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D R A C U L A



CHAPTER I

JONATHAN HARKER’S JOURNAL

(Kept �n shorthand.)
3 May. B�str�tz.—Left Mun�ch at 8:35 P. M., on 1st May, arr�v�ng at

V�enna early next morn�ng; should have arr�ved at 6:46, but tra�n was an
hour late. Buda-Pesth seems a wonderful place, from the gl�mpse wh�ch I
got of �t from the tra�n and the l�ttle I could walk through the streets. I
feared to go very far from the stat�on, as we had arr�ved late and would start
as near the correct t�me as poss�ble. The �mpress�on I had was that we were
leav�ng the West and enter�ng the East; the most western of splend�d br�dges
over the Danube, wh�ch �s here of noble w�dth and depth, took us among
the trad�t�ons of Turk�sh rule.

We left �n pretty good t�me, and came after n�ghtfall to Klausenburgh.
Here I stopped for the n�ght at the Hotel Royale. I had for d�nner, or rather
supper, a ch�cken done up some way w�th red pepper, wh�ch was very good
but th�rsty. (Mem., get rec�pe for M�na.) I asked the wa�ter, and he sa�d �t
was called “papr�ka hendl,” and that, as �t was a nat�onal d�sh, I should be
able to get �t anywhere along the Carpath�ans. I found my smatter�ng of
German very useful here; �ndeed, I don’t know how I should be able to get
on w�thout �t.

Hav�ng had some t�me at my d�sposal when �n London, I had v�s�ted the
Br�t�sh Museum, and made search among the books and maps �n the l�brary
regard�ng Transylvan�a; �t had struck me that some foreknowledge of the
country could hardly fa�l to have some �mportance �n deal�ng w�th a
nobleman of that country. I f�nd that the d�str�ct he named �s �n the extreme
east of the country, just on the borders of three states, Transylvan�a,
Moldav�a and Bukov�na, �n the m�dst of the Carpath�an mounta�ns; one of
the w�ldest and least known port�ons of Europe. I was not able to l�ght on
any map or work g�v�ng the exact local�ty of the Castle Dracula, as there are
no maps of th�s country as yet to compare w�th our own Ordnance Survey
maps; but I found that B�str�tz, the post town named by Count Dracula, �s a



fa�rly well-known place. I shall enter here some of my notes, as they may
refresh my memory when I talk over my travels w�th M�na.

In the populat�on of Transylvan�a there are four d�st�nct nat�onal�t�es:
Saxons �n the South, and m�xed w�th them the Wallachs, who are the
descendants of the Dac�ans; Magyars �n the West, and Szekelys �n the East
and North. I am go�ng among the latter, who cla�m to be descended from
Att�la and the Huns. Th�s may be so, for when the Magyars conquered the
country �n the eleventh century they found the Huns settled �n �t. I read that
every known superst�t�on �n the world �s gathered �nto the horseshoe of the
Carpath�ans, as �f �t were the centre of some sort of �mag�nat�ve wh�rlpool;
�f so my stay may be very �nterest�ng. (Mem., I must ask the Count all about
them.)

I d�d not sleep well, though my bed was comfortable enough, for I had
all sorts of queer dreams. There was a dog howl�ng all n�ght under my
w�ndow, wh�ch may have had someth�ng to do w�th �t; or �t may have been
the papr�ka, for I had to dr�nk up all the water �n my carafe, and was st�ll
th�rsty. Towards morn�ng I slept and was wakened by the cont�nuous
knock�ng at my door, so I guess I must have been sleep�ng soundly then. I
had for breakfast more papr�ka, and a sort of porr�dge of ma�ze flour wh�ch
they sa�d was “mamal�ga,” and egg-plant stuffed w�th forcemeat, a very
excellent d�sh, wh�ch they call “�mpletata.” (Mem., get rec�pe for th�s also.)
I had to hurry breakfast, for the tra�n started a l�ttle before e�ght, or rather �t
ought to have done so, for after rush�ng to the stat�on at 7:30 I had to s�t �n
the carr�age for more than an hour before we began to move. It seems to me
that the further east you go the more unpunctual are the tra�ns. What ought
they to be �n Ch�na?

All day long we seemed to dawdle through a country wh�ch was full of
beauty of every k�nd. Somet�mes we saw l�ttle towns or castles on the top of
steep h�lls such as we see �n old m�ssals; somet�mes we ran by r�vers and
streams wh�ch seemed from the w�de stony marg�n on each s�de of them to
be subject to great floods. It takes a lot of water, and runn�ng strong, to
sweep the outs�de edge of a r�ver clear. At every stat�on there were groups
of people, somet�mes crowds, and �n all sorts of att�re. Some of them were
just l�ke the peasants at home or those I saw com�ng through France and
Germany, w�th short jackets and round hats and home-made trousers; but
others were very p�cturesque. The women looked pretty, except when you
got near them, but they were very clumsy about the wa�st. They had all full



wh�te sleeves of some k�nd or other, and most of them had b�g belts w�th a
lot of str�ps of someth�ng flutter�ng from them l�ke the dresses �n a ballet,
but of course there were pett�coats under them. The strangest f�gures we
saw were the Slovaks, who were more barbar�an than the rest, w�th the�r b�g
cow-boy hats, great baggy d�rty-wh�te trousers, wh�te l�nen sh�rts, and
enormous heavy leather belts, nearly a foot w�de, all studded over w�th
brass na�ls. They wore h�gh boots, w�th the�r trousers tucked �nto them, and
had long black ha�r and heavy black moustaches. They are very p�cturesque,
but do not look prepossess�ng. On the stage they would be set down at once
as some old Or�ental band of br�gands. They are, however, I am told, very
harmless and rather want�ng �n natural self-assert�on.

It was on the dark s�de of tw�l�ght when we got to B�str�tz, wh�ch �s a
very �nterest�ng old place. Be�ng pract�cally on the front�er—for the Borgo
Pass leads from �t �nto Bukov�na—�t has had a very stormy ex�stence, and �t
certa�nly shows marks of �t. F�fty years ago a ser�es of great f�res took
place, wh�ch made terr�ble havoc on f�ve separate occas�ons. At the very
beg�nn�ng of the seventeenth century �t underwent a s�ege of three weeks
and lost 13,000 people, the casualt�es of war proper be�ng ass�sted by
fam�ne and d�sease.

Count Dracula had d�rected me to go to the Golden Krone Hotel, wh�ch I
found, to my great del�ght, to be thoroughly old-fash�oned, for of course I
wanted to see all I could of the ways of the country. I was ev�dently
expected, for when I got near the door I faced a cheery-look�ng elderly
woman �n the usual peasant dress—wh�te undergarment w�th long double
apron, front, and back, of coloured stuff f�tt�ng almost too t�ght for modesty.
When I came close she bowed and sa�d, “The Herr Engl�shman?” “Yes,” I
sa�d, “Jonathan Harker.” She sm�led, and gave some message to an elderly
man �n wh�te sh�rt-sleeves, who had followed her to the door. He went, but
�mmed�ately returned w�th a letter:—

“My Fr�end.—Welcome to the Carpath�ans. I am anx�ously expect�ng
you. Sleep well to-n�ght. At three to-morrow the d�l�gence w�ll start for
Bukov�na; a place on �t �s kept for you. At the Borgo Pass my carr�age w�ll
awa�t you and w�ll br�ng you to me. I trust that your journey from London
has been a happy one, and that you w�ll enjoy your stay �n my beaut�ful
land.



“Your fr�end,
“D������.”

4 May.—I found that my landlord had got a letter from the Count,
d�rect�ng h�m to secure the best place on the coach for me; but on mak�ng
�nqu�r�es as to deta�ls he seemed somewhat ret�cent, and pretended that he
could not understand my German. Th�s could not be true, because up to
then he had understood �t perfectly; at least, he answered my quest�ons
exactly as �f he d�d. He and h�s w�fe, the old lady who had rece�ved me,
looked at each other �n a fr�ghtened sort of way. He mumbled out that the
money had been sent �n a letter, and that was all he knew. When I asked h�m
�f he knew Count Dracula, and could tell me anyth�ng of h�s castle, both he
and h�s w�fe crossed themselves, and, say�ng that they knew noth�ng at all,
s�mply refused to speak further. It was so near the t�me of start�ng that I had
no t�me to ask any one else, for �t was all very myster�ous and not by any
means comfort�ng.

Just before I was leav�ng, the old lady came up to my room and sa�d �n a
very hyster�cal way:

“Must you go? Oh! young Herr, must you go?” She was �n such an
exc�ted state that she seemed to have lost her gr�p of what German she
knew, and m�xed �t all up w�th some other language wh�ch I d�d not know at
all. I was just able to follow her by ask�ng many quest�ons. When I told her
that I must go at once, and that I was engaged on �mportant bus�ness, she
asked aga�n:

“Do you know what day �t �s?” I answered that �t was the fourth of May.
She shook her head as she sa�d aga�n:

“Oh, yes! I know that! I know that, but do you know what day �t �s?” On
my say�ng that I d�d not understand, she went on:

“It �s the eve of St. George’s Day. Do you not know that to-n�ght, when
the clock str�kes m�dn�ght, all the ev�l th�ngs �n the world w�ll have full
sway? Do you know where you are go�ng, and what you are go�ng to?” She
was �n such ev�dent d�stress that I tr�ed to comfort her, but w�thout effect.
F�nally she went down on her knees and �mplored me not to go; at least to
wa�t a day or two before start�ng. It was all very r�d�culous but I d�d not feel
comfortable. However, there was bus�ness to be done, and I could allow
noth�ng to �nterfere w�th �t. I therefore tr�ed to ra�se her up, and sa�d, as
gravely as I could, that I thanked her, but my duty was �mperat�ve, and that



I must go. She then rose and dr�ed her eyes, and tak�ng a cruc�f�x from her
neck offered �t to me. I d�d not know what to do, for, as an Engl�sh
Churchman, I have been taught to regard such th�ngs as �n some measure
�dolatrous, and yet �t seemed so ungrac�ous to refuse an old lady mean�ng so
well and �n such a state of m�nd. She saw, I suppose, the doubt �n my face,
for she put the rosary round my neck, and sa�d, “For your mother’s sake,”
and went out of the room. I am wr�t�ng up th�s part of the d�ary wh�lst I am
wa�t�ng for the coach, wh�ch �s, of course, late; and the cruc�f�x �s st�ll round
my neck. Whether �t �s the old lady’s fear, or the many ghostly trad�t�ons of
th�s place, or the cruc�f�x �tself, I do not know, but I am not feel�ng nearly as
easy �n my m�nd as usual. If th�s book should ever reach M�na before I do,
let �t br�ng my good-bye. Here comes the coach!

