining O & H/Naga plan.  Note: That's a big 'if.'!!
Reiteration: Keep Angelique on our side or liquidate.  It's as simple as that.!!
Materials Requisition: none!!



-NAB-!
 !
603!
Elizabeth Collins Stoddard!
Why am I the only one who seems concerned at all with death?  It is the most inevitable 
of states.  Is it to be embraced?  If life is a series a little events we create to distract us 
from the inevitable, why delay that inevitability with mindless trivialities?!!
But if I die, let it be on my own terms.  Not embalmed, to awaken with acid coursing 
through my veins, nor cremated, to find myself sealed within an agonizing pyre.!!
Are there any terms which are our own?  No.  Death controls them all.!!
There is no Alpha.!!
E C S!
 !
604!
Collins, Barnabas!
I have only found myself in this position because of where and when I have found 
myself.!!
I find myself venturing out into the night, poisoned needle in hand, attempting to stop an 
agent of darkness from unleashing an unspeakable plan onto all of humanity by 
assassinating a beautiful woman, reanimated from the grave, and possessed by the 
spirit of the greatest murderess in all of France.  Of these things, I am certain.!!
Let me amend that.  I am certain about the poisoned needle.!!
The rest?  We shall see.  How do I find myself in these Quixotic roles?  Coincidence?  
Circumstance?  Perhaps.  Penance, certainly.  That is a ledger that I shall never clear.  
How many lives must I save to compensate for those I have taken?  I am accountable 
for those, yes, and for all of the lives they may have created, saved, and touched.  I am 
accountable to an history that never happened due to the beast.  It was a beast I fed 
and a beast I chose to liberate.  I should have walked into the core of the sun.  I did not.  
And so I find myself charging into an inferno of a decidedly different variety.!!
Onward.!!
BC!!
 !
 !
605!
Collins, Barnabas!



Thus far, the bit of theatre composed by Professor Stokes and myself has gone with the 
regularity of the tides.  Blair is in my home, Julia has arrived with pinpoint tardiness, and 
Professor Stokes is regaling them both with a particularly excruciating recitation of the 
family history.  My part is simple.  Slip out, make my way to Blair House, follow the map 
made by the good Professor whose OSS training proved invaluable, inject Eve, and 
then make my way back before the match strikes the flambé.!!
For once, I feel as if I am not alone in my fight.  For once, triumph may be possible.  
Nay, inevitable, if Professor Stokes is correct.!!
BC!
 !
606!
Nicholas Blair!
Personal Report:!!
Eve Unit w/ Roget integration highly unstable.  Biocode now emotionally vulnerable due 
to attachment to reinstallation of Bradford, Peter as Clark, Jeffrey.  This is a fracture 
point: unstable and unexpected.  Please assign investigation unit.  Priority RED ALPHA.!!
Materials requisition: none.!!
-NAB-!
 !
607!
Bouchard, Angelique!
Very well, Nicholas.  You'll take away Barnabas to save your precious Adam?  Then let 
me see what I can do about Miss Evans.  I'm only saving you from yourself.  You really 
shouldn't be fraternizing with the lower orders.!!
~A~!
 !
608!
Collins, Barnabas!
Perhaps I should have let Joe Haskell die.  Doctor Hoffman is simply prolonging the 
inevitable.  How may I pay my price to those who've gone if I am shackled to the beast?!!
How many lies must I tell?  And how many did I force?!!
BC!
 !
609!
Eve!
Nicholas Blair,!!



How much longer until I am rid of this unwashed mass of scars to which you've matched 
me?  Not everything is clear to me, but I am certain that I am here for a reason, and if 
you believe that it is to bear the progeny of that moody malformation, you will have 
strong reason to regret it.  My abilities are growing, Nicholas.  No longer will I be 
confined as I was.!!
Is this a warning?  No.  Is it information?  Vital, yes.  For you.!!
Cordially,!!
Eve!
 !
610!
Nicholas Blair!
Personal Report:!!
Requisition temporal integrity scans reinitiated.  Use of Roget biocode now merging with 
reasserting biocode of Bradford, Peter.  Earlier association now to distraction of both.  
Imminent containment danger.  !!
Eve Unit determined to create further fracture points.!!
Materials Requisition: Temporal Hazard Containment Suit.!!
 !
 !
611!
Nicholas Blair!
Personal Report: Supplemental!!
In order to better understand humanity, I have asked Maggie Evans to marry me.  Be 
assured, this is for research purposes only.!!
There are many simian candidates, however, she is most appropriate for the task after 
much deliberation.!!
She is still obsessed with her past beau, thus, I shall have Harry Johnson poison him.!!
Please book a honeymoon suite at the Churchill in London for next weekend.  That 
sounds like enough time.!!
-NAB-!!
ps – Ceremony itself will most likely be private.!
 !
612!



Collins, Barnabas!
I find her affections loathsome, thus she forces me to act in ways that I find even more 
repellant.  Given that I am her latest source of sustenance, she has now arranged for 
me to kill Mr. Joe Haskell.!!
I would ask how long it would be until I merited the same treatment, but I would never 
be so lucky.  Never.!!
BC!
 !
613!
Collins, Barnabas!
Julia prevented me from killing Joe Haskell in his sleep, and I have nothing but 
gratitude.  I have no power to resist Angelique, but Julia has every ability to 
inconvenience her, and I am eager for her to continue being an irritant of the most 
noxious order.!!
BC!
 !
614!
Sarah Johnson!
Dear Guru Brahmin,!!
Land sakes!!!
My loyalty only goes so far.  The Collinses.  Only a lot of money can allow people to be 
this ignorant.  Sometimes it helps, like when they let my Harry stay here.  But for corn 
sakes, when I say that Joe Haskell tried to kill Mr. Barnabas, what do they do?  They 
show him in!  And what does he say?  "I want to kill Barnabas Collins."!!
I try, Armando.  I really try.!!
Sarah Johnson!!
ps -- I have attached some sad news about Brother Burke!
 !
615!
Collins, Barnabas!
Angelique has me in blood.  It was all a curious inevitability.  I haven't the energy to say 
any more than that.!!
BC!
 !
616!
Collins, Barnabas!



It was all too fitting.  As I once reduced others to the state of a caged animal, so I, too, 
was similarly reduced, locked away in the basement cell I helped to construct.  Willie.  
Julia.  Acting for my own good.  Damn my own good.!!
I need no friends, want to friends.  Are they friends?   This is revenge for all I have done 
in the past.!!
The howling of those snarling dogs is tearing at my blood.  This cell.  First thing I 
constructed.  Even Jeremiah never knew of the loose brick and secret passage of which 
I'll avail myself.  The call.  They've no idea how intoxicating it is.!!
I struck Young Loomis and escaped.  I am past the point when friends are possible.  I'm 
sorry, Willie.!!
BC!!
 !
 !
617!
Roger Collins!
Dr. St. John,!!
I am no saint, but when I see a blatant error about to be made, I step in.  Clark was 
almost sent packing when I saw him all-too-familiar with a rather arresting woman not 
named Victoria Winters.  I almost told the whole thing, but for Vicky's sake, and with his 
assurance, I held myself back.!!
Now, I've had a dream of her wedding that ended in her death.  I NEVER put stock in 
dreams.  But this feels real.  All too real.!!
I have to stop it.!!
Roger!!
 !
 !
618!
Collins, Barnabas!
By the sea, where she plans to eventually escape, Angelique has acquired a shelter to 
which I've been taken.  Her goal is my eventual conversion and total enslavement, then 
a kidnapping to a new location.  Domestic bliss!!!
I will die in the nausea of the sun before I allow that to happen.!!
I am a man who lives alone.  Breathes alone.  Sleeps alone.  And I will die alone.  
Where are those so-called friends, now?  Saving themselves, no doubt, for few are 



abhorrent as I.  Those foolish enough to seek me out are those who need protection 
from me the most.!!
There is one chance: Miss Winters.  Angelique would never expect me to endanger her.  
And so she may be the only shelter I have.  If only I could find her.  And I shall.!!
BC!
 !
619!
Collins, Barnabas!
Miss Winters found me!  She may not be the spirit of Josette, but if not, she is the equal.  
I am now ensconced in the West Wing, hidden away much as was The Lad.  She 
watches me as I sleep, but now I need a cross.  The last object I thought I'd ever 
demand.  The first thing I need.!!
I have a plan.!!
BC!
 !
620!
Collins, Barnabas!
Now I need here.  I hate that, but I do.  And now I understand the suffering I inflicted on 
others for so long. But if we escape, will Nicholas come after?  And if he kills me, what 
of Adam?!!
Angelique says that Nicholas longs to be human.  If that happens, Angelique might ruin 
him.!!
It's quite the snare.  I have no choice but to love her.  Despite visions of Miss Winters, 
loving Angelique -- as much as I loathe her -- is something done with easy resignation.!!
A vile bite, indeed.!!
BC!
 !
621!
Nicholas Blair!
Personal Report:!!
Suggested posthumous promotion of Hoffman, Julia.  Knowledge/guile highly advanced.  
OUR type!!!
Angelique termination will be complete by time of filing.!!
Materials Requisition: none!!



-NAB-!
 !
622!
Bouchard, Angelique!
Nicholas, darling,!!
How does it feel to be the poster child for poor timing and terrible judgement?  By the 
time you read this, it will all be too late, and the only regrettable thing about that is 
missing the expression on your face.  Such a shame, too, because it will be your third, 
right after Smug and Intimidating.!!
Sisterhood is powerful, dear brother.  You really expected to take away all of my 
powers?  Very well, but you really should lock up your props, trinkets, mirrors, swords, 
and medallions.  Those can be used by anyone... even vampires.  And they can be 
used on anyone.  Including Eve, the agent you choose to send who is so love-struck 
that she willingly lets a near-stranger -- completely untrustworthy -- send her back to 
1795 to visit... well, I'll leave some mystery for you.!!
When I get all of my powers back, and I will, I am going to invest a lot of my time in 
destroying your life with Miss Evans.!!
xoxo,!!
Miranda!
 !
623!
Collins, Joshua!
To Peregrine & Sons, Boston:!!
Please cease the printing of the current edition of An Historical Narrative of the Collins 
Family of Greater Maine.  Destroy any present drafts.!!
The tome currently extruding from your presses is intolerably plump with the ripest 
juices of steaming humbuggery that nature will allow!  In its place, accept these 
corrections from the hand of noted historian, Mr. Benjamin Stokes.  He will accompany 
the new draft, however please do not engage him in conversation, for he lacks the 
capacity to speak.!!
The accompanying aroma is the understandable result of medicinal tinctures.!!
Regards,!!
Mr. Joshua I. Collins,!!
Collinwood!
 !



624!
Elizabeth Collins Stoddard!
Dearest Victoria,!!
There is one wedding present that I will give to you, but only if you truly want it.!!
I will answer any question that you wish.  But you may only ask one, and that, only 
once.!!
All my love,!!
Elizabeth Collins Stoddard!!
 !!
(ed. note: retrieved from Stoddard Estate. Apparently unsent.)!
 !
625!
Roger Collins!
Dear Dr. St. John,!!
I thought us cursed when we delayed the wedding to dig up a grave, however, when the 
grave proved to be empty, I feel as if it were not a complete waste of time.  I will explain 
more at our next session.!!
Thus, I am sorry if you did not receive your invitation, but as you can tell, it would have 
been something of a mixed bag.!!
Apologies,!!
Roger Collins!
 !
626!
Clark, Jeff!
Dear Vicky,!!
Do you want me to say that I don't love you?  Fine.  Let's call it that.  Does that make it 
easier?  Because one day, I'll be gone.  Not like other men.  And I can't do that to you. 
Time is not our friend.!!
Peter!
 !
627!
Jennings, Chris!
Made it to CP.  JH on downward spiral.  A Doctor Hoffman has Amy at some hospital. 
How to pay? Do I take Amy out?  Where do I put her at moonrise?  No one is straight 



about what happened with Tom. Animal bites?  Did he find another like me?  Did I come 
and do it?  I need to know.!!
CQJ!
 !
628!
Bouchard, Angelique!
Spirit of Diabolos, grant me: The gift of burning To curse the world through your eyes, 
The gift of wrath To revel in harmful decisions, The gifts of secrets To use my hate to 
love you, The gift of stamina To have the courage to kill in the faith Despite the 
simpering of the weak, The gift of fear To be able to express the nature of my love And 
commitment to you, And the right kind of awesome glory That makes me pause to 
wonder and revere Your Love.!
 !
629!
Nicholas Blair!
Personal Report: Supplemental!!
0600 mtg w/ D.!!
I have found myself admitting those things which should never be allowed.  I will be 
forcing Maggie to do the unthinkable.  Will the sacrifice be painful?  Can I make it swift?  
What form shall she take here?!!
Moreover, what is this strange power she has?  This force reincarnates, drives all men 
to distraction in every era.  Brings about even my ruination.  How?!!
It's worth it.!!
-NAB-!
 !
630!
Victoria Winters!
I have assembled the evidence I needed regarding Mr. Nicholas Blair, and I have 
confronted him.  He denied being a warlock, as I knew he would, but I am well on my 
way to making him pay dearly for the pain he has caused everyone here.  Did he really 
think I would be that gullible for that long?  No more.!!
Victoria Winters!
 !
631!
Collins, Barnabas!
There is one fewer pawn from Nicholas' chess board.  While I felt a modicum of 
sympathy for the agony with which I saw Tom Jennings suffer as I forced him into the 
sunlight, it was mitigated by the knowledge that I was removing two curses: the beast 



and Nicholas Blair.  The latter because Blair revived him after I staked the poor rube the 
first time.!!
The significance of cross-shaped objects upon us remains a mystery.!!
BC!!
 !
 !
632!
Nicholas Blair!
Dearest Maggie,!!
When you will awaken, you will be in a world completely new.  I do not know how to 
adequately prepare you, because I have never known another life.  It will seem 
frightening, but it is not without its charms.  You will shall be made all.  Nothing else 
matters there but the will, and no one has it in greater abundance than you.  Remember 
that and my adoration of you.!!
Love,!!
Nicholas!
 !
633/634!
Collins, Barnabas!
When a man wants something enough, he does not push through a sense of pain.  The 
pain, rather, ceases to exist.  Today, as Nicholas attempted to revive Eve with the 
disturbing complicity of Miss Evans, I knew that my life was to change.!!
I was helping, and I recalled standing above that table that once held Jeff Clark.  I 
recalled the oaths sworn there.  But then, with that, came the sinking knowledge that I 
had continued to threaten and bully my dearest friends to serve my ends.  These are 
not the actions of a Collins.  Not the brand of which I was raised to know.!!
As Maggie screamed on the table and as Nicholas attempted to freeze me in place, I 
knew that this was the moment.  It was the moment of my death.  Nicholas would kill me 
before he would allow me to ruin his plans with Eve.  Adam, in many ways, might have 
been more of a relief to replace than Eve.  Thus, I risked all.  I destroyed the equipment.  
I knew that I would go to my inevitable death having left the world with one fewer 
cruelty, and that is a death to be relished.!!
It did not come.  Nicholas fled, and I chased him long enough to see him plead with his 
dark master.  He was as pathetic as a scolded schoolboy.  And so unlike a schoolboy, 
he was consumed by a fire that caused me not pain, but euphoria.  It was a flame that 
ended Nicholas, and if it ended Nicholas, it ended Angelique.  And with them away from 



my world, I know a sensation that I have never felt, even in my youth, as I was groomed 
to succeed my father.!!
What is the new sensation?  It is the sensation of freedom.!!
I intend to make the most of it.  Whatever happens from this point forward is because I 
choose it.!!
My journey begins.!!
My name is Barnabas Collins.  All else is unwritten, at long last.!!
 !
 !
635!
Collins, Barnabas!
Adam intends to kill Miss Winters.!!
I believe I will take my chances.  I treasure life, but not at the expense of so many 
others.  Adam, if only your wisdom matched your intelligence.!!
BC!
 !
636!
TE Stokes!
Gentlemen,!!
My sojourn in Japan was quite the success, and the Egg, I am happy to say, remains 
uncracked.!!
The Blair situation resolved itself as I'd hoped.!!
And now we have the matter of a couple displaced in time.  It will be a true test to see if 
I can reunite them.  I still say it's a grand waste, but what of merit in this world is not?!!
By the way, I may need some cosmetic reconstruction.  Not for me, for such would be a 
crime to the students at the Academia di Belle Arti di Firenze, but for my prodigal 
Promethean, Adam.  I think that, with the help of you fine reprobates, he may be a 
gentlemen, yet.  Put in a word for him at Shambles.!!
HELLFIRE!!!
Going for Stokes!
 !
637!
Collins, Barnabas!



Julia is intent on finding and destroying Angelique.  I had assumed that she would have 
gone with Nicholas.  But what if she has not?  What then?  I shall destroy her.  I shall 
drive in the stake until I know she has truly died.!!
At least, I know that is how I am expected to feel.!!
BC!
 !
638!
Jennings, Chris!
I'm paying off Hoffman via innkeeper.  Should take care of Amy, who hates me.  Can't 
blame her.  Collinsport was a dead end.  After the Inn, I need to go.!!
I hope someone finds this.  I really do.  They can do what needs to happen.!!
CQJ!
 !
639!
Collins, Quentin II!
They even took my brandy.!!
The phone rang.!!
Children.  Voices of children.  So like the ones I knew.  But who are they?!!
I heard Nora, yes.  But she played make-believe.!!
Jameson came on the line, but I didn't have the heart to speak with him.  Not from this 
room.  This Hell.  How could I tell him that I'm dying in this room?!!
So little light.  So little ink.!!
Edward knows.  He's helped to trap me here.  I can get Nora to come to me.  I know it.  
She's stronger than Jameson.!!
Nora can find me.  I believe in you Nora.!!
I remain,!!
Quentin J. Collins II!
 !
640!
Jennings, Chris!
The death of the Innkeeper weighs on me less than the fact that Amy needs a home.  
The Collinses have taken them in, and I'm a little stunned.  Okay, Chris.  Just play it 
cool, get into good graces, and then get out of town.!



!
Want to see how they renovated the Old House before that, though.  Might as well have 
been a Gaudi.!!
Carolyn.  Reminds me a little too much of Sabrina.  Dammit.!!
Note: Investigate quarries.!!
CQJ!
 !
641!
TE Stokes!
Gentlemen,!!
Indian herbs, if you please.  And that 50P note, also, Stinson.  It worked!  I sent Clark 
back in time.  Quite the debate, too, has been settled, methinks.  Was it because he 
belonged there or because of the herbs?  A bit of both.  When I've taken them, they've 
created time travel, certainly.  It was by way of a trance that put me nine hours into the 
future after a period of prolonged unconsciousness.  Oh, wait.  That was the Bilderberg 
keynote.!!
Miss Winters, desperate to escape antibiotics and palatable hygiene, has gotten to be 
quite the little general, telling me what I "must" do, re: sending her back to the 1790's.  
After all of that bad rot with the Sisterhood of the Crimson Blades, "must" is a word to 
which I'm keenly sensitive.  I can or I cannot.  I wish to or I do not wish to.  Must is a 
word I do not recognize.  Not until the bottle of Plymouth is half empty and the glass of 
possibility is awful.!!
However, she wants the Indian herbs, and I may need more.  (Hint, hint.) I've tried to 
scare her off with the old, "the only way to travel through time is death" line that served 
me so well with Dr. Cameron.  Will it work, here?!!
T. Herbaceous Stokes!!
ps -- HELLFIRE!!
 !
642!
TE Stokes!
Gentlemen,!!
Pull the file on one Christopher Jennings, stat.  He interrupted a vital séance this 
evening, and no one does that to us.!!
No one.!!



Also, was there a "Magda" in this region at any spectrally disturbing point?  My Uncle 
Andreas' diary is somewhat threadbare in details, and if anyone would have known....!!
HELLFIRE!!!
T'd-Off Eliot Stokes!
 !
643!
Collins, Quentin II!
They are trying to keep me trapped.  All of them.  Jameson... intercede on my behalf.  
You must remember.  I will stop them from following you as best I can, but please find 
me and release me.!!
Before she stops us.!!
Quentin!
 !
644!
Collins, David!
It was a terrible idea.  !!
That's why we did it.!!
The voice was like a drug.  And it really took you places.  Now, I knew the house pretty 
well, but not like that.  I mean, there were places in that west wing that shouldn't have 
been there.  Even with all of the passages they built in.  !!
You know what they say about a little knowledge.  Well, it's dangerous as hell.  You 
know, I'm one of the only people to remember that time.  And that's only after I found 
Burke, and we hung out in South America.  I've always wanted to talk to Quentin about 
it.  It would probably just depress him.  It would depress me.  !!
After all, he didn't try to kill me.  But he did.  It's complicated.  !!
Taken from audio transcript of David Collins on book tour, 1987.!
 !
645!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson and Nora!!!
Congratulations!!!
Good, my friends.  You've found me!  You're playing games, though.  strange dress-up 
-- did Magda give you those clothes -- and dramatics the likes of which would impress 
Mr. Barnum, himself! "David" and "Amy."  Fine, I'm up for a good game.  But I must get 
you used to me.  You seem scared of me, sometimes, and I guess I'd be scared, too, if 



I'd had to dig through a wall to find me.  I know I was quite the sight when you 
outsmarted my captors, but now, as you'll see, I'm feeling more myself.!!
I'm not sure what Trask is doing to you, however.  I know he likes his strange 
medicinals, but your hearing is in real jeopardy.  Were we standing a bit too close to the 
calliope, lately?  The brass band in Collins Square's gazebo can get a tad noisy, but it's 
fun when you can feel it in your molars!  Well, that's okay.  I'm speaking up, and it 
seems like you can hear me.  If not, this is my impressions of things.  If you can read 
this, write back on the back and then we won't lack for a means (charge!) of attack!!!
Okay, team, time to strategize.  Now, I know that you two are right in the noggins, but 
I'm unsure about the rest of those birds.  Really.  Could it be a gypsy curse?  This time, 
Uncle Q's not fooling!  If Fort Collinwood is under siege, let's shore up the attack.  Meet 
at HQ tonight and take precautions.!!
"General" Uncle Quentin!
 !
646!
Collins, Quentin II!
TROOPS!!!!
(Cue the clarion call!)!!
And for my next trick... every magician needs a lovely assistant: Beth!!!
Study us carefully!  Will you be us or us, you?  Either way, the Victrola trumpet sounds 
us to action.!!
Orders of the day in Fool the Family:!!
1.  New uniforms in Captain Quentin's Collinwood Combat Corps!  Those are smart!!!
2.  New code names!!!
3.  Let's do something about these dusty bones in my chair.  Show those crusty 
Collinses what's what by giving them a proper burial!  Fallen soldier killed in combat; he 
deserves it, Colonel!  Drop that anchor so the ship can sail!  (What military are we in, 
anyway, boy-o?)!!
4.  Nighttime operations continue to be a success.  Vaudeville Merriment for Edward?  
He's a lover of music hall tomfoolery, make no mistake.  Ready the stage!  I'll man the 
kettle drum, Jameson, you take the cymbals.!!
And let the games begin!!!
CRASH!!!!



!
Quentin!
 !
647!
TE Stokes!
Gentlemen,!!
Madame Findley has once again swooped into my life, back from Heidelberg in the "Old 
Nick" of time.  Collinwood... haunted?  When is it not?  Still, there's a particularly sinister 
spectre and that means a particularly fine finder's fee!  With how many of you must I 
split it?!!
Any answer is agreeable.... however The Madame belongs to one man, and he is...!!
T. Eliot Stokes-eo!!
who leaves you with an hearty:!!
HELLFIRE!!
 !
648!
Collins, Quentin II!
Boy:!!
Bring her now.!!
Q!
 !
649!
Collins, Quentin II!
Jameson, m'lad.  Time for a Gentleman's Tutorial....!!
LADIES FIRST!!!
Today,!!
The Wise Old Woman wanted me to make my presence known to her.  Reminded you 
of Magda, too?!!
I do like to grant a lady a last request.!!
Uncle Quentin!
 !
650!
Collins, Barnabas!



Hearing of Mr. Jeff Clark's exit, and knowing that nature abhors a vacuum, I decided out 
of... charity?  No, simple impulse.  Yes, I decided to ask Miss Winters to marry me.!!
This state, I have come to learn, is not that for which I was born.  I was answered as 
much by the cosmos as by Miss Winters.  She declined, always lovingly, and then 
vanished.!!
I fear it was not to where, but to "when."!!
The tidal forces of time that are controlling those two, wayward rafts are powers with an 
intent and extent still unknown to me.  But so much here is.  It seems that fate is intent 
on me being a man alone.  Why?  At this point, I sense that is the wrong question.  If 
only I knew the right one.!!
BC!
 !
651!
Jennings, Chris!
Joe,!!
You think its indifference.  If only you knew.  It's anything but.!!
As for me, stay the hell away.  I mean it.  You want a threat?  Fine.  I will kill you, Joe.!!
CQJ!
 !
652!
Evans, Maggie!
Dear Pop,!!
Today, everything changes. Today, I accepted the position of Governess of the heir to 
the Collins empire.!!
Four years of college may pay off.  Wish you were here to see it.!!
I love you.!!
Always,!!
Mags!
 !
653!
Jennings, Amy!
Dear Miss Evans,!!
What do you call an upside down star?!



!
Amy!
 !
654!
Stoddard, Carolyn!
Uncle Roger,!!
Come back to Collinwood.  Mother got her wish.!!
Kitten!!
(ed. note: apparently unsent)!
 !
655!
Jarret, Henry!
From Your Friends!
at!
Jarret Funeral Home!
So sorry about the confusion.!
You may want to call us in a few days if your other plans fall through.  It was a pleasure 
visiting Collinwood, and we give you our most sincere sympathies at this time.!
As a friendly piece of advice, you may want to ask Sheriff Patterson to inspect the 
facility you've built.  I'm sure it's a lovely monument, however, there may be concerns 
that come about in time.  Should you change your mind, the number is on the attached 
card.!
Sincerely,!
Henry Jarret, Jr.!
 !
 !
656!
Collins, Barnabas!
Benign-but-eerie messages abound.  They mean only one thing; Victoria Winters needs 
my help.!!
It strikes me as odd-but-invigorating.  I am called upon to solve a problem that was not 
of my creation, and I shall endeavor to prove myself worthy of the call.  But how to find 
Miss Winters... or should I say, Mrs. Clark?!!
BC!
 !
657!
Hoffman, Julia!
WINDCLIFF SANITARIUM!
Gentle Thoughts for a Better Tomorrow!
Notes:!!



Haskell's mental agitation was resistant to thorazine.  A heavier dose would be lethal.  
Unsure what he knows.  Association of Chris and Tom, re: special diet?!!
Hypnotherapy may be therapeutic.!!
J. Hoffman, MD!
 !
658!
Collins, Barnabas!
My plans for Boston have been cancelled.  Mrs. Clark needs me.  Someone or 
something has placed her specter into my path at every turn, and if I do not go back to 
her trial, her death is assured.!!
I have come too far and seen too much to not save her.  Besides, I am expendable.  
Everyone else at Collinwood belongs here.  I do not.!!
BC!
 !
659!
Collins, Barnabas!
Every indication dictates that I must journey back in time.  There is no other alternative 
or else Mrs. Clark shall die. !!
Doctor Hoffman, however, counters my efforts at every turn.!!
It has been a long, long time since I have given proper exercise to my "cane arm," and I 
find the concept of striking any kind soul, much less a woman, to be abhorrent.  
However, the source of my frustration is Julia Hoffman and thus, is exempt from both of 
those categories.!!
I indulge in a moment of satire, of course.  But she has opposed me at every turn as if 
she wanted Mrs. Clark to die.  Well, Julia, should you ever find yourself in a similar 
circumstance, I shall show the same lack of logic toward you that you currently accuse 
me of showing Mrs. Clark.  Savor that magnanimity, my medical malcontent!!!
No, Julia's common sense is just a mask for cowardice, and her defiance of the idea is 
all the proof I need to enter the fray!!!
BC!
 !
660!
Collins, Barnabas!
Dear Dr. J. Hoffman,!!
I write to you from the year 1796.!!



The next time you have an opinion on my ability to traverse the centuries to do what is 
ostensibly your job -- saving lives -- I suggest that you retrieve this note and savor it.!!
Sincerely,!!
Barnabas Collins, !!
Architect!
 !
661!
Collins, Barnabas!
I do not require the redolent scent of goat feces and rum that rolled off of Good Mr. Ben 
Stokes to know that I have quite happily returned to my own time! But it is a welcome 
scent of return, nonetheless, and if I did not fear forever soiling my clothing, I would 
embrace Good Ben as if he were a fellow man.!!
Despite this sartorial sentimentality, my mind is clear; I am here, and I can and will save 
the future.!!
A man will risk all to save the cherished woman who loves him.!!
A Collins will risk all to save the cherished woman who nonetheless loves another.!!
I held Victoria, sublime Victoria, in that cell, and I heard her speak of Mr. Bradford, and I 
felt the exquisite torment of total love, total sacrifice and total clarity of purpose.!!
And now, to vigorously persuade The Eel to aspire to some semblance of humanity!!!
I shall not fail.!!
BC!!
 !!
 !!
 !
 !
662!
Collins, Barnabas!
I have uncorked a brimming cask of sweet justice, and I've sent The Eel to drown in it.!!
My challenges continue, and now it is Good Mr. Ben Stokes who doubts my ability to 
accomplish anything of merit to which I fix my will.  Doctor Hoffman, Young Loomis, 
Good Mr. Ben Stokes.  They all know that my abilities and knowledge exceed their own, 
and yet they doubt me and judge my potential for success by the measure of their own 



stunted competence.  All I ask is to be trusted and supported, and yet, after triumph 
after triumph, they still doubt me, negate me, and attempt to corrode my morale.!!
The Eel has recanted, but it is not enough.  Victoria must be liberated by force.  But 
how?  Think, Collins.  Think!!!
BC!
 !
663!
Collins, Barnabas!
Angelique is a woman of great power.  She has intelligence, beauty, wit, insight, and the 
favor of a thousand lost gods.  With this bounty, her capacity to do good is mightier than 
other I've known.  Tonight, she was to use those powers to save Mrs. Clark.  In 
exchange, I would have remained here, in her service.  She has chosen to uphold none 
of her agreement.  Did she do this to torture me as fully as possible, so that I would 
watch her die while hoping for salvation?  Is Angelique that cruel?!!
Perhaps because I have had such a reversal of spirit, I assume that all will follow suit.  
My anger is volcanic, and it is eclipsed only by my sadness.  I mourn the loss of Victoria.  
But moreover, I mourn the loss of all that Angelique could be.!!
BC!
 !
665!
Collins, Barnabas!
Just as those in my thrall are released when my powers are relinquished, so then are 
those under the spell of Angelique.  Indeed, when Victoria was hanged, she was quite 
under Angelique's protection.  And when Good Ben lured her into a trap and we set her 
ablaze, Victoria was revived.!!
Yes, set her ablaze.  My reasons are many.  A mercy killing.  Protection.  And yes, a 
dash of revenge.!!
With Victoria and Mr. Clark (or Bradford, although I've known him longer by the other 
name) reunited, I sent them off to a sun-drenched future in the west.  Perhaps with a 
note regarding various ways in which they might profit from the 1812 war.  I confirm nor 
deny such an act.  Preventing it is beyond even my power.  Avoiding it and investing 
wisely around it?  Quite possible.!!
And now, to my fond farewell to the sight and scent of Good Mr. Ben.  With precautions.!!
BC!!
 !
 !
666!



Collins, Barnabas!
Good Mr. Ben Stokes.  In one morning, he rids the world of Nathan the Eel and 
Countess Natalie as they attempt to take my life and then re-chains me in my coffin and 
sends me forward two-hundred years.!!
You've earned your liberty, my hearty friend.!!
BC!
 !
667!
Collins, Barnabas!
And I have arrived.!!
Not only that, but the children wish not to go to Boston, but to stay.  I will not go so far 
as to claim to be paternal, but neither is Roger, and having the children ask to remain 
under my watch?  I am humbled.  Young Amy seeks my advice in fact.  Yet another way 
to be an hero.  My thanks!!!
BC!
 !
668!
Jennings, Chris!
Balance.  For once, I can have balance.  Carolyn has given me a remote location, but 
one near Amy.  And she's a helluva kisser.!!
For all the years I thought this wouldn't work and couldn't work.  I was wrong.!!
CQJ!
 !
669!
Jennings, Chris!
Troops!!!
Trun-Trun-Trun-Trun-Tra!!!!!!!!!!!!!
Tennnnnnn-HUT!!!
I cannot, nay, I WILL NOT let the soldiers be treated in such a manner by anyone other 
than I, your glorious leader!  Today, let's give Mrs. Johnson a surprise!  How many times 
has she knocked you down a peg?  Well, Uncle Quentin feels like stretching his legs 
and turningabout some UNfair play.!!
Quentin-to-the-rescue!!
 !
670!
Jennings, Chris!



Kill me.  Kill me tomorrow. You can't tonight.!!
CQJ!
 !
671!
Collins, Quentin II!
Pride!  Let me beam with pride!!!
Now, Jameson... get Nora on the team.  I taught you how to persuade, m'lad!  If 
possible, let me help.!!
Really.!!
Quentin!
 !
672!
Collins, Barnabas!
Quickly...!!
When the beast and I were fused, and I would will myself to assume other forms, there 
was a point mid-way when I had the qualities of both animal and man.  Someone on the 
estate is forever frozen in that limbo between.  Given my rudimentary studies, I have a 
fair idea what this man-hound is, but I am unsure if I should stop it or merely 
incapacitate it.!!
That choice will be left to the creature.  My hunt begins.!!
BC!
 !
673!
Collins, Barnabas!
There is a word for this.  One I'd once have found laughable.  I congratulate those who 
live in a world where laughter is all that is elicited.  The word is: werewolf.  Based upon 
my research and his aversion to the silver head of the family crest on my cane, that is 
the only sane result of an insane equation.!!
I remember when silver sickened me, but because my cane was an alloy, I was safe.  
This creature shrinks from the faintest glimmer.!!
As much as I must destroy him, I must attempt to save him first, if I can.!!
BC!
 !
674!
Collins, Barnabas!



Chris Jennings was remarkable.  He's either the afflicted man or he is the single most 
accidentally suspiciously acting individual I've ever mat.  I am the picture of stammering 
insecurity, and he made me feel as if I were a rock.!!
BC!
 !
675!
Collins, Barnabas!
Sheriff Patterson referred to me as the most trusted alibi a man could have.!!
Indeed.!!
Mr. Jennings is now safe, and the process of finding a solution will begin!!!
BC!
 !
676!
Collins, Barnabas!
Mr. Jennings has confessed all.  How strange to feel so close to another and yet so 
remote.  Perhaps it makes me ideal to assist him, and at last I feel as if that purpose I'd 
hoped for has become resolutely manifest.!!
The man was a promising architect, so much like myself.  My torment was causal.  His 
comes from a far more dreadful source: nothing.  Apparently.  Why him?  Why should 
he be cursed?  No matter, for now.  First to secure, then to cure.!!
This mausoleum room is a protective cage, yes.  But is the protected party within or 
without?!!
As this challenge is flung into the air, Mrs. Johnson is seeing phantom gentlemen.  
Whether or not they are wayward merchants who've come staggering in from the Blue 
Whale is a question yet to be answered.!!
BC!
 !
677!
Collins, Barnabas!
Success!!!
Although my coffin has seen better days, if such a thought is possible, the secret room 
contained Mr. Jennings quite admirably.!!
We have it!!!
BC!
 !



678!
Collins, Barnabas!
Ghosts of the past abound!  Now, the gentleman is joined by a woman,  These matters 
both engage my senses and extract a bemused sigh.  In the case of a vampire, 
werewolf, or even a witch, there's meat on the bones whereupon a combatant may 
strike.  With a ghost, they seem to have limitless power -- including poisoning, it seems, 
Mr. Jennings.  And yet, can my readied cane "negotiate" with them?  No, and again, I 
say never.!!
As repulsive as I was, there existed a cathartic satisfaction in bashing the tar out of 
Young Loomis when opportunities for reflection were called for.  I can still hear the "Coro 
di zingari" from IL TROVATORE ringing in my ears.!!
Young Loomis, there were times when you were my anvil and your misdeeds, my Verdi.!!
I can bide no nostalgia this night.  While Mr. Jennings survived his transformation, the 
number of nights of 'full moon' has yet to be correctly estimated.  Most importantly, the 
attempt to poison him must be addressed.!!
BC!
 !
679!
Collins, Quentin II!
"David,"!!
Not all games are supposed to be fun.  They are supposed to teach lessons.  Chris has 
needs that you don't need to be worried about, and he got a lesson. The only questions 
is, "Do you need to learn a lesson?"!!
I think we both know the answer.!!
Q!
 !
680!
Evans, Maggie!
Dear Pop,!!
Not to say that Victoria Winters wasn't a lovely young woman, but she's left me a 
pedagogical nightmare called David Collins.  Not only that, he misbehaves like nothing 
I've ever seen.  She was with him constantly for, what, two years?  His writing is 
atrocious, he knows only one poem, and the only thing he can add are ulcers to Mrs. 
Johnson.  And zero discipline or respect.  He beat the daylights out of Amy (who'll need 
to attend the Margaret Evans School of Bully Busting), and all he gets one night of room 
service as punishment.  That, and he's playing a morbid game with an old, junked-up 
phone.!!



Your jokes weren't jokes, Pop.  These people... it's not a family.  It's a Greek tragedy.!!
Mags!
 !
681!
Collins, Quentin II!
"David,"!!
There are games and there are games, but wait until you see the trick that thrilled the 
Crowned Heads of Lower Peoria for three straight minutes....!!
I, Quentin Collins, present the greatest and largest puppet theatrical every conceived:!!
MR. JUGGINS!!!
In his new piece, "Let us teach Miss Evans to go slowly crackers!!"!!
Mr. Juggins, we're dimming the lights.  My boy, you know the cues, and..... curtain up!!!
Quentin Juggins!
 !
682!
TE Stokes!
Gentlemen,!!
I have once again entered the realm of the spirits!  But after a crashing hangover, I set 
to work.!!
Haw!!!
In all seriousness, the ghosts that Madame Findley and I tried to alert the Collins Clan to 
have not abated.  Odd, since they only cost that poor and deeply stirring woman her life.  
You'd think they'd remember.  You think they'd have paid attention.  But no.  What am I?  
Is the name "Julia Hoffman" on my driver's license.  No.  I haven't the right to stroll into 
the Collins Asylum at any hour.  Yet.  In any event, I've been waiting for them to call, and 
with the swift regularity of a Swiss watch dipped in molasses, they did.  I'm holding a 
séance tonight to reach Madame Findley so that she can clear up this mystery, get that 
family to take my word with a bit more heft, and perhaps feel appropriately awful for 
harboring the spirit that murdered my fair Madame.!!
The last sentence can be misread.  Keep it from Bainbridge.!!
HELLFIRE!!!
T Elliot to the Judge!
 !



683!
Collins, Barnabas!
A seance led to the spirit of a medium accusing murder, followed by Doctor Hoffman's 
hypnosis of Mr. Jennings (uneventful), and a decision to expose him as a werewolf 
should we not be able to cure him.!!
It was after this point that the day took a turn for the outré.  It then became a day of 
strange import and monument!!!
The strange, feminine ghost who had saved Mr. Jennings once before now appeared to 
him in the woods and led him to a site, instructing him to dig.  I, of course, am a man of 
no little might, and it must have been this quality which led him to seek me out -- for 
guidance.  I shall ensure that his excavation is a success.!!
She has a reason, but what?  Why have we become pawns in a phantom game… and 
are they associated with the ghost of Josette?  Perhaps we are being led to a hidden 
burial site for Mrs. Clark.!!
What is the nature of the mosaic into which we've been fixed?!!
BC!!
 !!
 !
 !
684!
Collins, Barnabas!
There must be an answer to the formula.  A secure coffin for an infant… on the grounds 
of Collinwood.  A pentagram amulet within -- were it inverted, it would have been a 
symbol of the Left Hand Path.  In this configuration?  An essential aversion to the 
werewolves of lore.  I am having Ezra Braithwaite, a local silversmith, investigate the 
matter.  It seems to have been produced under his imprint.  Unfortunately, the medallion 
itself has vanished.!!
Wise and cantankerous, I believe that Ezra may be the first man I've met in two 
centuries who is my senior.   I applaud him!!!
BC!
 !
685!
Collins, Barnabas!
BRAITHWAITE AND SON!
Silversmith to Collinsport!
I N V O I C E!
Mr. Barnabas Collins,!



You are a bringer of wonders!  The amulet should have been instantly recognizable.  
The only problem is that an "instant" takes several hours when you're my age.  Yes, that 
was my first piece… made it for my father when I was fifteen.    And the young lady who 
commissioned it -- Chavez -- was quite easy on the eyes.  If there's a picture of her 
around Collinwood, note it, my young friend.!
By the way, since it was charged to the account of "Mr. Quentin Collins," I regret to say 
that it was never paid.  Odd thing to ask, but, well….!
1.  sterling silver handcrafted amulet, star-shaped, engraved ($10.00)!
Sincerely,!
E. Braithwaite!
 !
686!
Collins, Barnabas!
Roger Collins is a Collins, through-and-through.  He is:!!
Stubborn!!
Willfully ignorant!!
Hot-tempered!!
Irrational!!
Proud!!
Superficial!!
and, arguably, somewhat pompous.!!
The west wing has caused us no end of agony.  There have been three murders.  Three 
ghosts from reliable witnesses.  An assassination attempt on one ROGER COLLINS 
(one I've come to see as a sad failure at this rate).  A buried infant, disinterred, with a 
pentagram in the tomb.  And David, an odious scamp with a venerable history of 
seething delinquency, is at the core of all of it.!!
So, it makes all the sense in the world that I am now rounding out my evening by 
apologizing for making the miserable and homicidal little cur cry.!!
And a child shall lead them... all into an early (and reluctantly permanent) grave!!!
BC!
 !
687!
Ned Stuart!
Sabrina,!!



One day, you'll read this and you'll know this is the first happy day we'll have had in a 
long time.!!
Chris can't hide any more.!!
All my love,!!
Ned!
 !
688!
Collins, Barnabas!
Young David may have been more of a pawn than the player.  I've found automatic 
writing in his hand… a portent of his releasing Mr. Jennings from the secret room?  His 
"story" indicates that.  An Edwardian gentleman and lady.  One seems to be a sentinel 
of protection.  One of menace.  But why.  More crucially, why now?!!
I was wrong to see him as the villain.  Again, I ask: on what else have I been wrong?  
And who else is pulling the strings?!!
BC!
 !
689!
Collins, Barnabas!
The strain on Mr. Jennings is showing as the transformations deviate from what was a 
reliable pattern.  Would the amulet have saved him?  I so wish that I could take him into 
my confidence and tell of my own travails.  That memory is still one that makes me feel 
so very, very alone when I allow it to dominate my thoughts.  I suspect he feels the 
same way.!!
Loneliness is so much more tolerable when there's someone else present.!!
The ghosts of Collinwood grow restless, with furniture being thrown and smashed in the 
Drawing Room.  Again, why?  And why is it building to such a deafening crescendo.  No 
matter what horrors have victimized those at Collinwood, now I feel as if Collinwood, 
herself, were the victim.  Was David picked because he was the loneliest of all.!!
Loneliness kills if those around do not band together to battle its temptations.!!
I feel as if our adversaries are gambling that we will be unable to do so.  It is time to 
prove them wrong.!!
BC!
 !
690!
Collins, Quentin II!
"David,"!



!
School days, school days!!!
One last game for you, my friends, and a special learning game for your teacher.!!
Title: Endgame.  And there's just one winner.  Guess who?!!
Professor Q. Collins!
 !
691!
Elizabeth Collins Stoddard!
Today, I believe we lost Collinwood, or at least we began to.  As David began to laugh 
like a maniac, the music began.  It was the music that Grandfather Edward forbade.  
Now, I know why.  It was the music of sadness and cruelty and sorrow, all dipped in 
nectar.!!
ECS!
 !
692!
TE Stokes!
Gentlemen,!!
Send for the Quintarius Device!  There has been a phantometric shift at Collinwood the 
likes of which I've not seen since Case #48653.  (I hear that Stalingrad still smells of it.)!!
All of the criteria apply.  Lives are at stake, and I may very well be dead before it arrives, 
so arrange for return shipping in case of my demise.!!
Reynaldo, if you can possibly tear yourself away from your canopic capers, you really 
need to be in the fold on this one.  And bring a spare matador kit.  If I am a success, 'tis 
I shall be bellowing "Ole!"  once again and tossing an ear at the spirit of the late 
Madame.!!
HELLFIRE!!!
Toro Eliot Stokes!!
 !
 !
693!
TE Stokes!
Gentlemen,!!
Tonight, despite the lack of adequate equipment, I attempted to exorcise Collinwood.  I 
will sleep on the property.!!



Sleep?  No.  I will wait for the inevitable Second Act.  My exorcism was simply to 
stimulate my adversary and gain a measure of his power.  Soon, I shall know what 
measures to truly take.!!
HELLFIRE!!!
TE Stokes!
 !
694!
TE Stokes!
Gentlemen,!!
I am the model of hubris.  This power is totally unlike anything of which we've 
conceived.  Now, lives are very much at stake, and we have had to flee the entire 
estate.!!
Please do not attempt to intercede.  To do so means death.!!
Should you wish for me to tender my resignation, I will do so with full understanding and 
support.!!
Regrettably,!!
Timothy Eliot Stokes,!!
civilian!!
 !
 !
695!
Collins, Barnabas!
The family has moved into the Old House.  Now, I truly feel as if I'm that master of the 
family that Joshua always envisioned.  The circumstances could not be worse, however, 
the sense of responsibility feels like a well-crafted glove, ready to clad the hand of the 
master.  Whether I've earned it or not, I am that master.!!
My assumption had always been that life at Collinwood after my death was one of 
peace, prosperity, and only the standard measures of domestic catastrophe.  Once the 
full wrath of Angelique and Trask have been experienced, it is hard to conceive of worse 
conditions.  I know that Joshua was a master of sculpting the family narrative to suit out 
best interests.  That others would do it -- or need to -- is a testament to my stunning 
obliviousness.  I have identified one Quentin Collins, d. 1897 prior to a trip to Paris.  His 
appearance (in the last photo taken) matches the man seen by nearly everyone at the 
epicenter of this haunting.  Yes, Quentin, you went to Paris as much as I went to 
England.  So, what really happened?!!



And why have you chosen to wait eighty years to make your presence manifest?  What 
could have gone on in 1897?!!
More importantly, why us?  Yes, we've had enemies, but so does every family.  We, 
however, seem to be our own worst enemies.!!
How far must I go to stop this.  I feel like the head of the family.  Certainly, I am the most 
, ahem, senior member, but that title really hangs best on Roger.  I am expendable.  
How can I use that to my advantage?  And why do I care?!!
I care because I helped to design and build that house.  I have given up too much and 
made too many compromises to secure the future of this family.  And I dislike a bully, 
whether they be named Trask, Blair, Bouchard, or (most especially) Collins.!!
BC!
 !
696!
Collins, Barnabas!
This specter acts as if he can frighten me with his mocking laughter.  It is very hard to 
stir fear in a man who has encompassed its totality.!!
He has corrupted the minds of the children and of Miss Evans, and I fear for them, but 
that is a separate thing.  I defy him to rise to the true challenge.!!
BC!!
 !
 !
697!
Collins, Barnabas!
As if there were not enough to contend with, it is a full moon and Ned Stuart is a wild 
sadist.!!
Perhaps I'll take on the ghost of Quentin and leave the rest to others.!!
BC!
 !
698!
Ned Stuart!
Okay, Sabrina's back.  This may be worse than when she was quiet.!!
Ned.!
 !
699!
Collins, Barnabas!
This ends now.  I'm headed into my home: Collinwood.!



!
BC!
 !
700!
Collins, Barnabas!
The I Ching wands found by Professor Stokes show Quentin to have been a man 
deeply in touch with the esoteric.  Perhaps, though them, he will see that I take his 
passions with seriousness, and will respond to this sense of respect by communicating 
with me and explaining his demands.!!
David may be dead by morning.  It is but one chance in a million, but the other 999,999 
have yet to make themselves known.!!
BC!
 !
701!
Collins, Barnabas!
Thus far, 1897 reeks of paprika, cheap wine, and Turkish cigars.!!
My trip found me in the most logical place possible: sealed in a coffin with no hope of 
escape.  I had somehow sent my essence backwards in time via the I Ching and into 
the awaiting vessel of my sleeping body in 1897.!!
With more of a presence of mind (and confidence) than I'd had in 1967, I called out to 
the weakest minds, and found those even more pliable than Young Loomis: gypsies!  
They were drunken on potato spirits, superstition, and greed, and I was easily capable 
of transmitting my will to their crystal ball and arranging my release via a man, Szandor, 
with the moral flexibility of Young Loomis and the simian aroma of Good Mr. Ben 
Stokes.!!
He has released me, and I shall now seek out what news I can.!!
I only hope that this redolent immigrant can dress me in a manner unlike a seraglio's 
tablecloth.  I have my doubts, but at least I'm dealing with a group for whom I do not 
need to explain the power of my kind.!!
Barnabas, old man, you are on the scent!  (And Szandor has provided me an ample 
pathway.)!!
BC!
 !
702!
Collins, Barnabas!
Must I renovate Collins Hall once more?  This is getting somewhat tiring.!!



In 1967, Collins Hall had been populated by incontinent dogs and rodents.  The filth was 
astonishing.  In 1897, I have found the home to be a haven for gypsies, and the filth is 
not astonishing.  It is intolerable.  Yet, this is the hand I've been dealt, and I have firm 
optimism that, with proper training, applied psychology, and the hypnotic trance of the 
nosferatu, I might be able to persuade them to behave in a manner that might closely 
resemble that of mammals.!!
To my strategic luck, they also seem to associate with Quentin Collins, a brash braggart.  
This situation is ripe... as is the state of the upholstery.!!
BC!
 !
703!
Collins, Barnabas!
At last, civilization!  At Collinwood, I find that those strange , powerful bloodlines that so 
vexed me upon my first release remain pervasive.  Now, Elizabeth, so much like mother, 
is Quentin's sister, Judith.  Quentin must be of different stock. He resembles no one 
from my time... only an uncle of the same name from the 1840's.!!
I begin my investigation tonight.  I have checked passenger timetables and the other 
various details they might request, and -- since time can be relative -- feel that I have an 
ample supply of it to pierce the mystery of Quentin Collins.!!
BC!
 !
704!
Collins, Barnabas!
Collins Hall has been secured.!!
Quentin, however, holds the Roger Collins Prize for Disagreeable Family Member.  
Wildly suspicious.  I particularly enjoyed being held at sword-point.  Clearly, he's as 
capricious and lethal in life as he was in death.!!
I do not envy those who will be haunted by David.!!
Damn my hand.  That sounded as though I were anticipating his death.  I wrote in jest.  
Let us hope he lives a long and fruitful life.  (And then begins his haunt after a death by 
peaceful, natural causes.)!!
BC!
 !
705!
Collins, Barnabas!
Using mother's jewelry (once again, a gift from father of far greater value than he had 
ever guessed), I have gained entry to the chambers of the Collins matriarch.  They 
speak of a family secret.  Perhaps that might be en essential clue. My current plan is 



simply to amass information.  Why did Quentin die, and die, sealed in a room, under 
circumstances so acrimonious that his ghost would take revenge in the "present"?  Well, 
put that way, I would be in a foul humor as well if I'd been sealed into a room for eighty 
years.  In fact, I was, and I suppose I did a form of haunting of my own. On his present 
course, there are numerous people who might be moved to kill Quentin.  Both of his 
siblings -- the fine and proper Edward and Judith -- might simply murder the obsequious 
oaf to get a decent night's sleep without needing a cheese-knife secreted under their 
pillows as protection from him.  If matriarch Edith did so, it might simply be to silence his 
attempts to insinuate himself into the will.  Or for the raw satisfaction of it.  Truly, if 
Nathan the Eel and that Irish Irritant, Jason McGuire, were capable of producing an 
offspring, it would be saintly compared to that Muttonchopped Miscreant. I vow it: if he 
pulls a sword on me once more, Ill rid us all of him quick as boiled asparagus, and thus 
truly solve the mystery! BC!
 !
706!
Collins, Barnabas!
I cannot count my blessings.  I can, however, count:!!
1.  The Collins matriarch is dead.!!
2.  My vampirism seems to be the family secret.!!
3.  Most distressingly, Young Loomis is a Collins!  His ancestor, one Carl Collins, has 
materialized.  The man is an oily, gleeful, privileged idiot whose nattering laughter 
endangers every piece of glass within Collins County.  I spent the better part of the 
morning jangled to my core by a gun pressed by him into my forehead.  It all turned out 
to be a practical joke that was, in truth, neither.!!
My main fear of the gun was not in losing my life but my suit.  I am somewhat immune 
to most bullets, however, given the state of Magda and Szandor's hygiene, the only 
things they can adequately clean are plates and wallets.!!
I would happily sup upon Cousin Carl were it not for fear of contracting whatever 
condition causes his stunning inanity.  If I go back to the present, I must check to see 
how he was murdered.  Note that I do not say 'if."!!
BC!!
 !!
 !
 !
707!
Edward Collins!



I am not a man given to curses.  Unfortunately, B. Collins has arrived from England and 
has extended the stay of those damnable gypsies.  So, who can sy that curses don't 
exist?!!
Additionally, the Tower Room situation lacks the resolution I'd hoped.!!
Edward Collins, JD!
 !
708!
Collins, Barnabas!
The Collins family.  Have they fallen to such penury that a missing will is all that stands 
between them and destitution?  In my time, we fought for love and honor, not greed.!!
Incidentally, I've found the man who would become Nicholas Blair.  Predictably, a 
lawyer.!!
BC!
 !
709!
Collins, Barnabas!
The will remains missing, and by missing, it seems clear that Quentin has liberated it for 
forgery.!!
More importantly, history seems to be repeating itself with a cruel regularity.  I have 
encountered Josette.!!
Her name is Rachel Drummond.  She is the new governess.  She resembles Miss 
Evans precisely.!!
The questions grow larger, and this has suddenly become a far more personal mission.  
The question is not "What does this mean?"!!
The question is, "How shall I react to it?"!!
BC!
 !
710!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson.!!
Tonight, we will have taken a voyage into the future.  It's quite a power!  The world, my 
friend, is so limited, and your education?  So minor.  I hope that when you read these, 
looking back, you will see that I did what I could to expand it.!!
Mr. Hanley and I follow what I hope you will have followed us onto: the left-hand path!  If 
the right hand is used to wave and sign petty documents, the left is used to create 



action and change!  These are the sort of men we are, and that is the sort of fellow I'm 
sure you shall be.  Tonight, your introduction to a vast and amazing world begins.  
Welcome!!!
By the time you read this, you shall be a man in full.  Perhaps we shall be on 
adventures, together?  In Bali?  The wilds of Canada?  Ancient temples in far away 
Egypt?  But every journey begins with a single step... and on the LHP, you have but 
adventure, knowledge, and dignity.!!
I salute you!!!
Love,!!
Quentin!
 !
711!
Collins, Barnabas!
Yes, yes, I know the importance of my mission.!!
I also know that Josette would not have been sent here for a reason.  I have the 
obligation to engage both.  Tonight, I bring Miss Drummond my music box.  No Joe 
Haskell.  No Peter Bradford.  At last, I believe it is my time.  Do the timelines converge 
for a reason?  To make these opportunities manifest?!!
I intend to take every advantage of this call to romance!!!
BC!
 !
712!
Collins, Barnabas!
Miss Drummond seems fascinated with the legend of Josette.  I was alarmed when she 
began to choke, mysteriously.  Why?  Why does tragedy befall all who resemble that 
marvelous creature?  Am I to gain her again only to lose her?!!
She raved of Widow's Hill, but then lost her memory.!!
From king to pawn.  I could secure this all so easily with the aid of the beast, however, 
Edward and my own strength help me to resist.!!
BC!
 !
713!
 !
I arrived home to find the lovely Miss Drummond in a trance in my coffin, babbling of the 
past.  There is only one explanation although I am ignorant to its meaning and origin: 
Angelique.  I never knew I'd see her again. But I shall.!



!
I am arranging for wills to go to proper places, the timeline to move as it should, and for 
amulets to protect Miss Drummond from Angelique.!!
I have yet to see Angelique, myself, but there can be only one answer.  At this point, I do 
not fear her.  I stand at full readiness to receive her!!!
BC!
 !
714!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!
If there's ever a will that does not favor you, contest it or forge a better one!!!
Love,!!
Quentin!
 !
715!
Edward Collins!
Miss Chavez,!!
The diet for out guest clearly lacks fiber.  If this were not the case, she would not have 
set my bed ablaze!!!
Set it straight.!!
E. Collins!
 !
716!
Collins, Jenny!
Mommy's home.!!
I will be your mommy forever.!!
xoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxo!
 !
717!
Collins, Barnabas!
The physical attacks on Miss Drummond are not in the style of Angelique, but are 
intended to be lethal, nonetheless.  How many foes do I face?  I am now venturing into 
the heart of Collinwood and perhaps the tower room, itself, to discover what I can.!!
At this point, I am eager for my enemies to at last unfold themselves.  My cane is at 
hand.!



!
BC!
 !
718!
Collins, Barnabas!
Her wisdom,beauty, insight, and knowledge of cause and effect match her capacity for 
mischief and evil.  If only we could unite for one cause, but Angelique has only one holy 
cause -- herself.  She and I are strangers here, and she has correctly pointed out that I 
have already begin to alter the events I sought only to observe.!!
Quentin Collins has now become a sworn enemy because I thwarted his misdeeds with 
the will.  Yet another hurdle.  If only I had Angelique as an ally rather than enemy.  But 
she has chosen this fate.!!
BC!
 !
719!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!
When an ancient gypsy prophecy says that your spinster sister will kill you, take action.  
Word to the wise.!!
Love,!!
Quentin!
 !
720!
Collins, Barnabas!
After finding an agreement of discord with Quentin Collins, I have now found him 
stabbed.  So, does he accuse me?  Is that the origin of the haunting?  If so, why attack 
David and not me?!!
BC!
 !
721!
Collins, Barnabas!
A flood of information.  Quentin assassinated.  It seems he had an insane wife (no doubt 
driven such seconds after 'I do'), locked in the tower room, and released by the 
incompetence of Kentuckian Rube, Dirk Wilkins, the caretaker.  I am assembling pieces 
to a puzzle with no picture for guidance.!!
And so, for guidance, I have turned to the most powerful force in my life, and have done 
so with the utmost reluctance.  I have turned to Angelique.  She will revive Quentin.  So 
often, she is the keeper of the gateway between life and death.  To have such power 
mixed with such rash impulsiveness?  Maddening.  Are they antithetical to each other or 



are they mutually inclusive?  As much as she is death, Angelique is the irresistible 
quintessence of life.  Damn me for saying so.  My heart used to speak the name of 
Josette with every beat.  Now, it whispers "Angelique," if only for her vengeful ubiquity.!!
I thought I could kill her in 1796.  Why?  She is as constant as the northern star.  Yes, 
our war may continue, and perhaps this prevents the rest of the family from suffering 
her wrath.  I will absorb that evil; in fact, it seems to be my best destiny.!!
BC!
 !
722!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Brother Carl,!
I hope you don't mind my sudden return, but since you missed this "rake and bounder" 
so, I couldn't resist.!
SURPRISE!  And that's no "fib."!
Quentin?!
 !
723!
Collins, Barnabas!
It was in my palmy days as a younger man that I saw villages in the West Indies ground 
to a halt by the whisper of one word: zombi.!!
Angelique's sense of humor was one of her many perversities, but it has now reached 
an historic low; she has revived Quentin... as one of the zombi-creatures of which I 
wrote.  Using what knowledge I recalled, I have captured and buried the brute.  I should 
have made it a double-plot. Angelique shall aptly fill its twin.!!
Currently, I must to Collins Hall to enlist Magda to undo whatever spell is causing Miss 
Drummond's desire to flee Collinwood. Of course, given current circumstances, perhaps 
it would take more of a spell to induce a rational woman to remain, not depart.!!
BC!
 !
724!
Collins, Barnabas!
Because Quentin knows my secret, I am in twice the danger, for I also fear for the fate 
of Miss Drummond.  Given that he's currently a zombi, I am somewhat safe.!!
Tonight, I once again draw upon what I once saw as native superstition to unravel a 
problem in this time, this time by fusing mind and spirit (in Jameson) with Quentin's 
roaming body.!!
BC!
 !
725!



Collins, Barnabas!
I am reliving the worst of my life, but now I am in some greater semblance of control.  A 
Trask has arrived.  A descendant.  A wicked schoolmaster and a reverend.  He intends 
to save Jameson.  Now, he's in greater peril than ever.  It is bizarre.  I never thought I 
would rely upon Trask and Angelique.  Angelique has betrayed me.  Shall Trask?!
 !
726!
Collins, Barnabas!
Jameson takes even less to the new Trask than do I.  He's escaped, and I cannot blame 
him.!!
BC!
 !
727!
Collins, Barnabas!
The Trasks (for Gregory has a daughter resembling Millicent and Carolyn) have brought 
with them nothing but fear and paranoia for the lovely Miss Drummond.  Why?  Why is 
Josette never allowed to love in peace?  Moreover why am I similarly barred?  The tales 
she tells of Worthington Hall are nightmarish, and she was lucky to have escaped.  I 
vow that she shall not be induced to return.!!
This time, she belongs not to me nor Trask.  She belongs to herself.!!
BC!
 !
728!
Collins, Barnabas!
As I did with Carolyn, I've fed upon Charity Trask, and she has become a valuable agent 
under my control.  Her assistance may be essential. Young Nora is drawing lethal 
hieroglyphics claiming they are a portent of her approaching mother.!!
Edward's wife.  He claims it is Quentin's influence.  Yes, he's a persuasive man, but I 
don't believe it extends to ancient languages.!!
How could Collinwood's most ripe period of crisis have gone so unmentioned?  
Repression, compartmentalization, and denial are the three great pillars of the Collins 
Worldview.!!
BC!
 !
729!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!
If your mother comes back... guard your heart.  She's a mother by biology only.!!



Love,!!
Quentin!
 !
730!
Collins, Quentin II!
The dead rise at Collinwood with a disturbing regularity.!!
Laura's home.!!
Quentin!
 !
731!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!
One day, you'll understand why I wrapped my hands around the throat of your mother 
and squeezed the life out of her.!!
Trust me.!!
Love,!!
Quentin!
 !
732!
Collins, Barnabas!
Angelique is a relentless predator, and I am her only prey.  She's revived Quentin at the 
cost of her once again becoming Mrs. Barnabas Collins.  Burying herself in the role, she 
tortured Miss Drummond with it, not only dashing my plans, but her optimism as well.  
This is a permanent blow to Miss Drummond that I cannot abide.  However, it will 
ensure the survival of Quentin and that, perhaps, means the continuation of David's life, 
as well.!!
As my wife, she will deal damage that I can safely absorb.  Part of me is resigned to it 
all.  Part of me wants to bellow to the gods.!!
Angelique, you find the most interesting ways of making yourself unforgettable.!!
BC!
 !
733!
Rakosi, Magda!
Szandor,!!
Charity, Minerva, Rachel.  These gaja are bibaxt!!



!
M!
 !
734!
Gregory Trask!
Today's Lesson:!!
The virtues of solitude on the strengthening of character.  Mr. Shaw, ready the closet for 
Young Master Collins.!!
G. Trask, DD!
 !
735!
Collins, Laura!
It's important to be clean, Nora.  Clean for your mother.!!
Fire cleanses best of all.!!
~Mother!
 !
736!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!
Enjoying these letters as an adult?  I hope you have the right context for them.  Today 
was a good day for me, a bad day for the good Reverend Trask, and a mixed bag for 
mumsy.  I was thrilled to see her (I suspect) set fire to Maine's answer to the 
Andersonville camp, Worthington Hall, and good for mom for fishing you out.  Good for 
us, too, for finding an item that might very well save you when she decides to light you 
up, as well.!!
Jameson, my hope is that, when you read these, you'll be as far from Collinwood as 
possible.  Please, my friend, move to Paris.  Just avoid this place.  Only the promise of 
"Grandmamamama's" millions would have lured me back.!!
Ultimately, it wasn't enough, but now I'm in the soup!!!
Love,!!
Quentin!
 !
737!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!



Considering how ardently she wants to kill you, I don't feel much compunction by trying 
to return the favor.  What she was or is, I'm not certain.  Happily, I don't have reason to 
believe you've inherited her worst elements.!!
Everyone is cut out to have a great mother.  But not every mother is cut out to be great.!!
Love,!!
Quentin!!
 !
 !
738!
Collins, Barnabas!
 !!
Miss Charity Trask's attentions are ardent.  Too much so.  Yes, I enjoy savoring her 
heat, but I am dismayed that I shall eventually have to snuff her out.  This agreeably 
may begin to bar my true agendas rather than fulfill them.!!
BC!
 !
739!
Collins, Barnabas!
I have returned to find a new adversary.  Laura Collins!  Or, as I once knew her, Laura 
Stockbridge, Jeremiah's first wife from a hundred years ago.!!
I'd then heard of her in the 20th century, hectoring Roger and attempting to lead Master 
David to a fiery demise.  She is, I've been told, a fire demon of some sort, reincarnating 
every century or so to claim yet another Collins child.!!
Very well.  When life presents you a fire demon, it is wise to counter it with an 
Angelique.  Unfortunately, the latter still poisons the air with selfish jealousy, alienating 
every woman within reach.  Oh, how I wish she would take this wrath out on someone 
like Julia when the good doctor is misbehaving.!!
BC!
 !
740!
Collins, Barnabas!
I am driven to distraction by this portrait of Laura Stockbridge.  What is she?  Fire 
demon?  More?!!
BC!
 !
741!



Collins, Barnabas!
When I found Laura's grave empty, I tried to recruit Quentin.  I forget that he seems to 
work diligently for the destruction of all, and thus was no help whatsoever.  And 
Szandor, mind addled by primitive superstition, is similarly disappointing  I feel 
particularly motivated because she was last seen in Egypt, and theirs is the "language" 
in which young Nora was writing.!!
 !!
BC!
 !
742!
Collins, Barnabas!
Charity is becoming more difficult to control.  I wonder if my humanity from the 1960's is 
somehow poisoning my power, now.!!
Happier news, if you may call it that...!!
I went on a casual expedition through Quentin's room and discovered a newly-
translated Egyptian Book of the Dead.  Trying my hand at a dog-eared ceremony, I not 
only conjured Laura Collins, but had her spirit admit her desire for the children's souls 
(to Charity's dismay).!!
I will be the first to disavow faith in the powers in which I'm dabbling.  There must be 
some kind of scientific force that binds them.  But what?  If I could master that, my work 
here would be far easier.!!
BC!
 !
743!
Collins, Barnabas!
At last, progress with Quentin, although he remains unusually sour and dislikable.  
Restless men obsessed with action-action-action often are.  How I tire of them.  I see 
him and am glad to be more contemplative, even if it does lead to indecision.!!
He seems very much in agreement that we must act against Laura before we, 
ourselves, are victimized.  Another conjuring or exorcism is in order.  Now, I must recruit 
Quentin.  An new method is needed. and our knowledge of the occult differs wildly.  I 
struggle with what little I disregarded as island humbug.  He specializes in magic from 
the Orient.  I think it is time we headed east.!!
BC!
 !
744!
Collins, Barnabas!



There are days and instances when I thank my stars that I never married.  Well, I 
married Angelique, but I did so under duress.  I also loathe every fiber of her being, so 
that must disqualify it.  Or, given my observations of others, perhaps it is the sure thing 
that legitimizes it!!!
In any event, Quentin's wife, Jenny, made her way into my home, wrought with 
homicidal rage, certain hysteria, and a dash of insecurity.  The latter was evidenced by 
her screaming about "her" looking back at her whenever she gazed into a mirror.  That 
was my first clue that she might be somewhat dissatisfied with various elements of her 
life.  Perhaps the knife she was brandishing was a second warning sign, however there 
are those who might argue that her background as a stage entertainer simply put her in 
the mood to demonstrate dagger-tossing.  I shall never know.!!
Still, Quentin somewhat deserves such a sterling example of womanhood, and, in lieu of 
that, I simply needed to distract her.  To do so, I bravely sacrificed Josette's cosmetics 
and a dress quickly altered by Yours Truly.  I was impressed that the result appeared far 
less reptilian than the woman who entered my home a tad earlier.!!
Now, I await a second opinion.  Preferably one from someone armed with a revolver, 
fine aim, and a healthy streak of misguided misogyny.!!
BC!!
 !
 !
745!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!
When your insane wife murders you, you have every reason to be surprised when she's 
been harbored by your most definitely sleazy and disreputable "cousin from England," 
and protected by lethal gypsies.!!
Carrying a pistol in these cases is encouraged.!!
Love,!!
Quentin!
 !
746!
Collins, Barnabas!
Does this get easier?  Magda knows one more secret; I am a time traveler.  
Unfortunately, Jenny knows another secret; I sleep in a coffin.  A gypsy understands 
that.  I am trying to keep her at Collins Hall to protect Quentin.  Will it work?!!
BC!



 !
747!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!
I spent the day in terror and as human bait for Jenny, who prowls the grounds.  For the 
sake of all that's beautiful, think twice about marriage.  I've rekindled my romance with 
Beth Chavez, the domestic, and this offers many advantages.  Always maintain power.!!
Love,!!
Quentin!
 !
748!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!
Superstition is a weapon wielded by the desperate and uneducated.  Jenny attacked me 
and I defended myself... thoroughly.  I had no hesitation because she was beyond help 
or negotiation.  Perhaps it  was all a favor.!!
Despite the red hair and pale skin, Jenny was a gypsy.  Magda's sister, in fact.  She's 
laid a curse on me.  I say it's hogwash.!!
Unless it isn't. I'm hopeful that I may be able to buy off your father and go to sunnier 
climes.  I will combe back for you.!!
Love,!!
Quentin!
 !
749!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!
The gypsies have poisoned me.  No, I don't believe it.  Not really.  But if I did, the terror 
would be unbearable.  You have no concept of how unbearable.!!
Love,!!
Quentin!
 !
750!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!



I was a feel to scoff.  Hell, I was a fool, period.  Would I have killed her again?  Yes.  But 
I should have finsihed the job with Magda and Szandor.  I know I said that gypsy curses 
don't exist, but I was wrong.!!
I might never see you or Collinwood again.  I am urging Beth to go with me, but, just like 
a woman, she's fiddling around and delaying our departure at the worst possible time.  
However, that gives me time to write this.  I want to write something wise or clever, but I 
don't have the time.  So I'll leave you with this:!!
TRUST NO ONE.!!
Love and goodbye.!!
Quentin!
 !
751!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!
Pain.  Don't fear death.  Fear pain.!!
Love,!!
Quentin!!
 !
 !
752!
Chavez, Beth!
Evan --!!
Wolf.  He was a wolf.  You have to stop this.  The pentagram worked, but that doesn't 
help Quentin.!!
BETH!
 !
753!
Collins, Jameson!
DAILY ASSIGNMENT!!
Jameson Collins!!
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 



brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."     
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 



they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    



Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 



brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."    
Then the LORD, the God of Israel, said to me, "Take from my hand this cup filled to the 
brim with my anger, and make all the nations to whom I send you drink from it.  When 
they drink from it, they will stagger, crazed by the warfare I will send against them."!!
Please let me have some water.!
 !
754!
Collins, Barnabas!
I finally know why I have traveled back in time.  I finally know the reason for my mission; 
there is a werewolf at Collinwood.  The appearance of Quentin's ghost coincided eerily 
with the arrival of Chris Jennings.!!
Meanwhile, I have yet another reason to trust Naomi and only Naomi as a mother.  
Laura played her hand by attempting to torture me, and I escaped with Jameson before 
her fire could consume him.!!
Collinwood now contains a vampire, werewolf, and witch, and Egyptian fire demon.!!
When the hex-casting gypsies are the representatives of normalcy, things have erupted 
far beyond my control.!!
BC!
 !
755!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!
I write to you no longer to give advice.  I suspect I shall be dead soon, and when you 
one day receive these letters, you shall at least know why.  The nature of the gypsy 



curse has made itself known.  A wolf.  At night, I become a wolf to slaughter everything 
in my path during each full moon.  Magda.  Kill her Jameson.  You're a man, now.  Kill 
her.  If she puts this curse on others, she's doing nothing but creating an army of 
savages.  I took one life, yes.  How many lives will the wolf take?  And am I responsible 
or is Magda?!!
Kill her.  And enjoy the fear in her eyes as you do.!!
Quentin!
 !
756!
Collins, Barnabas!
The race has begun!  I have rallied Nora and Charity to my side.!!
Laura is being isolated more and more.!!
When I attack, she shall be alone.!!
BC!
 !
757!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!
Never underestimate any power, gypsy or Egyptian.!!
Or Angelique.!!
Tonight we will perform a ritual that will send her back to hell.  Should be fun.!!
Love,!!
Quentin!
 !
758!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!
Study Angelique... her intelligence, strength, and beauty.!!
If you meet one like her, go get thee to a jeweler and buy a ring!!!
Love,!!
Quentin!
 !