 
5 May. The Castle.—The grey of the morn�ng has passed, and the sun �s

h�gh over the d�stant hor�zon, wh�ch seems jagged, whether w�th trees or
h�lls I know not, for �t �s so far off that b�g th�ngs and l�ttle are m�xed. I am
not sleepy, and, as I am not to be called t�ll I awake, naturally I wr�te t�ll
sleep comes. There are many odd th�ngs to put down, and, lest who reads
them may fancy that I d�ned too well before I left B�str�tz, let me put down
my d�nner exactly. I d�ned on what they called “robber steak”—b�ts of
bacon, on�on, and beef, seasoned w�th red pepper, and strung on st�cks and
roasted over the f�re, �n the s�mple style of the London cat’s meat! The w�ne
was Golden Med�asch, wh�ch produces a queer st�ng on the tongue, wh�ch
�s, however, not d�sagreeable. I had only a couple of glasses of th�s, and
noth�ng else.

When I got on the coach the dr�ver had not taken h�s seat, and I saw h�m
talk�ng w�th the landlady. They were ev�dently talk�ng of me, for every now
and then they looked at me, and some of the people who were s�tt�ng on the
bench outs�de the door—wh�ch they call by a name mean�ng “word-
bearer”—came and l�stened, and then looked at me, most of them p�ty�ngly.
I could hear a lot of words often repeated, queer words, for there were many
nat�onal�t�es �n the crowd; so I qu�etly got my polyglot d�ct�onary from my
bag and looked them out. I must say they were not cheer�ng to me, for
amongst them were “Ordog”—Satan, “pokol”—hell, “strego�ca”—w�tch,
“vrolok” and “vlkoslak”—both of wh�ch mean the same th�ng, one be�ng
Slovak and the other Serv�an for someth�ng that �s e�ther were-wolf or
vamp�re. (Mem., I must ask the Count about these superst�t�ons)



When we started, the crowd round the �nn door, wh�ch had by th�s t�me
swelled to a cons�derable s�ze, all made the s�gn of the cross and po�nted
two f�ngers towards me. W�th some d�ff�culty I got a fellow-passenger to
tell me what they meant; he would not answer at f�rst, but on learn�ng that I
was Engl�sh, he expla�ned that �t was a charm or guard aga�nst the ev�l eye.
Th�s was not very pleasant for me, just start�ng for an unknown place to
meet an unknown man; but every one seemed so k�nd-hearted, and so
sorrowful, and so sympathet�c that I could not but be touched. I shall never
forget the last gl�mpse wh�ch I had of the �nn-yard and �ts crowd of
p�cturesque f�gures, all cross�ng themselves, as they stood round the w�de
archway, w�th �ts background of r�ch fol�age of oleander and orange trees �n
green tubs clustered �n the centre of the yard. Then our dr�ver, whose w�de
l�nen drawers covered the whole front of the box-seat—“gotza” they call
them—cracked h�s b�g wh�p over h�s four small horses, wh�ch ran abreast,
and we set off on our journey.

I soon lost s�ght and recollect�on of ghostly fears �n the beauty of the
scene as we drove along, although had I known the language, or rather
languages, wh�ch my fellow-passengers were speak�ng, I m�ght not have
been able to throw them off so eas�ly. Before us lay a green slop�ng land full
of forests and woods, w�th here and there steep h�lls, crowned w�th clumps
of trees or w�th farmhouses, the blank gable end to the road. There was
everywhere a bew�lder�ng mass of fru�t blossom—apple, plum, pear, cherry;
and as we drove by I could see the green grass under the trees spangled w�th
the fallen petals. In and out amongst these green h�lls of what they call here
the “M�ttel Land” ran the road, los�ng �tself as �t swept round the grassy
curve, or was shut out by the straggl�ng ends of p�ne woods, wh�ch here and
there ran down the h�lls�des l�ke tongues of flame. The road was rugged, but
st�ll we seemed to fly over �t w�th a fever�sh haste. I could not understand
then what the haste meant, but the dr�ver was ev�dently bent on los�ng no
t�me �n reach�ng Borgo Prund. I was told that th�s road �s �n summert�me
excellent, but that �t had not yet been put �n order after the w�nter snows. In
th�s respect �t �s d�fferent from the general run of roads �n the Carpath�ans,
for �t �s an old trad�t�on that they are not to be kept �n too good order. Of old
the Hospadars would not repa�r them, lest the Turk should th�nk that they
were prepar�ng to br�ng �n fore�gn troops, and so hasten the war wh�ch was
always really at load�ng po�nt.



Beyond the green swell�ng h�lls of the M�ttel Land rose m�ghty slopes of
forest up to the lofty steeps of the Carpath�ans themselves. R�ght and left of
us they towered, w�th the afternoon sun fall�ng full upon them and br�ng�ng
out all the glor�ous colours of th�s beaut�ful range, deep blue and purple �n
the shadows of the peaks, green and brown where grass and rock m�ngled,
and an endless perspect�ve of jagged rock and po�nted crags, t�ll these were
themselves lost �n the d�stance, where the snowy peaks rose grandly. Here
and there seemed m�ghty r�fts �n the mounta�ns, through wh�ch, as the sun
began to s�nk, we saw now and aga�n the wh�te gleam of fall�ng water. One
of my compan�ons touched my arm as we swept round the base of a h�ll and
opened up the lofty, snow-covered peak of a mounta�n, wh�ch seemed, as
we wound on our serpent�ne way, to be r�ght before us:—

“Look! Isten szek!”—“God’s seat!”—and he crossed h�mself reverently.
As we wound on our endless way, and the sun sank lower and lower

beh�nd us, the shadows of the even�ng began to creep round us. Th�s was
emphas�sed by the fact that the snowy mounta�n-top st�ll held the sunset,
and seemed to glow out w�th a del�cate cool p�nk. Here and there we passed
Cszeks and Slovaks, all �n p�cturesque att�re, but I not�ced that go�tre was
pa�nfully prevalent. By the roads�de were many crosses, and as we swept
by, my compan�ons all crossed themselves. Here and there was a peasant
man or woman kneel�ng before a shr�ne, who d�d not even turn round as we
approached, but seemed �n the self-surrender of devot�on to have ne�ther
eyes nor ears for the outer world. There were many th�ngs new to me: for
�nstance, hay-r�cks �n the trees, and here and there very beaut�ful masses of
weep�ng b�rch, the�r wh�te stems sh�n�ng l�ke s�lver through the del�cate
green of the leaves. Now and aga�n we passed a le�ter-wagon—the ord�nary
peasant’s cart—w�th �ts long, snake-l�ke vertebra, calculated to su�t the
�nequal�t�es of the road. On th�s were sure to be seated qu�te a group of
home-com�ng peasants, the Cszeks w�th the�r wh�te, and the Slovaks w�th
the�r coloured, sheepsk�ns, the latter carry�ng lance-fash�on the�r long
staves, w�th axe at end. As the even�ng fell �t began to get very cold, and the
grow�ng tw�l�ght seemed to merge �nto one dark m�st�ness the gloom of the
trees, oak, beech, and p�ne, though �n the valleys wh�ch ran deep between
the spurs of the h�lls, as we ascended through the Pass, the dark f�rs stood
out here and there aga�nst the background of late-ly�ng snow. Somet�mes, as
the road was cut through the p�ne woods that seemed �n the darkness to be
clos�ng down upon us, great masses of greyness, wh�ch here and there



bestrewed the trees, produced a pecul�arly we�rd and solemn effect, wh�ch
carr�ed on the thoughts and gr�m fanc�es engendered earl�er �n the even�ng,
when the fall�ng sunset threw �nto strange rel�ef the ghost-l�ke clouds wh�ch
amongst the Carpath�ans seem to w�nd ceaselessly through the valleys.
Somet�mes the h�lls were so steep that, desp�te our dr�ver’s haste, the horses
could only go slowly. I w�shed to get down and walk up them, as we do at
home, but the dr�ver would not hear of �t. “No, no,” he sa�d; “you must not
walk here; the dogs are too f�erce”; and then he added, w�th what he
ev�dently meant for gr�m pleasantry—for he looked round to catch the
approv�ng sm�le of the rest—“and you may have enough of such matters
before you go to sleep.” The only stop he would make was a moment’s
pause to l�ght h�s lamps.