759!
Collins, Barnabas!
Laura enjoys gloating.  By all means, gloat.!!
You are a long way from Egypt, my dear.!!
BC!
 !
760!
Collins, Barnabas!
Laura has attempted to hector me with visions of my past.  For her, that was a mere 100 
years ago.  For me, much longer.  I have a bit more perspective.!!
BC!
 !
761!
Collins, Barnabas!
The means by which it happened, I shall never know, but in Lara's final gambit for the 
children and her love of flame, she began to age hideously before her hideous demise.!!
As much as I loathed her attempt to destroy the innocent, and as much as the memory 
of her and Joshua stung in my mind, I still felt a moment of sympathy.  I have 
experienced that very moment... so has Angelique... and it is a weariness without sleep.  
It is an anger with no power.  It is the quintessence of humiliation.!!
If Angelique is responsible, "Well done."!!
BC!
 !
762!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!
Evan Hanley decided that calling upon Satan was the perfect solution to my condition.  
Trask appeared, scaring the wits out of me, and causing me to faint.!!
Success, Evan!!!
Love,!!
Quentin!
 !
763!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!



A man can dodge a bill for only so long.  I am beginning to pay.  For everything.  How 
long will it last?  Were you to add the lives I've torn my way through, you would have a 
ledger flowing with red.!!
Tonight the moon will be back.  It's almost as if I can feel an animal growing inside me, 
bursting from my stomach, and then all parts of me, splitting my skin apart.!!
Were you older, I'd beg you to kill me.!!
Quentin!
 !
764!
Collins, Barnabas!
The circle is forming.  Beth has purchased the amulet from Braithewaite, and I even got 
to speak with him... again and before, at once.  But who is the werewolf?  If beth resists, 
it is time to take her into my thrall.  Not only am I a tad peckish, but these powers can be 
used for more than just evil.  It's time that I explored those possibilities. BC!
 !
765!
Chavez, Beth!
Personal Journal!
The amulet protected me.  But not everyone can have an amulet.!
BETH!
 !
766!
Collins, Barnabas!
Only one bullet for the future to die at the hands of a gypsy.  I think I've diffused that 
situation.  However, Jameson -- the very picture of his descendent -- is now screaming, 
"David Collins is dead!"!!
The worst possible thing I could hear.!!
So far away.  So trapped.  I wish I could take Quentin into my confidence.  But there are 
too many rists.!!
BC!
 !
767!
Collins, Barnabas!
Jameson had a strange and prophetic dream... as David.  It seems that he found 
himself in the future (my new home) at a rather fatalistic birthday party.  When 
explaining it to Judith, I believe that my 20th century analysis of it accidentally may have 
invented modern psychology.  As the children say, "Whoops."!!
In any event, a silver bullet was found outside of Collinwood; that was one of the three 
signs of Quentin's doom as outlined in the dream.  As ever, this house is akin to a 



bizarre Commedia play.  Same masks, different players.  Or is it the reverse?  Worse, 
there is no script posted backstage.  And yet someone is crafting this mystery.  Who?  
Why?!!
I cannot concern myself with such matters for now, simply deal with the individual 
problems.!!
As a man who spent years drafting master plans for ships (and the occasional, French 
Renaissance mansion), I am accustomed to knowing the master plan.  I feel like I am 
perfecting doors, staircases, and balconies, but what is the house?!!
I fear it will be abattoir if I don't best this mystery with a swift resolve.!!
Think, Barnabas, old man.  Think.!!
BC!!
 !
 !
768!
Collins, Barnabas!
There has long existed a cliché about "Good help being hard to find."  Clichés exist for a 
reason. My prime example is one Dirk Wilkins, who is offensive on many levels.  First of 
all, his choice to grow a moustache is vulgar in the extreme, to have been topped only 
by a van Dyke, which make a man look like he's gotten his mouth stuck in a jug of 
molasses, or, even more offensive, the "goatee," which makes a man look like a villain 
from the Bible.!!
I digress.  (However, Quentin's muttonchops deserve a special discussion at a later 
point.  There is much to say.)!!
Still under the influence of Laura, Wilkins burst into Collinwood, engaged in fisticuffs 
with Judith, ranted and raved about the return of Laura, and then shot me in my coffin.!!
Needless to say, I survived, although I lost considerable sleep repairing my clothing.!!
Well, I shall kill him.  This will limit the liability he poses and open up the position to 
someone of greater mental composure and competence.  A dachshund, for instance.!!
BC!
 !
777!
Collins, Carl!
Dear Mr. Karno,!!



I am afraid that Pansy Faye will not be returning to your employ on account of her 
death.!!
If it is any consolation, I am at the point of emotional ruin.  Please cancel my tickets for 
the October Gala.!!
Sincerely,!!
Carl Collins!
 !
769!
Collins, Barnabas!
My clemency toward Wilkins was wise.  I merely drank his somewhat oily grappa and 
then found out that he had revealed my true nature to Young Master Jameson.  At this 
point, I think I may be the cause of more disaster in this era than Quentin!!!
BC!
 !
770!
Collins, Barnabas!
Dirk Wilkins -- an excellent choice for a vampire to be staked by Edward, this reducing 
the pressure placed upon me.  Outstanding plan, old man.  One minor problem: where's 
Wilkins?  Never did we Collinses build a secret room that could keep out peace of mind 
secure.!!
BC!
 !
771!
Collins, Barnabas!
I suppose I have some explaining to do.  Wilkins, now as vampiric as I, has decided to 
act upon the beast within, creating one social and strategic inconvenience after another.  
To wit:!!
Mr. Carl Collins has brought home an animal so remarkably crass that I am astounded 
even he mistook it for an human.  An East London music hall "entertainer" made all the 
more revolting by having been met in New Jersey!  Named "Pansy Faye."  This is a 
creature so insulting to all that is possible in the triumph that is humanity that she 
agreed to marry Carl.  Interesting, she evidenced psychic powers, helping me 
somewhat by naming Wilkins as the beast-at-large.  As pleasant as this was, I was still 
in the regrettable jam of having to host his ape-to-be lest she incur the wrath of Judith, 
who might have the temerity to expect Miss Faye to bathe or use dining utensils.!!
While I am not at all pleased to have Wilkins wantonly killing and then leaving these 
women in my home, we are also free of another rendition of The Only Song She Knows, 
so I suppose there is a cosmic balance that has been struck.!!



BC!
 !
772!
Trask, Minerva!
To Whom It May Concern:!!
This letter of recommendation is for Mr. Timothy Shaw.!!
He is a teacher.  He has been in our employ since he was a youth.!!
I will watch his progress with considerable interest.!!
Sincerely,!!
Mrs. Gregory Trask,!!
Worthington Hall!!
 !!
Gregory -- this is a rough draft.  Is it too lavish?!
 !
773!
Timothy Shaw!
I no longer trust myself or anyone around me.  I am almost tempted to turn myself in.  
Mrs. Trask is dead, I'm seemingly responsible, but I remember none of it.!!
If I'd killed Mrs. Trask, trust me; I'd want to remember it.!!
TS!
 !
774!
Dirk Wilkins!
Tim Shaw!
Pansy Faye!
Judith Collins!
I'll have the rest.  If there's one thing I've got plenty of, it's time.!
~Dirk!
 !
775!
Collins, Barnabas!
On Laura's behalf, Wilkins now seems insistent that I use "my powers" (the meaning of 
which I do not fully fathom given that I have yet to receive an instructional manual 
detailing their extent).  He wishes me to revive a spellbound, Egyptian fire demon 
goddess.  When Angelique cursed me with this affliction, she ensured anyone that I 



loved would die, but she failed to include the words, "and I give you the power to revive 
spellbound, Egyptian fire demon goddesses."!!
Perhaps I missed something in that most painful of moments in my life, and illiterate 
farm hand Wilkins is attuned to that which I am not.  Who can say?!!
Miss Judith Collins is now in his thrall, for reasons unfathomable to me, and this has 
further driven Edward into a vampire-hunting frenzy.  I would normally remain 
unbothered by this, however, his nettlesome sense of "always doing the right thing" and 
"work ethic" will make him a tiresomely inevitable opponent.!!
I shall emerge triumphant.  This is a setback, though, and I will concede that it is 
salubrious to my spirits when the stiff-necked and myopic choose not to take up arms 
against a my sea of troubles.  Inevitably, I will be forced to oppose and end them.!!
Wilkins, put down the plow and paintbrush -- it is your turn.  Mr. Edward Collins?  You 
are on my list.!!
BC!!
ps -- Both have moustaches!  Coincidence?  Must investigate.!
 !
776!
Edward Collins!
FROM THE DESK OF EDWARD COLLINS!
President - Collins Shipping!
Employees --!!
Today, the literate among you may read of the passing of a day-laborer, Dirk Wilkins.!!
It has been a long night.  I am in no mood to be trifled with.  If one person has a single 
complaint about any company policy for the next week, I have been bolstered to 
respond in ways he will find most memorable.!!
Mr. Branstin, please come to my office at noon.  The incident at the shrimp festival will 
at last be resolved. Prepare your explanations.  !!
Signed,!!
EJC!
 !
778!
Collins, Barnabas!
Why do we destroy the ones we love?  Rachel Drummond was allegedly shot, but I was 
as responsible for her death if it were not for me.  I failed her just as I've failed every 
woman I ever loved -- by being what I am.!



!
As a distraction:!!
At present, Magda has brought home a "cure" for Quentin: a severed hand.  Yes, "King" 
Johnny Romana and Magda have attempted to play me for a fool, but a severed hand is 
a severed and is a a severed hand.  Between this grotesque memento and the 
performance of Pansy Faye, this has ceased to be a great estate and become a 
traveling carnival.  As I questioned the "powers of the hand," I looked away, and Magda 
announced that the hand moved.!!
Of course, Magda.  Of course.!!
Miss Drummond's death eclipses these concerns.  Had I not ventured back, none of this 
would have happened.  How many more have to die before my errand of mercy is 
satisfied?!!
BC!
 !
779!
Bouchard, Angelique!
Dear Barnabas,!!
When you wake, you will have found Carl Collins over you.  Quite cognizant of who you 
really are, and quite eager for revenge.  I could make all of this disappear for you.  I 
could save your life.  I could save the lives of everyone at the Collinwood of your 
adopted time, but I will not.  I will not, because you refuse to allow it.  Were you but to 
ask, I would be at your side and fight along with you.!!
Your vanity will be your undoing, Barnabas Collins.!!
Your loving wife,!!
Angelique!
 !
780!
Collins, Barnabas!
At last, Quentin and I fight on a united front.  Having discovered my secret, he 
understands that it is also the reason I am driven to help him.  It is outstanding to have 
accord with the bold rogue, at last!!!
Carl Collins became quite obsessed with revealing my peculiarities to the world.  In the 
end, I had little choice but to kill him.  Does this seem callous?  I suppose, but from the 
perspective of a man of 1969, these people are all long-dead.!!
I sincerely hope that this will not inordinately impede my progress with Quentin.!!



BC!
 !
781!
Collins, Barnabas!
I had little choice but to make it known to the odious Trask that I am a vampire.!!
This has brought threats and possibilities in equal measure.!!
BC!
 !
782!
Collins, Barnabas!
I spent the evening hiding behind a curtain.  I should have brought a book.!!
BC!
 !
783!
Collins, Barnabas!
Trask is doing all he can to bar my progress.  It would seem that Evan Hanley is now 
joining the hunting party.!!
The Hand, however, is proving itself to be as formidable as Magda suggested, removing 
the shadow of the beast from Miss Trask.  My coffin has been moved to a cave.  I am 
quite ready for them to think me destroyed.!!
More anon.!!
BC!
 !
784!
Collins, Barnabas!
Even Hanley attempted to blackmail me into allowing him to use The Hand.  The Hand, 
it seems, took exception to this plan.!!
The advocate is not looking his best nor thinking at his best.!!
BC!
 !
785!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!
As a wedding present, I offered my newly married sister a simple piece of advice; 
happiness does not exist.!!
The moon shall be full tonight.  But the price of using The Hand may be too high.!



!
Quentin!
 !
786!
Walter Blount!
Sheriff,!!
I will need your guidance. How do I write an arrest report on a wolf in a suit?!!
Dep. Walter Blount!
 !
787!
Collins, Barnabas!
Edward intercepted me as I attempted to liberate Quentin.  Edward's pigheadedness is 
a far worse enemy than the occult.  It represents all who will not listen.  All who barge 
into rooms with a twisted sense of superiority and then hold those within hostage to their 
ludicrous standards.!!
Perhaps I should return to my own time, but I've come to loathe so much about those 
words.  "My own time."!!
Time.!!
In every crisis I've faced, time has been my worst enemy.!!
BC!
 !
788!
Rakosi, Magda!
Maleva,!!
If you still plan on coming, know that these Collinses see life as something to enjoy.  
Crazy people.  Life is crisis interrupted by delusions of safety.  Remember that.!!
Magda!
 !
789!
Evan Hanley!
Men of the Right Hand Path amuse me so.  We are all motivated by the same things 
and seek the same ends.!!
The only amusing thing about those on the other side of the aisle is their utter hypocrisy. 
How do they live as they do, so unnaturally detached from their own desires and 
abilities?  No matter.  It puts coin in my pocket and creates less competition for 
happiness.!!



Evan Hanley, esq.!
 !
790!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!
Art will remind you of who you are and what you may become.  That's why we have it.!!
Love,!!
Quentin!
 !
791!
Aristede!
Excellency:!!
Have arrived in Collinsport. Getting it from Quentin Collins should be no challenge.!!
In service,!!
Aristede!
 !
792!
Bouchard, Angelique!
Dear Barnabas,!!
Since you insist on wasting time with those infinitely less interesting than am I, these 
letters will serve to catch you up on the conversation you are missing out on.!!
Remember Nicholas Blair and his power?  Or your own powers?  Or even my modest 
talents?!!
Well, there are people and forces coming to Collinsport that would make all of us like 
ants under glass.  If you care to gather under my umbrella, just say so.!!
Yours,!!
Angelique Collins!!
 !
 !
793!
Bouchard, Angelique!
Dear Barnabas,!!
Brace yourself, darling.!



!
After I use The Hand to heal Quentin, we're getting married.  Unfortunately, even I lack 
the knowledge of divorce proceedings for those like us.  Since I know that you are 
impervious to jealousy, we needn't fear you seething at the thought of me in the arms of 
a younger, more dynamic, and more secure man.  And I don't need to get the 
monogram changed.!!
I wonder how Quentin will take to the news.!!
We'll be registered at Braithwaite and Sons.!!
Love,!!
Angelique Collins-Collins!
 !
794!
Petofi, Count Andreas!
From Count Andreas Petofi: Exceeding the Grasp, an autobiographical gift of letters, 
lore, and lyrics.  Volume VII!!
Our journey to the Battle Creek Sanitarium had, as you recall, gone askew by news that 
my last, missing appendage had made itself manifest!  Collinsport was ripe with 
possibility, and not from the antique fish being sold under the fine, Collins name.  My 
ward and I thought it would be a simple journey, the hand at last within reach.  Once 
there, we found the rocky terrain to be fertile with more than just werewolves.  There 
were gypsies galore, eye-teasing sorceresses, vampires, and a craftsman who would 
fashion a penny-farthing to my most unique and private of needs.  As we've covered, I 
am a great one for thrift in all things and the rhapsodic enjoyment of a successful ruse.  
When the staunch ignoramus at the helm of the sinking business, Edward Collins, 
offered to let me stay in Collinsport at his sumptuous home, who was I to argue.  So 
many agendas to be fulfilled.  Moreover, there was trouble to be had.  And in the words 
of many great men, it is our only defense against boredom.!!
I quickly took to Collinsport, crafted my delights, and sent my regards to the boys in 
England that HELLFIRE! was in Collinsport to stay.!!
 !
 !
795!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!
Within hours of becoming engaged, I found myself strapped to a table while a bladed 
pendulum sliced its way ever downward, downward, determined to slowly slice me 
apart.!!



As a test of love.!!
Keep in mind, my last wife tried to kill me... twice.!!
So, if you ever think about marchin' down that aisle, ponder this.!!
Love,!!
Quentin!
 !
796!
Collins, Barnabas!
How ironic.  Angelique's powers would fail her, while those with which she cursed me 
made it possible for me to save the life of her betrothed.!!
Yes, how ironic and how inevitable.!!
None of that would matter.  Julianka, like many hired specialists, suddenly needed 
another item to perform the curative ceremony.  I soon found her dead in the woods.  
After all of the effort to get us all -- Quentin, Magda, Angelique -- on the same side of 
saving lives.  She is dead.!!
BC!
 !
797!
Collins, Barnabas!
Tonight, we held a séance for Julianka who shockingly revealed that she does not 
"enjoy being dead."  With that astounding insight from beyond the veil, she then laid a 
curse upon Magda, saying that all of those she loves will die.  (I suppose I am safe.)!!
This is terrible and familiar news.  I have great sympathy for her, and have a certain 
smugness wash over me.  At last, hose who lay curses are getting some of equal 
measure.  Perhaps Angelique will enjoy a similar experience.!!
An ugly, ugly night.!!
BC!
 !
798!
Collins, Barnabas!
All of us are capable of such sustained pettiness and irrational self-interest that I have 
come to honor death.!!
I do not like it.  I do not cherish it.  But I honor it.!!



Love is meaningless.  What is it?  I have experienced it, and even I do not know.  Poets 
earn handsome sums and painless immortalities lying to people about love.  Love is 
selfish.  Love can only be experienced by one (not two, for it is never the same twice).!!
But death?  We know death.  Death is shared.  Death is ultimately finite.  Death strikes 
the legs from everyone.!!
Quentin's son, a son he never knew existed, has died.  And in Quentin, I see a changed 
man.  Not boy, but man.!!
That same child is niece to Magda.  She is no longer a wild beast spitting poisoned 
laughter with wanton abandon.  She is humbled.!!
And I?  I am reminded of the deadly consequences of my mission, and that I now am 
not only the custodian of life in 1969, but for those I've come to love in 1897, as well.!!
Magda will cast no more curses, for she suffers the result of her own.  And Quentin has 
lost one of the few people who would have not only loved him, but made him feel 
respected.!!
I will call for no arms.  They were unsheathed months ago, and my arms are numb from 
carrying them at the ready. There will be the call for trumpets.  I will brag with victories 
and congratulate myself on my wit.  Tonight, however, does not belong to me.  It 
belongs to Quentin.  It belongs to Magda.  It belongs to one of the futures that will never 
be.!!
BC!
 !
799!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!
Romance is the ultimate defiance to death because it is the ultimate link to life.!!
In other words, have a drink and admire the scenery because it may not last.!!
Charity Trask is showing an unhealthy interest in Uncle Quentin.  If I go down that 
perverse road, will I corrupt her or will she corrupt me?  Or is it one more way to 
alienate myself from the new master of the house?  Throw a dart, my boy.!!
Love,!!
Quentin!
 !
800!
Petofi, Count Andreas!



From Count Andreas Petofi: Exceeding the Grasp, an autobiographical gift of letters, 
lore, and lyrics.  Volume VII!!
My cuff buttons!  A gift from Queen Victoria, herself, for ample services rendered.!!
How often Aristede chided me for them.  So sorry I was for the misspelled name 
embroidered on his unmentionables, I granted him clemency for his specious cavils.!!
Yes, I have moments of foppery, but even when it results in my prosthetic hand being 
ripped from my arm and my secret identity revealed, fashion should never be 
compromised.  That is exactly what happened, and I had the same number of apologies 
for the event that I've ever had: none.!!
I denied it for a bit, but it allowed me to revel in my tale... that of the Unicorn, so 
eloquently recalled by me in the second volume of the treasure currently in your luckiest 
of hands.  At least you have two.  And if not, courage, my Youthful Friends.  And not a 
tiny dash of HELLFIRE!!
 !
801!
Petofi, Count Andreas!
From Count Andreas Petofi: Exceeding the Grasp, an autobiographical gift of letters, 
lore, and lyrics.  Volume XI!!
And so, as I've amply demonstrated, if you ever have the chance to use the 
aforementioned technique to possess the brain of a child, you must avail yourself of it.  
The expressions on the faces of their relatives are truly jewels beyond the wildest 
dreams of avarice.!!
In the Case of My Collinwood Capers, their lives were smorgasbords of lies upon which 
they gorged with the world's zestiest sense of gluttony since the court of Nero! One, 
however, was closest to embracing his True Self.  Quentin Collins, the resplendent 
blackguard, had yet to become my legendary friend.  However, he had begun his 
evolution into a man in full.  A self-interested cad, Quentin was experiencing that great 
transformation that all true heroes endure.  The loss of his nocturnal humanity and then 
his child were harsh lessons in the school of life.  I, myself, was still a callow youth 
(relatively speaking), and I rue the time I wasted on my naughtiness in that great era.!!
Of course, by the time of the Battle of Yalu River, everything in life had changed.  But 
when does it not?!!
I miss dear Quentin.  I miss our furious fights as much as our subsequent laughter and 
victories and my infuriatingly unsuccessful attempts to induce him into the pleasures of 
light opera.  I miss all of it.  The true curse of shared immortality is losing the one friend 
equally cursed to survive with you.  We accept that mortals shall pass from our lives.  
But to lose a Fellow in Timelessness?  That is a sorrow unique in its torture.!!



We are then left only with mortals, and we always know that their pleasures are 
ephemeral.  Mortals revel drunkenly on the knowledge that their actions, good or bad, 
will be but existential dust come a scant few decades.  The treasures gained by an 
immortal all pass.  The sins and losses never depart.!!
We-who-are-not-as-others experience a loneliness that others shall never truly 
understand.!!
Dear Quentin.  Dear, dear Quentin.!
 !
802!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!
I don't know where you are, but I'll find you.!!
I cannot believe that I finally found the words to tell Edward just how toxic he is.  I think 
that I just became the moral head-of-the-family.  No, that doesn't please me, either.!!
Love,!!
Quentin!
 !
803!
Collins, Barnabas!
I have returned from deep research on many matters of importance to my mission to 
find Jameson possessed by Petofi.  A swift kidnapping is almost protocol.!!
BC!
 !
804!
Delaware-Tate, Charles!
I have arrived in Collinsport, paintbrush in hand.!!
Will it happen?!!
 !!
CDT!
 !
805!
Evan Hanley!
HANLEY, COMBS, STENSEN, and SHEARLING!!
attorneys at law!!



COLLINSPORT - MAINE!!
To Whom It May Concern:!!
I, Even Hanley, of sound mind and body, murdered Mrs. Minerva Trask at the behest 
and aid and of her husband, the Reverend Gregory Trask.  To do so, I hypnotized one 
Timothy Shaw, schoolteacher at Worthington Hall, Rangely, Maine.  Mr. Shaw was 
instructed, when triggered by the sight of the Queen of Spades, responded to an 
hypnotic command to poison Mrs. Minerva Trask with a poison purchased from Magda 
Rakosi, Collins Hall, Collinsport, Maine.  The plot was crafted with the aid of the Dark 
Lord, Diabolos, and his children, Oberon and Haza, of the Leviathan master race.  This 
is with the complicity of the undersigned.!!
We are eager to take full responsibility for these heinous acts and suffer the full 
consequences of the law, although we shall lie under oath, thus being guilty of perjury 
and, most probably, resisting arrest and assaults on officers of the law.!!
Sincerely,!!
Evan Hanley                         Gregory Trask!!
Evan Hanley!!
July 14, 1897!
 !
806!
Trask, Charity!
Dear Diary,!!
I just saw a painting of Quentin turn into a werewolf.  Perhaps Mr. Tate had worked at 
the World's Fair.!!
Chicago frightened me.!!
Cordially,!!
Charity Trask!
 !
807!
Petofi, Count Andreas!
From Count Andreas Petofi: Exceeding the Grasp, an autobiographical gift of letters, 
lore, and lyrics.  Volume VII!!
I will humbly admit that I seized the mind of Magda the gypsy wench to gain access to 
Barnabas Collins.  However, she also had a recipe for goulash that she had kept a 
closely-guarded secret for some time.  The secret?  Bacon fat that had been poured into 



mulled wine, allowed to sit, then frozen and skimmed off the top.  This, used to sear the 
meat, creates a flavor most enticing.!!
At last, the secret was mine!!!
And I was one step closer to my hand and immortality.!
 !
808!
Petofi, Count Andreas!
From Count Andreas Petofi: Exceeding the Grasp, an autobiographical gift of letters, 
lore, and lyrics.  Volume VII!!
Finding the book from the future was fortuitous in the extreme, and thanks to my 
photographic memory, I found it so very useful.  I -- and I state this emphatically -- am 
not a man giving to bragging or self-aggrandizement in any manner, however, I can 
accept some small quantum of thanks for the Marshall Plan as well as the career of 
Ernest Hemingway.!!
You're welcome.!
 !
809!
Petofi, Count Andreas!
From Count Andreas Petofi: Exceeding the Grasp, an autobiographical gift of letters, 
lore, and lyrics.  Volume VII!!
I took quite a shine to Quentin Collins, to the extent of providing him with extortion 
material on Reverend Trask.  To tell a secret, I would have extorted him on any number 
of things, anyway.  The mousse incident (detailed in the last chapter) alone would have 
had him defrocked.  As I recall, it did for several others.!
 !
810!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!
When life hands you a fop with a deadly knife he calls the Dancing Girl, you only have 
one choice, "Let her dance!"!!
Love,!!
Quentin!
 !
811!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!



I am readying the room for my daughter.  Between you and her, Collinwood has a 
future.  They say there is no happiness at Collinwood.  Maybe so.  But that can change, 
and I want to change it. I will do anything to make it happen.  Why do I have the funny 
feeling that you helped me along the way.!!
Love,!!
Quentin!!
 !
 !
812!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!
For so many years, I've cast spells and manipulated innocent people for my own profit.  
How strange to now use those to protect.  Fortunately, I feel the same lack of mercy.  
Now, it's just differently aimed.!!
Love,!!
Quentin!
 !
813!
Petofi, Count Andreas!
From Count Andreas Petofi: Exceeding the Grasp, an autobiographical gift of letters, 
lore, and lyrics.  Volume VII!!
It was on that glorious night that I tightly held my long-lost and beloved hand in my 
arms!!!
Was it worth nearly breaking the arm of a nine-year-old girl?  Gentle reader, I have 
heard those arguments.  I suppose I would know nothing of such discomfort... except for 
having had my hand rended from my body with the rustiest of hand-saws.!!
That is a brand of discomfort that I would suggest for no one... including a nine-year-old 
girl, deadly though they are.!
 !
814!
Collins, Barnabas!
"The hand knows what it must do."!!
Spoken by Aristede, Count Petofi's inexplicable aide, these words define the evening.!!



That, and the Count holding aloft the abominable appendage while cackling like a 
gibbering seaman, deranged with syphilis and scurvy.  But associates like those are 
more commonly in Quentin's company than mine.!!
Count Petofi seems obsessed with my capacity to travel into the future.  I will see to it 
that he has none.!!
BC!!
 !
 !
815!
Collins, Barnabas!
Although I appear to be asleep, I am very aware when the cross is placed upon my 
chest to trap me within my coffin.  It remains a tool of slow execution.!!
BC!
 !
816!
Petofi, Count Andreas!
From Count Andreas Petofi: Exceeding the Grasp, an autobiographical gift of letters, 
lore, and lyrics.  Volume XXII!!
It was mad folly to think that I should seek a vampire for assistance with time travel.  I 
have found that if one seeks true wisdom, one looks to the werewolves.!!
Look to the werewolves, Gentle Reader.  My fellow Hellfire Club members would be 
prudent to remember this advice, despite the broken treaty.!!
I did so in trusting the fate of one Quentin Collins, and my own wisdom was, in that 
instance, infallible.!
 !
818!
Petofi, Count Andreas!
From Count Andreas Petofi: Exceeding the Grasp, an autobiographical gift of letters, 
lore, and lyrics.  Volume III!!
Quentin Collins, a man of the future, was quite in danger of having none.  Miss Charity 
Trask, so eager to share his secret, had created no small amount of labor for me, but no 
task would equal the effort of winning Quentin to my side.  Could I have leapfrogged 
through time, moving from person to person, as I did with David?  Only temporarily.  
Thus, a vehicle was essential.  That evening, my work was only soothed by a bon mot 
quoted to me still by worthy admirers such as yourself.  When asked upon what god I 
swore, I quipped, "I have but one, and His name is Petofi."!!
If only I had a day of rest, but the work of a titan is never done.!



!
 !
 !
817!
Collins, Barnabas!
I have taken Quentin closer into my confidence than ever.  Petofi is deadlier than I 
thought.  Blair used raw power.  Petofi uses the weaknesses of the human mind.  In this 
instance, he shows death itself.  But it is only a theatrical.  Sadly, a most convincing 
one.  My attempt to summon Miss Chavez to my aid was defeated by the Count in this 
manner.!!
Unfortunately for the Count, he has elected to challenge me in the one area that he 
should not have.  I have some experience with melding the human will.  He may limit my 
powers, but I will not withdraw from the fray.!!
Arranging my eventual release was somewhat more complicated.!!
BC!
 !
819!
Petofi, Count Andreas!
From Count Andreas Petofi: Exceeding the Grasp, an autobiographical gift of letters, 
lore, and lyrics.  Volume III!!
Thus, my composition of "I Want to Dance with You" kept me living in high style for 
some time, but for those who sing it, the song induces psychic visions.  In this case, I 
was the victim!  I had quite successfully transformed Charity Trask into a music hall 
performer of the worst possible taste -- a delightful revenge on the Collinses -- but her 
vision of my own mutilation (which ended up being a total farce) was deeply 
inspirational.!!
That evening's grave robbing was both strategically necessary and spiritually bolstering.  
Great fun!!
 !
820!
Romana, King Johnny!
Royal Proclamation:!!
Wild flowers of the field!  Wild birds of the air!!!
As punishment for the theft of the Hand of Count Petofi, Magda Rakosi is to be ignored 
by all people everywhere.  A trial of elders may be necessary if it suits me.!!
Signed,!!
King Johnny Romana!



!
PS -- Those who accompany me, please remember: the freshness of shellfish does not 
survive in wagons.  The Clam Incident: never forget.!
 !
821!
Collins, Barnabas!
Count Petofi, in his finite wisdom, let me out of my coffin long enough to remind him that 
killing me would seal off his portal to the Future.  Then, back in the box.!!
I do wish he would make up his mind.!!
BC!
 !
822!
Aristede!
Dear Mr. Shaw,!!
Perhaps I might help you evade the Count if you tell me where you got that cravat.  Do 
they embroider?!!
Sincerely,!!
A Friend!!
 !!
ps -- Count Petofi, this was not sent by Aristede!
 !
823/824!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!
If you learn anything, it's the capacity for a good bluff and a healthy stock of gypsy 
friends.  Keep them on the property, my boy!!!
Love,!!
Quentin!
 !
825!
Petofi, Count Andreas!
From Count Andreas Petofi: Exceeding the Grasp, an autobiographical gift of letters, 
lore, and lyrics.  Volume XII!!
Young love always causes my heart (whose size is vast -- nay near-limitless)  to swell to 
its full and hearty plumpness.  This is especially true when I am the father.  In the case 



of Amanda Harris, it was I who gave CD Tate the power to manifest his will, thus I must 
humbly assume credit for her magnificence.!!
Unfortunately, he never mastered fois gras as a subject.!!
Tragic, really.!
 !
826!
Romana, King Johnny!
Royal Proclamation:!!
Wild flowers of the field!  Wild birds of the air!!!
It is time for Hunt the Weasel!  All may participate!!!
Signed,!!
King Johnny Romana!!
PS – Those who accompany me, please remember my edict regarding the mules.!
 !
827!
Romana, King Johnny!
Royal Proclamation:!!
Wild flowers of the field!  Wild birds of the air!!!
Today, we reclaim the Hand of Count Petofi.  I am wearing my cape in observance of 
this event, and all heads of Families must follow suit.!!
Signed,!!
King Johnny Romana!!
PS – Those who accompany me, thank you for patronizing Braithwaite and Sons.  We 
owe the youth our very lives.  May he live a long, long life!!
 !
828!
Bouchard, Angelique!
Dear Barnabas,!!
Today, I do all I can for young Jameson.  I, too, have puzzled over the strange 
persistence of resemblance in the Collins line.  In the case of the link between Jameson 
and David, it is stronger and more confounding than ever.  I am causing the youth great 
pain, but it is in the name of saving his life.!!



My motives are opaque to you, but Petofi has something I want, and the Master of 
Darkness needs Quentin Collins.  He is a man of destiny.  You are just a man.  When 
you are not a monster.!!
Sincerely,!!
Angelique Collins-Collins!
 !
829!
Collins, Barnabas!
FROM THE DESK OF EDWARD COLLINS!!
President – Collins Shipping!!
 !!
Employees –!!
Today, the literate among you you may read of my return.!!
There have been rumors of eccentric behavior from me.  This, itself, is madness.  I am 
as reasonable and patient as ever.!!
To that end: if you should see Barnabas Collins, please alert me at once.!!
Mr. Branstin, please come to my office at noon.  The incident regarding the Collinsport 
Little Players will now be resolved. Prepare your explanations.  !!
Signed,!!
EJC!
 !
830!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!
I'm not one for goodbyes.  There is a curse that will destroy us all if I don't take action.!!
One of two things will happen.  Whichever outcome, thank Magda.!!
Apologies,!!
Quentin!
 !
831!
Collins, Quentin II!



Dear Jameson,!!
Trask's senility may be to our advantage.  He keeps threatening my life all over again 
for the first time.!!
Q.!
 !
832!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!
I am free of the curse... but not a morbid reminder.  And what if others find the painting?  
I should destroy it.  And I will.!!
Q.!
 !
833!
Delaware-Tate, Charles!
Count,!!
What have you done?  How many things have I created already?  Do you know the 
subjects you've limited me to?  You think this has released my imagination?  You've 
imprisoned it!!!
CDT!
 !
834!
Collins, Barnabas!
Tonight, it became clear that discovering who murdered Quentin Collins will be vital to 
the success of my mission.  I know how he will die.  I know when.  But knowing that is 
hardly enough.!!
To accomplish this all, I must venture forward to the "present" and communicate with 
Quentin's ghost.  From a standpoint of diplomacy, this will either be roaring success or 
the end of everything.  It is at moments like these that I realize how expendable I am.  
And yet, I am vital nonetheless.!!
Magda was sternly against the notion, suddenly making me realize that she resembles 
Julia in more than just physique.  That was all the more encouragement for me to depart 
swiftly.!!
The wands have been located.  My journey begins!!!
BC!!
 !



 !
835!
Collins, Barnabas!
My Dear Julia,!!
I am writing this letter on the fifth day of September in the year 1897.  I am locked in a 
cell in the basement of the "Old House."  In another eight hours, I will die.  It is my 
fervent hope that this letter will somehow survive time, and be brought to your attention 
in the year 1969 in order that you may know why my mission to the past was a failure.  I 
learned only in the past twenty-four hours that on September the tenth next, Quentin 
Collins will die.  As prophesied, three events were to happen before his death.  Two of 
them have.  Only the third remains; his rejection by Jameson.  My plan was to return to 
the present, contact Quentin's spirit, and find out who killed him.  With this knowledge, I 
could have prevented his death and thereby saved David Collins.  But all of this has 
been prevented by one Edward Collins, who learned my secret some months ago and 
became my implacable enemy and trapped me.  There is no escape for me.!!
I am, and shall be to the end, your good and devoted friend,!!
Barnabas Collins!
 !
836!
Hoffman, Julia!
Roger,!!
In case I do not return from my trip, know that Barnabas and I loved David very much.  I 
cannot explain more except that everything that has happened, has happened for love.!!
JH M.D.!
 !
837!
Collins, Barnabas!
Success!  And success in a fashion I never expected.  Julia somehow used the wands 
to propel herself completely back to 1897!  My letter, clutched in her hand, led to my 
liberation.  In an unfortunate turn, it appears that the good doctor's mind did not 
accompany her body.  I can vividly recall the many times that such silence from her 
would have been a glittering prize worth all of the diamonds in South Africa.  Today, we 
need her to speak as if her blood coursed with Turkish coffee.!!
With Edward in deadly pursuit of me and Quentin's potential murder in less than twenty-
four hours, I am tortured at the thought of returning to my coffin.  Can Quentin survive?  
If he is alive when I emerge, I will guard him with all of my might.  I will gladly die in his 
stead, and perhaps I shall.  Then Edward shall know what truly defines a Collins.!!
BC!!



 !
 !
838!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!
Now all I need to is for you to forgive me.  Tonight was the prophesied night.  The one in 
which I was to die.  The final sign?  Disappointing the one person I truly loved: you.  By 
the time you read this, you'll appreciate the irony.  You were furious with me for rejecting 
one lover, Beth, for another, Angelique.  I don't think either would be flattered by my 
elevation of you above them, but you deserved it.  You still do, I'm certain.!!
My life was saved by Count Petofi, making things, as our favorite bedtime writer said, 
"curiouser and curiouser."  Why the vision did not include him is still baffling, but what 
about a psychic vision does not.  You don't have them, do you?  If so, tell me what they 
say the cause is before taking any drastic cures.!!
Jameson, my boy, you have all of the brains and guts and heart that I once had.  I see 
that in you, and it makes me proud.  But do you know what else I see?  I see a sense of 
compassion and heart that I can only hope to match one day... probably when I'm old 
and gray.!!
But I doubt that day will ever come after tonight.  So be twice as compassionate, for the 
both of us.!!
Love,!!
Quentin!!
ps -- Never let life change you.  Because it'll try, my friend.  It'll try.!
 !
839!
Collins, Barnabas!
Julia is quite all right and safe -- here in the past.  The future is saved.  I would gladly 
claim the credit, but the thanks goes to Count Petofi.!!
Most triumphantly, I solved the riddle of Quentin.  His obsession with David was a 
residual regret and mad obsession with the heartbroken Jameson.  For the Quentin 
Collins of that course of history -- one now rechannelled -- died having destroyed the 
soul of the one person he loved... and no chance to atone.  The question now is what 
he shall do with this second chance at life.  Will his choices be as mine?  He has no 
Joshua or Jeremiah to guide him, although I shall do my best in their stead.  His sense 
of shock has driven him to melancholy, rather than elation.  This concerns me just as 
much.!!



Although Julia demanded that we leave this century, I have determined that we shall -- 
nay, must -- remain.  Mr. Chris Jennings' lycanthropic curse indicates that he is a 
descendant of Quentin's.  If that is the case, then Quentin's salvation from the curse 
may be key for Chris.  I am also more aware of Petofi's true threat -- and more capable 
of battling him -- than anyone.  Julia, having seen the clear benevolence and necessity 
of my reasoning, has embraced this crusade as have I.!!
At her behest, I am now submitting to her cure, although with substandard substitutions 
for her original ingredients.  Upon reconsideration, perhaps it shall be more effective!!!
BC!
 !
840!
Petofi, Count Andreas!
From Count Andreas Petofi: Exceeding the Grasp, an autobiographical gift of letters, 
lore, and lyrics.  Volume XXII!!
As you now know, my Pan-like obsession with Dr. Hoffman drove me to utter distraction 
from my work.  (I must confess that it still does, all apologies to Aristede, whose 
judgement remained bruised for some time, however he was too busy with all matters 
Judah Zachary to weigh in.) Unable to admit passion's industry, even to myself, my 
desire to venture into the future was all the more exacerbated.  Was it to escape her 
temptations or was it to familiarize myself with her time to make myself a more 
admirable suitor?  That question is best resolved by historians, composers, poets, and 
lovers of love.!!
 !
 !
841!
Collins, Barnabas!
Beth Chavez, a quiet and efficient domestic, made a most efficient agent, able to 
infiltrate Petofi's secured lair and escape unnoticed.  So skilled was she that I now see 
her as unable of failing it.  The task called for one who would not make herself 
conspicuous.  I applaud her inability to conspicuously act.!!
BC!
 !
842!
Bouchard, Angelique!
Dear Barnabas,!!
To help me in my love -- yes, I think the word 'love' is most appropriate -- for Quentin 
Collins, I have agreed to help you in your escape from Edward Collins and battle with 
Count Petofi.!!
I find it delicious that it will involve the one object that defies your overwhelming vanity.!



!
Most Sincerely,!!
The future Mrs. Quentin Collins!!
 !
 !
843!
Petofi, Count Andreas!
From Count Andreas Petofi: Exceeding the Grasp, an autobiographical gift of letters, 
lore, and lyrics.  Volume V!!
When Beth Chavez was overcome with her womanly impulses at the sight of my tousled 
locks, so like those of a Grecian god that they are, my heart grew positively bulbous 
with pity, and thus, I had little choice but to accept her as what I had hoped would be a 
loyal and capable assistant.  The luck she displayed with regard to tossing the I Ching 
wands was regrettable in the extreme.  As regrettable, I learned, as was her rather 
gustatorially flaccid execution of béchamel sauce.  Granted, it must be mild, but it was 
as if I were consuming a ramekin of thickened water... almost as disturbing as the 
shadow realm to which she journeyed in her trance of the I Ching.!
 !
844!
Collins, Barnabas!
There was a time when I considered Collinwood, with all of its duplicates of people I 
knew and loved (and hated) in my own time -- to be an illusion.  This fog cleared, but 
when it did, nothing stood in its place; I still lack any explanation.  I have ignored that for 
some time, but my concern has returned.  Not long after the loss of Miss Rachel 
Drummond, Collinwood has now seen the arrival of Lady Kitty Hampshire, truly the 
same duplicate of Josette as was (or shall be) Miss Margaret Evans.!!
I have ignored these manifestations (or transferred them to Miss Winters) for too long.  
Fate has determined that I have her again.  I shall not allow destiny to go unheeded.!!
BC!
 !
845!
Trask, Charity!
Police!!
Blood.  He took so much blood.  Aint never seen someone bleed like that.  How much 
blood was in there?  Mine?  Was mine in there?  The Vampire is dead.  He wont bother 
no one no more.!!
 !
 !
846!



Soames, Katherine!
Dear Prof. Fields,!!
Things in Maine have gone as smoothly as anticipated.  Attached is a melody I've 
written down.  Please investigate.  I will compensate you in the manner with which 
you've become accustomed.!!
K.!!
 !!
 !
 !
847!
Collins, Barnabas!
Dear Quentin,!!
Julia will tell you that you must leave Collinsport at once.  In any fashion that you 
choose to define the Future, it is in danger if you do not heed her.!!
There is a small sum for you under the speckled brick in the north wall of the 
mausoleum.  Use it.  Have no sentiment.  The more you love Collinwood, the farther 
you must go.!!
Most sincerely,!!
Barnabas Collins,!!
Architect!
 !
848!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!
My life is replete with lovers.  Find the truest of loves among them?  I always think I've 
found it -- until I haven't.  However, being with a woman is the surest way to attract 
others, and when you attract others, you will eventually attract the right gal.  Better a 
lovable cad than a noble nomad, at least for men like us.!!
And you may actually find true love.  Sounds like love poetry?  Playwrights invent.  
Poets, my friend, describe.!!
Love,!!
Quentin!
 !



849!
Petofi, Count Andreas!
From Count Andreas Petofi: Exceeding the Grasp, an autobiographical gift of letters, 
lore, and lyrics.  Volume XIV!!
The Prodigal Aristede returned from his cowardly escape to Boston to the 
disappointment of all.  His ignorance -- which is vast -- led him to believe that presenting 
me with a new cravat and a cask of chowder (allegedly strapped to the roof of the train) 
would excuse his absence.  In fact, I reveled in his lack of presence in my life!  
However, I am a man of my word, and as a result of that damnably lost bet at White's 
gentlemen's club, I was obligated to take the scamp back into my cozy and loving fold.!!
That same evening, my attempt to liberate Dr. Hoffman with a powerful love potion 
failed miserably due, I believe, to an excess of tumeric.  Having caught sight of the 
tincture, I quickly explained it was mere poison.  Ah, what a shy youth was I.  However, 
it led to a discovery of titanic importance. I finally understood the secret of time travel.  
At the very least, I was beginning to. In thanks to a vision of my lovely assistant, Beth 
Chavez, I saw that Quentin had indeed made the journey and was alive and well in 
1969.  He had survived to that fantastic time.!!
Better yet, I had every reason to believe that Aristede had not!!
 !
850!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!
If you ever have to fight, make sure it's with an artist.  Down like a house of cards.  And 
never fight fair; a fair fight is one you might lose.!!
I left Collinwood tonight.  Well, I planned to.  But we both know what happened.!!
Love,!!
Quentin!
 !
851!
Bouchard, Angelique!
Dear Barnabas,!!
I'm sure your laughter would be roaring through Collins Hall this night, but I ask for 
some measure of guidance.  Am I a wrathful woman?  If so, it is always in response to 
the betrayal of men.  I am baffled as to what I lack.  First you, and now Quentin.  I am 
far from perfect, but what must I do to hold the attention of men over women who would 
redefine mediocrity had they the initiative.!!
A.!



 !
852!
 !
FROM THE DESK OF EDWARD COLLINS!
President - Collins Shipping!
 !!
Employees --!!
Today, the literate among you you may read in the Collinsport Star society pages that I 
have been seen sitting at an hygenic distance at the Collinsport Square gazebo with 
Kitty Soames, Lady of Hampshire.!!
I assure you that her husband, the Lord, is quite dead.  I speak, of course, of the Lord of 
Hampshire and not the Abrahamic God, about whose health inquiry is fruitless.!!
Mr. Branstin, please come to my office at noon.  The incident of the shorn mandrill 
demands immediate accounting. Prepare for such.  !!
Signed,!!
EJC!
 !
853!
Hoffman, Julia!
Dear Barnabas,!!
Had the oddest meeting today, and you may never forgive me.  I spent time with 
Angelique just... talking.  Somewhere in there is a woman.  I know you say that a witch 
isn't human.  It's some kind of separate kind of life that only imitates what it remembers 
of humanity.  But if that's so, how can she love?  She does.  She loves Quentin, and she 
loves you.  She's just waiting to be loved in return.  Maybe that's it.  Something like that 
would make a human sad.  Very sad.  We wouldn't turn homicidal, though.  That may be 
where she shows her inhumanity.  All of that power, and it's useless.  She doesn't want 
to force people to love her, yet she has the power to leave them with no other options. 
But attracting someone without trying?  That's something that we do without effort.  If I 
were Angelique, that would seem like the ultimate power because it would be the one 
power out of her reach.!!
Taking that a step further, what if her very inhumanity is what prevents people from 
loving her?  I'm not talking about something behavioral, Barnabas.  I'm talking about 
something biological.  Perhaps it's something that triggers a natural aversion, the way 
many animals can sense predators.!!
I must study this.  It's a perverse notion, but if I had a sample of her blood, I might be 
able to attempt a cure.!



!
I'm glad you're away.  I doubt we could have these conversations under any other 
circumstances.!!
Miss you,!!
Julia!
 !
854!
Petofi, Count Andreas!
From Count Andreas Petofi: Exceeding the Grasp, an autobiographical gift of letters, 
lore, and lyrics.  Volume VIII!!
"I am the fire in the air, the water in the earth, the powers in all the stars.  You will hear 
the rustling of leaves in a thousand tres telling you change is upon you.  So it is and so 
it shall be, forever more!"!!
And this, Gentle Reader, is how you begin to seize the mind of a man like Quentin 
Collins.  That, along with the other techniques I outlined in the chart on index b, makes 
the process shockingly simple.  So don't abuse it!!
 !
855!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!
If, by the time you read this, I have been wearing a large ring and acting in any way 
unlike myself, do everything in your power to find a large portrait of me (there is only 
one) and destroy it.  I beg you.!!
Q.!
 !
856!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Edward,!!
Find a man who looks like Quentin, capture him, and kill him.  If you have doubts ask 
him about when we played soldier by the cave on your fifteenth birthday.  Please 
Edward.  Please. HE IS NOT QUENTIN.  HE IS NOT A COLLINS.!!
Your brother,!!
Quentin!!
(ed. note -- no postmark.  Unsent?)!
 !
857!



Petofi, Count Andreas!
From Count Andreas Petofi: Exceeding the Grasp, an autobiographical gift of letters, 
lore, and lyrics.  Volume XX!!
Was it an onus to abandon the my naturally pleasing and curvaceous physique for the 
body of Quentin Collins?  Of course.  My natural body, although arguably ungainly in 
certain situations, maintained the tight density from my days as a wrestler, a sport at 
which Aristede could attest I was still quite adept... with the right mental and ritualistic 
preparation.  Gentle Reader, look to the full-bellied warrior-tribesmen of the savage 
regions; they will prove that the womanly eye does not naturally seek an intimidatingly 
tall and poorly-fed specimen of manhood.  Quite the opposite, as explained in my 
address before the Royal Society.!!
Nevertheless, I sacrificed my body in the name of the future, science, and the arts.  
Always the arts.!!
 !
 !
858!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!
At the moment I have found one person to believe me -- and believe in me -- I lose 
them.  If only you were ready to help me.  You probably could, but that's a danger to 
which I could never expose you.  As an old man, you may meet a special woman 
named Julia Hoffman.  A doctor, no less!  Thank her.!!
Love,!!
Quentin!!
 !
 !
859!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!
My battle with Petofi is hardly over, but this body is an excellent advertisement for clean 
living.!!
Q.!
 !
860!
Trask, Charity!
YOU ARE CORDIALLY INVITED!
to a live!



SÉANCE!
demonstrating the!
SCIENCE !
of!
SPIRITUALISM!!
What's to help Lady Hampshire learn the meaning of her ghost.!
with!
MISS PANSY FAYE!
of!
THE CITY OF LONDON!
 !
861!
Collins, Judith!
Household Ledger!!
Returned this evening to find some manner of spiritualism happening.  My wayward 
stepdaughter seems to be demented.!!
Met one "Count Petofi."!!
In any event, I will resolve each matter in turn.!!
Mrs. Gregory Trask!!
 !
 !
862!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!
When pulling a double-cross on the sorcerer who stole your body, trust the help of a 
devil worshipper.!!
Love,!!
Quentin!
 !
863!
Petofi, Count Andreas!
From Count Andreas Petofi: Exceeding the Grasp, an autobiographical gift of letters, 
lore, and lyrics.  Volume II!!
I knew Quentin was a true brother as he attempted to: a) drug me with powerful 
intoxicants during a demonic ceremony and, b) have my soul ripped from his immortal 
form and back into my own body.  It was a desperate gambit dashed by my own 



constitution, resolve, and constant diet, rich in roughage.  I applaud his maneuver, 
however.  At that moment, who would not want to be Quentin Collins?!
 !
864!
Bouchard, Angelique!
Dear Barnabas,!!
Quentin is not the man he seemed.  I have no idea to whom I'm engaged.!!
You are every bit the man I made you.  When you see those words, you think of a 
monster.!!
I know monsters.  You are not.  You are Barnabas.  Not, perhaps, my Barnabas.  But 
Barnabas, nonetheless.!!
Yours,!!
Angelique!
 !
865!
Petofi, Count Andreas!
From Count Andreas Petofi: Exceeding the Grasp, an autobiographical gift of letters, 
lore, and lyrics.  Volume IX!!
My life is replete with triumphs and regrets.  Using fire to incapacitate Angelique so that 
the Hand might drain her life and will?!!
I regret that.!
 !
866!
Soames, Katherine!
Dear Mother,!!
Everything is going splendidly here at Collinwood.  I would not be surprised if, by the 
time you read this, Edward has asked me to marry him.  You may mark down this day, 
October the 20th, 1797 as the turning point.!!
Your loving daughter,!!
Josette Dupres!!
(ed. note.  Unsent.)!
 !
867!
Collins, Barnabas!



Stumbling from my cave and dazed from a lack of injections, I still had the wits to divert 
attention from Petofi's inauspicious amanuensis.  It had been quite a while since the 
childhood theatrical of RALPH ROISTER DOISTER in which I had some small part.  
Nevertheless, Aristede was a most receptive audience to my grand return to the stage 
of life.  The new play has begun.  Now, to execute the rest.!!
With pleasure.!!
BC!
 !
868!
Collins, Barnabas!
As a younger man, I stared in wonder at John Philip Kemble.  O, how he could quake 
the core of my spirit with a heartrending death scene.  How rare it is for even an 
amateur player such as I to plunge into a rousing birth scene!  But I was born anew... 
and this has never been more so than when fainting over my own corpse.  Too purple?  
Perhaps, but the gun-toting audience of Quentin and Edward deserved all of the 
trimmings!!!
BC!
 !
869!
Collins, Barnabas!
The look upon Reverend Trask's face when I gazed lovingly upon the cross he 
brandished was, dare I say it?  Heavenly! !
Of course, our generation of Clan Collins was (as were many of my age) composed of 
noted freethinkers -- to Aunt Abigail's consternation.  It is best that he only measured my 
reaction in the biological, rather than ontological, sense.!
BC!
 !
870!
Collins, Barnabas!
Tonight, Josette was again in my arms.  Of course, it was shortly after her wedding 
announcement.  Shall history play itself out as it did before, with Edward in the guise of 
Jeremiah?  Edward, who so resembles my father?!!
But will he come between us, or will it be her current vessel, not yet unbound?  With 
Angelique now in league with me, shall I face jeopardy from her once more?!!
BC!
 !
871!
Collins, Barnabas!
The shock of seeing the dashing Quentin snugly encased within the meaty layers of 
Petofi's generous flab is as disturbing as it is amusing.  Still, to know that I will fight 
alongside him, with Angelique in our ranks, bolsters my confidence.!



!
Although Angelique gave me nightly injections of Julia's serum whilst in the cave, the 
new formulation rendered me into a state of almost constant slumber.  Her tart epistles 
were strange company, indeed.!!
BC!!
 !
 !
872!
Petofi, Count Andreas!
From Count Andreas Petofi: Exceeding the Grasp, an autobiographical gift of letters, 
lore, and lyrics.  Volume IV!!
Damn the Scots!  My journey to the future was a delight and a vast disappointment.  By 
the year 1969, I had dearly hoped for the penny farthing to be de regueur.  Happily, I 
was greeted by a twin of Lady Kitty Soames whose clothing appeared to have been 
horribly shortened.  A punishment?  And thus, I fear Scotland even more, and all the 
more, my desire to conquer them burned within me. The vision (plus the vigorous 
shaking by Beth Chavez) caused me to writhe on the floor in the future, and then return 
to the present.!
 !
873!
Collins, Barnabas!
Does simplicity -- not simple-mindedness -- come from strength or vice-versa?  Perhaps 
they are totally unrelated, but today, I felt both.  Without fear, I admitted my love for 
Josette to the woman I believe, nay, know is the reincarnation.  Later, I was accosted by 
Petofi (inhabiting Quentin's body) who was quite the cock-of-the-walk.  One quite 
plucked by the loss of his Hand's power.  I always thought that my history with the Beast 
left me an human bearing the mark of Cain.  I now see that the Beast has granted me a 
residual strength.!!
The only worrying dimension is that the portrait has gone quite missing, uniting Petofi, 
Quentin, and me in a single goal.  For now.!!
BC!
 !
874!
Collins, Barnabas!
The events of my life are now beyond my reckoning, however I cannot be so narcissistic 
as to believe that I, alone, am the lightning rod for fate.  Perhaps I am simply more 
aware of these forces than the average man.  Perhaps I am simply a victim of statistics, 
existing at some bizarre end of the bell curve of some larger plan of which we are barely 
aware.!!



I only know this; Josette is in my arms.  She loves me as a man.  There is no threat.  No 
interference.  No sabotage.!!
Simply love.!!
My name has brought nothing but pain and tragedy for those who have known it, and 
none more than I.  "Barnabas Collins" is not a man for whom good fortune is destined.  
And yet....!!
I have been brought to 1897 to battle the ghost of a cad -- one who has transformed 
before me into a true Collins.  In doing so, I was just at the right place and time to meet 
a villain strong enough to persuade Angelique to abandon the evil within her heart.  In 
doing so, I was just at the right place and the right time to be revived as a living man in 
order to evade my own family.  In doing so, I was just in the right place and the right 
time to meet Josette.  Not Miss Evans nor Miss Winters, but Josette.!!
Thinking back to that night of Widow's Hill, the night of her death, I cannot feel as if a 
larger wheel is turning.  How many times has it rudely struck me from Rosinante and 
into the earth?  Today, it lifts me to the stars.  Shall it eventually carry me downward?  I 
have no power over this.  No, as I ascend into indigo and crystalline perfection of night, I 
find that Josette's hand is in mine.  It is neither clutched nor clutching.  She is loved and 
I am loved.  We are, for this moment, simply one.!!
On this one night, I am very thankful to say that my name is Barnabas Collins, and, at 
long last, I have found peace in this glorious, moonlit night that has fallen across the 
great estate of Collinwood.!
 !
875!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!
Victory.  Defeat.  Back in my body, but Beth didn't know it.!!
Widow's Hill has claimed another.!!
No.  It wasn't Widow's Hill.  The blame rests in one word:!!
Collins.!!
Go elsewhere and find happiness, my friend.!!
Love,!!
Quentin!!
 !



 !
876!
Petofi, Count Andreas!
From Count Andreas Petofi: Exceeding the Grasp, an autobiographical gift of letters, 
lore, and lyrics.  Volume XXIII!!
Having been the victim of several attacks by them in my green days as an au pair, I can 
state with some authority that Aristede stabs like a little girl.  Had I thrown the blade, I 
would have pierced my own skull!  Gladly.  But Aristede is a lover of beauty, and leaving 
my visage intact to be wept for and celebrated in repose?  He saw that it was the only 
rational choice.  His inept method of attempted assassination was chosen with an eye 
toward posterity.  It was a rare moment of wisdom for the insidious imp, and for that, I 
thank him.!
 !
877!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!
If you get the chance to torture a bully, enjoy it for those who can't.  Aristede is a man 
with whom you had little contact, but he is an excellent example.!!
Love,!!
Quentin!!
 !
 !
878!
Blackwood, Garth!
ARISTEDE:!!
YOU LIVED AS A CRIMINAL AND YOU SHALL DIE AS ONE.!!
-- BLACKWOOD!
 !
879!
Collins, Judith!
Dear Gregory,!!
You always dreamed of a stunning monument for your final resting place.  Is there one 
more splendid than Collinwood?!!
I recall your fondness of quoting from Julius Caesar, 3.2.!!
The evil men that men do lives after them:!!



The good is oft interred with their bones.!!
Regarding the latter, you are an exceptional man.!!
In faith,!!
Judith Collins!!
 !!
 !
 !
880!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Jameson,!!
Beth came to me tonight and forgave me.!!
Forgiveness is the one thing we spend our whole lives seeking.  Why doesn't it ease the 
pain?!!
Q.!
 !
881!
Trask, Charity!
Dearest Quentin,!!
We all have a history, love.  You're the best part of mine.!!
Always,!!
Miss Pansy Faye!!
(ed. note. Found on back of "French" postcard. Image faded and no longer visible.  
Sunlight damage?)!
 !
882!
Collins, Barnabas!
For the first time, my heart is leaden with pity for Angelique.  Her escape from Hell was 
on the contingent that she persuade an human to love her without the aid of 
supernatural ability.  What was her first approach?!!
A threat.!!
Nothing makes me want to love her more.  If only I could.  I understand so little at 
Collinwood, and nothing more so than myself.!



!
BC!!
 !
 !
883!
Petofi, Count Andreas!
From Count Andreas Petofi: Exceeding the Grasp, an autobiographical gift of letters, 
lore, and lyrics.  !
Afterword.!
Using that method, you may, as I, render yourself eternally fireproof.  I had known it for 
years, but it took that evening in Tate's studio to give it a bash.  You should expect other, 
concomitant great things when you join the fold of the fireproof.  To wit: your vision will 
improve considerably!  So, those cursed with spectacles?  Make a spectacle of yourself!  
Chant the secret words (see appendix d), grab your scrying mirror, and leap into a 
bonfire.  It will be a fine decision.  One I endorse with hearty vigor!!!
After the thinner and other noxious elements surrounding me (including a particularly 
vulgar study of a troublesome Greek) created malodorous fumes and deadly flames, I 
was given pause to reflect.  And while taking that pause and being strangled by the 
chain of a maniacal Garth Blackwood within my own, toppling funeral pyre, I gently 
began to suspect that there was more sour than sweet about my days in Collinsport, 
Maine.  Yes, I was a tad crestfallen.  But, as I quickly learned, there is more than one 
family of aristocratic immortals on Earth!  That is how I found myself in the somewhat 
infamous underbelly of Vatican City.!!
Of course, a quick twist of the self-defense of Petofiatsu handily dispatched Blackwood, 
but such martial memories are somewhat crass and vainglorious to repeat.  All I shall 
say is that, yes, there is a maneuver that can shatter every bone in a man's body at 
once.  Even a man from Hell.  Yes, of course, I know it.  And, yes, you may find it in the 
diagram on page 829 of this volume.  (Merry Saturnalia!)  I merely ask is that you use it 
with a modicum of discretion.  Should you be moved to triumphantly bellow the name, 
"Petofi!" while administering the strike, I will be horribly embarrassed, but not so much 
as to spoil your enthusiasm.!!
Eventually, having gained the Elixir of Infinity that I sought, I escaped the Vatican City 
catacombs as a man beyond death's bony reach.  In the decades that followed, I found 
a renewed -- and quite immortal -- sense of purpose... as well as romances, follies, 
wars, schemes, triumphs, misadventures, changes of heart (several times over), a 
successful career in acting, and so very much more... not the least of which was the 
confounding, infuriating, and lasting friendship with my oldest enemy and dearest friend, 
the late Mr. Quentin Collins.!!
And the gypsies never caught up with me.!!
***!



!
I leave you now, Gentle Reader.  You have my benediction to seize the zest of life! 
Learn all that you can, embrace those you love, punish the hated, indulge the senses, 
choose without fear, and approach each horizon as a wondrous, new land of devilish 
delights, ripe for conquest.!!
Who are we to deny destiny's bounty?  We haven't the time.!!
Go forth, my friend.  Conquer.  And love.!
HELLFIRE!!
 !
884!
Collins, Barnabas!
The Wheel of Fortuna has completed its ritual.!!
I have lost her.!!
BC!
 !
885!
Collins, Barnabas!
The year is 1796.  How?!!
It is the evening of Widow's Hill.!!
I am armed with the two weapons unsuspected by Angelique: the power of knowledge 
and years of adventure.  I am hardly the callow youth of that night.!!
BC!
 !
886!
Scroll of Leviathan!
THIRD SCROLL OF LEVIATHAN!!
In the night beyond night, the Blind Traveler will come.!!
 !!
He shall be blessed with sight by Mother Earth and Brother Fire.!!
He will shed the skin of ignorance.!!
And on the cusp of the Unknown Time, he will take them to Ancient Father's new realm.!!
The Son shall make known the Unknown.!!



In His image.!!
 !!
 !!
 !
 !
886.5!
Josette Dupres!
Dear Countess,!!
I am going far away with Barnabas.  Do not follow me, for the path will cause you pain.  
Simply know that I love you.!!
Sincerely,!!
Josette Collins!
 !
887!
Hoffman, Julia!
Tuesday, October 18!!
1969!!
Its now been over a month since I returned from my strange and terrifying journey to 
another time.  I've waited here every night at the Old House, hoping that Barnabas 
would somehow give me a sign.  But there's been nothing.  When I first returned, I 
frequently heard voices from the past, faint voices that frightened me. For I didn't know if 
they inhabited the same rooms as I or merely the dark and tormented corridors of my 
mind.  For I have not heard the voices in days.  I am beginning to fear that Barnabas 
Collins is trapped in the past and lost to me forever. !!
I must not, I will not give up hope, though there seems so little left now.!!
JHMD!
 !
888!
Julia!
In the absence of Barnabas, I can only concentrate on what is here: the issue of Chris 
Jennings.  After many rounds of blood work, I can't find anything unusual.  Barnabas' 
condition was supernaturally-induced, but I could fight it with medical science.  Not this.  
It was a happy irony that I found a Charles Delaware Tate painting at the Todd's antique 
shop.  From what I understand, he may still be alive!!!
JHMD!



 !
889!
Hoffman, Julia!
Barnabas has returned.  I never thought I'd see it.  Unfortunately, happiness is mixed 
with ambivalence.  He seems cold and remote.  Yes, he's never been smiles and hugs.  
I think I got a curt nod, once, but that's been it.  Was it the trip?  Or was it something 
else that happened after I left?  He's always been sensitive, but now he seems arguably 
hostile.  I am very glad he's back, but there is more to worry about than celebrate 
tonight.!!
JHMD!
 !
890!
Hoffman, Julia!
Someone else is now trying to get the Tate painting.  Why?!!
The Tate was painted twenty years ago, and I am on the verge of finding out whether he 
is still alive.  If so, he might be able to create a painting of Chris Jennings.  That could 
be a cure akin to what Quentin had.  I can't let the opportunity pass.!!
Barnabas' behavior becomes more bizarre and polarized.  He is obsessed with securing 
an antique box that, and I am not joking, breathes.  Yes, I'm concerned.  But with others, 
he's lollipops and roses.!!
Worst of all, he's needlessly pessimistic about the chances of the Tate painting and 
arguably hostile toward the notion of Quentin's survival.  Dismissive, at least.!!
JHMD!
 !
891!
Todd, Philip!
Today, we were "given" a most unusual box, clearly of some value and craftsmanship.  
We've never been given anything.  I suppose he's a generous man looking to help out a 
new shop.  Still, I mistrust just being handed something.  It can't opened, but Megan 
swears she hears something moving inside of it.!!
Note: we may still get the Hitchcock chair.!!
- Philip!
 !
892!
Stoddard, Carolyn!
Paul Stoddard is alive and home.  My father.!
 !
893!
Stoddard, Carolyn!



He's not guilty.  She's not guilty.  It's like a fairy tale and Shakespeare, mixed together.  
Okay, so just untangle it.!!
That won't be easy.  But my father's everything Jason said!!!
I can't believe I just wrote that down.!
 !
894/895!
Stoddard, Carolyn!
Megan and Philip and the baby.  She's too unstable to raise him.  Well, to raise either of 
them.    She's now raving about people trying to kill her.  I don't know if it's my business.  
I don't know the right people to call.  Not Sheriff Patterson.  Not the hospital.  Doctor 
Hoffman?!!
Carolyn!
 !
896!
Hoffman, Julia!
Tonight, I met the woman so ardently interested in my Tate painting; a very thinly 
disguised Amanda Harris.  Either her or a "granddaughter" (as she claimed). However, 
every time I baited the hook with references to Tate portraits or Quentin Collins, she bit 
like a starving piranha.  Why she would lie to me is baffling, but far more time has 
passed for her than I since we last saw one another.!!
JHMD!
 !
897!
Jennings, Chris!
Dear Carolyn,!!
I received a very, um, passionate visitor at a very crucial time, and I have to know --!!
Who is Quentin Collins and where can I find him?!!
Yours,!!
Chris!
 !
898!
Stoddard, Paul!
Don't think I haven't noticed you.  You think that you can frighten me with your threats 
about "December 4 Payment Due," but I know you're following me.  You branded me 
with this mark.  What do you want?  You can't frighten me away from my daughter or 
Collinsport.  You can't.  I won't allow it.  I won't.  Because I sit within the flame.  You 
should have guessed that.  You should have seen it.  Yes, I should have seen it.  I am 



Paul Stoddard and payment is due.  PAYMENT IS DUE.  But I won't give it.  I don't even 
know what you mean.  No, no, no.!
 !
899!
Stoddard, Carolyn!
Mother,!!
Think of how you have changed in less than three years.  You leave the house and 
laugh and wear red.  Was that you?  For 18 years, was that you?  No.  You changed.  
You are a better person.  Why won't you afford my father -- MY FATHER -- the same 
chance?  Is he the Great Jameson Collins?  No.  No one is, and Roger and my father 
went through hell in that man's shadow.!!
Mother, I love you, but I don't love how you're treating me.!!
Carolyn!
 !
900!
Stoddard, Paul!
Things have not gone well, but at least I have Carolyn.  She came in just as the Naga 
brand burned like the Devil's kiss.  Now I have her amulet.  And she WILL persuade Liz, 
and I WILL be back.!!
I will.!!
-- Paul Stoddard!
 !
901!
Stoddard, Paul!
I have made the mistake of loving my daughter.  Love condemns everyone whom it 
touches, but none more so than right now.!
 !
903!
Jennings, Chris!
Dr. Hoffman has me convinced that Olivia Corey (!) holds the key to my cure.  She's a 
bad liar and probable thief, so that leads me to believe that she's right.!!
But magic paintings.  Really?  Really?!!
Then again, I would have said the same thing about becoming "it."!!
Chris!
 !
902!
Elizabeth Collins Stoddard!
eSc!



- C O L L I N W O O D -!
Collinsport, Maine 04605!
I don't think I should have feared death.  I should have feared my own family.!!
ECS!
 !
904!
Elizabeth Collins Stoddard!
eSc!
- C O L L I N W O O D -!
Collinsport, Maine 04605!
David stole a book, and while that is inherently (poor choice of words) shameful, I am 
more disturbed by the nature of the book.  It smells foul, has bizarre -- almost 
impossible -- art, and the words within it are not only of a foreign language, but one that 
makes me want to submit to an attack of nausea when I look at them.  I know this 
because the sensation goes away when I take my eyes from the words.!!
I can imagine David stealing a book on anatomy or one of Harry Johnson's men's 
adventure magazines, but why this?!!
This morning, I woke up from a most disquieting dream, the specifics of which escape 
me.  But I have no recollection of going to sleep, much less taking off my makeup, etc.!!
What on Earth is happening?!
 !
905!
Hoffman, Julia!
Quentin Collins is alive, and Barnabas is totally indifferent.!!
Chris Jennings and Julia Hoffman.  Are we the last lines of defense?  And what or who 
is the enemy?  Quentin could not have appeared at a more ideal time.!!
JHMD!
 !
906!
Todd, Alexander!
ALEX!!
I found a mask today.  It was from far away. I liked it.  It looked better than this dumb 
face I have to put on. It was like me but it does not look like me.!
 !
907!
Stoddard, Paul!
I returned home to find allies.  Instead, I found my ex-wife.  I think she's been infected 
by a some kind of cult, perhaps led by Barnabas Collins.!!



Or, she's just my ex-wife.!!
-- Paul Stoddard!
 !
908!
Stoddard, Paul!
Tonight, I met their... what?  Messiah.  Leader?  A boy.  A nasty, mean, cruel little boy.  
The little cherub has everyone wound around that tiny finger of his.  One I intend to 
break.  Along with everything other bone.!!
-- Paul Stoddard!
 !
909!
Collins, Quentin II!
A new beginning.  Might as well get some of this down.  The doctor seems to think 
keeping a diary is good idea, and at this point, there are no bad ones.!!
Here goes...!!
Hit by a car.  Or that's why I was in the hospital.  Hell, I don't even remember that.!!
I have the right wallet, the right ID, the right name... I suppose.  "All I need is the girl"?  I 
need a lot more than that.  I'm being helped by a Doctor Hoffman to regain my memory 
and my identity, but I'm not sure I want to be "Grant Douglas,: with the sleazy address 
and a matchbook from a sleazier bar.  I am accused of being Quentin Collins.  But he'd 
be a century old, and there's not enough Geritol in the world to make that happen.!!
My name is Grant Douglas, not Quentin Collins.  But neither mean a damned thing.!!
 !
 !
910!
TE Stokes!
Gentlemen,!!
Well, Nakamura has done it again, the marvelous fiend.  He was the first to discover 
that the landscape was a thinly-disguised Tate, which means that the "perfect woman" 
underneath is his creation.  Given Tate's alleged taste in women, I am amazed she 
doesn't look like she should be at the rather extreme and specialized end of a Soho 
seraglio.  (That got your attention, Sir Moxley!)!!
How many of Tate's fanciful creations have we fought?  I am so pleased he stopped 
drawing the covers to pulp adventures.  But if he is alive and decides to indulge his 
imagination once more, we shall strengthen ourselves with a quaff of Plymouth and 
greet him with a searing blast of...!!



HELLFIRE!!!
On the Team Eliot Stokes!
 !
911!
Collins, Quentin II!
Tonight, I was dragged into a dusty room and made to listen to an old record.!!
A thorough waste of time that I cannot get off my mind.!!
 !!
Grant?  John Doe?!
 !
912!
TE Stokes!
Gentlemen,!!
The damnably enterprising Doctor Hoffman is off again on a deadly crusade and leaving 
me out of the fun.  All because I have to give some insipid lecture at the altar of that 
fatheaded Margaret Mead, darling of the department chair.  My day will come.  My day 
will come.!!
In any event, the too-good Doctor has found through Oswald (grand show) that both 
layers of the painting are Tates.  Not only that, but it's all connected to a Harrison 
Monroe (pull files), an elderly eccentric who sounds like Our Kind of Man.  Is it CDT, 
himself?  I would tell you, but instead, I have to spread lies and propaganda about the 
true nature of the Samoans.!!
Samoans.  Why is it always the Samoans?  We'll roast their boar in the hearty flames 
of...!!
HELLFIRE!!!
T'd Off Eliot Stokes!!
 !
 !
913/914!
Hoffman, Julia!
My visit to Harrison Monroe was extraordinary even in the realm that I'm used to.  
Through his own art, Charles Delaware Tate has kept himself young... but strangely 
frozen and isolated under an assumed name.!!
In short, he was no help at all.  But he presents another dimension to this mystery.  
Barnabas, I need you.!