When �t grew dark there seemed to be some exc�tement amongst the
passengers, and they kept speak�ng to h�m, one after the other, as though
urg�ng h�m to further speed. He lashed the horses unmerc�fully w�th h�s
long wh�p, and w�th w�ld cr�es of encouragement urged them on to further
exert�ons. Then through the darkness I could see a sort of patch of grey l�ght
ahead of us, as though there were a cleft �n the h�lls. The exc�tement of the
passengers grew greater; the crazy coach rocked on �ts great leather spr�ngs,
and swayed l�ke a boat tossed on a stormy sea. I had to hold on. The road
grew more level, and we appeared to fly along. Then the mounta�ns seemed
to come nearer to us on each s�de and to frown down upon us; we were
enter�ng on the Borgo Pass. One by one several of the passengers offered
me g�fts, wh�ch they pressed upon me w�th an earnestness wh�ch would take
no den�al; these were certa�nly of an odd and var�ed k�nd, but each was
g�ven �n s�mple good fa�th, w�th a k�ndly word, and a bless�ng, and that
strange m�xture of fear-mean�ng movements wh�ch I had seen outs�de the
hotel at B�str�tz—the s�gn of the cross and the guard aga�nst the ev�l eye.
Then, as we flew along, the dr�ver leaned forward, and on each s�de the
passengers, cran�ng over the edge of the coach, peered eagerly �nto the
darkness. It was ev�dent that someth�ng very exc�t�ng was e�ther happen�ng
or expected, but though I asked each passenger, no one would g�ve me the
sl�ghtest explanat�on. Th�s state of exc�tement kept on for some l�ttle t�me;
and at last we saw before us the Pass open�ng out on the eastern s�de. There
were dark, roll�ng clouds overhead, and �n the a�r the heavy, oppress�ve
sense of thunder. It seemed as though the mounta�n range had separated two
atmospheres, and that now we had got �nto the thunderous one. I was now



myself look�ng out for the conveyance wh�ch was to take me to the Count.
Each moment I expected to see the glare of lamps through the blackness;
but all was dark. The only l�ght was the fl�cker�ng rays of our own lamps, �n
wh�ch the steam from our hard-dr�ven horses rose �n a wh�te cloud. We
could see now the sandy road ly�ng wh�te before us, but there was on �t no
s�gn of a veh�cle. The passengers drew back w�th a s�gh of gladness, wh�ch
seemed to mock my own d�sappo�ntment. I was already th�nk�ng what I had
best do, when the dr�ver, look�ng at h�s watch, sa�d to the others someth�ng
wh�ch I could hardly hear, �t was spoken so qu�etly and �n so low a tone; I
thought �t was “An hour less than the t�me.” Then turn�ng to me, he sa�d �n
German worse than my own:—

“There �s no carr�age here. The Herr �s not expected after all. He w�ll
now come on to Bukov�na, and return to-morrow or the next day; better the
next day.” Wh�lst he was speak�ng the horses began to ne�gh and snort and
plunge w�ldly, so that the dr�ver had to hold them up. Then, amongst a
chorus of screams from the peasants and a un�versal cross�ng of themselves,
a calèche, w�th four horses, drove up beh�nd us, overtook us, and drew up
bes�de the coach. I could see from the flash of our lamps, as the rays fell on
them, that the horses were coal-black and splend�d an�mals. They were
dr�ven by a tall man, w�th a long brown beard and a great black hat, wh�ch
seemed to h�de h�s face from us. I could only see the gleam of a pa�r of very
br�ght eyes, wh�ch seemed red �n the lampl�ght, as he turned to us. He sa�d
to the dr�ver:—

“You are early to-n�ght, my fr�end.” The man stammered �n reply:—
“The Engl�sh Herr was �n a hurry,” to wh�ch the stranger repl�ed:—
“That �s why, I suppose, you w�shed h�m to go on to Bukov�na. You

cannot dece�ve me, my fr�end; I know too much, and my horses are sw�ft.”
As he spoke he sm�led, and the lampl�ght fell on a hard-look�ng mouth, w�th
very red l�ps and sharp-look�ng teeth, as wh�te as �vory. One of my
compan�ons wh�spered to another the l�ne from Burger’s “Lenore”:—

“Denn d�e Todten re�ten schnell”—
(“For the dead travel fast.”)

The strange dr�ver ev�dently heard the words, for he looked up w�th a
gleam�ng sm�le. The passenger turned h�s face away, at the same t�me
putt�ng out h�s two f�ngers and cross�ng h�mself. “G�ve me the Herr’s



luggage,” sa�d the dr�ver; and w�th exceed�ng alacr�ty my bags were handed
out and put �n the calèche. Then I descended from the s�de of the coach, as
the calèche was close alongs�de, the dr�ver help�ng me w�th a hand wh�ch
caught my arm �n a gr�p of steel; h�s strength must have been prod�g�ous.
W�thout a word he shook h�s re�ns, the horses turned, and we swept �nto the
darkness of the Pass. As I looked back I saw the steam from the horses of
the coach by the l�ght of the lamps, and projected aga�nst �t the f�gures of
my late compan�ons cross�ng themselves. Then the dr�ver cracked h�s wh�p
and called to h�s horses, and off they swept on the�r way to Bukov�na. As
they sank �nto the darkness I felt a strange ch�ll, and a lonely feel�ng came
over me; but a cloak was thrown over my shoulders, and a rug across my
knees, and the dr�ver sa�d �n excellent German:—

“The n�ght �s ch�ll, me�n Herr, and my master the Count bade me take all
care of you. There �s a flask of sl�vov�tz (the plum brandy of the country)
underneath the seat, �f you should requ�re �t.” I d�d not take any, but �t was a
comfort to know �t was there all the same. I felt a l�ttle strangely, and not a
l�ttle fr�ghtened. I th�nk had there been any alternat�ve I should have taken
�t, �nstead of prosecut�ng that unknown n�ght journey. The carr�age went at
a hard pace stra�ght along, then we made a complete turn and went along
another stra�ght road. It seemed to me that we were s�mply go�ng over and
over the same ground aga�n; and so I took note of some sal�ent po�nt, and
found that th�s was so. I would have l�ked to have asked the dr�ver what th�s
all meant, but I really feared to do so, for I thought that, placed as I was,
any protest would have had no effect �n case there had been an �ntent�on to
delay. By-and-by, however, as I was cur�ous to know how t�me was pass�ng,
I struck a match, and by �ts flame looked at my watch; �t was w�th�n a few
m�nutes of m�dn�ght. Th�s gave me a sort of shock, for I suppose the general
superst�t�on about m�dn�ght was �ncreased by my recent exper�ences. I
wa�ted w�th a s�ck feel�ng of suspense.

Then a dog began to howl somewhere �n a farmhouse far down the road
—a long, agon�sed wa�l�ng, as �f from fear. The sound was taken up by
another dog, and then another and another, t�ll, borne on the w�nd wh�ch
now s�ghed softly through the Pass, a w�ld howl�ng began, wh�ch seemed to
come from all over the country, as far as the �mag�nat�on could grasp �t
through the gloom of the n�ght. At the f�rst howl the horses began to stra�n
and rear, but the dr�ver spoke to them sooth�ngly, and they qu�eted down,
but sh�vered and sweated as though after a runaway from sudden fr�ght.



Then, far off �n the d�stance, from the mounta�ns on each s�de of us began a
louder and a sharper howl�ng—that of wolves—wh�ch affected both the
horses and myself �n the same way—for I was m�nded to jump from the
calèche and run, wh�lst they reared aga�n and plunged madly, so that the
dr�ver had to use all h�s great strength to keep them from bolt�ng. In a few
m�nutes, however, my own ears got accustomed to the sound, and the
horses so far became qu�et that the dr�ver was able to descend and to stand
before them. He petted and soothed them, and wh�spered someth�ng �n the�r
ears, as I have heard of horse-tamers do�ng, and w�th extraord�nary effect,
for under h�s caresses they became qu�te manageable aga�n, though they
st�ll trembled. The dr�ver aga�n took h�s seat, and shak�ng h�s re�ns, started
off at a great pace. Th�s t�me, after go�ng to the far s�de of the Pass, he
suddenly turned down a narrow roadway wh�ch ran sharply to the r�ght.

Soon we were hemmed �n w�th trees, wh�ch �n places arched r�ght over
the roadway t�ll we passed as through a tunnel; and aga�n great frown�ng
rocks guarded us boldly on e�ther s�de. Though we were �n shelter, we could
hear the r�s�ng w�nd, for �t moaned and wh�stled through the rocks, and the
branches of the trees crashed together as we swept along. It grew colder and
colder st�ll, and f�ne, powdery snow began to fall, so that soon we and all
around us were covered w�th a wh�te blanket. The keen w�nd st�ll carr�ed
the howl�ng of the dogs, though th�s grew fa�nter as we went on our way.
The bay�ng of the wolves sounded nearer and nearer, as though they were
clos�ng round on us from every s�de. I grew dreadfully afra�d, and the
horses shared my fear. The dr�ver, however, was not �n the least d�sturbed;
he kept turn�ng h�s head to left and r�ght, but I could not see anyth�ng
through the darkness.

Suddenly, away on our left, I saw a fa�nt fl�cker�ng blue flame. The
dr�ver saw �t at the same moment; he at once checked the horses, and,
jump�ng to the ground, d�sappeared �nto the darkness. I d�d not know what
to do, the less as the howl�ng of the wolves grew closer; but wh�le I
wondered the dr�ver suddenly appeared aga�n, and w�thout a word took h�s
seat, and we resumed our journey. I th�nk I must have fallen asleep and kept
dream�ng of the �nc�dent, for �t seemed to be repeated endlessly, and now
look�ng back, �t �s l�ke a sort of awful n�ghtmare. Once the flame appeared
so near the road, that even �n the darkness around us I could watch the
dr�ver’s mot�ons. He went rap�dly to where the blue flame arose—�t must
have been very fa�nt, for �t d�d not seem to �llum�ne the place around �t at all



—and gather�ng a few stones, formed them �nto some dev�ce. Once there
appeared a strange opt�cal effect: when he stood between me and the flame
he d�d not obstruct �t, for I could see �ts ghostly fl�cker all the same. Th�s
startled me, but as the effect was only momentary, I took �t that my eyes
dece�ved me stra�n�ng through the darkness. Then for a t�me there were no
blue flames, and we sped onwards through the gloom, w�th the howl�ng of
the wolves around us, as though they were follow�ng �n a mov�ng c�rcle.

At last there came a t�me when the dr�ver went further af�eld than he had
yet gone, and dur�ng h�s absence, the horses began to tremble worse than
ever and to snort and scream w�th fr�ght. I could not see any cause for �t, for
the howl�ng of the wolves had ceased altogether; but just then the moon,
sa�l�ng through the black clouds, appeared beh�nd the jagged crest of a
beetl�ng, p�ne-clad rock, and by �ts l�ght I saw around us a r�ng of wolves,
w�th wh�te teeth and loll�ng red tongues, w�th long, s�newy l�mbs and
shaggy ha�r. They were a hundred t�mes more terr�ble �n the gr�m s�lence
wh�ch held them than even when they howled. For myself, I felt a sort of
paralys�s of fear. It �s only when a man feels h�mself face to face w�th such
horrors that he can understand the�r true �mport.