!
JHMD!
 !
915!
Collins, Barnabas!
A mistake was made.  For the first time since I was torn from 1796, I am free... and I am 
more enslaved than ever.  The Leviathans demanded that I kill Julia, and this was one 
demand that I could not brook.  Down to my core, I knew this was wrong.  It awakened 
me!  Yes, I was aware of my obligations, but they no longer occupied my free will.!!
Oberon and Haza, the leaders on earth, visited and briefly fused me with the beast -- 
my second worst fear.  They were well in control of my first: the soul of Josette.!!
I can feel them fighting my pen even now.  Julia must not die.  However, she may live as 
one of us.!!
She may live.  No more.  I can write no longer.!!
BC!
 !
916!
Collins, Quentin II!
And so I wait for her.  And I drink.!!
And at least I know that I like that.  But her?  I know she wants something, but what?  
She WANTS, but who is SHE?  I don't think she ever knew.!!
Did you ever know?  Olivia?  Actress.  Spending your life pretending to be someone 
else.!!
No clapping.!
 !
917!
Stoddard, Paul!
I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I am Paul Stoddard 
and you're all going to die.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not 
crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm 
not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I am Paul 
Stoddard and you're all going to die.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not 
crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm 
not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not 
crazy.I am Paul Stoddard and you're all going to die.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not 
crazy.I am Paul Stoddard and you're all going to die.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I am Paul 
Stoddard and you're all going to die.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not 
crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm 
not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not 



crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I am Paul Stoddard and you're all going to 
die.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I'm not crazy.I am 
Paul Stoddard and you're all going to die.I'm not crazy.!!
 !!
(ed. note.  Taken from a photograph of what appeared to be text written onto the 
mattress of the cell in the Collinsport jail.)!!
 !
 !
918!
Jennings, Chris!
Enough.!!
It's time for action.  "Grant Douglas" is taking me to that painter, and we're not leaving 
until I'm cured.  Otherwise, we'll see how "Grant" enjoy seeing me at moonrise.!!
Chris!
 !
919/920/921!
Delaware-Tate, Charles!
Dear Andreas,!!
Just as I warned you, the "androbot" you had built for me was destroyed by the first 
person who actually touched it.  If I were you, I'd get yours replaced.!!
Thanks for nothing.!!
CDT!
 !
922!
Best, Jenson!
Miss Harris:!!
I send my regards.  No need to seek me out.  I will find you.!!
Cordially,!!
Mr. Best!
 !
923!
Hoffman, Julia!
Angelique.  There is no escaping her.!!
To wit:!



!
I'm not sure if I'm a doctor or a detective.  I tracked down what I think is the missing 
painting-under-a-painting.  It belongs to a Mr. Sky Rumson... involved in publishing.  
And a crashing bore.  I don't mean to be petty, but I must.  People at work always gripe 
at me about my idiosyncratic taste in men, but better interesting than prefabricated.  I 
looked for the tab on his neck to inflate him.!!
The most perverse part is that he's married to Angelique.  I know because he has her 
portrait hug.  Not a painting that looks like her.  No.  It is the very portrait.!!
What on Earth?  I'll find out when she comes home in just a few minutes.!!
JHMD!!
 !
 !
924!
Hoffman, Julia!
There are many threats around me but, hold the presses, Angelique is not one of them.  
She is happy with this walking wedge of cheddar!  Better pining for Barnabas than this.  
But she wants nothing to do with us, and she's willing to give up the painting.!!
That should not have been so simple.!!
 !!
JHMD!
 !
925!
Todd, Michael!
MICHAEL!!
Philip had grown somewhat inauthentic.  Megan, however, believes with all of her heart. 
She should kill Philip.!!
A+!
 !
926!
Collins, Barnabas!
I once again have the will to draw a pen and paper and apply my thoughts.  When first I 
opened the Naga Box, the Vision of the New Dawn was so clear and so worth fighting 
for.  The longer I serve this cause, the more destruction and wanton death greets my 
eyes.  No cause that demands this sacrifice of innocence is worthy of support.!!
But it is worthy of assault.  That battle is inevitable.  Can I demolish this from within or 
will they seize me once more?!



!
I will fight them.  I know not the source of the strength, but I will fight them.!!
BC!
 !
927!
Todd, Michael!
MICHAEL!!
I think this form suits me quite admirably.  Megan will help me.  If she doesn't, we will all 
learn an important lesson.  So she will.!!
A+!
 !
928!
TE Stokes!
Gentlemen,!!
The digestive biscuits ease not only the digestion of nutrients, but of facts and ideas as 
well.  Too much is changing in Collinsport for it to be mere coincidence.  Personalities.  
Agendas.  Fashions.  No, this is all too like the Professor Parwan incident for my 
comfort.  The particulars are still vague, but I have not ruled out ending Collinsport on 
our own terms, as we've so often discussed.  But until then, stealth measures will be 
taken on my evening vigils.  Send the uniform.  I think it's time for Brimstone to visit.!!
Now, for some facts.  So nettlesome-but-necessary.!!
HELLFIRE!!!
T. Evil-Smasher Stokes!
 !
929!
Collins, Barnabas!
The first plan of attack is to liberate Paul Stoddard.  His experience will be vital, and I 
would see it as a great moral blow if the enemy had any.  The Resistance is forming.  
Humanity may not be perfect, but it still has a destiny, and is earning more and more of 
one with each act of defiance like this.!!
BC!
 !
930!
Collins, Barnabas!
"Absolute power corrupts absolutely," is frequently canted by victims.  How pleasant to 
see that it can strike evil as well.  The Leviathans gave me absolute power, and it 
seems that I have the ability to corrupt their agenda thoroughly with my unique powers 
over the child.  Its true form is awe-inspiring... for others.  But I have seen many things 



in my time, and for me it is little more than a tubercular carnival attraction with no 
impulse control.  This bouncing Baby Baal seems to have infected Philip and Megan 
with a peculiar bloodlust, and I seem to have the power to curb it in all three.  If I can 
direct them against each other...?!!
BC!
 !
931!
Hoffman, Julia!
I've called in every favor I can, but we're headed to Oswald's workshop.  The first Tate 
has been uncovered.  Will it shock Quentin into recognition?  I'm not certain.  If it 
doesn't work, I have no other plan.!!
I need Barnabas... and I may be gaining him back.  He's beginning to crack, and in the 
best way.  He's showing warmth and kindness.  The man is hating himself for it, and that 
inner turmoil may do my work for me.!!
JHMD!
 !
932!
Best, Jenson!
Miss Harris:!!
I know I may be getting ahead of myself, but I have left this because I know that you will 
fail my tests.  !!
Death is many things, but carefree and forgiving is not one of them.  If you thought it 
so?  Well, it was a good show.  Or it will be.!!
Cordially,!!
Mr. Best!
 !
933!
TE Stokes!
Gentlemen,!!
I have sent a number of samples over for analysis.  Put Iridian on the job, I think.  What 
is most unusual is the smell.  Very sweet.  My own aroma is that of aged leather and 
sage, while Dr. Hoffman has hints of toffee, black currant, and lime.  In other words, the 
odd and honied aroma was not of our production!  A bizarre clue.  It accompanied the 
chaos of Mr. Paul Stoddard's death at the hands (or claws) of the unseen enemy.  My 
rumpus room was a complete shambles as a result of their bizarre attack upon him.  
The autorecorder picked up the strange din of the attack, and my instamatic faithfully 
recorded each of the twisted and bloody sigils made about the room.  (Copies of all 
enclosed.)  Cavenaugh is quite WRONG about the sight of these occult signs as being 



cause for madness.  I gazed at them for hours and then had a sleep as sound as if I'd 
been shot by a rhino dart.!!
There's cat in the bush and the rifle is drawn.!!
HELLFIRE!!!
T Eliot Stokesfari!!
 !
 !
934!
TE Stokes!
Gentlemen,!!
Again, the Collinsport gendarmes have left my home with precisely the evidence they 
believe they need and precisely the information I intend them to have.  Should they 
apply it with common sense, they should survive. Bon voyage!!!
HELLFIRE!!!
T Ell Me-ot No Lies Stokes!
 !
935!
 !
Welcome home Quentin Collins!  Here I am, back in my right mind for less than minutes, 
and what do I have?  Nothing except the knowledge that the woman I've loved for nearly 
a century is dead... because I couldn't hold her when she needed me the most.  Another 
chapter begins in the long, unhappy life of yours truly.  Son, you've traveled the world 
only to find yourself back in the place you began and can never escape: the accursed 
entity called 'home,' where everyone hates you.  I would, too, if I met you when you as a 
ghost, terrifying me out of my own home.!!
All the brandy should drown out the taste of the poisoned mint they'll leave on my pillow.!!
Quentin!
 !
936!
Stoddard, Carolyn!
EULOGY!
My father was not a Collins.!
Was that enough to condemn him to die?  There are people who think that way.  There 
are people here who hated my father.  I can understand why.  He had the nerve to want 
to escape this place.  Men can't get alimony, but he needed something and had earned 
something as thanks for living like he did.  Instead, he had to run.  And there are people 
who know why.!



He loved me.  You may not believe it, but he loved me.  He showed me as much love in 
a few weeks as other did in twenty years.  That man -- who loved so much -- was 
terrified to associate with Collinsport.  This isn't innuendo; it's fact.  Anyone who would 
frighten that lovely man needs to think very hard about why and how.  What right did 
they have to extinguish that much love?!
Those people won, but not before he came back and was a wonderful father and 
teacher to one person.  My name is Carolyn Stoddard.  I'm very proud of that.  I love 
you, Daddy.  This is one day when no one will deny me that right.!
 !
937!
Collins, Barnabas!
Parenting, with notable exceptions, is an art with which the Collins name is not often 
associated.  Despite avoiding it in my younger days (as did Jeremiah), I find myself in 
the role with increasing frequency and investment.  With David and Amy, the impulse is 
natural, as natural as it was with Sarah.  But with Maggie and Carolyn, I find it 
burgeoning as well.  Am I atoning?  Am I trying to undo the damage inflicted by the 
Leviathans?  My main child, now called "Jeb," is a street-tough hooligan, totally resistant 
to command and direction.  He walks like a drunkard and speaks like a bragging sailor 
whose self-congratulation is as thick as his pate.  And this is a messiah?  I am so very 
glad that I broke free from them, if only to avoid the same-by-association with the 
"Hepcat" Hellspawn.!!
BC!
 !
938!
Collins, Barnabas!
In telling Julia of the very true events that led me to be their leader, I was arguably 
circumspect about the degree to which I retained my sanity.  I simply could not admit my 
madness.  Yes, they hold Josette's demise as a Damoclean threat, but my passionate 
enthusiasm was only allowed by how suggestible I am.  For the recent weeks, that 
memory only asserted itself in flashes, like lighting in a storm.  Were I stronger and 
more resolute of mind, I might have been impervious.  Alas, B. Collins is far from 
perfection.  Admitting this to Julia was abhorrent to me, although my ego should not be 
of chief concern.!!
BC!
 !
939!
Collins, Barnabas!
I have greater clarity of spirit toward protecting Carolyn than I ever did as agent for the 
Leviathans.  Of course, I am in my right mind, which certainly helps.!!
Dr. Hoffman's supply chest is such a cornucopia of creative ways to poison Jeb.  
Whichever shall I choose?!!
BC!



 !
940!
Collins, Barnabas!
I never knew I'd see her again.!!
Fate's opinion differed.  Today, I asked Angelique for a favor.  She accepted.  For once, I 
feel there will be no price.  Or if there is, it is one I'd gladly pay.  She seems to be happy 
as an human.  In fact, behaving as such seems axiomatic to her "parole."!!
The mention of the Leviathans elicited near-panic, a rare-sight with her.  The children of 
Diabolos, accomplishing his will while he plots at even darker designs.  But those 
designs are contingent on their victory.  Stop one and delay the other.!!
BC!
 !
941!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Andreas,!!
Well, I'm still back from the dead, so correct those drafts.!!
I actually found myself in a fistfight.  My first in decades.  Felt good.!!
To win, I reached for the bottle.  As always, my first option.!!
Waste of good hooch, too, but it makes me wonder why they had a bottle of Drambuie 
by the Royal Doulton chamber pots.!!
The Todds.  Odd people.  But I guess that happens when you rent out your upstairs 
room to the harbinger of the apocalypse.!!
Word to the wise.!!
 !!
Best,!!
Quentin!!
 !!
ps -- Am I supposed to write "Hellfire!" or something?  It seems a tad much.!
 !
942!
Hess, Bruno!
Dear Supervisor Blair,!



!
You are sorely needed.  Barnabas was exactly the managerial nightmare you predicted.  
May we revise the policy on killing?  It's just necessary.!!
A classic moment: I got to push a kid with a broken leg into the street.  No, no one saw.  
It was just a victory of making-an-example.!!
HAIL!!!
Bruno!
 !
943!
Collins, Barnabas!
Sabrina brought me a flower to eat.  It is supposed to cure me if I eat it during my 
transformation.!!
I will, um, try it.!!
My vague recollection is that flowers are not what I want to eat.!!
Chris!
 !
944!
Hawkes, Jebez!
JEB!!
Bruno's a big stupid!  He doesn't understand the werewolf.  The one animal we could 
not destroy in the First Dawning.  They don't understand.  It's really dangerous.  
Somebody needs to protect me and Bruno doesn't understand. Bruno's supposed to be 
my friend.!!
Bruno's supposed to be my friend.!
 !
944.5!
Collins, Barnabas!
Werewolves.  He fears werewolves.!!
Apologies to you, Chris, but that cure might wait until Jeb ceases to be an issue.!!
Later, I was summoned for help by Angelique.  She wants Carolyn and Elizabeth out of 
her home.  Despite the field of illusion she has cast (mostly consisting of the removal of 
a wig), Angelique has found evidence that both of the Collines are suspicious of her 
identity as Cassandra.  I am flabbergasted.  If they have not noticed by now, it strains 
my credulity to believe they will do so in the next few days.  Nonetheless, I am taking 
them with me.!!



Reluctantly.  Carolyn has never been in greater danger.!!
BC!
 !
945!
Skyler Rumson!
HAIL MASTERS!!!
The Bride is safe.  She doubts reality and will be quite pliable to a new way of thinking.!!
-R.!
 !
946!
Hawkes, Jebez!
JEB!!
It was a bad night.  No one would help me, and I could not find Barnabas.  He is not 
doing his job, and I hate him right now.  He makes me unhappy.  I guess he does not 
care about werewolves.  I do.!
 !
947!
Hawkes, Jebez!
JEB!!
I am sending bats after Barnabas.  They will make him a vampire, and I will laugh.  That 
is what you get for not helping me with werewolves.!!
I am still able to say big words when I talk.  They just come to my head.  When I write, I 
will get better.  I was smarter as Michael, and I will be again.!!
Carolyn is pretty and I like her very much.!
 !
948!
Collins, Barnabas!
Marshaling my forces via a séance, Josette was contacted.  It was an evening 
bittersweet.  She is in no way an hostage to them; that was a complete fabrication by 
those miscreants.  Josette, however, gave me my ring back.  True, as odd as it sounds.  
In an attempt to liberate my heart, she renounced our engagement and returned the ring 
of our intentions of betrothal.  It was not a rejection.  It was permission to seek a love 
obtainable, rather than chase a ghost who would never return.!!
I am heartbroken.  I am freed.!!
I am freed.  I am heartbroken.!!
BC!



 !
949!
Lawrence!
FIELD NOTES!!
Inspector Lawrence Guthrie!!
 !!
I have been given lead to murders by Philip Todd, demanding that we meet at his shop.  
I suspect a trap.!!
The town that claimed my brother will not claim me.!!
 !!
(ed. note. Unsent.)!
 !
950!
Collins, Barnabas!
Having Quentin to fight Jeb along side me in the battle is precisely the force I need to 
ensure victory.  The Naga Box has been obtained, and I am headed to the altar to 
destroy it.!!
Who dares wins!!!
BC!
 !
951!
Collins, Barnabas!
My attempt to destroy the Naga Box failed.!!
The Leviathans once again fused me with this rough beast.  What do I feel?  Familiarity.  
Despair.  Inevitability.!!
And power.!!
They have made an huge mistake.  The Leviathans have taken an angry man and 
made him much, much more than a man.  And far angrier.!!
BC!
 !
952!
Hawkes, Jebez!
JEB'S JOURNAL!!



Megan thinks she's so smart.  She thinks I have to change.  But I like this form, and am 
growing more and more confident in it.  Each day, I feel myself changing, and for the 
better.!!
She thinks the Book is so great.  The Book doesn't matter.  I matter.!!
 !
 !
953!
Nicholas Blair!
Personal Report:!!
Transfer to Terran branch: delivered.  Lord Jebez = unguided.  Refusal of elevation to 
Elder Form is confirmed.  Simian units have been unsuitable guides.  Lord Jebez 
correction underway.  His resistance will be neutralized.!!
Primary mission: destroy Collins, Barnabas.!!
ASSURANCE: Initiation of Leviathan reinstatement will transpire within one lunar cycle 
or less.  Prepare for all promotional ceremonies.  Attached see plans for Terran Palace 
for Diabolos.!!
SIDE NOTE: Zachary Process continues.  While an independent initiative NOT on our 
timetable, it may prove useful.  Chart of temporal fracturepoints on subsection b.  He's 
getting desperate.  This will cause him to act increasingly rashly.  Displacement of 
Winters to raise awareness of chaos element -- Collins, Barnabas -- unsuccessful.  
Activation of Collins, Quentin to destroy chaos elemnent -- Collins, Baranbas -- 
unsuccessful.  Dimensional displacement readings from Collinwood suggest a pocket 
universe trap is being prepared.  This poses a high risk of temporal instability.  If those 
chronoton waves should collide with the displacement effect of Quentin Collins' 
temporal transporter, the resulting shock could cause complete dimensional inversion.  
All of this because he refused to put his curse on a more brisk timetable.  Ah, well, in 
either case, we win.  !!
Materials Requisition: Cloak of Mitran, 1 scepter (standard issue)!!
-NAB-!
 !
954!
Bouchard, Angelique!
Dear Barnabas,!!
I am so, so sorry.  When we worked to lift your curse in 1897, I felt as if I had been lifting 
my own.  I will help you.  Somehow.  I promise.  In my own way, I still love you.!!



You look older and more haggard.  If you are such, you should look as such in 1796, in 
Josette's arms.!!
You were right.  Sky is a Leviathan.  Worse: Nicholas Blair has sponsored him from the 
beginning.  We cannot afford to lose,  If Diabolos has assigned him, it is truly the end of 
all.!!
Once again, we are together in ways I never imagined.!!
Sincerely,!!
Angelique Rumson!
 !
955!
Collins, Barnabas!
I gave Maggie the ring.  But why?!!
BC!
 !
956!
Elizabeth Collins Stoddard!
eSc!
- C O L L I N W O O D -!
Collinsport, Maine 04605!
Jeb,!!
Willie and Maggie are no longer reliable.  Willie never was.  The tower room shall hold 
them until you may dispose of them or use them as you please.!
 !
957!
 !
We now know what frightens Jeb as much as werewolves.  Ghosts.  (Or spirits?)  A 
crucial new piece has been placed on the chessboard.!!
Two, actually!  Good Mr. Loomis has returned!  Twice, really.  Seized with an attack of 
conscience, he begged to return to his fiancee.  Unlike in the past, this was from fidelity, 
not cowardice.  I can now see that my expert tutelage has reaped the dividends I 
inspired in him with each thoughtful tap of my silver-tipped "hickory stick" in the school 
of life.!!
What was more remarkable was that, having given and taken his leave, he returned, 
burning with a sense of mission as pungent as his bohemian pungency.  Perhaps a whiff 
or two will give Mr. Jeb Hawkes a third fear and a prime reason to cease breathing 
heavily!!!
BC!



!
 !!
 !
 !
958!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Andreas,!!
Roger Collins came to the Old House with problems.  I just added to them with the truth.  
If he doesn't believe me, it could cost David his life.!!
If he does, it may be the only way to save it.!!
We could really use you right now.  Tibet is so far away.  Have you found Adam?!!
Q.!
 !
959!
Hess, Bruno!
Dear Supervisor Blair,!!
Plusses and minuses.  A shadow spirit tortured me at Collinwood.  Is it after me? It 
threw a noose on me, which I wasn't wild about.  In the balance, the werewolf is named 
Chris Jennings, and he's now ours.!!
HAIL!!
 !
960!
Hess, Bruno!
Dear Supervisor Blair,!!
I know you are a busy man, and as soon as you read these memos, please let me 
know.  Jeb may be the chosen one, but after working with him, I would advise a different 
choice.  Not saying it's me.!!
Raised Sheriff Davenport as a zombie.  You know what?  I think he prefers it.  No 
kidding.  I'll never figure people out.!!
HAIL!!
 !
961!
Hess, Bruno!
Dear Supervisor Blair,!!



Jeb has gone completely ape.  I think he's locking himself up with a werewolf.  I have no 
idea what's happening.  I tried to stop him.!!
Really.!!
HAIL!!
 !
962!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Andreas,!
We have another member of the family.  Literally.  Today, I spent time with Chris 
Jennings, and we both know what that means.  He's living in the same hell we've both 
been in.  At least he's no longer alone.  I think it raises your conscience.  He felt bad for 
ripping apart a zombie.!
It's odd, you know?  Being taken into the fold.  They still speak of my ghost, and it 
frightens me, but not in a supernatural sense.  It frightens me that I have that much 
wrath within me.  That in death, a hundred years later, I was capable of that.  How 
would I, now, have dealt with that kind of ghost?  Been scared, I guess,  But what does 
that mean about me?  And which me am I talking about?!
It will take some time to sort it all out.!
Best,!
Q.!
 !
 !
963!
Collins, Barnabas!
It has been a dark day.  Although Megan was a rather delicious servant, her torn 
loyalties demanded that her life be ended.  Julia's displeasure with my attacks on her -- 
and the resulting retardation of her therapies -- certainly aided the decision.!!
Such a small army in such an all-consuming war.  We need a victory, and one is not in 
sight.  To think that my allies are Julia, Good Mr. Loomis, and Quentin -- all enemies, at 
one time.  It gives me pause to wonder what Jeb might become if he would only turn the 
corner.!!
I wonder if all enemies wonder that about their foes.!!
BC!
 !
964!
Hoffman, Julia!
My reputation precedes me, especially when Barnabas insists on my treating him in the 
drawing room of the Old House with the windows wide open.  I love many things about 
him, but especially his naive perspective.  It doesn't occur to him that anyone would 
dare spy on a Collins.  I am scared to point out that it's a favorite sport on the grounds.!!



Bruno and Jeb saw me treating Barnabas, and instead of asking me to join them, or 
giving me a good, old-fashioned chloroforming, I was kidnapped by zombies.  I'll give 
him points for the theatrical.  They took me to his place where Jeb "revealed" himself to 
me, which is far naughtier-sounding than it was. Was it hideous?  I guess.  I saw far 
worse in medical school; I don't know what people are so upset about about.  If you've 
seen a colon and if you've seen a squid, and if you've seen a shark, you pretty much 
have it.  Distasteful more than unwatchable.!!
As it turns out, Jeb is more disturbed than anyone, and now expects me to cure him the 
way I cured Barnabas.  What he doesn't know is that I never cured Barnabas.  I just 
tried.  Well, jeb, good luck.  Barnabas needed someone in the enemy camp, and he has 
it.!!
Jeb seems to want to be human.  Does this mean that he rejects the entire Leviathan 
agenda?  I'm a psychiatrist, first.  Manipulating minds isn't just my job; it's also a 
pleasure.!!
JHMD!
 !
965!
Collins, Barnabas!
Victory!!!
We can thank the allure of Carolyn and the power of humanity to win out, once more.  
Overcome with a love for life and, perhaps, a distaste for Nicholas Blair and the garish 
Bruno, Jeb destroyed the Naga box in some sort of ludicrous marriage ceremony.!!
The war, though, is over too quickly.  I cannot help but wonder what kind of residual 
effects this action may take.  However, for now, Jeb has become precisely the brother-
in-arms I'd hoped he might become.  I have spirited Carolyn away, and the Leviathan 
threat may be a thing of the past.!!
Will my curse go with it?!!
BC!
 !
966!
Stoddard, Carolyn!
Dearest Mother,!!
I know this will come as a shock to you, but Jeb has asked me to marry him tomorrow, 
and I have accepted.  I hope you will give us your blessing.  I love him very much.!!
Lovingly,!!
Carolyn!



 !
967!
Stoddard, Carolyn!
Q: Carolyn, in your book, you mention that your first husband had existed in more than 
one period of time.!!
A: Yeah, 1797.  From what I pieced together with Eliot, Jeb had cycled through several 
times, although his memory was cloudy.  Maybe it took the Leviathans more than once 
to get him right.  Maybe when he'd regress, his shifting wasn't just in space, but time.  
One of those times was in 1797, where something about him terrified Vicky into jumping 
off Widow's Hill.  Peter Bradford was blamed, and that's who came back to haunt him.  
Unfortunately, he had to get in line.  I never would have said that a few years ago, but 
now?  Jeb was a very influential man.  I'm not sure how influenced I was or in what 
ways.  I don't think I was in my right mind.  Funny, though, I was when I loved Adam.  
Did you read his book?  He was very flattering.  That's not how things went, you know, 
but Adam always was a romantic.!!
Excerpt from an interview with Colin Wilson.!!
Playboy Magazine, November 1978!!
(In conjunction with the publication of her first book, In My Mother's House are Many 
Mansions.)!
 !
968!
Elizabeth Collins Stoddard!
Dear Carolyn,!!
I hope this reaches you at some point when you're dizzy with happiness.  Every Collins 
woman brings in a new voice and a new spirit when she marries.  As I write this, I am 
looking only at Jeb's best qualities.  He's a strong man and a smart man, and that 
industry and optimism can keep Collinsport alive.  Roger will have a position available 
for him, and I promise you that it will be one in which he can help the company grow.!!
I was hardly a delightful mother, but should I ever become a grandmother?  I think I can 
rise to the challenge so that you can follow your dreams.  You and Jeb are a couple.  
The three of us are a family.!!
All my love,!!
Mother!
 !
969!
Collins, Barnabas!
In the east wing, long deserted, I had what I can only term a vision as I searched for 
Megan's coffin.  It was not a hallucination.  It was very real.  Julia was a maid.  Quentin 



was pictured as a husband and father.  Julia quarreled with Elizabeth.  The door was 
closed and when it opened, I was facing the room as I had expected it to be: sans 
power and quite bare.!!
Is this some reflection of who we are?  Could there be duplicates of us living here?  But 
then, how did the room change?!!
Is this a result of the I Ching?  One of Nicholas' spells?  If this room is a reflection, what 
am I, there?  I hope I am a better man, or at least, a happier one.!!
BC!
 !
970!
Hoffman, Julia!
Eliot,!!
Get over to Collinwood NOW.  Remember when we "got into our cups" and talked about 
Parallel Time?  Well, now I'm sober.  And it exists anyway... in the east wing!!!
JHMD!
 !
971!
Collins, Barnabas!
I cannot stray far from the Room.  Today, I was rewarded with hope.  Good Mr. Loomis' 
analog, a "William Loomis," is a biographer, and of me!  I now hold in my hand the 
biography that would have been written of me had I never experienced the tragedies of 
1795.  What will they contain?!!
BC!
 !
972!
TE Stokes!
Gentlemen,!!
Remember my theory on Parallel Time?  Remember how I was roundly ridiculed over 
that interminable game of whist as a result?  Well, Sir Moxley, I believe there is a 
pungent aroma wafting in from the kitchen.  Take a moment.  Sniff the air.  Ah yes!  
Quite a steaming dish of crow!  A fitting tribute to your fowl treatment of me.!!
You still have time to revise your theories on gender, Sir Nigel.!!
"Parallel T" Eliot Stokes!
 !
973!
Hess, Bruno!
UPDATED REPORT:!



!
After preliminary investigations, I believe that the removal of Hawkes does not mean the 
end of the Leviathan Agenda.  Please contact me for details.!!
I will do whatever it takes.!!
HAIL!!
 !
974!
Bouchard, Angelique!
Dear Barnabas,!!
People change, I grant you.  But do evil deeds eclipse changes of the heart?  We think 
so in the legal system.  Yet Jeb expects me to release him from fate?  he has had his 
lives, as Peter Bradford can attest.  By this logic, I, too, should pay.  One day, perhaps I 
shall.!!
Angelique!
 !
975!
Jennings, Chris!
Again and I again, I find myself between two worlds.  As am man, I’m totally ineffectual, 
but as the wolf. too much emerges.!!
Does the former come out only because of the latter?!!
Chris!
 !
976!
Roger Collins!
Mrs. Sarah Johnson:!!
The east wing of Collinwood will no longer be in need of domestic services.  Please 
alert the maintenance crew as well.  There is an infestation of wasps that I am having 
specialists deal with.  Keep that between us.  You and the family should be fine if you 
please avoid the east wing.!!
Regards,!!
Mr. Collins!
 !
977!
Collins, Barnabas!
I would like to blame Dr. Hoffman's negligence or jealousy, and in the past, this would 
have been a ready response.  However, it would also be inaccurate. Or, at the least, 
correlated, but not causal.  She is no longer capable of taming the beast with her 



medical ministrations.  Fighting the thirst is akin to fighting the urge to breathe whilst 
drowning, something with which I had ample experience when keel-hauled by "Captain" 
Moxley's sea-dogs off St. Croix.!!
Sabrina Stuart made the error of coming here.  I fed.!!
I no more hated her than I hated the air I breathed once I emerged from the brine.  The 
only thing I hate is Barnabas Collins.  If I could give Quentin a gun with silver bullets, I'd 
do it.!!
BC!
 !
978!
Collins, Barnabas!
Tonight, Quentin, Jeb, and I successfully implored Angelique to work on our behalf.  Jeb 
has been a pawn.  Nicholas, the rather transparent chess master.  If she is to blame 
anyone for her loss of Mr. Rumson, it is Nicholas, the recruiter.!!
Although given Mr. Rumson's limitations of wit and charisma, perhaps Nicholas should 
be presented with some sort of pocket watch, first.!!
Quentin's initial arrival at Collins Hall was to avenge Sabrina Stuart.  It quickly became a 
moment of quiet, sad recognition and affection.!!
I miss Jeremiah.!!
BC!
 !
979!
Nicholas Blair!
Personal Report:!!
Supplemental. !!
 !!
The Shadow Spawn successfully released me from corporeal obligations.  This has 
"freed me up" considerably.  Lord Jebez should be arriving for his processing and 
tribunal within the hour.  Special commendation for simian Rumson, Skyler.  Good show.!!
Recommend leaving the Collinses to Judah Zachary.  Allow him to do the demolition 
work.  I must admit feeling sorry for him.  His unchecked curse would have completed 
its cycle were it not for the interference of Miranda "Angelique" Duval and her re-
creation of Barnabas Collins.!!
I hate the woman, but I have to admire her work.!



!
Home soon.  Kiss Danielle for me.!!
NAB!
 !
980!
Collins, Barnabas!
The loss of Jeb Hawkes and the death of Sky Rumson are tragedies and triumphs 
surpassed by my leap, quite unintentional, to Parallel Time.  !
 !
My arrival was not a peaceful one.!
 !
More anon,!
 !
BC!
 !
981!
Collins, Barnabas!
For a time that is totally different, so much is the same.  Mysteries around Angelique.  
Petty jealousies, just more openly or slightly differently aimed.!!
A similarity?  I have bitten Carolyn and once again made her my agent.  Why do I find 
her so alluring and efficient?  I certainly hope that remains the same.!!
My own counterpart lived a long and happy life.  This gives me more freedom... the 
freedom of inconspicuousness.!!
I have I have secured my basement room.  My base of operations is established.  Now 
what?!!
BC!
 !
982!
Collins, Barnabas!
William Loomis has gone from the man who released me in my own time to the time he 
has ensnared me with the aid of a cross (some things don't change) and the familiar 
chains of my coffin.  Ostensibly, his desire is to force me to regale him with my life story.  
Had I brought my own coffin with me, I could have simply handed him my journals and 
gone about my task of forming a new life.  (Perhaps there is an Eric Lang here who can 
lend similar genius.)!!
Not knowing how long I will be entombed, I am attempting to scratch the po hexagram 
into the lining and project myself forward, rather than back.  I have no idea if this will 
work, however it is worth the attempt.!!
BC!



 !
1011!
Collins, Barnabas!
It was appropriate that I strangled Mr. Loomis with ribbon of the very cross he used to 
frighten me, and not a wee bit cathartic.  Trapped into reliving my grief over Josette.  He 
was richly deserving of it.!!
Carolyn seems to be of questionable control, but I have been a prisoner for weeks.  
What does this world hold?  It is not mine.  Thus, what is my moral culpability?!!
If the ones I have seen are reprehensible, are there good ones?!!
I shall discover!!!
BC!
 !
1012!
Collins, Barnabas!
Tremendous progress!  Now, if only I can return to my own time and undo all of it.  
Family head, Quentin, knows much of the room, and has given me clear access... 
mostly.  He thinks me of this band, however, and given his unpredictable temper, I shall 
allow him to think me so.  This is especially true because of the rather distracting nature 
of Alexis, his former wife's twin sister.  I failed to mention that she looks exactly like 
Angelique.  This provides me with a most bizarre opportunity, and one to flee post-
haste.  Alexis Stokes (yes, Stokes) affords me the chance to revel in her beauty sans 
the danger of who she is in my band.  I had forgotten how comely she is, not the least of 
which originates from her wit and intensity, qualities so potent they even exist in a twin 
sister in a parallel universe.  That has some significance, but what?!!
BC!
 !
1013!
Collins, Barnabas!
As I ponder it, the more I am struck by the similarity of this universe rather than the 
difference.  If that is the case, then Alexis is not Alexis.  Odd.  I am basing my suspicion 
partly on how attracted I am to her.  Am I incapable of thinking of a benevolent 
Angelique as attractive?  So, do I attend to the problems of this world or my own.  They 
are, all of them -- including David's analogue,Daniel -- highly suspicious of me.  Let me 
return to my own place and time, where, at the least, I am familiar with the ways in 
which people find me suspicious.!!
BC!
 !
1015!
Collins, Barnabas!