All at once the wolves began to howl as though the moonl�ght had had
some pecul�ar effect on them. The horses jumped about and reared, and
looked helplessly round w�th eyes that rolled �n a way pa�nful to see; but the
l�v�ng r�ng of terror encompassed them on every s�de; and they had perforce
to rema�n w�th�n �t. I called to the coachman to come, for �t seemed to me
that our only chance was to try to break out through the r�ng and to a�d h�s
approach. I shouted and beat the s�de of the calèche, hop�ng by the no�se to
scare the wolves from that s�de, so as to g�ve h�m a chance of reach�ng the
trap. How he came there, I know not, but I heard h�s vo�ce ra�sed �n a tone
of �mper�ous command, and look�ng towards the sound, saw h�m stand �n
the roadway. As he swept h�s long arms, as though brush�ng as�de some
�mpalpable obstacle, the wolves fell back and back further st�ll. Just then a
heavy cloud passed across the face of the moon, so that we were aga�n �n
darkness.

When I could see aga�n the dr�ver was cl�mb�ng �nto the calèche, and the
wolves had d�sappeared. Th�s was all so strange and uncanny that a dreadful
fear came upon me, and I was afra�d to speak or move. The t�me seemed
�nterm�nable as we swept on our way, now �n almost complete darkness, for
the roll�ng clouds obscured the moon. We kept on ascend�ng, w�th



occas�onal per�ods of qu�ck descent, but �n the ma�n always ascend�ng.
Suddenly, I became consc�ous of the fact that the dr�ver was �n the act of
pull�ng up the horses �n the courtyard of a vast ru�ned castle, from whose
tall black w�ndows came no ray of l�ght, and whose broken battlements
showed a jagged l�ne aga�nst the moonl�t sky.



CHAPTER II

JONATHAN HARKER’S JOURNAL—cont�nued

5 May.—I must have been asleep, for certa�nly �f I had been fully awake
I must have not�ced the approach of such a remarkable place. In the gloom
the courtyard looked of cons�derable s�ze, and as several dark ways led
from �t under great round arches, �t perhaps seemed b�gger than �t really �s. I
have not yet been able to see �t by dayl�ght.

When the calèche stopped, the dr�ver jumped down and held out h�s
hand to ass�st me to al�ght. Aga�n I could not but not�ce h�s prod�g�ous
strength. H�s hand actually seemed l�ke a steel v�ce that could have crushed
m�ne �f he had chosen. Then he took out my traps, and placed them on the
ground bes�de me as I stood close to a great door, old and studded w�th
large �ron na�ls, and set �n a project�ng doorway of mass�ve stone. I could
see even �n the d�m l�ght that the stone was mass�vely carved, but that the
carv�ng had been much worn by t�me and weather. As I stood, the dr�ver
jumped aga�n �nto h�s seat and shook the re�ns; the horses started forward,
and trap and all d�sappeared down one of the dark open�ngs.

I stood �n s�lence where I was, for I d�d not know what to do. Of bell or
knocker there was no s�gn; through these frown�ng walls and dark w�ndow
open�ngs �t was not l�kely that my vo�ce could penetrate. The t�me I wa�ted
seemed endless, and I felt doubts and fears crowd�ng upon me. What sort of
place had I come to, and among what k�nd of people? What sort of gr�m
adventure was �t on wh�ch I had embarked? Was th�s a customary �nc�dent
�n the l�fe of a sol�c�tor’s clerk sent out to expla�n the purchase of a London
estate to a fore�gner? Sol�c�tor’s clerk! M�na would not l�ke that. Sol�c�tor—
for just before leav�ng London I got word that my exam�nat�on was
successful; and I am now a full-blown sol�c�tor! I began to rub my eyes and
p�nch myself to see �f I were awake. It all seemed l�ke a horr�ble n�ghtmare
to me, and I expected that I should suddenly awake, and f�nd myself at
home, w�th the dawn struggl�ng �n through the w�ndows, as I had now and
aga�n felt �n the morn�ng after a day of overwork. But my flesh answered
the p�nch�ng test, and my eyes were not to be dece�ved. I was �ndeed awake



and among the Carpath�ans. All I could do now was to be pat�ent, and to
wa�t the com�ng of the morn�ng.

Just as I had come to th�s conclus�on I heard a heavy step approach�ng
beh�nd the great door, and saw through the ch�nks the gleam of a com�ng
l�ght. Then there was the sound of rattl�ng cha�ns and the clank�ng of
mass�ve bolts drawn back. A key was turned w�th the loud grat�ng no�se of
long d�suse, and the great door swung back.

W�th�n, stood a tall old man, clean shaven save for a long wh�te
moustache, and clad �n black from head to foot, w�thout a s�ngle speck of
colour about h�m anywhere. He held �n h�s hand an ant�que s�lver lamp, �n
wh�ch the flame burned w�thout ch�mney or globe of any k�nd, throw�ng
long qu�ver�ng shadows as �t fl�ckered �n the draught of the open door. The
old man mot�oned me �n w�th h�s r�ght hand w�th a courtly gesture, say�ng
�n excellent Engl�sh, but w�th a strange �ntonat�on:—

“Welcome to my house! Enter freely and of your own w�ll!” He made no
mot�on of stepp�ng to meet me, but stood l�ke a statue, as though h�s gesture
of welcome had f�xed h�m �nto stone. The �nstant, however, that I had
stepped over the threshold, he moved �mpuls�vely forward, and hold�ng out
h�s hand grasped m�ne w�th a strength wh�ch made me w�nce, an effect
wh�ch was not lessened by the fact that �t seemed as cold as �ce—more l�ke
the hand of a dead than a l�v�ng man. Aga�n he sa�d:—

“Welcome to my house. Come freely. Go safely; and leave someth�ng of
the happ�ness you br�ng!” The strength of the handshake was so much ak�n
to that wh�ch I had not�ced �n the dr�ver, whose face I had not seen, that for
a moment I doubted �f �t were not the same person to whom I was speak�ng;
so to make sure, I sa�d �nterrogat�vely:—

“Count Dracula?” He bowed �n a courtly way as he repl�ed:—
“I am Dracula; and I b�d you welcome, Mr. Harker, to my house. Come

�n; the n�ght a�r �s ch�ll, and you must need to eat and rest.” As he was
speak�ng, he put the lamp on a bracket on the wall, and stepp�ng out, took
my luggage; he had carr�ed �t �n before I could forestall h�m. I protested but
he �ns�sted:—

“Nay, s�r, you are my guest. It �s late, and my people are not ava�lable.
Let me see to your comfort myself.” He �ns�sted on carry�ng my traps along
the passage, and then up a great w�nd�ng sta�r, and along another great
passage, on whose stone floor our steps rang heav�ly. At the end of th�s he



threw open a heavy door, and I rejo�ced to see w�th�n a well-l�t room �n
wh�ch a table was spread for supper, and on whose m�ghty hearth a great
f�re of logs, freshly replen�shed, flamed and flared.

The Count halted, putt�ng down my bags, closed the door, and cross�ng
the room, opened another door, wh�ch led �nto a small octagonal room l�t by
a s�ngle lamp, and seem�ngly w�thout a w�ndow of any sort. Pass�ng
through th�s, he opened another door, and mot�oned me to enter. It was a
welcome s�ght; for here was a great bedroom well l�ghted and warmed w�th
another log f�re,—also added to but lately, for the top logs were fresh—
wh�ch sent a hollow roar up the w�de ch�mney. The Count h�mself left my
luggage �ns�de and w�thdrew, say�ng, before he closed the door:—

“You w�ll need, after your journey, to refresh yourself by mak�ng your
to�let. I trust you w�ll f�nd all you w�sh. When you are ready, come �nto the
other room, where you w�ll f�nd your supper prepared.”

The l�ght and warmth and the Count’s courteous welcome seemed to
have d�ss�pated all my doubts and fears. Hav�ng then reached my normal
state, I d�scovered that I was half fam�shed w�th hunger; so mak�ng a hasty
to�let, I went �nto the other room.

I found supper already la�d out. My host, who stood on one s�de of the
great f�replace, lean�ng aga�nst the stonework, made a graceful wave of h�s
hand to the table, and sa�d:—

“I pray you, be seated and sup how you please. You w�ll, I trust, excuse
me that I do not jo�n you; but I have d�ned already, and I do not sup.”

I handed to h�m the sealed letter wh�ch Mr. Hawk�ns had entrusted to
me. He opened �t and read �t gravely; then, w�th a charm�ng sm�le, he
handed �t to me to read. One passage of �t, at least, gave me a thr�ll of
pleasure.

“I must regret that an attack of gout, from wh�ch malady I am a constant
sufferer, forb�ds absolutely any travell�ng on my part for some t�me to
come; but I am happy to say I can send a suff�c�ent subst�tute, one �n whom
I have every poss�ble conf�dence. He �s a young man, full of energy and
talent �n h�s own way, and of a very fa�thful d�spos�t�on. He �s d�screet and
s�lent, and has grown �nto manhood �n my serv�ce. He shall be ready to
attend on you when you w�ll dur�ng h�s stay, and shall take your �nstruct�ons
�n all matters.”



The Count h�mself came forward and took off the cover of a d�sh, and I
fell to at once on an excellent roast ch�cken. Th�s, w�th some cheese and a
salad and a bottle of old Tokay, of wh�ch I had two glasses, was my supper.
Dur�ng the t�me I was eat�ng �t the Count asked me many quest�ons as to my
journey, and I told h�m by degrees all I had exper�enced.

By th�s t�me I had f�n�shed my supper, and by my host’s des�re had
drawn up a cha�r by the f�re and begun to smoke a c�gar wh�ch he offered
me, at the same t�me excus�ng h�mself that he d�d not smoke. I had now an
opportun�ty of observ�ng h�m, and found h�m of a very marked
phys�ognomy.