Seizing the attempt to return to my own era, I returned to the room only to find Hoffman 
and Alexis.  I confronted her about the legacy of Angelique.  I confirmed that the 
Angelique of the 1700's does not exist in my this time; my flirtation with the notion was 
just that, and a dangerous one.!!
Earlier, I visited the grave of Joshua, thinking that ghosts might transcend the barrier 
between the worlds.   No. even the dead are strangers to me.!
 !
1016!
Collins, Barnabas!
Quentin collapsed as I discussed occult matters and muttered the name of "Cyrus," a 
benevolent physician with a strange resemblance to Jebez Hawkes.  (Finally, a more 
pleasant twin.)  It is revealing that, when I see a chest seizure, I ponder voodoo rather 
than a cardiac arrest.  Still, I withheld my opinion.!!
Alexis, quite upset, insisted on summoning "Maggie Collins" back.  Still an astounding, 
infuriating, and glorious thought.  This evening, I met her, and she is every bit as lovely 
as in my universe -- and quite fitting as the mistress of Collinwood.  Pitiful that Quentin 
seems to discount her so.  In fact, he demands that she depart.  How could he?!
 !
1017!
Collins, Barnabas!
I have been a fool.  The mercurial nature of Quentin's attack is beyond medical 
reasoning.  These are Collinses, no matter the band of time, and as such need my 
defense.  Chief among those deserving defense was Maggie.  From?  Me.  I simply 
could not control my urge for history to repeat itself.  Or, in this universe, to be created 
anew.  I made every attempt to secure myself in the secret chamber off the drawing 
room, but the sound of her voice overcame my discretion, and not even the accursed 
cross could stop me.!!
I shall have her.  Now, I shall taste her as I please and have her as I please.!
 !
1018!
Collins, Barnabas!
As I have in the past, I hovered over her, fangs bared, but an intrusion prevented my 
embrace.  It was at that point that I considered that Quentin's indifference might very 
handily create an opportunity for her to be romanced by a very different Collins.  Yours 
truly.  She still adores him, however, time may lead her to see his true feelings.!
 !
1020!
Collins, Barnabas!
A bow tie on Loomis.  Most amusing.  Unfortunately, the corpse in the room reduced my 
mirth.  Death has a great affinity for Collinwood, and I cannot escape the suspicion that 
Alexis is at the heart of the mysteries, especially as I trace their timeline.  Rather than 
play detective, I was more determined to tame the beast tonight.  But it could not be 
tamed, only assuaged.  I went to the Eagle to slake my thirst, and found a most 



delightful repast, a Miss Harrington (I cannot utter the first name; she deserves better).  
The joining was interrupted by Dr. Longworth, a fellow aficionado, but for somewhat 
different reasons.  Fortunately, the beast retracted and she fainted.!!
BC!!
 !
 !
1021!
Collins, Barnabas!
It seems that John Yeager and Miss Harrington are quite close.  Yeager: the man who 
began my release.  Fortunately, Miss Harrington has been rendered quite pliable.!
 !
1024!
Collins, Barnabas!
Another costume ball.  The one that happened previously was a nexus for jealousy and 
the worst sort of nostalgia.  This was no different.  Maggie had been attired in one of 
Angelique's gowns, and Quentin did what he does best in any era; he flew into a 
drunken and irrational rage.!!
If it were not a greater evil, I would bite the man, arm him with the safety of being under 
my command, and then end this charade once and for all.  Earlier, "Alexis" and I had a 
game of chess by a fire (what an image that was... oh, for David's camera), and her 
insinuations regarding her role in the current chaos and tragedy were so ham-fisted that 
I was tempted to carve them up and serve them on the first day of Spring.!!
It is a terrifying reminder of the Angelique of old, and it makes me vaguely nostalgic for 
the unpredictability and adventure she once created.  Excluding her constant assaults 
on life, love, self-determination, and dignity, the old Angelique I knew was a lively 
woman of impossibly diverting charm.!!
BC!
 !
1026!
Collins, Barnabas!
The beast is a loathsome master, and yet it constantly seduces me with new gifts.  
Several months ago, I mastered the art of reliably (and exhaustingly) willing my body to 
appear in any location I wished.  Now, I am able to focus my energies on a portrait and 
gaze through the eyes of its subject.  This causes them no little discomfort, and so it is a 
choice that begins an endgame.  But given the sadism of Angelique, my opponent, it is 
an apt calling card.  She now knows that her secrets are exposed.  It is delicious to see 
her sweat.!!
The question has become, "Now that I know her secrets, how long until she knows 
mine?"!!



BC!
 !
1027!
Collins, Barnabas!
Today, I met Angelique's father: Timothy Eliot Stokes.!!
He's no Timothy Eliot Stokes.!!
BC!
 !
1029!
Collins, Barnabas!
At this point, Angelique is now aware of Parallel Time (at least, in concept).  What if she 
were to cross over?  Would her powers remain?  Would my Angelique (odd phrase, 
that) easily best her?!!
Still, we would both need to know more of the threat we face.  Far more.!!
BC!
 !
1031!
Collins, Barnabas!
I had broken into Angelique's room.  I had seized the diary.  I had proof that Angelique 
had the power to transcend death.  And then, the impossible-possible happened; I found 
myself back in my own band of time.!!
Do I stay or do I return?  I already know the answer. Maggie's life is in danger, and 
Quentin refuses to acknowledge this.  If I do not take action, she will die.  It matters not 
the era nor the "band" of time.  As I ponder it, it does not even matter that it is Maggie 
whose life is at stake.  There is an innocent human in trouble, and I have the knowledge 
to prevent it. It is untenable to ignore this.!!
My ignorance of the age makes it impossible for me to build ships.  The beast makes it 
impossible to build a life with love.  Thus, what am I?  What can I be?!!
Beasts abound.  I can slay them.  That is who I am, and that is what I can be.!
 !
1032!
Collins, Barnabas!
After a moment's conference with Julia in my own time, I returned!  "Alexis" is most 
amusing.  What a deplorable liar.  If only she would reveal the genius behind her 
sustained life.  In any case, I will discover what I need.  If not alone, then with Julia, who 
is determined, despite the risk that cosmic laws may prevent the coexistence of two 
particles in the same space. (Thank you for the road trip discussion, Professor.)  If and 
when she arrives, the battle might well be mine.!!



The loyalty of Julia is something to which I am still astounded.!!
BC!
 !
1033!
Collins, Barnabas!
Maggie was kidnapped, and yet Quentin was disgustingly resistant to the notion.  It is as 
if he wants his own wife to die.  She has been tormented and frightened ever since her 
return, but Quentin refuses to see that it is "Alexis."  How does this Quentin run any kind 
of a business?  Does he ignore the churning of fishing vessels into good repair?  Does 
he bellow at the dead sardines until they leap into cans?!!
Fortunately, Elizabeth now has what seem to be clairvoyant dreams, and a connection 
between Maggie and John Yeager is clear.  Odious creature who must be destroyed.!!
I speak, of course, of Yeager.!!
BC!
 !
1034!
Collins, Barnabas!
I have found the room in which Maggie has been held -- her brush was conclusive 
evidence -- but not the woman, herself.  Her propensity to find herself a captive is as 
constant as the Northern Star.  If I might serve as rescuer, then perhaps some fashion 
of moral balance will be restored.!!
BC!
 !
1035!
Collins, Barnabas!
John Yeager is dead.  His attempt to slay me with his sword was an appetizing 
amusement before the main course of killing the oily oaf with my clutch.  To see 
someone who has caused so much fear experience dread himself was a moment that 
was sweet and deserved.!!
He quickly transformed into Dr. Longworth upon death.  The particulars evade me, but I 
have seen enough transformations in my time to feel that they are more the norm than 
the exception.  Quentin, however, was shocked, innocent youth that he is.  He feels that 
we should spread the tale wide.!!
Perhaps he is correct.!!
BC!
 !
1136!
Hoffman, Julia!



Dear Barnabas,!!
Do not panic at the sight of a dead Hoffman under a horse blanket by your coffin.!!
I'll explain later, but you can probably figure out what happened.  Her clothes are being 
used by someone with the same exact fit.!!
Back soon,!!
JHMD!
 !
1138!
Collins, Barnabas!
With Julia's arrival, there is new hope.  Why, though, must this new hope always be 
shrouded in the miasma of death?  Having assumed the mantle of Hoffman, she has 
become an excellent (if endangered) intelligence agent.  There is a body in a hidden 
room of Stokes' cottage.  The body is in a coma, I believe, and simply serves as a life 
source for Angelique.  By terminating the life (such as it is) for the source, I should, in 
theory, end Angelique.  Her evil must be destroyed.!!
It never ends, once one begins to unravel evil.!!
Now that I look upon those words, how often were they said of me?  However, I 
survived.  Perhaps because others were incapable of making the choice I am making 
tonight.!!
BC!
 !
1139!
 !
When I saw Angelique, I thought I would never see it again.!!
When I saw Josette, I thought that no man could experience such wondrous fortune.!!
I have now lived for so long that I am now thrice blessed.!!
I cannot define beauty, for my examples of it are never the same.  I wish I could claim 
that it is only something that grows from time, acquaintance, and the meeting of minds.  
However, there are times when a glance is enough to equal all of that and more.!!
What fools we mortals be.!!
Tonight, as we lifted the veil over the life source for Angelique, I saw such a woman.  
No, she was not the aforementioned fool.  That was I.  This was a woman of such 
haunting loveliness that, even in repose, she was a perfection that I never knew 
possible.!



!
My world is such a repository for ugliness.  Parallel Time is even worse.  To destroy a 
single thing of beauty within it is a crime which I will not tolerate.  She is not dead.  Not 
yet.  And while I live, I shall see to it that she does, too.!!
In the past, this would have been to have taken her for myself.  Now?  I simply want to 
know that such a woman can exist, and may do so in health and happiness.!!
BC!
 !
1041!
Collins, Barnabas!
Angelique, you are a pernicious acid.  When will you ever be satisfied?  My Angelique 
may have reveled in evil, but it was evil toward an end: love.  This is far worse.!!
BC!
 !
1043!
Hoffman, Julia!
Someone living in the mausoleum's hidden room.  Will Loomis at my side.  Seeking a 
life force for another.  The cycles repeat.  The wheel turns.  Even in this new band of 
time.!!
We have elected to liberate the body that serves as Angelique's life source.  I am 
convinced I can revive it, however, I must endeavour to do so without the aid of Dr. 
Hoffman.  She hides behind the mask of morality, but the eyes behind it are quite, quite 
green.  After so long, I will no longer be a prisoner of her jealousy.  I recall enough of Dr. 
Lang's work to continue quite without her.  If Julia wishes for Angelique to continue her 
reign of menace and this poor cypher of a woman to listlessly dissipate, that is a matter 
for her own conscience to review.!!
I have lives to save, thank you.!!
BC!!
 !
 !
1044!
Collins, Barnabas!
Julia continues her campaign against my happiness.  In that, she is like so many in my 
life.  Will Loomis, however, is such a staunch and quick-thinking supporter that I am 
wondering if I might lure his twin to this band of time and take the current one back with 
me.!!
BC!
 !



1045!
Collins, Barnabas!
Good Mr. Will Loomis abandoned his life rather than betray my secret.  Would the Willie 
Loomis from my time do the same?  I am crushed and elated that the answer is 'yes.'  
Am I deserving?  The answer is 'no.'  But I soldier on, nonetheless.!!
Julia had a change of heart and we shall, together, attempt to revive the mysterious 
woman held captive to Angelique's evil life.  Why am I so obsessed with hearing her 
speak and knowing who she is?!!
Pity?  Just to solve the mystery of her identity?  The hope that someone would do so for 
me?  No.  I think I love her.  Madness.  Why?!!
It is inexplicable.  I clearly know nothing of her, but I feel this as strongly as I have felt 
anything.  Love is the most joyful emotion imaginable, and it is the one that I wish I 
could live without.!!
BC!
 !
1046!
Collins, Barnabas!
She lives.!!
BC!
 !
1047!
Collins, Barnabas!
I love her, therefore she has fled Collins Hall.!!
BC!
 !
1048!
Collins, Barnabas!
Julia continues to make error after error as "Hoffman."  I have assured her that she is in 
no danger due to her ignorance of the necessary nuances.!!
My reassurances are, of course, complete lies.!!
BC!
 !
1051!
Collins, Barnabas!
My impatience grows.  How soon to release her?  How soon to establish Quentin's 
innocence.!!
I see need.  I have need.  And so little power to fulfill it.!



!
BC!
 !
1052!
Collins, Barnabas!
Dr. Julia Hoffman.  In many cases, she does what I cannot.  Is she braver than I?  If so, 
I will admit that with no reservations.!!
BC!
 !
1053!
Collins, Barnabas!
Roger is behaving as suspiciously as possible.  This now assures me of Quentin's 
innocence.  Were I he, I'd fee as well.  Perhaps I should, anyway.!!
BC!
 !
1055!
Collins, Barnabas!
The battle slowly turns in our favor.  Angelique is dying, a statement I write with deeply 
mixed sentiment.  How can I be so casual with life in Parallel Time.  Some matters.  
Some does not.  Is that how I feel in my own time?  Yes, quite probably.  It is only that 
here, I am acutely aware of it.!!
The cold is claiming her.  That it matches her compassion is obvious, but necessary to 
say.!!
BC!
 !
1056!
Collins, Barnabas!
She is dead.  She refused to sign the confession that she killed Bruno.  However, 
Roxanne lives and breathes.!!
I have Julia and Quentin's freedom in my grasp, as well as Maggie's gratitude.  
Everything rests on visiting Stokes!  As I departed to do so, I had the warmest 
expression of gratitude I have ever seen from her.!!
There was a time when I would have quite literally killed for such a glance.  But it comes 
a new time.  And Roxanne drives my heart.!!
Progress always comes too late.!!
BC!
 !
1057!



Collins, Barnabas!
Our courtship began as do all good ones; she attempted to stab me at the behest of 
another man.  When I revealed that Claude North was dead, her attitude quite changed.!!
The course of true love, etc, etc.!!
Now, my main goal is to find Julia.  To that end, the Inspector and I begin our quest!   
Onward!!!
BC!
 !
1058!
Collins, Barnabas!
I simply do not know what to feel.!!
Quentin?  Gone.  Maggie Collins has left.  Roger, Elizabeth, Carolyn?  All dead.  
Collinwood is, for all purposes, abandoned.!!
Julia is dead.!!
That last sentence, so easy to write.  Just three words that rolled off my pen with 
astounding ease.  Is it because we have faced death so many times that I assume its 
ubiquity?  I simply do not think I have allowed myself to feel it.  Intellectually, I can 
accept it.  Or deny it until I have sufficient evidence.  Before I find that, and before the 
enormity of this loss consumes me, I can only say that she was the one thing I have 
never, truly known: a friend.  Yes, there was Jeremiah, but he was a relative.  This is 
different.  Did she love me?  Very much.  I could never return that, and she went to her 
death with my pursuits as hers.  Intrepid and wise, she deserved love more than 
anyone.  I am the fool for not providing it.!!
She needed me.  Need weighs upon me more and more.!!
To be needed.  For so long, I have needed.  But been needed?  By one I love?  The 
rarest of delicacies.  Roxanne came to me this evening, needing me and professing a 
love authentic.  She not only embraced me, but embraced the beast.!!
What will this mean for me?  Nothing, if I do not avenge these deaths.!!
BC!
 !
1059!
Collins, Barnabas!
Julia lives.!!
We may win the day, yet.  To do so, Timothy Eliot Stokes must die.!!



BC!
 !
1060!
Collins, Barnabas!
We thought Stokes could be defeated.  We were wrong.  We thought Collinwood was 
immortal.  We were wrong.  I thought myself worthy of love.!!
I was wrong.!!
Stokes, crazed, set Collinwood ablaze.  It was torture to see it, and my shock was 
allayed only by the knowledge that I was seeing a mere reflection.  However, Roxanne 
was far more than a reflection.  She was a woman who had the audacity to love me.!!
Damn you, Angelique.  Even in another dimension, your curse holds dominion over all.  
"All I love shall die."  Well, dearest, you have kept yourself quite, quite safe.  I have now 
seen one such woman burn alive in agony.  Angelique, this is a women not born of our 
time or even our world.  Why would you curse her as well?  Mere coincidence?  I have 
lived with centuries and mere coincidence.  I have seen my loves die time after time to 
mere coincidence.  You will not file this away under mere coincidence.  You will take 
responsibility for your systematic destruction of everything I ever loved.!!
You will answer to the charge.!!
As the fire at away the great house around us, Julia and I found ourselves trapped in 
the room which took us to this place.  Roxanne was unable to enter.  She screamed in 
mindless pain as I was paralyzed to stop it.!!
Then there was nothing.!!
Or so I thought.  More anon.!!
BC!
 !
1061!
Collins, Barnabas!
Why is fate so determined to offer me a chance at happiness only to destroy it right 
before my eyes?  Even Collinwood itself is a memory.!!
The room has thrust us into 1995 of its own accord.  From the names I have heard, it is 
1995 of our own time.  But an hideously apocalyptic one.  Collinwood is in ruins.  The 
surviving elements have been preserved in a home nearby.!!
My portrait survives.!!
Mrs. Johnson is a gibbering madwoman far before the time I would have expected it, 
and reports that the family members are either dead or living far, far away.!



!
The news is so startling, and I have become so inured to dealing with crises, that I am 
still investigating how this might have happened rather than mourning it.  If the past two 
years have taught me anything, it is that destiny here is as changeable as a schoolgirl's 
emotions.  I have journeyed so far, so frequently, that their deaths and transitions are 
givens.  Those can be accepted.  What I cannot accept is when they do not follow 
nature's timetable.  I cannot accept that one whit.!!
If anything these events help to distance my thinking from Roxanne.!!
The mission at hand is to learn how this happened, how we might prevent it, and how to 
manipulate the room to return us to 1970... main time, thank you.  Everything in nature 
acts according to laws.  The room is no exception.  Perhaps in this bold future, they will 
know those laws.!!
I may not have happiness, but I can forge victory.!!
BC!
 !
1062!
Collins, Barnabas!
1995.!!
Has Angelique won?  No, it's preposterous.  I am having difficulty separating the 
Angelique from Parallel Time from my own.  In my own, the betrayal of Sky Rumson 
rendered her nearly benevolent.  How often I must remind myself of that as I gaze upon 
these cold bones of a house?  There was a time when she would have delighted in such 
a sight, as would have so many other.  etofi?  Perhaps.  Adam?  At times.  Judah 
Zachary?  According to family legend.  But not Angelique.  Even at her most toxic, all 
she wanted was to be mistress of this great house, not its destroyer.  Where was she in 
the catastrophe?!!
In the cottage with the Collins memorabilia, Carolyn appeared, and she was not looking 
her best.  Mad as a paint-snacking tot is more like it.  Nothing of value.  Records 
keepers are bereft... intentionally, and reportedly terrified.  Stokes seems in complete 
denial of what went on.  The one local to whom we spoke was terrified of his experience 
in the home.!!
We've been sufficiently warned away from the home.  Thus, we must investigate.!!
BC!
 !
1063!
Collins, Barnabas!
The gendarme is doing all it can to dissuade us from visisting or staying anywhere near 
the estate, but the house has other, more sinister plans.  Strange, blue lights beckon us 



inward, where doors moved of their own accord and statues smashed mere inches from 
Julia's head.!!
Is the enemy Collinwood, itself?  Has it become a massive wick for the evils within it?  If 
destroyed, how does it remain so poisonous?  And how do we cure it?  This is a future.  
Not the future.!!
BC!
 !
1064!
Collins, Barnabas!
In my memory of our attempt to comprehend our circumstances, two disturbing events 
will dominate the day: the death of Mrs. Johnson (bad luck, that, but preventable if we 
can return) and the appearance of a rather sinister figure dressed in Victorian clothing.  
Seen by Julia, my immediate though was of Quentin.  However, why would he be a 
ghost?  Was the painting destroyed?  And if so, why would he be in period clothing?  My 
I Ching wands are at the ready... in 1970.!!
BC!
 !
1065!
Collins, Barnabas!
We struggle to piece together what happened so that we may prevent it.  From what I 
have determined, the disturbance was in 1970.  Quentin has arrived, as mad as 
Carolyn, and is of almost no help.  What's most curious is the discovery of a playroom, 
seemingly untouched by time. As one of the designers of Collinwood, the appearances 
by these rooms (I am including the Parallel Time room) are deeply disturbing.  I would 
attribute them to renovations during my long sojourn in chained captivity -- the 
subdivision of rooms or expansions  -- however, examination of the blueprints and a 
visual inspection revealed that the exterior is exactly the same and the honeycombing of 
private passages remains wholly undisturbed.!!
These rooms cannot physically exist.!!
This is exactly like the Leviathan altar, which sat in a spot that I'd traversed hundreds of 
times without tripping over it.!!
Is this some ghostly world into which we travel as we pass through?  Certainly, it is an 
addition to our knowledge of the physical universe which we cannot yet quantify.!!
Unlike x-rays (an unknown force in my own time), these seem to be used with some 
kind of intent.  But what?!!
The playroom seems essential to our understanding.  Quentin, lunatic as he is, may 
have his memory stimulated by the sight.!!



BC!
 !
1066!
Collins, Barnabas!
Quentin, with outbursts, is making a slow trek back to cogency.  We have seen a 
phantoms, one of whom resembles David.  Quentin, however, insists on calling him 
'Tad.'  There is now a young girl, about sixteen or so, with him.  Both appear untouched 
by the events, but ignore us with an impassivity impressive even for adolescents.  We 
now have three names: Gerard, Tad, and Daphne.  Who is Daphne?  Quentin seems 
fixated on her.!!
Imagine that.!!
BC!
 !
1067!
Collins, Barnabas!
The destruction of Collinwood is beginning to overcome my deductive faculties.  This 
goes beyond seeing my work and home in ruins (but Collins Hall is in acceptable 
repair).  It is a private guilt.  I have not always been kind to my cousins.  Sometimes, I 
have been quite cruel.  However, we were family, and as such, there was a strange 
affection that was always blended with my misdeeds.  To see that they have and do 
struggle and suffer so at the hands of these enigmatic ghost with the cruel smiles, and 
that I may have no power to stop them, makes me feel like less than a Collins and less 
than a man.  How must Quentin have felt?  How does he feel now, hectored by what he 
himself was -- and wasn't.  When his ghost appeared, I sensed joy and perverse 
creativity from it.  In this case, Gerard displays only malice and icy wrath.!!
One exorcism failed.  I am determined not to.!!
BC!!
ps -- The ghost of a  beautiful woman appeared, as did a note: "She will die!"  
Disquieting.!
 !
1068!
Collins, Barnabas!
To come so close to the truth and have it snatched away!  Quentin received a note from 
Carolyn telling him that she would finally explain everything.  Clearly, the note had gone 
to the recipient least likely to avail himself of it, but I was more than happy to.!!
When we arrived at Collinwood to meet her, Dr. Hoffman and I found her dead, pen in 
hand.  I have rarely seen such fear in the eyes of another, and I have seen enough fear 
for a hundred lifetimes.  Did she the ghost of that man?  What else would it have been?!!



Immediately thereafter, the body vanished, to Julia's inexplicable apathy.  Julia has been 
strangely resistant to all attempts to help.  When exploring the secret panel, the man's 
ghost appeared to me, baring his sharp, evil visage.  But he did not harm me; I believe 
he cannot.!!
Carolyn was subsequently found in the playroom, flowers upon her chest.  As shocking 
as the image of her lifeless body was, I intend to prevent it in 1970.  If I can make the 
journey.  Gerard will be punished!!!
BC!
 !
1069!
Stoddard, Carolyn!
ed. note: This is a list in the hand of Carolyn Stoddard Hawkes.!!
The night of the sun and the moon.!!
The night Rose Cottage was destroyed.!!
The unfinished horoscope.!!
The night I sang my song.!!
Picnic!!
Murder!!
The one last!!
ed. note: the letter ends!
 !
1070!
Collins, Barnabas!
We have escaped the dark future of 1995 by the slimmest of margins.  Now, our only 
task is to prevent it.  No small task.!!
I have felt responsibility before, but never like this.  Julia's bizarre actions resulted from 
Gerard's bizarre control, but with the help of the young, blonde phantom, she escaped 
his grasp.  Elliot Stokes did not.  In my time... odd that I should refer to an era other than 
the 1790's as "my time"... Elliot Stokes was the epitome of fearlessness.  In 1995, he 
was afraid of the very mention of the supernatural.  Nevertheless, he participated in a 
séance to reach Carolyn; one that summoned Gerard, whose very glance killed him.  
Gerard then attempted such with Julia until the strange girl led us to a door off of the 
new nursery that led us to a staircase.  At the top of the stairs?  1970.!!



I do not know how or why, but I have discovered a staircase that transports one through 
time.!!
We are home.!!
We are far from safe.!!
The forces at Collinwood have been deadly in the past.  Angelique.  The ghost of 
Quentin.  But they were creatures of ritual and finesse and specificity and reason.  One 
always felt as if there were a fighting chance against them.  It was part of the ritual.  
Angelique wanted me.  Quentin wanted Collinwood and David.!!
But what does Gerard want?  He rules a destroyed Collinwood.  He could have 
eliminated Elliot and Quentin and Carolyn years before.  So, why the sudden attack?  If 
I were a threat, why not target me?  Is he not strong enough?  Does the beast hold him 
at bay?  Perhaps it is the very reason that I am repeatedly bound to that loathsome 
thirst.!!
Gerard is very different than my past opponents.  He strikes for no reason, but not as a 
feral animal.  His strike is cold and deliberate and final.  He kills with a glance or touch 
and does not hesitate.  There is no respect or acknowledgement save a simple smirk.!!
How do you fight a foe who has no passion nor pattern nor purpose?  One who can 
appear anywhere and whose only goal is to terrorize and kill.!!
Evil does not frighten me.  Indifference does.  Shall we die after a glove has struck us in 
the face?  Or shall we die seeing only a shrug?!!
I sense that Gerard will not even give us that much.!!
I must think.  I must outmaneuver.  I must outlast.  The responsibility is mine.  But after 
all I have been through, I am simply not sure that I have the strength.  Not after the 
relentless barrage of attacks we have suffered.  It is as if a coordinated intelligence 
were attempting to decimate us, a force that tries, over and over.!!
The others look to me for steadiness, but what am I?  A broken, aging, loveless and 
unloved vessel for a beast beyond my control.  I may simply issue a warning to all and 
then leave Collinsport.  That would equal surrendering, but it would also equal survival.!!
BC!
 !
1071!
Collins, Barnabas!
The young blonde girl seems to be the double of an intense girl, the niece of Eliot 
Stokes, who has taken residence at Collinwood.  She greeted us somewhat bewildered.!!



With Hallie Stokes, it seems the family has grown, but the tradition of reflectors of past 
and future at Collinwood remains steadfast.  I have another Stokes to protect.  I like 
that.!!
I will do what I can for the the moment.  That is the only promise I can make.  Deciding 
to be as upfront as possible (which is to say only partially), I have engaged the family in 
as many truth as I can.!!
Quentin is most curious as to how I left via the east wing and arrived via the west.  
When I went to show him the staircase, it was gone.  As was my only real lead.!!
BC!
 !
1072!
Collins, Barnabas!
Professor Stokes has arrived at Collinwood!  With no plans to leave for Europe, the 
future may already be changing in our favor.  So unlike his elderly counterpart, this 
Stokes is as enthusiastic, steadfast, and vigorous as always.  He even promises to 
speak to his niece, who remains uneasy in my company.!!
In the balance, Carolyn is still the crestfallen widow in the wake of Jebez's death.  I 
spoke to her, somewhat circumspectly, of Dr. Longworth, and was glad to give a slim 
measure of comfort.  However, the shock of his loss and the proximity to his somewhat 
unusual qualities may have unleashed in her a capacity for seeing beyond our realm.  
She has a keen sense of being watched, and I cannot help but fear that the voyeur is 
Gerard.!!
Julia and I went searching for information on any Daphne from the Victorian era.  We 
found a grave of a woman who would have been the age of the ghost we saw.  Her 
death? 1841.  Beside her grave?  One belonging to a Gerard Stiles.  The inscription 
was of living and dying in darkness.!!
Gerard: I am closing in.  You died once in darkness.  Perhaps Quentin, Stokes, and I 
can ensure that you stay there.!!
BC!
 !
1073!
Sebastian Shaw!
Sister,!!
Elizabeth Stoddard came to me today for a reading.!!
There are truths no one needs to hear.!!
The cycle begins.!



!
Seb.!
 !
1074!
Stoddard, Carolyn!
Jeb is back.  He won't answer to it, but I've seen him.!!
He's here to save us.  My husband will stop all of this.!!
I love you, Jeb.!!
 !!
 !
 !
1075!
Collins, Barnabas!
The children stay obsessed with old clothes and secrets.  The clothes with which we 
associated them in 1995.  This is catastrophic, but I am trapped by reality.  What am I to 
tell them?  They are going to die and come back as some mysterious ghost to haunt 
Collinwood?!!
Tad and Carrie have scant mention in the family history.  That does not mean obscurity.  
It means that something is obscured.  But why?!!
More pressing?  Carolyn's list from 1995 is being fulfilled.  The 'night of the sun and 
moon'?  There is a full, lunar eclipse this very evening.  Elizabeth has ordered a 
horoscope.  If constantly updated, is it ever finished?  That would be two of the six, 
leaving only four signs left.!!
Destiny is eroding any fair chance we might have.!!
For now.  I must keep reminding myself that.!!
This is why you're here, old man.  For moments like this.  Don't let them down, 
Barnabas.  You must not.  You have come too far.!!
BC!
 !
1076!
Collins, Quentin II!
Andreas,!!
Barnabas and Julia seems obsessed with all matters doom and gloom, and yet it 
doesn't seem to be high on my agenda.  I'm...  lonely.  Yes, that old demon is back.  
Julia just says I want a drinking partner (and I have a case of Galway Pipe with your 



name on it), but I know that it's more.  We've been besieged by ghosts and goblins, but 
when haven't we?  The latest are a pair that I'm not sure my dead-self-that-never-was 
ran into, so I'm not too worried.  But the woman is asserting herself into our world.  Julia 
took me by her grave.  "Daphne" is a lovely name, and her manifestations in my dreams 
are quite unforgettable.  Dark.  Fair.  Delectably severe,  She even leaves behind 
flowers for me to give her.  I dream of lilacs (her scent), and lilacs appear.  The woman 
who thinks of everything, even what gifts to give her.!!
She is a ghost now, Andreas.  But we both know that can lead to much more.!!
Come meet her.!!
Q.!
 !
1077!
Collins, Quentin II!
WARMEST REGARDS!
First Bank of Collinsport!
8/11/70!!
I found a letter from her, and then it vanishes.  Someone loved her and it frightened her.  
She's leading me to strange rooms.  There's just so much I want to know from this 
woman.!!
Decided to research the family history, circa 1840's to find her.  Nothing.  Great-
granduncle with my name: Quentin Collins the First.  How many people can say that?!!
David enjoyed camera on the picnic. Coming along as a shutterbug.!
 !
1078!
Collins, Barnabas!
Julia and I arrived back to a sense of virulent entropy.!!
Julia could feel Gerard's presence upon entering Collinwood.  A séance was discussed, 
and the risks are dizzying.  But so are the benefits.  If only we could convince Elizabeth 
of its necessity, and of our shared peril, but she's accursedly stubborn in her denial.!!
Quentin continues to jest about Daphne -- while reading histories, he says that if he's 
going to be under her control, he might as well know all about her.  What is Quentin 
concealing?  Fear?  Morbid fascination?!!
David, perhaps, should be told the truth.  He is key.  But would that work to prevent our 
downfall or just accelerate it?!!
BC!!



 !
 !
1079!
Hoffman, Julia!
I have never seen Quentin in a religious mood, but I guess he thought it was the right 
approach to take with his attempted exorcism.  It didn't work.  In fact, Quentin fled inside 
Collinwood, mid-sentence.  Later, he was incredibly evasive as to why, and tried to 
convince me that they were harmless.  Having had the life ripped from my body by 
Gerard, I strongly disagree.!!
They've got him.  Dammit.!!
JHMD!
 !
1080!
Stoddard, Carolyn!
I think it's time to get my horoscope done.!!
By Sebastian.!!
It's all happening just like Jeb said in my dream.!!
C S H!
 !
1081!
Collins, Barnabas!
Roxanne has a twin in my own band of time, and I have found her.!!
Now I have something to fight for.  Such good fortune would not befall me arbitrarily, but 
the meaning?  Perhaps its only meaning is love.!!
This is fortuitous.  The deeply inconvenient Sebastian Shaw refuses to help me and 
refuses to finish Carolyn’s horoscope; this concretizes the second of the six signs of the 
oncoming apocalypse,  What Shaw doesn’t realize that if we change just one causal 
element, we might disrupt the entire chain of events leading to that endgame.!!
BC!
 !
1082!
Collins, Barnabas!
I asked the lovely Roxanne to accompany me for dinner, however, she demurred.  A 
charming sense of reserve is what I sense, and one that shall be charmed in time.  
When I look upon her, I feel as if I were a young man who had not yet set sail for 
Martinique.  She is even more beguiling, with her strange wisdom, than her twin in 
Parallel Time.!
 !



1083!
TE Stokes!
Gentlemen,!!
Today, I went to a Mr. Sebastian Shaw, astrologer and clairvoyant.  I had assumed he 
was a poorly trained carnival barker, ready to guess my supremely meaty heft (eighteen 
stones, as was revealed in the barn loft) and hand me a hula doll.!!
I was quite wrong.  His powers are most potent, and I suspect that he is one of the 
recipients of the lost Elixir of Abdiel.  He will prove essential to our campaign.!!
That is not to say that I have no desire for the hula doll!!!
HELLFIRE!!!
T. El-luau-iot Stokes!
 !
1084!
TE Stokes!
Gentlemen,!
I am at loggerheads with Dr. Hoffman.  I posit that Mr. Sebastian Shaw is a man of 
enormous, psychic aptitude.  Perhaps the next step in human evolution.   She counters 
this with the logic that he's a great, big meany.!
Reason must prevail against such a potent argument.  Pull the files.!
Attached is a small melody I've written down.  It was something that Mr. Shaw was 
"improvising."  Please apply the McChesney formula and report back.  It is of great 
significance.!
HELLFIRE!!
Rat T-erminator Eliot Stokes!
 !
 !
1085!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Andreas,!!
My parents named me after a brilliant and disturbed man.  You and he would have 
gotten on quite well; he was a seasoned occultist, too.  Scientist also, so there.  He had 
bizarre theories on time and time travel, even working on a 'staircase through time,' on 
the idea that time was an illusion; there is only space.  It's over my head, but you might 
have fun with it.  Brush up your enochian, though.  Vast sections are in it.!!
Between us, the ghost of Daphne is overpowering me... in the best way.  It is love on a 
level I have never felt.  Did I have this power when I was dead?  Why did I use it to 
torment?!!
Q.!



 !
1086!
Collins, Quentin II!
I know that when the scent of lilacs comes, I'll be lost to her.!!
Q.!
 !
1087!
Sebastian Shaw!
Sister,!!
Elizabeth Stoddard asks all of the right questions.  They may get her killed.!!
-Seb.!
 !
1088!
Roxanne Drew!
Sebastian,!!
Please, please don't give up on Collinwood.  Your potential and my potential are both 
bound here.  Telling fortunes is fine.  But THINK about what you can truly do with the 
right source to tap.!!
Roxanne!
 !
1089!
Stiles, Gerard!
Know Ye Who Do Not Rest,!!
In the towne of Collinsport, in the dead of night, watch for the signal as ever before:  the 
Green Flag in the window, three times shall it wave.  As it did in days of yore.!!
--G!
 !
1090!
 !
How many times will the beast emerge to drain the heat from a comely young woman, 
such as Maggie Evans, only to be interrupted by a dessicated hag, such as my best 
friend, Doctor Julia Hoffman?  Time and again.  Time and again.!!
I am getting extremely hungry.  People have no idea the restraint I show.!!
BC!
 !
1091!
Collins, Barnabas!



I have never been a cuckolding husband, but if I were, and were I confronted by a long-
suffering shrew of a spouse, and yet, as in a French farce, was secretly innocent...?!!
Cast Julia Hoffman as the embittered wife and one Barnabas Collins as the blameless 
and bedeviled pater noster , and you have the scene that erupted in Collins Hall as I 
was just finishing a particularly juicy chapter of Tristram Shandy and attempting to relax 
before going to sleep. My formula was working marvelously, and then?  Quick as boiled 
asparagus, Doctor Hoffman appeared in a blast of Chanel Number 5 and stale, cigarette 
smoke to accuse me of feeding upon Maggie Evans.  I most certainly did not, as the 
rumbling from my stomach and general, sour mood could easily bear witness.  Maggie 
had been the victim of some other vampire.  Thomas Jennings, Angelique, Dirk Wilkins, 
and Megan Todd clearly taught the community that I am not a single-sellership in the 
realm of the beast.  Did Julia believe my declarations of innocence?  It takes no 
Sebastian Shaw to penetrate the mystery of that inquiry.  Regarding Julia's opinion?  At 
this point, is there any person of reason who gives a tinker's damn?!!
I will sort this all out when the sun sets, but as for now, I simply lie here in an 
insomniac's helpless rage.  I have no desire to cause violence to innocent humans.  I 
merely want to parse fact from fiction, eradicate whatever vampire bit Maggie, and then 
try to move on with saving Collinwood from utter destruction.  That was, as I recall, the 
entire point of our actions.!!
Does that strain the boundary of reasonable expectations?  I think not.!!
BC!!
 !
1092!
Collins, Barnabas!
Maggie lies helpless in her bed.  So many times, I would have been responsible for 
such a condition.  Never before have I been so violently confronted by the results of 
who and what I am when I allow the beast to hold dominion.!!
have never seen someone in the crimson rapture suffer as does Maggie.  Not truly.  
Does she have some excessive sensitivity to our embrace?  Or is her new master 
purposefully draining her?!!
If the latter is true, their inevitable demise will be so excruciating that even Diabolos 
himself would weep with sympathy.!!
BC!
 !
1093!
Stoddard, Carolyn!
I have the most beautiful tune in my head.  I wonder what the lyrics are.  It's upset 
Maggie, but I feel positively liberated.  With all of the fear and tension at Collinwood, it's 
so nice to have that one thing to lift the spirits.!