H�s face was a strong—a very strong—aqu�l�ne, w�th h�gh br�dge of the
th�n nose and pecul�arly arched nostr�ls; w�th lofty domed forehead, and
ha�r grow�ng scant�ly round the temples but profusely elsewhere. H�s
eyebrows were very mass�ve, almost meet�ng over the nose, and w�th bushy
ha�r that seemed to curl �n �ts own profus�on. The mouth, so far as I could
see �t under the heavy moustache, was f�xed and rather cruel-look�ng, w�th
pecul�arly sharp wh�te teeth; these protruded over the l�ps, whose
remarkable rudd�ness showed aston�sh�ng v�tal�ty �n a man of h�s years. For
the rest, h�s ears were pale, and at the tops extremely po�nted; the ch�n was
broad and strong, and the cheeks f�rm though th�n. The general effect was
one of extraord�nary pallor.

H�therto I had not�ced the backs of h�s hands as they lay on h�s knees �n
the f�rel�ght, and they had seemed rather wh�te and f�ne; but see�ng them
now close to me, I could not but not�ce that they were rather coarse—broad,
w�th squat f�ngers. Strange to say, there were ha�rs �n the centre of the palm.
The na�ls were long and f�ne, and cut to a sharp po�nt. As the Count leaned
over me and h�s hands touched me, I could not repress a shudder. It may
have been that h�s breath was rank, but a horr�ble feel�ng of nausea came
over me, wh�ch, do what I would, I could not conceal. The Count, ev�dently
not�c�ng �t, drew back; and w�th a gr�m sort of sm�le, wh�ch showed more
than he had yet done h�s protuberant teeth, sat h�mself down aga�n on h�s
own s�de of the f�replace. We were both s�lent for a wh�le; and as I looked
towards the w�ndow I saw the f�rst d�m streak of the com�ng dawn. There
seemed a strange st�llness over everyth�ng; but as I l�stened I heard as �f
from down below �n the valley the howl�ng of many wolves. The Count’s
eyes gleamed, and he sa�d:—



“L�sten to them—the ch�ldren of the n�ght. What mus�c they make!”
See�ng, I suppose, some express�on �n my face strange to h�m, he added:—

“Ah, s�r, you dwellers �n the c�ty cannot enter �nto the feel�ngs of the
hunter.” Then he rose and sa�d:—

“But you must be t�red. Your bedroom �s all ready, and to-morrow you
shall sleep as late as you w�ll. I have to be away t�ll the afternoon; so sleep
well and dream well!” W�th a courteous bow, he opened for me h�mself the
door to the octagonal room, and I entered my bedroom....

I am all �n a sea of wonders. I doubt; I fear; I th�nk strange th�ngs, wh�ch
I dare not confess to my own soul. God keep me, �f only for the sake of
those dear to me!

 
7 May.—It �s aga�n early morn�ng, but I have rested and enjoyed the last

twenty-four hours. I slept t�ll late �n the day, and awoke of my own accord.
When I had dressed myself I went �nto the room where we had supped, and
found a cold breakfast la�d out, w�th coffee kept hot by the pot be�ng placed
on the hearth. There was a card on the table, on wh�ch was wr�tten:—

“I have to be absent for a wh�le. Do not wa�t for me.—D.” I set to and
enjoyed a hearty meal. When I had done, I looked for a bell, so that I m�ght
let the servants know I had f�n�shed; but I could not f�nd one. There are
certa�nly odd def�c�enc�es �n the house, cons�der�ng the extraord�nary
ev�dences of wealth wh�ch are round me. The table serv�ce �s of gold, and
so beaut�fully wrought that �t must be of �mmense value. The curta�ns and
upholstery of the cha�rs and sofas and the hang�ngs of my bed are of the
costl�est and most beaut�ful fabr�cs, and must have been of fabulous value
when they were made, for they are centur�es old, though �n excellent order.
I saw someth�ng l�ke them �n Hampton Court, but there they were worn and
frayed and moth-eaten. But st�ll �n none of the rooms �s there a m�rror.
There �s not even a to�let glass on my table, and I had to get the l�ttle
shav�ng glass from my bag before I could e�ther shave or brush my ha�r. I
have not yet seen a servant anywhere, or heard a sound near the castle
except the howl�ng of wolves. Some t�me after I had f�n�shed my meal—I
do not know whether to call �t breakfast or d�nner, for �t was between f�ve
and s�x o’clock when I had �t—I looked about for someth�ng to read, for I
d�d not l�ke to go about the castle unt�l I had asked the Count’s perm�ss�on.
There was absolutely noth�ng �n the room, book, newspaper, or even wr�t�ng



mater�als; so I opened another door �n the room and found a sort of l�brary.
The door oppos�te m�ne I tr�ed, but found �t locked.

In the l�brary I found, to my great del�ght, a vast number of Engl�sh
books, whole shelves full of them, and bound volumes of magaz�nes and
newspapers. A table �n the centre was l�ttered w�th Engl�sh magaz�nes and
newspapers, though none of them were of very recent date. The books were
of the most var�ed k�nd—h�story, geography, pol�t�cs, pol�t�cal economy,
botany, geology, law—all relat�ng to England and Engl�sh l�fe and customs
and manners. There were even such books of reference as the London
D�rectory, the “Red” and “Blue” books, Wh�taker’s Almanac, the Army and
Navy L�sts, and—�t somehow gladdened my heart to see �t—the Law L�st.

Wh�lst I was look�ng at the books, the door opened, and the Count
entered. He saluted me �n a hearty way, and hoped that I had had a good
n�ght’s rest. Then he went on:—

“I am glad you found your way �n here, for I am sure there �s much that
w�ll �nterest you. These compan�ons”—and he la�d h�s hand on some of the
books—“have been good fr�ends to me, and for some years past, ever s�nce
I had the �dea of go�ng to London, have g�ven me many, many hours of
pleasure. Through them I have come to know your great England; and to
know her �s to love her. I long to go through the crowded streets of your
m�ghty London, to be �n the m�dst of the wh�rl and rush of human�ty, to
share �ts l�fe, �ts change, �ts death, and all that makes �t what �t �s. But alas!
as yet I only know your tongue through books. To you, my fr�end, I look
that I know �t to speak.”

“But, Count,” I sa�d, “you know and speak Engl�sh thoroughly!” He
bowed gravely.

“I thank you, my fr�end, for your all too-flatter�ng est�mate, but yet I fear
that I am but a l�ttle way on the road I would travel. True, I know the
grammar and the words, but yet I know not how to speak them.”

“Indeed,” I sa�d, “you speak excellently.”
“Not so,” he answered. “Well, I know that, d�d I move and speak �n your

London, none there are who would not know me for a stranger. That �s not
enough for me. Here I am noble; I am boyar; the common people know me,
and I am master. But a stranger �n a strange land, he �s no one; men know
h�m not—and to know not �s to care not for. I am content �f I am l�ke the
rest, so that no man stops �f he see me, or pause �n h�s speak�ng �f he hear



my words, ‘Ha, ha! a stranger!’ I have been so long master that I would be
master st�ll—or at least that none other should be master of me. You come
to me not alone as agent of my fr�end Peter Hawk�ns, of Exeter, to tell me
all about my new estate �n London. You shall, I trust, rest here w�th me
awh�le, so that by our talk�ng I may learn the Engl�sh �ntonat�on; and I
would that you tell me when I make error, even of the smallest, �n my
speak�ng. I am sorry that I had to be away so long to-day; but you w�ll, I
know, forg�ve one who has so many �mportant affa�rs �n hand.”

Of course I sa�d all I could about be�ng w�ll�ng, and asked �f I m�ght
come �nto that room when I chose. He answered: “Yes, certa�nly,” and
added:—

“You may go anywhere you w�sh �n the castle, except where the doors
are locked, where of course you w�ll not w�sh to go. There �s reason that all
th�ngs are as they are, and d�d you see w�th my eyes and know w�th my
knowledge, you would perhaps better understand.” I sa�d I was sure of th�s,
and then he went on:—

“We are �n Transylvan�a; and Transylvan�a �s not England. Our ways are
not your ways, and there shall be to you many strange th�ngs. Nay, from
what you have told me of your exper�ences already, you know someth�ng of
what strange th�ngs there may be.”

Th�s led to much conversat�on; and as �t was ev�dent that he wanted to
talk, �f only for talk�ng’s sake, I asked h�m many quest�ons regard�ng th�ngs
that had already happened to me or come w�th�n my not�ce. Somet�mes he
sheered off the subject, or turned the conversat�on by pretend�ng not to
understand; but generally he answered all I asked most frankly. Then as
t�me went on, and I had got somewhat bolder, I asked h�m of some of the
strange th�ngs of the preced�ng n�ght, as, for �nstance, why the coachman
went to the places where he had seen the blue flames. He then expla�ned to
me that �t was commonly bel�eved that on a certa�n n�ght of the year—last
n�ght, �n fact, when all ev�l sp�r�ts are supposed to have unchecked sway—a
blue flame �s seen over any place where treasure has been concealed. “That
treasure has been h�dden,” he went on, “�n the reg�on through wh�ch you
came last n�ght, there can be but l�ttle doubt; for �t was the ground fought
over for centur�es by the Wallach�an, the Saxon, and the Turk. Why, there �s
hardly a foot of so�l �n all th�s reg�on that has not been enr�ched by the
blood of men, patr�ots or �nvaders. In old days there were st�rr�ng t�mes,



when the Austr�an and the Hungar�an came up �n hordes, and the patr�ots
went out to meet them—men and women, the aged and the ch�ldren too—
and wa�ted the�r com�ng on the rocks above the passes, that they m�ght
sweep destruct�on on them w�th the�r art�f�c�al avalanches. When the
�nvader was tr�umphant he found but l�ttle, for whatever there was had been
sheltered �n the fr�endly so�l.”

“But how,” sa�d I, “can �t have rema�ned so long und�scovered, when
there �s a sure �ndex to �t �f men w�ll but take the trouble to look?” The
Count sm�led, and as h�s l�ps ran back over h�s gums, the long, sharp,
can�ne teeth showed out strangely; he answered:—

“Because your peasant �s at heart a coward and a fool! Those flames
only appear on one n�ght; and on that n�ght no man of th�s land w�ll, �f he
can help �t, st�r w�thout h�s doors. And, dear s�r, even �f he d�d he would not
know what to do. Why, even the peasant that you tell me of who marked the
place of the flame would not know where to look �n dayl�ght even for h�s
own work. Even you would not, I dare be sworn, be able to f�nd these
places aga�n?”

“There you are r�ght,” I sa�d. “I know no more than the dead where even
to look for them.” Then we dr�fted �nto other matters.

“Come,” he sa�d at last, “tell me of London and of the house wh�ch you
have procured for me.” W�th an apology for my rem�ssness, I went �nto my
own room to get the papers from my bag. Wh�lst I was plac�ng them �n
order I heard a rattl�ng of ch�na and s�lver �n the next room, and as I passed
through, not�ced that the table had been cleared and the lamp l�t, for �t was
by th�s t�me deep �nto the dark. The lamps were also l�t �n the study or
l�brary, and I found the Count ly�ng on the sofa, read�ng, of all th�ngs �n the
world, an Engl�sh Bradshaw’s Gu�de. When I came �n he cleared the books
and papers from the table; and w�th h�m I went �nto plans and deeds and
f�gures of all sorts. He was �nterested �n everyth�ng, and asked me a myr�ad
quest�ons about the place and �ts surround�ngs. He clearly had stud�ed
beforehand all he could get on the subject of the ne�ghbourhood, for he
ev�dently at the end knew very much more than I d�d. When I remarked
th�s, he answered:—

“Well, but, my fr�end, �s �t not needful that I should? When I go there I
shall be all alone, and my fr�end Harker Jonathan—nay, pardon me, I fall
�nto my country’s hab�t of putt�ng your patronym�c f�rst—my fr�end



Jonathan Harker w�ll not be by my s�de to correct and a�d me. He w�ll be �n
Exeter, m�les away, probably work�ng at papers of the law w�th my other
fr�end, Peter Hawk�ns. So!”

We went thoroughly �nto the bus�ness of the purchase of the estate at
Purfleet. When I had told h�m the facts and got h�s s�gnature to the
necessary papers, and had wr�tten a letter w�th them ready to post to Mr.
Hawk�ns, he began to ask me how I had come across so su�table a place. I
read to h�m the notes wh�ch I had made at the t�me, and wh�ch I �nscr�be
here:—

“At Purfleet, on a by-road, I came across just such a place as seemed to
be requ�red, and where was d�splayed a d�lap�dated not�ce that the place was
for sale. It �s surrounded by a h�gh wall, of anc�ent structure, bu�lt of heavy
stones, and has not been repa�red for a large number of years. The closed
gates are of heavy old oak and �ron, all eaten w�th rust.

“The estate �s called Carfax, no doubt a corrupt�on of the old Quatre
Face, as the house �s four-s�ded, agree�ng w�th the card�nal po�nts of the
compass. It conta�ns �n all some twenty acres, qu�te surrounded by the sol�d
stone wall above ment�oned. There are many trees on �t, wh�ch make �t �n
places gloomy, and there �s a deep, dark-look�ng pond or small lake,
ev�dently fed by some spr�ngs, as the water �s clear and flows away �n a
fa�r-s�zed stream. The house �s very large and of all per�ods back, I should
say, to med�æval t�mes, for one part �s of stone �mmensely th�ck, w�th only a
few w�ndows h�gh up and heav�ly barred w�th �ron. It looks l�ke part of a
keep, and �s close to an old chapel or church. I could not enter �t, as I had
not the key of the door lead�ng to �t from the house, but I have taken w�th
my kodak v�ews of �t from var�ous po�nts. The house has been added to, but
�n a very straggl�ng way, and I can only guess at the amount of ground �t
covers, wh�ch must be very great. There are but few houses close at hand,
one be�ng a very large house only recently added to and formed �nto a
pr�vate lunat�c asylum. It �s not, however, v�s�ble from the grounds.”

When I had f�n�shed, he sa�d:—
“I am glad that �t �s old and b�g. I myself am of an old fam�ly, and to l�ve

�n a new house would k�ll me. A house cannot be made hab�table �n a day;
and, after all, how few days go to make up a century. I rejo�ce also that
there �s a chapel of old t�mes. We Transylvan�an nobles love not to th�nk
that our bones may l�e amongst the common dead. I seek not ga�ety nor



m�rth, not the br�ght voluptuousness of much sunsh�ne and sparkl�ng waters
wh�ch please the young and gay. I am no longer young; and my heart,
through weary years of mourn�ng over the dead, �s not attuned to m�rth.
Moreover, the walls of my castle are broken; the shadows are many, and the
w�nd breathes cold through the broken battlements and casements. I love
the shade and the shadow, and would be alone w�th my thoughts when I
may.” Somehow h�s words and h�s look d�d not seem to accord, or else �t
was that h�s cast of face made h�s sm�le look mal�gnant and saturn�ne.

Presently, w�th an excuse, he left me, ask�ng me to put all my papers
together. He was some l�ttle t�me away, and I began to look at some of the
books around me. One was an atlas, wh�ch I found opened naturally at
England, as �f that map had been much used. On look�ng at �t I found �n
certa�n places l�ttle r�ngs marked, and on exam�n�ng these I not�ced that one
was near London on the east s�de, man�festly where h�s new estate was
s�tuated; the other two were Exeter, and Wh�tby on the Yorksh�re coast.

It was the better part of an hour when the Count returned. “Aha!” he
sa�d; “st�ll at your books? Good! But you must not work always. Come; I
am �nformed that your supper �s ready.” He took my arm, and we went �nto
the next room, where I found an excellent supper ready on the table. The
Count aga�n excused h�mself, as he had d�ned out on h�s be�ng away from
home. But he sat as on the prev�ous n�ght, and chatted wh�lst I ate. After
supper I smoked, as on the last even�ng, and the Count stayed w�th me,
chatt�ng and ask�ng quest�ons on every conce�vable subject, hour after hour.
I felt that �t was gett�ng very late �ndeed, but I d�d not say anyth�ng, for I felt
under obl�gat�on to meet my host’s w�shes �n every way. I was not sleepy, as
the long sleep yesterday had fort�f�ed me; but I could not help exper�enc�ng
that ch�ll wh�ch comes over one at the com�ng of the dawn, wh�ch �s l�ke, �n
�ts way, the turn of the t�de. They say that people who are near death d�e
generally at the change to the dawn or at the turn of the t�de; any one who
has when t�red, and t�ed as �t were to h�s post, exper�enced th�s change �n
the atmosphere can well bel�eve �t. All at once we heard the crow of a cock
com�ng up w�th preternatural shr�llness through the clear morn�ng a�r;
Count Dracula, jump�ng to h�s feet, sa�d:—

“Why, there �s the morn�ng aga�n! How rem�ss I am to let you stay up so
long. You must make your conversat�on regard�ng my dear new country of
England less �nterest�ng, so that I may not forget how t�me fl�es by us,” and,
w�th a courtly bow, he qu�ckly left me.



I went �nto my own room and drew the curta�ns, but there was l�ttle to
not�ce; my w�ndow opened �nto the courtyard, all I could see was the warm
grey of qu�cken�ng sky. So I pulled the curta�ns aga�n, and have wr�tten of
th�s day.

 
8 May.—I began to fear as I wrote �n th�s book that I was gett�ng too

d�ffuse; but now I am glad that I went �nto deta�l from the f�rst, for there �s
someth�ng so strange about th�s place and all �n �t that I cannot but feel
uneasy. I w�sh I were safe out of �t, or that I had never come. It may be that
th�s strange n�ght-ex�stence �s tell�ng on me; but would that that were all! If
there were any one to talk to I could bear �t, but there �s no one. I have only
the Count to speak w�th, and he!—I fear I am myself the only l�v�ng soul
w�th�n the place. Let me be prosa�c so far as facts can be; �t w�ll help me to
bear up, and �mag�nat�on must not run r�ot w�th me. If �t does I am lost. Let
me say at once how I stand—or seem to.

I only slept a few hours when I went to bed, and feel�ng that I could not
sleep any more, got up. I had hung my shav�ng glass by the w�ndow, and
was just beg�nn�ng to shave. Suddenly I felt a hand on my shoulder, and
heard the Count’s vo�ce say�ng to me, “Good-morn�ng.” I started, for �t
amazed me that I had not seen h�m, s�nce the reflect�on of the glass covered
the whole room beh�nd me. In start�ng I had cut myself sl�ghtly, but d�d not
not�ce �t at the moment. Hav�ng answered the Count’s salutat�on, I turned to
the glass aga�n to see how I had been m�staken. Th�s t�me there could be no
error, for the man was close to me, and I could see h�m over my shoulder.
But there was no reflect�on of h�m �n the m�rror! The whole room beh�nd
me was d�splayed; but there was no s�gn of a man �n �t, except myself. Th�s
was startl�ng, and, com�ng on the top of so many strange th�ngs, was
beg�nn�ng to �ncrease that vague feel�ng of uneas�ness wh�ch I always have
when the Count �s near; but at the �nstant I saw that the cut had bled a l�ttle,
and the blood was tr�ckl�ng over my ch�n. I la�d down the razor, turn�ng as I
d�d so half round to look for some st�ck�ng plaster. When the Count saw my
face, h�s eyes blazed w�th a sort of demon�ac fury, and he suddenly made a
grab at my throat. I drew away, and h�s hand touched the str�ng of beads
wh�ch held the cruc�f�x. It made an �nstant change �n h�m, for the fury
passed so qu�ckly that I could hardly bel�eve that �t was ever there.



“Take care,” he sa�d, “take care how you cut yourself. It �s more
dangerous than you th�nk �n th�s country.” Then se�z�ng the shav�ng glass,
he went on: “And th�s �s the wretched th�ng that has done the m�sch�ef. It �s
a foul bauble of man’s van�ty. Away w�th �t!” and open�ng the heavy
w�ndow w�th one wrench of h�s terr�ble hand, he flung out the glass, wh�ch
was shattered �nto a thousand p�eces on the stones of the courtyard far
below. Then he w�thdrew w�thout a word. It �s very annoy�ng, for I do not
see how I am to shave, unless �n my watch-case or the bottom of the
shav�ng-pot, wh�ch �s fortunately of metal.