!
-C S H!
 !
1094!
Stoddard, Carolyn!
Thank you, Gerard.  You've set me free!  First job on my list?  What else, love?  
Pleasing you.  No Second Sight needed for that one!!!
Leticia Faye!
 !
1095!
Collins, Barnabas!
The circumstances of Carolyn's terminal list from 1995 mount faster than I ever 
imagined.  Tonight, the Carolyn of 1970 called the family into the drawing room to "sing 
her song."  Thus, that portion of the prophecy is fulfilled.  More disturbingly, the song 
was "I Want to Dance with You," which Carolyn's counterpart in 1897, the possessed 
Charity Trask, sang with a maddening frequency.  Her behavior is more and more 
detached, like that of the children.  Tonight, as they entered a room with Elizabeth, the 
temperature dropped at least twenty degrees.  They remained oblivious, and it was the 
combination of the objective chill and the denial of such by David and Hallie that finally 
shattered Elizabeth's reluctance.  Even she had to abandon the pleasant framework of 
her horoscopes and admit that Collinwood is crumbling.  With her blessing, I am 
departing to take the children to stay with Professor Stokes until this crisis has ended.!!
They may be there for a very long time.!!
Quentin has become a distracted, disinterested lay-about.  Carolyn seems somewhere 
between here and 1897.  The children are evasive and insular.  Maggie has been bitten 
by one of my kind, quite hidden, and is being drained of life and will with a deliberate 
sadism.  The prophecies are all coming into fulfillment.!!
When I arrived from 1995, none of these things were existent.  I failed to stop any of 
them... even a simple picnic.  I cannot even prevent a picnic.!!
If the Collins family falls, the blame must rest with me.!!
BC!!
 !
 !
1096!
Collins, Quentin II!
Andreas,!!
Damn this slow mail.!!



In short...!!
David and Hallie keep lying.  Now, they've escaped to the old MacGruder mansion.  
Rose Cottage?  Daphne keeps lying about the degree of danger they're in.  Why?  If 
she's become this intimate, why lie, now?!!
Q.!
 !
1097!
Collins, Barnabas!
It is a cacophony of dissimulation!  Tonight, the children returned, and it took only a 
modicum of eavesdropping to establish that they are possessed by ghosts.  But ghosts 
of Gerard and Daphne, or are they simply channels for other spirits.  If so, are they also 
the dead?  Do those spirits find it harder or easier to manifest themselves?!!
Now that I know this, how to proceed?  I may not succeed, but I will proceed through 
Hell.  Which is where, I fear, we are, all of us, headed.!!
BC!
 !
1098!
Collins, Barnabas!
Quentin has become Daphne's pawn.  How soon until Julia turns?  Or me?!!
BC!
 !
1099!
Harridge, Daphne!
I am humbled to affirm most positively that I have retained the ability to operate this 
rather compact quill, spell words, and compose sentences quite cogently.  !!
I am humbled to affirm most positively that I have retained the ability to operate this 
rather compact quill, spell words, and compose sentences quite cogently.  !!
I am humbled to affirm most positively that I have retained the ability to operate this 
rather compact quill, spell words, and compose sentences quite cogently.!!
That is quite sufficient.  My penmanship improved each time.  I am certain of little in like, 
however, the schooling of these children in such matters will be a task most efficiently 
executed.!!
Mr. Quentin Collins II has made me feel quite welcomed, and the children are providing 
me with the fashions of the day.  They are, I will admit, of deeply questionable length, 
however, I shall not allow this to influence my comportment.  Mr. Stiles will be satisfied.!!
Signed,!



!
Miss Daphne Harridge!
 !
1100!
Willie Loomis!
Dear Barnabas,!!
I know a devil party when I see one.  !!
Those brats had one upstairs.  A real swinger of one.  Candles and a star on the floor 
and a boat.  David is up to no good.  If you find me dead, use this note so you know that 
I was waiting for you to come.!!
You may want to look for Maggie. Maggie is looking sick. That happened when the dog 
started yelling.  You know what kind of dog I mean. Is that you?!!
I still need $$ for crackers.  Julia will need to get the crackers if I am dead from the 
devil.!!
Your pal,!!
Willie!!
ps -- I found this little comic book with a yellow cover that is about why this devil stuff is 
bad and you and Julia should read it. I used it as a bookmark in that Reader's Digest on 
the back of Julia's toilet.!
 !
1101!
Collins, Barnabas!
No time for detailed record-keeping.!!
Assets and liabilities...!!
I have located Rose Cottage and been narrated through its history by Carolyn, which is 
the only blessing to be had from her possession.!!
The beast lusting for Maggie taunts her relentlessly with its feral aria.  I am now in 
pursuit.  Maggie is worse than ever.!!
BC!!
 !!
 !
 !
1102!



Hoffman, Julia!
Barnabas...!!
Daphne Harridge is alive.  Come quickly to my office.!!
JHMD!!
ps -- Avoid Quentin. Will explain.!!
 !
 !
1103!
Hoffman, Julia!
Barnabas,!!
Too much is happening.  Daphne has been brought to this realm, and while she initially 
sought to bring Gerard over as well, has been talked out of it.  Daphne and Quentin 
have a strong bond, but now that she has agreed to fight with us -- I think -- Quentin has 
become trustworthy again.!!
The bond seems connected to his resemblance to his ancestor, apparently a more 
intense, less gentle version.  Reincarnation?  I can't tell, but Quentin as he is strikes me 
as a more intense, less gentle version.  Maybe this one drinks less.!!
Eliot indeed left for Europe on an emergency visit.  When I get him, I'll wring his neck.  
He's traded what he knows is Collinwood's future for his other friends.!!
Used hypnosis on Daphne.  She sees a murder happening before the destruction of 
Rose Cottage.  Her murder.!!
I don't mean to put too fine a point on it, but it would be lovely if you would join us.!!
JHMD!
 !
1104!
Collins, Barnabas!
"I am not a Collins, my dearest son.  But you have the capacity to be the greatest of 
them all."!!
Joshua's words, before this glorious age when only fools dream of virtue.  My father 
sent me to the future with the hope that the beast could serve as protector as well as 
predator.!!
How much anguish did that choice create?  What good came of it?!!



Tonight, Gerard Stiles finally had the braggadocio to engage me in a war of sheer nerve.  
Did he think that I would shrink from his serpentine gaze?  Far from it.  No matter what 
horrors gestate within the corruption of his mediocre mind, my eyes have seen far 
worse.  Atrocities for which I take ready credit.!!
My opponent relies on the innocence of his victims.  He is limited only by his own 
imagination.  But I am a man with no innocence, whose crimes surpass the most 
demonic of designs. My experiences with evil exceed anything such a novice could 
conceive.    I have killed.  I have brutalized.  I have shredded the innocent of hope and 
dignity.  I have relentlessly consumed my way across the centuries, reveling in the 
blood-drenched sadism that is my ignoble legacy.  I am no hero.  I am a monster.  
Worse, I am deliberately such.  I take my greatest delight when I inflict pain upon those 
who dare love me the most.!!
And this is the man you wish to frighten?  You pathetic amateur.!!
You see, Gerard, you may eviscerate this physical body.  Any coward with a crucifix can 
do that.  But I know that you want my mind.  Look inside, Gerard.  Take it.  Take in the 
acid legend of Barnabas Collins and let it poison your insidious heart. Let it drive you to 
ruination the way it has broken and twisted everyone who has dared to embrace me as 
friend or enemy.!!
This is not an age for heroes.  Nor is it, dearest father, one for greatness.  The Great die 
with the sun on their face, reeking of honor, saving nothing.!!
I am not the greatest Collins who ever lived, dear father.  I am the Worst.!!
I will do everything.!!
 !!
My name is Barnabas Collins.!
 !
1105!
Collins, Barnabas!
My fellow beast has attempted to steal Maggie's future once too many.  The coffin has 
been located, and as I lie in mine, Julia and Willie are venturing out to make the night a 
tad safer at the point of a stake.  If only I had the pleasure of driving it in myself.!!
BC!
 !
1106!
Collins, Barnabas!
From the beast's first awakening, I have longed for one companion.  Everyone in my life 
leaves me.  Either I destroy them or I am unable to prevent their destruction.  
Sometimes, they simply see me as I am.  That is enough.!



!
There is only one foe I have the power to outwit: time. Whilst time is the nemesis of 
mortals, it has no meaning for me nor anyone in the kingdom of the beast.  But to force 
someone into that kingdom?  My conscience forbids it.  When it does not, then fortune 
blocks the path.  Either way, I am alone.!!
I never believed that I would stumble upon another lonesome soul in this garden.  I 
have.!!
Roxanne is she.  Tormentor of Maggie?  I am in no place to pass judgement on that, for 
I have done the same.  Julia has been most peculiar in this regard.  She was insistent 
on bringing Roxanne to me, and then she was equally insistent that I destroy her.  Does 
Julia simply desire to inflict maximum pain?  There are times when she's more of a 
butcher than healer.  Tonight was such a night.!!
The bond I have felt with Roxanne is no longer a mystery.  My future with her is.!!
BC!
 !
1107!
Collins, Quentin II!
Last Will and Testament of Quentin Collins!
Thank you, Gerard.  That is all I have to give.  You gave me a grave to dig and a coffin 
to lie in.!!
Nothing is frightening with you.  Everything is clear.!!
I have to die now.!!
Quentin Collins!
 !
1108!
Collins, Barnabas!
Maggie Evans had a strength forged in the heat created by my own cruelty.  Since then, 
she has been my responsibility.  That has been my deepest shame and greatest 
triumph.!!
Today, I surrendered her to a madhouse.  Yes, this was Roxanne's doing.  Why do I feel 
it was nevertheless mine?!!
Love takes many forms.  Romantic love is but one of them.!!
I thought I loved her as Josette.  I did not.!!
I will say here what I never had reason nor chance to say aloud:!!



I love you, Miss Margaret Evans.!!
Because of that, I beg you; never return the favor.!!
BC!
 !
1109!
Collins, Barnabas!
At last, I am the Master of Collinwood.  I hold unquestioned dominion over this 
monument of sand and ash.!!
Long live Barnabas Collins.!!
I have seen Gerard's masterwork.  I have seen the death of the children in my charge.  I 
have seen madness consume the immortal.  I have seen my own creation slit apart and 
feasted upon by the savage dead.!!
I see all this, and I know that it is not of Gerard's making.  It is my own.  I thought I could 
cheat destiny, playing the game by its own rules. I should have burned the house down 
by my own hand and sent the family to safety.  To those who call me 'fool,' you shall 
have no greater advocate than I.!!
None of this was supposed to end this way.  In fact, it was never supposed to end.  
When I was a young man, and my father first said the name, "Collinwood," I knew that 
whatever we built was intended to last forever.  We had always been a family beset by 
tragedies that equalled our treasures.  Collinwood was his answer to that.!!
I had long wondered why he had me schooled in architecture instead of having me join 
my uncle in the affairs of business.  I'll not soon forget his fury when he learned that my 
education was in naval architecture.  Nor shall I forget the extension of my education by 
another two years so that I might become the engineer he had intended.  Both 
disciplines would be required to bring into reality the vision he described.  Construction 
took so long that I had nearly lost interest in it as the house neared completion.  I was 
more concerned with building a marriage, perhaps with a cozy annex for domestic 
infidelity in a distant and easily-forgotten nook.!!
Not so easily forgotten.!!
My father and I were fools to think that Collinwood was a monument to last forever.  If 
the beast has taught me anything, it is that nothing here lasts forever.!!
Not even the triumph of evil.!!
Collinwood is over, but its first and last son is not.!!
BC!



 !
1110!
Hoffman, Julia!
(ed. note: The following Hoffman journals have been translated from a mix of Latin and 
Mandarin Chinese, apparently used to obfuscate their contents.  We have translated 
them to the best of our ability to retain authorial intent and tone.)!!
If you find this journal, I hope to God I'm already dead.  If I am, use these.  They have 
become your responsibility.  If you are an enemy, congratulations.  You've won.  If you 
are a friend, use them.!!
My name is Dr. Julia Hoffman.  I'm going to try and tell you everything and not too much.  
At the same time.!!
I have come to this era from the year of 1970 by way of a special staircase constructed 
for that purpose.  In that time, the ghost of Gerard Stiles has just destroyed Collinwood.!!
Hell, what are you supposed to do with that nugget of truth?  Stop Gerard, I suppose.  
But what does that mean?!!
I'm used to another person, one familiar with the past, dealing with these crises.  I have 
no idea what I'm doing.  I do know that Gerard is dangerous, and that Tad is not dead.  
Neither is Quentin.  You need to find Ben Stokes.  He's helping me and he will help you.!!
I'm going to update this as often as I can.  Right now, I just have to invent a new 
persona, get the right clothes, and maybe find a cigarette.!!
"Julia Collins"  From England?  Of course.!!
Congratulations, Julia.  You finally get to be a Collins.  In 1840.!!
JHMD!!
 !
 !
1111!
Hoffman, Julia!
Given the danger at Collinwood, such as the elderly Daniel Collins trying to kill me 
because he thinks I'm his wife, I think it's safer to hide in the mausoleum and wait for a 
vampire to break his way out of his coffin.!!
No, I'm serious.!!
JHMD!
 !
1112!



Collins, Barnabas!
The eternal darkness of the tomb has ended!  I am released.!!
The year?  1840.  My salvation?  A woman I do not trust.  However, Good Mr. Ben 
Stokes was on hand to assure me of her virtues.  The story they told was so incredible 
that Good Ben is either quite mad or lying.  The worst possibility?  He is telling the truth.!!
I was allegedly (and I select the word "was" with sharp reluctance) released in 1967, 
befriended this odd woman, she ventured back to 1840 and released me.!!
I would label such a tale as a preposterous fabrication were I not the stuff of 
preposterous fabrications myself, and I am most assuredly real.!!
All I want is to return to Collins Hall.  There, I might find solace.!!
BC!
 !
1113!
Collins, Barnabas!
Headquarters has moved.  I have retreated to Collins Hall, where Eliot and I have 
chosen the most dangerous path possible.  It is also the only path possible.  For 
Carolyn's madness continues and Quentin is a suicidal lunatic.  (Were I in a jesting 
mood, I would put an emphasis on the "luna.")  The runaway ghost of Gerard Stiles is of 
greatest concern.  Quentin's ghost (and perhaps this is a posteriori reasoning) seemed 
satisfied to rule Collinwood.  Gerard's seems to have a more expansive brand of evil.!!
With Eliot's help, I will again use the I Ching, I shall again follow the door back to 
another year, 1840.  There, I shall avenge the death of my family and the evaporation of 
Dr. Hoffman back to (I presume) the horror of 1995.!!
The wands are ready.  The mission begins.!!
BC!
 !
1114!
Collins, Barnabas!
I have met the most enchanting woman.  Josette is gone.  For decades, I maintained 
hope to see her again; I felt her presence all around me.  But now, I find that insatiable 
need gone.  Why, I cannot explain.  However, at the sight of a ginger-haired beauty, I 
find my heart taking flight in quite a different direction.  Her name is Roxanne Drew.!!
She reciprocates!!!
She desires the beast.!!
She shall have its embrace.!



!
BC!
 !
1115!
Collins, Barnabas!
In my trance, all concentration was broken by the sight of Julia Hoffman's grave; a sight 
corroborated my a trip to it with Professor Stokes.  It lists her death date as three days 
from now in 1840.  Given, in the words of the Professor, the "temporal alignment 
synchronicity," we cannot venture back to any point before the current date in any given 
year.!!
BC!
 !
1116!
Collins, Barnabas!
I made the journey just in time to prevent myself from killing Julia.!!
Fortuitous for all.!!
BC!
 !
1117!
Collins, Barnabas!
Strange day of wonders.  I immediately found that I had been up to capers of the most 
unsavory stripe.  Roxanne Drew (or an ancestor) exists here, as well, and it appears 
that I had attacked her.  Thinking back, I can't blame myself.  If I did infect her and she 
turns, it explains her vampirism and the strange bond I felt toward her.  Seeing her 
under Julia's care at Collins Hall, I will admit that the stirrings remain.  These romantic 
preoccupations are not of my choosing, and I readily admit that they impede my various 
crusades as regularly as Quentin smashes brandy snifters.!!
The more pressing concern is that she has escaped only to arrive at Collinwood as I 
insinuating myself into the family!  She was about to name me as her attacker when her 
memory fell blessedly short.  I slipped the noose quite deftly today.!!
Other remarkable events:!!
The family is not what I thought it was.  Daniel's line is a crashing disappointment.  
Father would be so very relieved that they were from the other branch.  The strange 
syndrome of, what?  Reincarnation?  Persistent bloodlines?  Occult manipulation?  Call 
it what you will... that quality which makes one generation resemble another has played 
its most perverse tricks yet.  jeb Hawkes is now wheeling about Collinwood in a 
wheelchair powered by pique as Daniel's son, Gabriel.  (His obscene moustache is 
matched only by the vulgar brown and vermillion quilt he has draped across his legs.  
Somewhere, an ancient, Irish hag is missing both!)  This means that this physical form 



has been in the Collins line for over a century.  I assume that Sebastian Shaw was the 
model for Jebez Hakes, then.!!
The rest are strewn about.  For once, mother is not a joyless matriarch but rather an 
eccentric author!!!
Most arresting has been the appearance of one William H. Loomis as her son.  Yes, 
Willie was somehow the progeny or reincarnation of a Collins, all along.  Does this 
explain his strange loyalty to us, or is that a matter of the virtuous character revealed as 
my cane chipped away at his unseemly shell.  I now know him as Desmond Collins, and 
a fine, sharp man he is.  I hope he stays on my side.  He stared at me longer and more 
intensely than anyone as I draped myself in the familiar cloak of, "I seem familiar 
because of my resemblance to the portrait hanging at Collinwood."!!
It has yet to fail me... but it almost did.  Would it be an imposition in the timeline to have 
one painted of Julia to make her travels more credible?  No.!!
Young Master Loomis: a Collins.  For each horror I encounter, I also perceive the 
remarkable.!!
BC!
 !
1119!
Harold Jarret!
From Your Friends!
at!
Jarret Funeral Home!
Dear Gabriel Collins,!!
We are very sorry to hear of your loss of Mr. Benjamin Stokes.  Most astounding was 
the rapidity with which we received the news.!!
Confidentially, we would endeavor to deliver "the finest funeral that Collinsport has to 
offer," with the sum you cited, despite the challenges of such limitations.  We ask that 
you reconsider engaging the services of Mr. Lamar Trask, given our involvement with 
him as justified plaintiffs in a rather elaborate litigation.  We mention this only in passing.!!
We are at the ready.!!
With sympathy,!!
Mr. Harold Jarret!!
ps -- Congratulations on the marriage of the former Mrs. Quentin Collins.  I was happy 
to serve as witness in the Courthouse as I went to have this missive sent.!
 !



1118!
Collins, Barnabas!
I have encountered Gerard Stiles and his specious tale of Quentin I's death.  I say 
'specious' because I had solid evidence that Quentin I and Tad existed beyond this time, 
and Gerard neither produced nor saw the bodies.  He returned with the sad news, as 
"Quentin's best friend," and has loafed about Collinwood ever since.  I have seen 
enough jobless layabouts invade the Collins home with falsehoods to feel confident that 
he is yet another.  I am the author of most of these tales, myself, and as the French say, 
"we can smell our own."!!
Gerard is as transparent as Angelique's nightgown, but there is far less to appreciate 
beneath the veneer.!!
(I also took note of his rather questionable coiffure, one that would seem laborious to 
maintain even by the likes of Bruno.)!!
I openly played my hand of doubt to stimulate a response from him.  He seems well-
oiled in obsequiousness, but a master-villain of occult evil, Mr. "Hair" Stiles is not.  What 
will change?!!
BC!!
 !
 !
1120!
Collins, Quentin I!
PERSONAL LOG of Mr. Q. COLLINS!!
At long last, I have arrived in Collinsport by rail and shall be in the embrace of my 
beloved wife within the hour.!
 !
1121!
Collins, Barnabas!
Good Mr. Ben Stokes is gone.  His death was grotesque on every level.  My emotions 
are muted, however.  During my years away, I feel as if I have gained and lost him many 
times over.  More pointed is the fact that this could in no way be suicide.  I now have a 
man to mourn and a murder to both establish and solve.!!
He is in the rather soiled hands of the Reverend Trask's son, Lamar.  In my short trip to 
view my dear friend, this pernicious progeny managed to vicariously insult me (via my 
"father") on a number of levels.!!
From his perspective, however, he is justified.  I really must make more of an effort to 
understand his myopia and expand the limitations of my own.!!



Met Mr. Quentin Collins I.  He is judiciously handling himself in a rather complicated 
emotional entanglement created by Gerard Stiles marrying his widow.  I see I was right 
in my assertion that Mr. Collins is still alive.!!
He is a focused, interesting man.  I may prefer him to his rather melancholy namesake.  
We shall see.!!
BC!
 !
1122!
Collins, Barnabas!
Collinwood of 1840 was a puzzle missing one crucial piece.  It is now in place.  If only I 
understood the picture it all creates!!!
Daphne Harridge arrived today, skulking about Collinwood with a cover story (involving 
an accident) we later found to be patently false.  Desmond seems most keen on her, 
however, we know that she will be linked with Quentin.  The former has come to her 
defense, drowning me in the benefit of the doubt regarding her.  I assumed she would 
already be a known quantity, but I have found her to, it seems, be a stranger to all.!!
I want to tell Quentin everything.  Is that my sentimental association with the "old" 
Quentin coming through?  He knows of the occult, and if anyone were likely to believe 
us, it would be he.  Julia, as ever the bulldog for common sense, forbids this bold move 
for progress. I may simply confide in him, anyway.!!
BC!
 !
1123!
Harridge, Daphne!
THE BOOK OF MEMORIES!
of!
Miss D.  Harridge!
Tonight, I have finally met the man I am going to kill.!
 !
1124!
Zachary, Judah!
Journal of Judah Zachary!
After nearly 200 years of waiting, I  will find the answer.  The search will be over.  i will 
find what i must, for tonight at ten o'clock, Otis Greene will be here.  It is nearly time 
now.  There will be a knock on the door, a man will enter and before her leaves this 
room, i will know where my body is.!!
(ed. note: Written in the hand of Desmond Collins)!
 !
1124.5!
Collins, Barnabas!



My initial instincts on Lamar Trask were the more trustworthy ones.  Tonight, he 
accosted me with a written testament by his father that bolsters his suspicions of me.  It 
was one of the letters written in the 1790's toward the end.  I suspect it contains the 
truth, which would be most nettlesome.  The one time a Trask finally writes something 
accurately would be the one time it would cause me the maximum inconvenience.!!
In thinking of it, the Reverend Trask was well-intended... and finally dealt some justice 
when I revived him.  I can only imagine trying to convince him of that.  !!
Carolyn's avatar of this age is, as I feared, another Faye... the Letitia Faye she became 
in 1970.  Yes, another Faye.  Why do they keep coming to Collinsport?  There is a 
significance, but what?  Also gifted with second sight, Miss Faye attempted to scan the 
letter from the elder Trask, and I narrowly avoided its revelation.  If only I'd destroyed 
the letter.!
 !
1125!
Collins, Desmond!
Tonight's journey was most glorious, but I'm unsure which has more significance - the 
coffin pinned under an enormous cross or the golden, jeweled mask in the secret 
compartment in the coffin's lid.!!
DJC!
 !
1126!
Collins, Desmond!
Braithwaite's at work.  Must remember extra compensation for the heavy lifting.!!
DJC!
 !
1127!
Collins, Desmond!
I am now missing both the body and the head.  If the Bedford Murders begin anew, I'll 
be the one responsible.  Thus, I shall resolve it.  Somehow.!!
DJC!
 !
1128!
Collins, Gabriel!
Dear Tad,!!
Your mother and Mr. Stiles have left, and I have a poetic narrative as an explanation.  
You know, I never thought you favored your father.  But then, everyone else does.!!
I will contact you soon.!!
A Friend!



 !
1129!
Collins, Barnabas!
He was a legend used to frighten me when I was a boy.!!
Tonight, in the woods, he has been unleashed.  And if what we now face is even a 
fraction of the legend, Judah Zachary will be far more dangerous than Gerard Stiles.  
When Angelique would utter a curse, men died.  When Zachary uttered a curse, it was 
said that nations fell.  This, from someone who appeared to be simply a modest 
schoolteacher.!!
I quizzed Quentin and his knowledge of Judah Zachary is quite complete and accurate.  
We immediately set forth on a hunt.  One body has been found, and more are surely to 
follow.!!
The domestic, Hortense, was the victim.  This loss is of arguable importance with regard 
to household operations.  Quentin had already fired her, and eating the woman's 
Yorkshire pudding was like masticating drywall.  However, the event of her death opens 
up the position for Daphne Harridge, and I believe that is a keystone to the tragic path 
recorded by history.  If her association with the Collins family can be severed, perhaps 
the timeline can be diverted from its apocalyptic endpoint.  I have sent Julia to dissuade 
her from accepting any offers.!!
If that is a success, then we need only resolve the matter of the resurrection of the 
deadliest force for evil to have ever been recorded in Collins lore.  Well, prior to 
Angelique, Nicholas Blair, Count Petofi, and the Leviathans.!!
I'd rather deal with them.  Collectively.!!
BC!!
 !
 !
1130!
Bouchard, Angelique!
BOOK OF DAYS 22, 995!!
He walks.  The pilgrimage was made, and I was immediately greeted with the 
knowledge that he walks.  More?  He has embraced the gift I gave him.!!
The grave, we found, was empty.  I sent L. to the House to find that he has introduced 
himself as his own son.  This all has deep significance.!!
There was a time when he loathed the gift.  Were he to rise, I would have expected him 
to march into the sunrise, calling the name of his beloved Josette as his breath turned to 
ash.  But chose to move and live as a Collins once more.  If he is doing this, then he 



cannot be overcome with resentment for the gift.  Perhaps he sees it for what it is: proof 
of his superiority over other and the kiss of immortality.!!
Proof that I love him.  This was a curse cast in anger, but as I consider it, I see that 
there was a secret part of me that chose it because it would allow us to meet now.  By 
now, all of those distracting people are memories.!!
Only I remain.  "Valerie Collins."  His wife.!!
But who is his sister, "Julia"?!!
Miranda!
 !
1131!
Collins, Barnabas!
I never knew I'd see her again.!!
Perhaps that makes me all the more foolish.!!
Angelique has returned.  Last night was the anniversary of my turning, and thus was the 
the night of a morbid, annual vigil by Angelique.  Did love drive the visit... or fear... or 
self-congratulation?!!
Having found me alive, she had the temerity to preemptively introduce herself to the 
family as my wife!  Which, technically, is true.  In fact, at this point, she has yet to marry 
Sky Rumson or Quentin II.  Strange.  After our dealings with Petofi and the Leviathans, I 
have actually collaborated with her as a colleague.  As she cured me in the cave in 
1897, I even began to think of her as a troubled friend.  Yes, yes, I know that I cursed 
her when I was cast from Parallel Time, but I was writing in spontaneous anger.  
Angelique, while unpredictable, proved herself to be the strangest of allies.!!
But this is not that Angelique.  She is only the potential for becoming that Angelique.  
When I look into her eyes, I know that I am seeing the person who freshly sent Josette 
to her death.  But how "freshly"?  That was forty-five years ago for her.  And for me, that 
was two centuries more.  Josette has given me permission to seek love elsewhere, and 
in my dabblings with Roxanne, I have.  Finally, Angelique did introduce herself to the 
family as my wife, which has significance beyond mere spite.!!
There was a time, although fleetingly and under duress, that I actually treasured her as 
a wife.  We became lovers in Martinique for a reason.  I even had a sad envy when I 
knew she was in the arms of Rumson.  Why does she so often resort to cruelty?  I 
simply do not believe -- in fact I know -- that such is capable of better.  Her cruelty is like 
the habit of an opium addict.  There are such addicts who have been cured.  Could 
Angelique?!!
And why am I devoting time to this when Judah Zachary is again at large?!



!
Perhaps because this as is important to me, and just as frightening.!!
BC!
 !
1132!
Hoffman, Julia!
The body is perfectly preserved.  The operation for reattachment just became much 
easier.  Much.!!
JHMD!
 !
1133!
Collins, Barnabas!
Angelique, Angelique.  Why?!
She has threatened to turn Roxanne fully into a vampire unless I marry her.  Again.!
This is beneath her.!
BC!
 !
1134/1135!
Faye, Letitia!
Julia,!!
I'm going to find the mask.  It's what's going to make it work as much as your kit.!!
Leticia!
 !
1136!
Hoffman, Julia!
Judah Zachary is alive.  This is the greatest moment of my life.!!
JHMD!
 !
1137!
Collins, Barnabas!
Julia is under Zachary's spell.  Her genius has been applied to him.!!
I have lost her.!!
BC!
 !
1138!
Collins, Barnabas!
A fire in the lab?  In the moments after his rebirth, Judah Zachary has been destroyed.  
This is beyond belief.!!



When I was unchained in 1967, there was no mention of Judah Zachary.  Had he been 
alive in 1840, there would have been. Of that, I have no doubt.  His new destruction is a 
strange slice of history to which I bore distant witness.!!
BC!
 !
1139!
Collins, Barnabas!
Angelique.  The more I thought of my vulnerability to her, the more appreciative I was of 
the yielding Roxanne.  The latter came to me and agreed to be mine.  The former 
arrived and did what she does.!!
Roxanne is gone.  Long live Roxanne... when she rises.!!
I am equal parts heartbroken and numb.  It is simply what Angelique does.!!
There are rumors of sorcery.  I should hope so.!!
BC!
 !
1140!
Zachary, Judah!
Transcript!!
Citizens Tribunal of the Towne of Bedford!!
The Fifth Day of November in this Year of Our Lord Sixteen Hundred and Ninety-Two!!
Amadeus Collins, presiding!!
THE SENTENCE OF DEATH WAS READ.!!
J. Zachary: No!  This is not the end!  You cannot kill me!  You can try to, but you will not 
succeed.  Death is merely an extension of life.  Judah Zachary will live on, and he will 
have his revenge!  Mark my words, Amadeus Collins, you and your descendants shall 
regret this day.  I say to you: choose your form of execution carefully, for you and all 
who follow in your line will suffer the same form of death.  I will have my revenge!  I will 
have my revenge!  Revenge!  Revenge!  Revenge!!
 !
1141!
Stiles, Gerard!
I have destroyed the head and kept the mask.  In doing so, I have seized my inheritance 
and shed my curse.!!
By my hand,!!



Gerard Stiles!
 !
1142!
Trask, Lamar!
In the name of my father, I have them!   If it took the murder of Lorna Bell, I have all the 
evidence I need that the Collinses are Satan's servants!  The mark on her forehead 
matches the unholy glyph on the ring of Quentin Collins, renowned practitioner of the 
Black Arts.  With the aide of Gerard Stiles, I shall have my justice and the House of 
Trask shall be avenged!!!
L. Trask!
 !
1143!
Collins, Barnabas!
Angelique's delusions are as intense as my denial of them.  She not only thinks that we 
shall eventually be man and wife, but that Julia and I are lovers.  She sees me as a 
changed man because I no longer rage over her misdeeds.  To do so would be like 
raging at the wind.  No, no, that's not correct.  It would be like raging at a little child who 
shows some moral flaw.  I must remember that she is not human and perhaps never 
was.  Our references for right and wrong are hardly the same.  Does she even possess 
them, or does she simply understand "I can have" and "I cannot have"?!!
Shortly thereafter, Julia's journal was stolen by Angelique, forcing her to admit our entire 
future-history.  My hope is that this vast perspective might heal her.!!
Heal her?  What am I thinking?  She murdered Roxanne.!!
Why does this distract me from my woe?  Is my woe as profound as I say?  Is my 
preoccupation with Angelique more profound?  I claim indifference.  Yes, I have it.  I 
have it (to some extent) toward what she does.  I know that it is evil, and I know that it 
will cause harm.  Instead, I find myself more concerned with why she does what she 
does.!!
My only explanation for this is that the both of us lost our humanity long ago, and in that, 
we share something.  There is equal blood on my hands, and I do not allow myself to 
feel sorrow for it, perhaps because there is so much sorrow to feel.  I can blame 
Angelique for making me what I am, but many of the lethal choices made by me were 
just those: choices.  When I made them, I made them as something, well, not more than 
an human, but separate from one.  So very much like her.!!
The differences?  My remorse.  The fact that I strive to embrace humanity at every turn.  
The truth that many of these deaths have been necessary casualties occurring in the 
pursuit of greater goods.  In that sense, the sense of my motivations, I have retained my 
humanity.  But I have seen generations born and die.  I have seen the hand of death 
wipe away the beloved.  I have seen humans made monsters and vice-versa.!!



I understand her tantrums and myopia.  But in that limited vision, I simply long for her to 
see one good thing as an example of what is possible.  Even her own reflection.  For 
the good in Angelique is as sincere as the wicked.  More than anything, I pity her.!!
Tonight, I must destroy Roxanne to prevent her from rising.  This is a terrible necessity, 
but it is a part of life whose edge is gone.!!
Death is business.!!
BC!
 !
1144!
Stiles, Gerard!
Tonight, Amadeus Collins shall rise.  A fitting collaboration to bring about the doom of 
Miranda Duval.!!
By my hand,!!
Gerard Stiles!!
 !
 !
1145!
Collins, Quentin I!
A TREATISE ON TEMPORAL SPACE AND SPATIAL TIME!
by !
QUENTIN JEREMIAH COLLINS!
excerpt, p.47!
There is no such thing as time.  There is only space: physical space.  And it is space 
that measures the distance between the points which we insist are points of time.  And it 
is physical space that can be used to make all the time immediately accessible.  !
 !
1146!
Collins, Quentin I!
How to find the author of Joanna's notes?  Sit and wait in darkness.  Much wisdom has 
been found thusly.!
 !
1147!
 !
PERSONAL LOG of Mr. Q. COLLINS!!
Daphne is not the woman I thought her to be, and I have lost count of how many times I 
have said that today.  My concept of trust is not at its most assured.!!
Love can easily disappear when you find the true impossibility of it.!!



 !!
 !
 !
1148!
Collins, Barnabas!
If it were not for having met me, Julia would be sitting peacefully in her office.  It is my 
responsibility.  But whatever happens to her, I will resolve it.  If I cannot resolve it, I shall 
avenge.  That began today with the satisfyingly Loomisesque "education" of Laszlo, 
Angelique's greasy dogsbody.  The cad had stolen Julia's ring... to wear himself!  We 
had methods of dealing with such fancy lads in the islands.!!
I employed them and gained Julia's location.!!
BC!
 !
1149!
Collins, Barnabas!
Seeing a bitten Lamar Trask in the thrall of Roxanne was almost compensation for 
sadness of her loss and Julia's peril.  However, he led us to Roxanne, and I've left 
Randall in the position of ending her life.  It is the ultimate form of self-destruction that I 
have become the expert in eliminating my own kind.!!
BC!
 !
1150!
Collins, Quentin I!
PERSONAL LOG of Mr. Q. COLLINS!!
I believe that Joanna's letters are being sent by an imposter.  Thus, I shall approach the 
matter the only way possible for a freethinking man of science: a séance!!
 !
1151!
 !
PERSONAL LOG of Mr. Q. COLLINS!!
Tonight, I heard Lamar Trask say, "Evil!  Evil in your face!"!!
I don't believe I have heard that since Tad encountered his first taste of paté.!
 !
1152!
Bouchard, Angelique!
BOOK OF DAYS 23, 011!!



Tonight, I realize that we definitively face Judah Zachary.  There is witchcraft here far 
more powerful than mine.  I am now caught between my desire for revenge and a 
logical need to escape.!
 !
1153!
Collins, Quentin I!
PERSONAL LOG of Mr. Q. COLLINS!!
The voodoo doll will stay in my room, along with Desmond's ascot.  The voodoo doll will 
stay!!
 !
1154/1155!
Collins, Gabriel!
My evening of revenge for the dead cows is just the beginning.  Witchcraft is one thing, 
but when it comes at the cost of my cows, Quentin Collins, then I'm riled.!!
My cows!  Quentin, why would you?  What did they ever do to you?????!!
Love,!!
Mordecai!!
 !!
ed note: Written in the hand of Gabriel Collins!
 !
1156!
Trask, Lamar!
GRAVE MATTERS!
a Daily Affirmation by!
MR. LAMAR TRASK!
November 30, 1840!!
I am a fair and discreet man.!!
At a juncture like this, with rumors of Satan abounding, your natural urge might be to 
retreat into "reason" and avoid panic.  I implore you to eschew this unholy impulse.  If 
there were ever a time to embrace the Word of the Lord and then panic with vigor, this 
is that moment; you have every cause to fear for your immortal soul.  I have seen Satan 
with my own eyes in these fine, Maine woods!!!
Know him by this name: Collins!  Quentin Collins, to be exact.!!
Take these words to heart as comfort.!!