When I went �nto the d�n�ng-room, breakfast was prepared; but I could
not f�nd the Count anywhere. So I breakfasted alone. It �s strange that as yet
I have not seen the Count eat or dr�nk. He must be a very pecul�ar man!
After breakfast I d�d a l�ttle explor�ng �n the castle. I went out on the sta�rs,
and found a room look�ng towards the South. The v�ew was magn�f�cent,
and from where I stood there was every opportun�ty of see�ng �t. The castle
�s on the very edge of a terr�ble prec�p�ce. A stone fall�ng from the w�ndow
would fall a thousand feet w�thout touch�ng anyth�ng! As far as the eye can
reach �s a sea of green tree tops, w�th occas�onally a deep r�ft where there �s
a chasm. Here and there are s�lver threads where the r�vers w�nd �n deep
gorges through the forests.

But I am not �n heart to descr�be beauty, for when I had seen the v�ew I
explored further; doors, doors, doors everywhere, and all locked and bolted.
In no place save from the w�ndows �n the castle walls �s there an ava�lable
ex�t.

The castle �s a ver�table pr�son, and I am a pr�soner!



CHAPTER III

JONATHAN HARKER’S JOURNAL—cont�nued

WHEN I found that I was a pr�soner a sort of w�ld feel�ng came over me. I
rushed up and down the sta�rs, try�ng every door and peer�ng out of every
w�ndow I could f�nd; but after a l�ttle the conv�ct�on of my helplessness
overpowered all other feel�ngs. When I look back after a few hours I th�nk I
must have been mad for the t�me, for I behaved much as a rat does �n a trap.
When, however, the conv�ct�on had come to me that I was helpless I sat
down qu�etly—as qu�etly as I have ever done anyth�ng �n my l�fe—and
began to th�nk over what was best to be done. I am th�nk�ng st�ll, and as yet
have come to no def�n�te conclus�on. Of one th�ng only am I certa�n; that �t
�s no use mak�ng my �deas known to the Count. He knows well that I am
�mpr�soned; and as he has done �t h�mself, and has doubtless h�s own
mot�ves for �t, he would only dece�ve me �f I trusted h�m fully w�th the
facts. So far as I can see, my only plan w�ll be to keep my knowledge and
my fears to myself, and my eyes open. I am, I know, e�ther be�ng dece�ved,
l�ke a baby, by my own fears, or else I am �n desperate stra�ts; and �f the
latter be so, I need, and shall need, all my bra�ns to get through.

I had hardly come to th�s conclus�on when I heard the great door below
shut, and knew that the Count had returned. He d�d not come at once �nto
the l�brary, so I went caut�ously to my own room and found h�m mak�ng the
bed. Th�s was odd, but only conf�rmed what I had all along thought—that
there were no servants �n the house. When later I saw h�m through the ch�nk
of the h�nges of the door lay�ng the table �n the d�n�ng-room, I was assured
of �t; for �f he does h�mself all these men�al off�ces, surely �t �s proof that
there �s no one else to do them. Th�s gave me a fr�ght, for �f there �s no one
else �n the castle, �t must have been the Count h�mself who was the dr�ver of
the coach that brought me here. Th�s �s a terr�ble thought; for �f so, what
does �t mean that he could control the wolves, as he d�d, by only hold�ng up
h�s hand �n s�lence. How was �t that all the people at B�str�tz and on the
coach had some terr�ble fear for me? What meant the g�v�ng of the cruc�f�x,
of the garl�c, of the w�ld rose, of the mounta�n ash? Bless that good, good



woman who hung the cruc�f�x round my neck! for �t �s a comfort and a
strength to me whenever I touch �t. It �s odd that a th�ng wh�ch I have been
taught to regard w�th d�sfavour and as �dolatrous should �n a t�me of
lonel�ness and trouble be of help. Is �t that there �s someth�ng �n the essence
of the th�ng �tself, or that �t �s a med�um, a tang�ble help, �n convey�ng
memor�es of sympathy and comfort? Some t�me, �f �t may be, I must
exam�ne th�s matter and try to make up my m�nd about �t. In the meant�me I
must f�nd out all I can about Count Dracula, as �t may help me to
understand. To-n�ght he may talk of h�mself, �f I turn the conversat�on that
way. I must be very careful, however, not to awake h�s susp�c�on.

 
M�dn�ght.—I have had a long talk w�th the Count. I asked h�m a few

quest�ons on Transylvan�a h�story, and he warmed up to the subject
wonderfully. In h�s speak�ng of th�ngs and people, and espec�ally of battles,
he spoke as �f he had been present at them all. Th�s he afterwards expla�ned
by say�ng that to a boyar the pr�de of h�s house and name �s h�s own pr�de,
that the�r glory �s h�s glory, that the�r fate �s h�s fate. Whenever he spoke of
h�s house he always sa�d “we,” and spoke almost �n the plural, l�ke a k�ng
speak�ng. I w�sh I could put down all he sa�d exactly as he sa�d �t, for to me
�t was most fasc�nat�ng. It seemed to have �n �t a whole h�story of the
country. He grew exc�ted as he spoke, and walked about the room pull�ng
h�s great wh�te moustache and grasp�ng anyth�ng on wh�ch he la�d h�s hands
as though he would crush �t by ma�n strength. One th�ng he sa�d wh�ch I
shall put down as nearly as I can; for �t tells �n �ts way the story of h�s race:
—

“We Szekelys have a r�ght to be proud, for �n our ve�ns flows the blood
of many brave races who fought as the l�on f�ghts, for lordsh�p. Here, �n the
wh�rlpool of European races, the Ugr�c tr�be bore down from Iceland the
f�ght�ng sp�r�t wh�ch Thor and Wod�n gave them, wh�ch the�r Berserkers
d�splayed to such fell �ntent on the seaboards of Europe, ay, and of As�a and
Afr�ca too, t�ll the peoples thought that the were-wolves themselves had
come. Here, too, when they came, they found the Huns, whose warl�ke fury
had swept the earth l�ke a l�v�ng flame, t�ll the dy�ng peoples held that �n
the�r ve�ns ran the blood of those old w�tches, who, expelled from Scyth�a
had mated w�th the dev�ls �n the desert. Fools, fools! What dev�l or what
w�tch was ever so great as Att�la, whose blood �s �n these ve�ns?” He held
up h�s arms. “Is �t a wonder that we were a conquer�ng race; that we were



proud; that when the Magyar, the Lombard, the Avar, the Bulgar, or the
Turk poured h�s thousands on our front�ers, we drove them back? Is �t
strange that when Arpad and h�s leg�ons swept through the Hungar�an
fatherland he found us here when he reached the front�er; that the
Honfoglalas was completed there? And when the Hungar�an flood swept
eastward, the Szekelys were cla�med as k�ndred by the v�ctor�ous Magyars,
and to us for centur�es was trusted the guard�ng of the front�er of Turkey-
land; ay, and more than that, endless duty of the front�er guard, for, as the
Turks say, ‘water sleeps, and enemy �s sleepless.’ Who more gladly than we
throughout the Four Nat�ons rece�ved the ‘bloody sword,’ or at �ts warl�ke
call flocked qu�cker to the standard of the K�ng? When was redeemed that
great shame of my nat�on, the shame of Cassova, when the flags of the
Wallach and the Magyar went down beneath the Crescent? Who was �t but
one of my own race who as Vo�vode crossed the Danube and beat the Turk
on h�s own ground? Th�s was a Dracula �ndeed! Woe was �t that h�s own
unworthy brother, when he had fallen, sold h�s people to the Turk and
brought the shame of slavery on them! Was �t not th�s Dracula, �ndeed, who
�nsp�red that other of h�s race who �n a later age aga�n and aga�n brought h�s
forces over the great r�ver �nto Turkey-land; who, when he was beaten back,
came aga�n, and aga�n, and aga�n, though he had to come alone from the
bloody f�eld where h�s troops were be�ng slaughtered, s�nce he knew that he
alone could ult�mately tr�umph! They sa�d that he thought only of h�mself.
Bah! what good are peasants w�thout a leader? Where ends the war w�thout
a bra�n and heart to conduct �t? Aga�n, when, after the battle of Mohács, we
threw off the Hungar�an yoke, we of the Dracula blood were amongst the�r
leaders, for our sp�r�t would not brook that we were not free. Ah, young s�r,
the Szekelys—and the Dracula as the�r heart’s blood, the�r bra�ns, and the�r
swords—can boast a record that mushroom growths l�ke the Hapsburgs and
the Romanoffs can never reach. The warl�ke days are over. Blood �s too
prec�ous a th�ng �n these days of d�shonourable peace; and the glor�es of the
great races are as a tale that �s told.”

It was by th�s t�me close on morn�ng, and we went to bed. (Mem., th�s
d�ary seems horr�bly l�ke the beg�nn�ng of the “Arab�an N�ghts,” for
everyth�ng has to break off at cockcrow—or l�ke the ghost of Hamlet’s
father.)

 



12 May.—Let me beg�n w�th facts—bare, meagre facts, ver�f�ed by
books and f�gures, and of wh�ch there can be no doubt. I must not confuse
them w�th exper�ences wh�ch w�ll have to rest on my own observat�on, or
my memory of them. Last even�ng when the Count came from h�s room he
began by ask�ng me quest�ons on legal matters and on the do�ng of certa�n
k�nds of bus�ness. I had spent the day wear�ly over books, and, s�mply to
keep my m�nd occup�ed, went over some of the matters I had been
exam�ned �n at L�ncoln’s Inn. There was a certa�n method �n the Count’s
�nqu�r�es, so I shall try to put them down �n sequence; the knowledge may
somehow or some t�me be useful to me.