This was a paid advertisement by the Trask Home for the Departed.  It does not reflect 
any views held by the ownership of the Collinsport Star.!!
 !!
 !!
 !!
 !
 !
1157!
Ward, Mildred!
Dear Mabel,!!
When the juice had gone out of the stew, I knew that unnatural forces were loose in the 
house.  Right after, my idiot husband brought home a witch!  It was the one who killed 
my father's cattle.  My fool husband brought him into the cell in our home. Never once 
did Jim offer to remove his ring which bears the Devil's Mark!  Quentin Collins is under 
my roof!  I told Jim that after that hullabaloo with the klezmer orchestra, that this cell 
was to be used by clean, reverent people only.  Pray for me.!!
In faith,!!
Mildred Ward!
 !
1158!
Bouchard, Angelique!
BOOK OF DAYS 23, 020!!
As much as I am loathe to say so, Laszlo performed his task with great adequacy.  
Gerard Stiles' fob was deftly stolen, and I expect that tonight's ceremony will reveal that 
he is the vessel for Judah Zachary.!!
I will then destroy him, I think.!
 !
1159!
Collins, Barnabas!
By way of delivering a letter from Quentin (thus circumventing Gabriel, my scan of 
whom revealed legs quite mobile), I was able to make contact with Daniel, my beloved 
and elderly "young" cousin.  This man needed to hear of love, not greed.  I merely 
endorsed Quentin's authentic love of him, and beseeched his need for a fair treatment.  
The will is, I am sure, being changed again in Quentin's favor.  This is not a matter of 
wealth.  It is a matter of the Collins legacy.  So rarely do the best carry the mantle.  I 
have no heir, but if I had, one such as Quentin would make me most proud.!!



It is the most I can do, and I do so with pride.!!
BC!
 !
1160!
Collins, Gabriel!
ROUGH DRAFT OF EULOGY.  PLEASE DO NOT READ.!!
My name is Gabriel Collins.  The death of my father will resonate with me always.  
Being with him at the end, holding him as I did, feeling his heartbeat gain rapidity and 
then retard, was a terrible honor.  Before he died, he spoke passionate words regarding 
his deep feelings for me, as I did to him.  We spoke of the games I played with Quentin 
as a boy, my horrible accident and tragic confinement to this chair, and his optimism that 
I might one day rise from it.  How was he to know that my torment equaled his own?  
How was he to know that the only pleasure in my life was that he looked after me, 
always stalwart in his service.!!
I also believe in service and attention.  As the new head of the Collins family and 
fortune, I intend to give each member of this household the same treatment as I did my 
father at the end.  In this time of burden and uncertainty, that is assured.!!
 !
 !
1161!
Stiles, Gerard!
dCa!
- C O L L I N W O O D -!
The City of Collinsport, State of Maine !
NOTICE TO ALL COLLINWOOD DOMESTICS!!
As you have no doubt heard, I, Mr. Stiles, have been bequeathed the house of 
Collinwood and the associated family enterprises by the late Mr. Daniel Collins.  While 
this may cause something of a shock, please remember that I am one of you.  There will 
be no changes in staffing nor payment in the foreseeable future, and I want you to take 
great security in that.!!
Regarding security, with the recent murders might come thefts.  Thus, I ask that you 
take a thorough inventory of the private possessions of each family member so that if 
something might go missing, we can locate it with speed.!!
Please be thorough, especially with anything of value over one half-dollar.!!
Regards,!!
Mr. G. Siles!!



 !
 !
1162!
Collins, Quentin I!
Dear Tad,!!
If you are worrying about me, please do not, good master.  Uncle Desmond and I shall 
have satisfaction over this medieval charge, despite Mr. Trask's rather deft use of the 
most obscure of laws.  To think that he remains obsessed with the death of a father he 
never really knew.  Astonishing!  I am heartened that I knew my father as I did, and that 
you know me.  You are a treasure, my boy.!!
I will see you in the future.!!
Your father,!!
Quentin!
 !
1163!
Collins, Barnabas!
In the ill-advised quest for information, Miss Letitia Faye is holding a séance to contact 
Roxanne.  I am at once ready to vaporise and eager to be there for any and all 
gruesome moments.  Shall I simply hand everyone a stake and hammer as they go in?!!
BC!
 !
1164!
Collins, Barnabas!
Am I the greatest storyteller of my generation?  Never.  However, I may be the most 
prolific and harried and perplexed.  When Roxanne's ghost was summoned, and when 
she put the blame of her vampirism onto Angelique (which is not entirely false), I began 
to lie at a rate that I could have only learned from Willie Loomis.  As far as they know, 
Angelique's name caused me to start because "she was my mother."  Which, if I am my 
own son, is vaguely true.!!
But why?  Why not let her accept the blame for her witchcraft and let a town in a 
theological blood-frenzy do the rest?  Certainly, I want her to be careful so that she 
remains a resource to detect the real witch for whom Quentin stands trial.  And I want to 
know what is truly wrong with her.  How can she care so much, and yet so vindictive?  
Which side is dominant?  If she does go on to heal me in 1897, will that be the real 
Angelique or is this dark angel of malice?!!
I am a man consumed by the unknown because I feel that so much of the unknown has 
consumed me.  That all begins and ends with Angelique.  As much as the Collins in me 
wants to know the secret of "Quentin's witch," I, Barnabas, am far more driven by this 
question of Angelique.  Why does she follow me through the centuries?  She is a dark 



goddess.  I am just an afflicted man.  How can I be of interest when she still hates me 
so?  Where does evil in her end and love begin?  I may bellow to the skies over her, but 
she has equal measures of each.  The agony she inflicts is no lie.  But neither was the 
love I knew in Martinique.!!
I have answered each riddle hurled at me through the ages.  Except for this.  And it is 
the one I am never allowed to forget.!!
BC!!
 !
 !
1165!
Fuller, Amos!
To Doctor Michah Brookridge, Commissioner, Collins County!!
Dear Commissioner,!!
It is with all respect to the office and the people of Collins County that I, Amos Fuller, 
esquire, do hereby resign my post as county prosecutor.  The special tribunal being held 
in the case of the People v. Quentin Collins is, in this barrister's opinion, an insult to the 
intelligence and fairness of the populace, a danger to its moral and social welfare, and 
is in no way Constitutional.  If Quentin Collins were a witch, this would fall under the 
protection of the First Amendment.  We would then need to ignore that protection to 
explore a causal relationship between the crimes of the recent months and this 
dimension of Mr. Collins' religious life.  My work is based upon establishing proof.  Our 
first task would be to establish that witchcraft is a religion.  It is not.  The second would 
be finding incontrovertible evidence to establish that Mr. Collins is an adherent.  The 
third would be to establish a motive for Mr. Collins.  The fourth would be to establish that 
Mr. Collins effectively used witchcraft to pursue those ends.  If successful, this would 
then establish that witchcraft, out of all religions, was the one to actually reach reliable 
results, for how many times have prayers to the Christian God gone unanswered?  If 
you can prove that Christianity, supposedly the most powerful religion in existence, can 
achieve the same results as Mr. Collins' alleged 'Black Arts,' then I shall take up my post 
again with reverence and pride.  If you cannot, then none shall have fear if I end this 
notice thusly: God damn the enemies of Mr. Quentin J. Collins.!!
Sincerely,!!
Amos Fuller, attorney-at-law!!
Collinsport!
 !
1166!
Collins, Desmond!



I sincerely hope that Quentin will employ me as his divorce attorney after this trial is 
over.  Samantha's already given most of her deposition, and not to her benefit.!!
DJC!
 !
1167!
Stokes, Ben!
From The Life and Loves of Mr. Ben Stokes, A Gentleman's Left Hand !!
p.38!!
It was at that point that the mystery of the vampire attacks and the witchcraft went to 
court.  Looking back on it, the weirdest part was that Mr. Barnabas was a vampire at a 
witch trial.  He was just lucky they didn't put him on trial.  Hellfire, a life sentence for him 
would last forever.!!
But he was a good man, and I do not want anybody getting the idea that he was not.  
Everything horrible thing he did was done for a reason.  Everybody he hurt and killed 
had it coming.  I only heard about those criminal things after he died.  I would have gone 
to the police otherwise.!
 !
1168!
Bouchard, Angelique!
My Dear Reverend Trask,!!
If you want to know who is responsible for all the recent attacks and for the death of 
Abigail Collins, go to the cellar of the Old House, but only after dusk.  Do not let Ben 
Stokes stop you from seeing the master of the house, for he will be there, and unless 
you go, he will live forever.!!
Signed,!!
A.!
 !
1169!
Collins, Barnabas!
I am free.!!
Free of the beast to a degree I never knew, and it has called into new perspective my 
entire adventure in 1897.  I had thought that the Angelique of that time was the superior 
of the Angelique of 1840.  After all, she cured me.  But how much did it take?  How 
many agonizing injections over weeks and weeks?  And how easily would I be fused 
with the beast once more?!!
Of the two Angeliques, the one of 1840 is nearly sixty years the junior, but there is a 
wisdom within her that time and experience have not yet replaced with jadedness.  This 



made itself known when she cured me.  She simply willed it so.  No ceremony.  No 
needles and draughts.  No pain.  According to her, it is a curse lifted, and one that she 
can never again inflict.!!
This makes me understand that all of the past "inabilities" to lift the curse (with any 
ease) on her part carried with them an unspoken provision; they were being lifted in a 
manner merely temporary.  That was the cause of the difficulty.  She was merely 
masking the beast, not slaying it.!!
Now, she has slain it.  I am in her debt.!!
I hate her for withholding my true cure.  But it is not she.  I cannot hold any other 
incarnation of Angelique responsible for this action, just as I cannot hold this Angelique 
responsible for the misdeeds of the others.  We are all glorious individuals in the sea of 
time and events.  The future has yet to come.  The past is where it should be.  In this 
strange either of cause and effect and identity, each is changing, growing, learning... 
swimming back and forth.  Which Barnabas am I?  Which Angelique is this?  This never 
happened before.  It shall never happen again.  Whose future will it impact?  Mine?  
Hers?  Has my destiny been altered by those around me I've not even known?!!
And, in the end, does it matter?!!
Perhaps, but not now.  Not while I can drink in the sun without fear.  And in that light, I 
cannot help but see the sun paint the rarest vision: the woman made it possible.  Her 
reasoning for doing so?  The very same that I have felt and employed so very often; she 
would rather see me live for years as a moral than to die in hours at the hands of our 
enemies.  Was it Miss Winters or MIss Evans or... after all of these years, I cannot 
recall.  But I am alone now because of those exchanges.  The want from my solitude 
does not outweigh their right to happiness.!!
Angelique has been alive far longer than I knew.  She could not make me a warlock.  
Perhaps that would have stripped me of all humanity.  But by bonding me to the beast, 
she gained the one thing she never had: a love who could accompany her through her 
immortality.  Perhaps this was the best that she could do.  Perhaps this explains her 
zealous and desperate attempts to protect that love at the expense of everything.  
Perhaps this is why she pursued me so ardently through the centuries.  My encounters 
with the incarnations with Josette were all happenstance.  Her discoveries of me were 
quite on purpose.!!
That is a love defiant of any measure I have known.  I am humbled.  And I am unable to 
return it.  Love is no more a matter of will than is choosing not to.!!
The barrier?  It is not hate nor fear nor furious memory.  It is that she is quite simply not 
human.  To what will she revert when doors are closed?  To which dark masters is she 
kin?  Her benevolence is godlike.  She has powers to bless that transcend anything that 
I can imagine.  Her wrath is just as mighty.  Some time ago, I remarked that our 



immortality rendered us as casual observers to the human pace of the ephemeral and 
finite and entropic.  My life is now ephemeral and finite and entropic.  She will never 
understand what that means.  For love to grow, there must be empathy.  And there can 
be no empathy between a god and a man.!!
I worship you, Angelique.  I think I always have.  But I can only worship.  Anything more 
would turn my heart from ice to fire and from fire to nothing.!!
BC!!
 !
 !
1170!
Samantha Collins!
Tonight, I will come back.  This time, I will succeed.!!
- Joanna!
 !
1171!
Collins, Barnabas!
The evening began poorly, when Flora informed me that everyone had thought I was a 
vampire.  Thereafter, I arrived at Collins Hall and was forced into the Reverend Trask's 
ancient manacles at gunpoint.  (Upon reflection, I should have remained for the viola 
recital at Rose Cottage.)  I was concerned, but it was not the first time I'd worn them.  
Nor would it be the last.  Upon consideration, I have been forced into them under duress 
more often than has a Trask.!!
I shall always remember this lesson: never anger a Trask.  Also, if possible, wait until a 
Trask is no longer near firearms before relinquishing immortality.!!
BC!
 !
1172!
Collins, Barnabas!
As I hung there in a miasma of regret, perspiration, and the limitations of mid-1800's 
hygiene, I was distracted by the many things that were going unattended.!!
1.  I was supposed to give key testimony at Quentin's trial.!!
2.  Judah Zachary is still at large.!!
3.  I trust almost no one.!!
4.  I neglected to instruct the domestics to feed Quicksilver.!!
5.  I have a slight nickel allergy, and these cuffs contain significant traces of it.!



!
6.  These galluses were not meant to be worn while hanging in this position for 
extended periods.!!
7.  When Angelique met me, she was over a century old, and she still found me alluring.  
I am flattered.!!
If only she would have stayed.  If only she could have.  As immortals, we are like the 
audience members for a play.  We see it and move on to another theatrical.  But as a 
man, I am neither an audience member nor an actor.  I am a character in a play that 
never ends.  One role.  One plot.  One act of indeterminate length.!!
As a "character," my full perception of life is unknowable to an audience member.  And 
to be an audience member?  Unfeeling?  Godlike?  Skipping about from saga to saga?  
It is now unthinkable to me.!!
Quite suddenly and quite definitely.!!
BC!
 !
1173!
Joanna Mills!
Dearest Quentin,!!
Why do you still call me that?  For you write in a way I do not understand.  What have I 
done wrong for you  to accuse me so?  it is madness between us to start again.!!
- Joanna!
 !
1174/1175!
Collins, Desmond!
No occult force is deadlier than the mob that fears it.!!
DJC!
 !
1176!
Hoffman, Julia!
Barnabas,!!
When you get back, know that as of this writing, I am making every effort to find you and 
to find Judah Zachary's head.  I promise.!!
Love,!!
Julia!
 !



1177!
TE Stokes!
Gentlemen,!!
Here is the situation thus far:!!
Barnabas Collins has been missing for a week near Collinwood, whose master is now 
Gerard Stiles, but whose rightful master, Quentin Collins, is the subject of a witch trial 
where his cousin, Desmond Collins, served as advocate until being jailed for practicing 
the occult, himself, in a forced exposure probably engineered by Gerard, who suspects 
my friend Julia Hoffman rather than the witch, Angelique Bouchard, who has an 
obsession with Barnabas, a man once served by my ancestor Ben Stokes, who, when 
Julia first arrived, was one of the many live-on guests at Collinwood, along with the 
aforementioned Gerard Stiles who, at the time of Julia's arrival, was not the evil monster 
he would become but someone merely fabricating the details of the drowning of Tad 
Collins and Tad's father, Quentin, Gerard's best friend and husband of Samantha, a 
woman Gerard attempted to marry in the wake (ha-ha) of Quentin's alleged passing, 
and who would have done so, had it not been for the subsequent return of Tad and 
Quentin on their wedding day, causing interpersonal rifts which were furthered as 
Samantha chose the secretly gold-digging Gerard over Quentin, two men who later vied 
for the affections of Miss Daphne Harridge, a new governess to Collinwood, a house 
whose former master, Daniel, was dying at the time of the wedding, and who intended 
to bequeath all his wealth to Samantha, much to the consternation of Daniel's son (and 
Quentin's brother), Gabriel, an embittered malcontent in a wheelchair, who watched in 
glee as Quentin engineered strife between Gerard, his best friend, and Samantha, his 
estranged wife, by refusing to give up the son he had with her, Tad, a young man 
rendered helpless as Gerard moved to nearby Rose Cottage (with Flora Collins) but 
nonetheless maintained an odd friendship with Quentin, who still thought their friendship 
dear, while ignoring all of Gerard's bad qualities, such as his practice witchcraft, a force 
insinuating itself into Collinwood by the evil power of Judah Zachary, a powerful warlock 
decapitated centuries ago in Bedford, Massachusetts and the architect of mass chaos in 
Collinsport via the mental seizure of Quentin's cousin, Desmond (the man who brought 
the head to Collinsport as a gift for Quentin and who is now on trial for witchcraft), Letitia 
Faye (who has second sight and a keen singing voice), Dr. Julia Hoffman (a female 
physician who briefly attached the head to a body while under a hex), and now Gerard 
Stiles, supposed good friend to the one man man he did not possess, Quentin Collins, 
despite allegations from the state that Quentin is carrying out Judah's grand design of 
revenge on the Collins family (whose patriarch, Amadeus, presided on the witchcraft 
trial), and whose the evil magic is powerful enough to overflow, causing strife with a 
neighbor whose cattle have died, a woman who perished with her forehead branded 
with the "mark of Satan" (hardly), which is a symbol also seen on the ring of Quentin 
Collins, a man later found kneeling over the body of his murdered brother-in-law, 
Randall Drew, a man who resided in a cell managed by a sheriff whose wife was found 
dead outside its bars from occult means, a fact emphasized by Lamar Trask, a crazed 
mortician and the chief accuser of witchcraft, a citation he uses to hector his sworn 
enemy, Barnabas Collins, the alleged (and, as it turns out, true) murderer of Trask's 



father in 1795, the year when the elder Trask was walled up (for the public welfare) in 
the walls of the Old House on the Collins estate, the same house that Barnabas was 
leaving to testify on Quentin's behalf when he vanished in a manner as mysterious as 
the way in which governess, Daphne Harridge, changed her affections from Gerard to 
Quentin, the latter of which caused her sister to go mad after their infidelity some time 
ago.!!
Pardon me if I am late to brunch.!!
HELLFIRE!!!
T. Eliot Stoked!!
 !
1178!
Collins, Barnabas!
I have died so many times that it was a shock to confront its actual consequences.  As I 
did, a strange calm filled me.  When I was liberated by Angelique, I knew why.!!
Throughout the centuries, I have seen the dearest of friendships fall into the ashes of 
acrimony with the slightest breeze of disappointment.  You can imagine what I've seen 
become of love.!!
Angelique is love.  I know that now.  But what is Angelique?  That is a far more difficult 
question.!!
But she did not come to me alone.!!
There are those who may be blessed with friends.  And I honor them. Others may have 
lovers.  That is their right.  I congratulate their luck.!!
However, I have a Julia Hoffman.!!
She is not immortal because she needn't be.  She is a force of the universe.  To think 
that here I am, a man of the 1790's in the year 1840 by way of 1970, most recently 
shackled behind a brick wall, braving everything against Judah Zachary himself, and I 
have utter calm because I know that Julia Hoffman is with me.  Always, before I even 
knew her, she was -- somehow -- there.  Julia Hoffman.  My second self?  My better 
self.  She is humanity when I have none.  She is fury when I have only fear.!!
I will have love in my life, no doubt many times over.  But I will know Julia Hoffman only 
once.!!
Today, I find Quentin sans attorney, so what will I do?  Exactly what Julia would do for 
me.  I will leap into the arena and become Quentin's advocate.  I will do so because it 
must be done.  No one is going to sweep in to save us all.  There are no heroes in life. 
Just us... faced with millions of minute-yet-mighty moments and choices:!



!
I may choose convenience, or I may choose challenge.!!
I may choose self-indulgence, or I may choose some small act that changes a life.!!
I may choose to ignore those I claim to love, or I may choose to demonstrate my love 
before death removes the option.!!
Because it will.!!
These are things that Julia taught me.!!
She never cured me with an injection.  She cured me with an example.!!
I would tell her that I loved her, but it is too small a concept for too great a woman.!!
BC!
 !
1179/1180!
Collins, Barnabas!
My first adventure into the world of the unlicensed attorney-at-law was filled with 
adventure, fleeting triumph, nimble rhetoric, sincere schadenfreude, and an almost-
defeat that transmuted into mystery the the appearance of the allegedly late Joanna 
Mills.!!
If this is the norm, I might well find my home at the bar!!!
BC!
 !
1181!
Collins, Quentin I!
PERSONAL LOG of Mr. Q. COLLINS!!
My initial conversation with Joanna left me particularly dumbfounded.  I told her that I 
was shocked because everyone thought that she was dead.  She replied, "I know.  I 
was shocked when I found out."!!
Joanna is a placid woman of smooth, even speech.  Despite her eventual (and now, 
seemingly temporary) insanity, she was remarkably unflappable.  Unfortunately, this 
made her speech patterns ambiguous.  Examine the sentence above.  I said I was 
shocked because all were convinced she was dead.  She said she was shocked when 
she found out.!!
When she found out she was dead or when she found out that we thought she was 
dead.!!



Mysterious are the ways of the female.  Most mysterious.!!
 !
 !
1182!
Samantha Collins!
I killed her, and yet she's coming back.  My work ethic has led to nothing.  The truth of 
life's unfairness resonates in my ears!!!
-- Samantha Collins!
 !
1183!
Samantha Collins!
Why can't Gerard understand  the simple truth that a woman has come back from the 
grave to kill me?!!
--Samantha Collins!
 !
1184!
Dawson, Charles!
DAWSON, EVANS, ROLAND, and BAINBRIDGE!
- attorneys at law -!
Dear Mister Mordecai Grimes,!!
Perhaps we should reconsider your appearance in court.  At this juncture, with so many 
random variables, your testimony may do more harm than good.!!
Apologies,!!
Charles Dawson, esq.!
 !
1185!
 !
Today, I shall give my closing argument.  No reasonable tribunal in this era would find 
Quentin guilty.  Thus, I am prepared for the worst possible news.!!
I am so very sorry, my new and dear friend.!!
BC!
 !
1186!
Collins, Barnabas!
The guilty verdict has come.  One that was fierce and confident.  They were just as 
confident in refusing my appeal, claiming that there was no precedent for it because 
there had never been a trial such as this.!!



In other words, they know not the faintest whit about what they are doing.  And these 
are the forces of justice?!!
In the Kingdom of the Beast, all was fair because there were no laws.  It was lex 
talionis. The ways of men are far more savage.!!
BC!!
 !
 !
1187!
Collins, Gabriel!
Dear Flora,!!
I am despondent as I report that Edith is threatening to leave me for the love of that 
scheming sailor, Gerard Stiles.  Even worse, yet another sea-dog is furiously jealous.  I 
do hope they do not come to blows.  These men are drunken, violent, and may be 
outside Collinwood.  I have sought out Edith, but I am so horribly limited.!!
I must accept fate.!!
I merely seek a kind shoulder, dear cousin.!!
Gabriel!
 !
1188!
TE Stokes!
Gentlemen,!!
Success!  The Parallel Time room exists in 1841 as well.  Horribly dangerous for 
civilians, and they must know it.  For us?  It is exactly what we knew it would be,!!
The moral question remains... does an old-fashioned 'heist' of that time-band's most 
precious artifacts constitute stealing?  I am undecided.  Prepare the expedition.!!
Who? Not Me! Eliot Stokes!
 !
1189!
Harridge, Daphne!
THE BOOK OF MEMORIES!
of!
Miss D.  Harridge!
Upon careful reflection, one of the most pitiful aspects of Gabriel's sudden use of his 
legs was that he primarily used them for hiding that very ability.  I attempted to persuade 
him to enter the world of Parallel Time that night.  Granted, it was somewhat for the 
sake of Mr. Collins, but mostly for our own.!



 !
1190!
Harridge, Daphne!
THE BOOK OF MEMORIES!
of!
Miss D.  Harridge!
I told Gabriel everything he ever wanted to hear.  Correction: everything anyone wants 
to hear.  At what point in his life could someone else have said these thing to him?  If 
they had, none of this would be happening now.!
 !
1191!
Hoffman, Julia!
I saw into Parallel Time again.  Is it always available, or does it follow us?  Why has no 
one else seen it?!!
There, I am no longer a Hoffman.  No, I'm an actual Collins.  (By marriage?) I have 
wanted that last name for so long, but without it being attached to "Barnabas," it doesn't 
mean anything. In that other time, I have backbone, but I am also a cast-iron shrew.  I've 
been called worse in real life.  Is that why I'm not "Mrs. Barnabas Collins"? It gave me a 
lot to ponder.!!
My life has always been a fight.  Big, German family.  Always a fight.  Medical school?  A 
fight.  Serving during the war?  Two of them?  Fight, fight.  Dealing with the board at 
Windcliff?  The queen mother of all fights.  I fight illness.  I fight my own ignorance.  I 
fight a hell of a lot of fear.  It's who I am.  I can't turn it off, and I won't, because it's kept 
us alive. But I don't think Barnabas is a fighter.  Poor Barnabas.  He is a poet forced into 
battle.  When he marches away from a successful scrap, I can see his chest puffed out.  
I also see him collapse when he thinks no one is looking.  I see his hands shake.  I hear 
him scream from his nightmares while trapped in an oaken shell.  I wanted to love that.  
I wanted to stop that.  I wanted to give him my irascibility and maybe steal some of his 
tenderness.  That would have been just about perfect. That's not going to happen.  I 
hate that.  No, I hated that.  I have spent years thinking about what Barnabas needs, 
telling myself that it would somehow give me what I needed.!!
It won't; it's not their job; and I deserve something that will.  That's worth fighting for.!!
I will always love the man, but I'm moving onward. That frightens me. Collinwood taught 
me about the limitlessness of two resources: love and possibility.  But I won't find them 
there.!!
I hear that Seattle is quite lovely.!!
JHMD!
 !
1192!
Samantha Collins!



All I want is for Joanna Mills to die.  I shot her and nothing happened.  Why is simple 
happiness so far from my grasp?!!
--Samantha Collins!
 !
1193!
Hoffman, Julia!
A cab  would be nice tonight.  Instead, these journeys to yesterday pit two human needs 
against one another: walking and cigarettes.  When I get back, I'm sticking with 
cigarettes.!!
JHMD!
 !
1194!
Collins, Quentin I!
PERSONAL LOG of Mr. Q. COLLINS!!
Soon, Desmond and I will be far from Collinsport.  His injuries will require constant 
attention, and that I can provide.  It will be a difficult life for a time, but never a boring 
one.  My life could very well be replete with regret were it not for adventure.  I might fall 
into fury and drink.  But that is not my path.!!
I think that Tad understands that it is not his, either.  Such was the lesson of our time at 
sea.  On his deathbed, I dearly hope that his last words are not, "Thank goodness that I 
had enough time for naps, filing, and domestic chores!"!!
The universe provides a playground of unique, bizarre, and unlikely experiences, and I 
intend to have every one of them.  Anything less will be an insult to my own posterity.  
Now, I can happily add "dodged execution for witchcraft" to my list of exploits.  As 
harrowing as that has been, I shall wear that badge with peculiar and fervent pride.!!
I believe I will begin the next chapter in England, and finally accept that invitation to join 
the Club.  Will Daphne approve?  I suspect she has a dash of hellfire behind those 
eyes.!!
Set sail!!!
 !
 !
1195!
Bouchard, Angelique!
BOOK OF DAYS 23, 053!!
They think that I do not know right from wrong, but I know it better than anyone.  For the 
first century of my immortality, I cared so deeply that each death of a loved one was like 
my own death.  Eventually, all I saw were endings and loss, and I could bear it no 



longer.  I had two choices: destroy myself or become the very force that so enraged me, 
thus becoming immune.  My choice is obvious.!!
As an immortal, I daresay that the intensity my wants exceeds theirs because I must live 
with the consequences of their fulfillment or denial forever.  Therefore, the inevitable 
death of a human in the pursuit of my happiness was a logical transaction, much the 
way that a short-lived fowl is sacrified without a care so that men may have some of the 
sustenance to live for decades.!!
However, I have never needed one such as Barnabas Collins.  He is so close to 
reciprocating, save my inhumanity.  I sat in the drawing room, fixated on the fate of 
Quentin at the hands of my occult superior, and hoped that humans would settle the 
matter.  They cannot, and how could I expect otherwise?  To use my powers to confront 
Judah Zachary may be a successful gamble, but the battle would surely mean suicide.  
Such a clash of wills would be the only thing that could destroy both of us.  In 
contemplating this, I finally understand (and, perhaps, remember) the fear and delight 
with which humans live.  WIth so little time, what choice have they?  Rather than find 
that amusing, I now find that amazing.  Such bravery!  Such urgency!  Each crisis 
means all.  And each joy must be embraced with zest, for it will never come again.!!
I see now why Barnabas could never love me.  By comparison, I am petty.  No longer.  I 
will prove myself to Barnabas.  Should I survive, this will be my final entry in the Book of 
Days.!!
Weighing the many crises this family has faced and the ones to come, everything is the 
result of Judah Zachary's curse.  Ending that is a noble way to die or an auspicious way 
to begin the celebration of the fleeting life of humanity.!
 !
1196!
Collins, Barnabas!
I have failed at everything.  Thus, I must succeed at everything.  "I will do it all," I 
promised Quentin as he stood in his jail cell with a wistful defiance as the headman 
readied his blade.!!
That is what a Collins does.  For anyone.!!
If Quentin and Desmond die, and Tad dies in the Civil War, then I will be the only 
remaining Collins.  But as long as men charge ahead in the spirit of Quentin Collins, I 
shall never be the last.!!
He is not dead yet, however.!!
I will do it all.!!
BC!
 !



1197!
Collins, Barnabas!
Angelique.  I will never again say that name without feeling a bliss I have never known.!!
Stripped of her abilities, Angelique was left only with her humanity.  That proved to be 
her greatest power ever, and the only one that mattered.  She stopped the execution by 
proclaiming everything she had never said before.  Desmond then ended the nightmare 
by shooting Gerard Stiles.  With his death came the end of Warlock Judah Zachary.  
Zachary was, in my opinion, the reason this family has suffered through the centuries, 
leading to the bitterness and decay I found in Roger, Elizabeth, Carolyn, and David 
when first we met.  His curse was a slow and excruciating poison, and it is no more.!!
For my part?  I saved no one.  Angelique deserves the credit.  With all respect and love, 
Joshua, she turned out to be the greatest Collins of them all.  How can I help but to love 
her?  I realize now that I always have.  My fondness for Josette, fascination with Miss 
Winters, and kinship Roxanne will never end.  They were comforts to me.  Angelique 
was danger.  When the others left my life, I was despondent, but I soldiered on.  Had I 
allowed myself to admit my love for Angelique, and she were to suffer the same fate, 
why soldier on at all?!!
I have braved everything except my own heart.  Now, with fewer years ahead of me 
than behind, I no longer have that luxury.!!
I only have Angelique.!!
I am, at last, complete.!!
BC!
 !
1198!
Collins, Barnabas!
I know that I will never see her again.!
 !
The House of Trask finally stands in triumph.  Since 1795, they have sought to eradicate 
the legacy of witchcraft in Collinsport.  In 1796, they added a blood vendetta against me 
to their crusade.  Mr. Lamar Trask succeeded in both.!
 !
Today, he murdered Angelique Bouchard.  In doing so, he has inflicted a wound upon 
me that shall never heal.!
 !
He ended her with a common pistol and then ran.  Her lips tasted of honey and rain, 
and she was dead in my arms when I finally told her that I loved her.!
 !
Desperately, I seized at the one pleasure retained for me by life: crushing the throat of 
Lamar Trask.  As he staggered into the impenetrable world of Parallel Time, I was 



denied even that.  The great house of Collinwood exacted vengeance for me, and I am 
beset with a conflict of pique and flattery.  !
 !
When she saw me, Julia tried to be a comfort.  The results were not successful, but I 
was moved by her intentions.  I was mourning a love that was not she, but Julia found 
sympathy for me, anyway.  Was the denial of my love causing her suffering equal to my 
own?!
 !
No.  Respectfully, Julia, no.!
 !
These centuries have taught me many things, and one fact stands above all others; 
while my capacity for joy has always been limited, my capacity for grief is infinite.!
 !
We returned home.  We changed clothes.  We met Elizabeth.  I am being driven to the 
opening of the new Collinsport Historical Society, where Roger is giving a speech.  Eliot 
and Elizabeth are having a lively chat in the seat before me, and Julia is laughing with 
them, only occasionally glancing at me and then looking downward in shame.!
 !
It is a moderated shame, however, for I have led her to believe that I, as always, have 
recovered.  I shall sit at attention as Roger speaks.  I will hold my program politely.  My 
mind and heart will be centuries away.  I have saved the Collins family, and I have lost 
the only thing that has ever made me purely happy.  But had never felt it at all, I would 
not be feeling what I am, now.!
 !
We’re parking.  They expect happiness from me.  Showing otherwise would be quietly 
harm Collins family yet again.  So I will do what humans always do.  What I always do.!
 !
I shall pretend.!
 !
BC!
 !
1199!
Collins, Quentin II!
Dear Barnabas,!!
Julia told me what happened.  It's not fair.!!
Before we met, I thought there were just three kinds of people in the world: marks, 
rivals, and playthings.  You were a rival until I grew up.  And then I had something that I 
never dreamed possible: a friend.!!
You have one, too.!!
Regards,!!
Quentin Collins II!



 !
1199.5!
TE Stokes!
Gentlemen,!!
The Professor is back from an extraordinary journey.  Having done my finest work from 
an armchair over the past decade, getting back into the field was most invigorating!!!
In 1840, I discovered that the first Mr. Quentin Collins had crafted a working time portal 
in the form of a staircase.  As you can imagine this was a hideously dangerous device in 
his unwary hands.  I urged them to destroy it.  As I mounted the stairs and returned to 
our age, his cousin, Mr. Desmond Collins, smashed the gateway behind me and burned 
the plans forever.!!
Well, the original plans.  In my pocket were schematics for a much improved version.  
The TS 2.0 shall be completed within the week.!!
My brothers, we have the wisdom and foresight to use them as we’ve used all of our 
advantages: to make a difference.  JM Barrie said that “to die will be an awfully big 
adventure.”  Quite true, but we have bigger ones before us.  I leap into them with vigor.  
Who's with me?!!
Sincerely,!!
Timothy Eliot Stokes, Ph.D.!!
ps – Hellfire!!
 !
1305!
Collins, Barnabas!
April 3, 1971!!
Time -- once my enemy -- is now my dearest friend.  For that, I may thank Eliot Stokes.  
Hellfire for you, good sir.!!
BC!
 !
1305.5!
Willie Loomis!
Dear Barnabas,!!
Roxanne (my Roxanne, not your Roxanne) gave me permission.  Ol' Willie's ready 
when you are.!!
Hey, thanks for letting me help out.!!



I also need money to go to the grocery.  We need:!
• ritz crackers!
• gum!
• peanut butter!
• chili!
• q-tips!
• rope!!
Your pal,!!
Willie!!
ps -- I can buy the crackers.!
 !
1306!
Collins, Barnabas!
June 27, 1971!!
The sun rises at the Great House of Collinwood.!!
And where I have been leaden with sorrow, today I feel only hope and purpose.!!
I know nothing of the cost... nor the perils... nor the punishment I shall endure in the 
quest before me.!!
I know only one thing:!!
I know that I will see her again.!!
My name is Barnabas Collins.!
 !
1307!
Hoffman, Julia!
OFFICE OF THE DIRECTOR!
W I N D C L I F F   S A N I T A R I U M!
Julia Hoffman, M.D.!
 !!
June 29, 1971!!
 !!
Dear Staff,!!
My name is Doctor Julia Hoffman.  You've probably heard about me.  I'm back. !!



!!
Every day, our only enemy is fear.  No matter how devious we can be, we can never 
defeat it. When it faces us, we have two choices: run from it or live with it.  And never 
lose the capacity to love.  !!
We may not always win our fights, but we will never challenge the fates alone.!!
Sincerely,!!
Dr. Julia Hoffman!
 !
Afterward and Afterword!
The Collins Foundation!
This ends the first volume of the Collins Chronicles.  We say “first” because the staff is 
confident that more will be found.  If Mr. Collins was anything, it was a thorough diarist 
and collector.  Or author of fiction.  That decision is up to you.!!
This project would not have been possible without the collaboration of the finest archival 
team ever assembled, and I would be remiss not to recognize the prominent members:!!
Francis Swann!!
Ralph Ellis!!
Malcolm Marmorstein!!
Joe Caldwell!!
Violet Welles!!
Ron Sproat!!
Gordon Russell!!
Sam Hall!!
 !!
This project was developed by Art Wallace.!!
The narrative supervisor was Mr. Dan Curtis.!!!
Thank you.!
 !
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