F�rst, he asked �f a man �n England m�ght have two sol�c�tors or more. I
told h�m he m�ght have a dozen �f he w�shed, but that �t would not be w�se
to have more than one sol�c�tor engaged �n one transact�on, as only one
could act at a t�me, and that to change would be certa�n to m�l�tate aga�nst
h�s �nterest. He seemed thoroughly to understand, and went on to ask �f
there would be any pract�cal d�ff�culty �n hav�ng one man to attend, say, to
bank�ng, and another to look after sh�pp�ng, �n case local help were needed
�n a place far from the home of the bank�ng sol�c�tor. I asked h�m to expla�n
more fully, so that I m�ght not by any chance m�slead h�m, so he sa�d:—

“I shall �llustrate. Your fr�end and m�ne, Mr. Peter Hawk�ns, from under
the shadow of your beaut�ful cathedral at Exeter, wh�ch �s far from London,
buys for me through your good self my place at London. Good! Now here
let me say frankly, lest you should th�nk �t strange that I have sought the
serv�ces of one so far off from London �nstead of some one res�dent there,
that my mot�ve was that no local �nterest m�ght be served save my w�sh
only; and as one of London res�dence m�ght, perhaps, have some purpose of
h�mself or fr�end to serve, I went thus af�eld to seek my agent, whose
labours should be only to my �nterest. Now, suppose I, who have much of
affa�rs, w�sh to sh�p goods, say, to Newcastle, or Durham, or Harw�ch, or
Dover, m�ght �t not be that �t could w�th more ease be done by cons�gn�ng to
one �n these ports?” I answered that certa�nly �t would be most easy, but that
we sol�c�tors had a system of agency one for the other, so that local work
could be done locally on �nstruct�on from any sol�c�tor, so that the cl�ent,
s�mply plac�ng h�mself �n the hands of one man, could have h�s w�shes
carr�ed out by h�m w�thout further trouble.

“But,” sa�d he, “I could be at l�berty to d�rect myself. Is �t not so?”



“Of course,” I repl�ed; and “such �s often done by men of bus�ness, who
do not l�ke the whole of the�r affa�rs to be known by any one person.”

“Good!” he sa�d, and then went on to ask about the means of mak�ng
cons�gnments and the forms to be gone through, and of all sorts of
d�ff�cult�es wh�ch m�ght ar�se, but by forethought could be guarded aga�nst.
I expla�ned all these th�ngs to h�m to the best of my ab�l�ty, and he certa�nly
left me under the �mpress�on that he would have made a wonderful sol�c�tor,
for there was noth�ng that he d�d not th�nk of or foresee. For a man who was
never �n the country, and who d�d not ev�dently do much �n the way of
bus�ness, h�s knowledge and acumen were wonderful. When he had
sat�sf�ed h�mself on these po�nts of wh�ch he had spoken, and I had ver�f�ed
all as well as I could by the books ava�lable, he suddenly stood up and sa�d:
—

“Have you wr�tten s�nce your f�rst letter to our fr�end Mr. Peter Hawk�ns,
or to any other?” It was w�th some b�tterness �n my heart that I answered
that I had not, that as yet I had not seen any opportun�ty of send�ng letters to
anybody.

“Then wr�te now, my young fr�end,” he sa�d, lay�ng a heavy hand on my
shoulder: “wr�te to our fr�end and to any other; and say, �f �t w�ll please you,
that you shall stay w�th me unt�l a month from now.”

“Do you w�sh me to stay so long?” I asked, for my heart grew cold at the
thought.

“I des�re �t much; nay, I w�ll take no refusal. When your master,
employer, what you w�ll, engaged that someone should come on h�s behalf,
�t was understood that my needs only were to be consulted. I have not
st�nted. Is �t not so?”

What could I do but bow acceptance? It was Mr. Hawk�ns’s �nterest, not
m�ne, and I had to th�nk of h�m, not myself; and bes�des, wh�le Count
Dracula was speak�ng, there was that �n h�s eyes and �n h�s bear�ng wh�ch
made me remember that I was a pr�soner, and that �f I w�shed �t I could have
no cho�ce. The Count saw h�s v�ctory �n my bow, and h�s mastery �n the
trouble of my face, for he began at once to use them, but �n h�s own smooth,
res�stless way:—

“I pray you, my good young fr�end, that you w�ll not d�scourse of th�ngs
other than bus�ness �n your letters. It w�ll doubtless please your fr�ends to
know that you are well, and that you look forward to gett�ng home to them.



Is �t not so?” As he spoke he handed me three sheets of note-paper and three
envelopes. They were all of the th�nnest fore�gn post, and look�ng at them,
then at h�m, and not�c�ng h�s qu�et sm�le, w�th the sharp, can�ne teeth ly�ng
over the red underl�p, I understood as well as �f he had spoken that I should
be careful what I wrote, for he would be able to read �t. So I determ�ned to
wr�te only formal notes now, but to wr�te fully to Mr. Hawk�ns �n secret,
and also to M�na, for to her I could wr�te �n shorthand, wh�ch would puzzle
the Count, �f he d�d see �t. When I had wr�tten my two letters I sat qu�et,
read�ng a book wh�lst the Count wrote several notes, referr�ng as he wrote
them to some books on h�s table. Then he took up my two and placed them
w�th h�s own, and put by h�s wr�t�ng mater�als, after wh�ch, the �nstant the
door had closed beh�nd h�m, I leaned over and looked at the letters, wh�ch
were face down on the table. I felt no compunct�on �n do�ng so, for under
the c�rcumstances I felt that I should protect myself �n every way I could.

One of the letters was d�rected to Samuel F. B�ll�ngton, No. 7, The
Crescent, Wh�tby, another to Herr Leutner, Varna; the th�rd was to Coutts &
Co., London, and the fourth to Herren Klopstock & B�llreuth, bankers,
Buda-Pesth. The second and fourth were unsealed. I was just about to look
at them when I saw the door-handle move. I sank back �n my seat, hav�ng
just had t�me to replace the letters as they had been and to resume my book
before the Count, hold�ng st�ll another letter �n h�s hand, entered the room.
He took up the letters on the table and stamped them carefully, and then
turn�ng to me, sa�d:—

“I trust you w�ll forg�ve me, but I have much work to do �n pr�vate th�s
even�ng. You w�ll, I hope, f�nd all th�ngs as you w�sh.” At the door he
turned, and after a moment’s pause sa�d:—

“Let me adv�se you, my dear young fr�end—nay, let me warn you w�th
all ser�ousness, that should you leave these rooms you w�ll not by any
chance go to sleep �n any other part of the castle. It �s old, and has many
memor�es, and there are bad dreams for those who sleep unw�sely. Be
warned! Should sleep now or ever overcome you, or be l�ke to do, then
haste to your own chamber or to these rooms, for your rest w�ll then be safe.
But �f you be not careful �n th�s respect, then”—He f�n�shed h�s speech �n a
gruesome way, for he mot�oned w�th h�s hands as �f he were wash�ng them.
I qu�te understood; my only doubt was as to whether any dream could be
more terr�ble than the unnatural, horr�ble net of gloom and mystery wh�ch
seemed clos�ng around me.



 
Later.—I endorse the last words wr�tten, but th�s t�me there �s no doubt

�n quest�on. I shall not fear to sleep �n any place where he �s not. I have
placed the cruc�f�x over the head of my bed—I �mag�ne that my rest �s thus
freer from dreams; and there �t shall rema�n.

When he left me I went to my room. After a l�ttle wh�le, not hear�ng any
sound, I came out and went up the stone sta�r to where I could look out
towards the South. There was some sense of freedom �n the vast expanse,
�naccess�ble though �t was to me, as compared w�th the narrow darkness of
the courtyard. Look�ng out on th�s, I felt that I was �ndeed �n pr�son, and I
seemed to want a breath of fresh a�r, though �t were of the n�ght. I am
beg�nn�ng to feel th�s nocturnal ex�stence tell on me. It �s destroy�ng my
nerve. I start at my own shadow, and am full of all sorts of horr�ble
�mag�n�ngs. God knows that there �s ground for my terr�ble fear �n th�s
accursed place! I looked out over the beaut�ful expanse, bathed �n soft
yellow moonl�ght t�ll �t was almost as l�ght as day. In the soft l�ght the
d�stant h�lls became melted, and the shadows �n the valleys and gorges of
velvety blackness. The mere beauty seemed to cheer me; there was peace
and comfort �n every breath I drew. As I leaned from the w�ndow my eye
was caught by someth�ng mov�ng a storey below me, and somewhat to my
left, where I �mag�ned, from the order of the rooms, that the w�ndows of the
Count’s own room would look out. The w�ndow at wh�ch I stood was tall
and deep, stone-mull�oned, and though weatherworn, was st�ll complete;
but �t was ev�dently many a day s�nce the case had been there. I drew back
beh�nd the stonework, and looked carefully out.

What I saw was the Count’s head com�ng out from the w�ndow. I d�d not
see the face, but I knew the man by the neck and the movement of h�s back
and arms. In any case I could not m�stake the hands wh�ch I had had so
many opportun�t�es of study�ng. I was at f�rst �nterested and somewhat
amused, for �t �s wonderful how small a matter w�ll �nterest and amuse a
man when he �s a pr�soner. But my very feel�ngs changed to repuls�on and
terror when I saw the whole man slowly emerge from the w�ndow and
beg�n to crawl down the castle wall over that dreadful abyss, face down
w�th h�s cloak spread�ng out around h�m l�ke great w�ngs. At f�rst I could
not bel�eve my eyes. I thought �t was some tr�ck of the moonl�ght, some
we�rd effect of shadow; but I kept look�ng, and �t could be no delus�on. I
saw the f�ngers and toes grasp the corners of the stones, worn clear of the



mortar by the stress of years, and by thus us�ng every project�on and
�nequal�ty move downwards w�th cons�derable speed, just as a l�zard moves
along a wall.

What manner of man �s th�s, or what manner of creature �s �t �n the
semblance of man? I feel the dread of th�s horr�ble place overpower�ng me;
I am �n fear—�n awful fear—and there �s no escape for me; I am
encompassed about w�th terrors that I dare not th�nk of....

 
15 May.—Once more have I seen the Count go out �n h�s l�zard fash�on.

He moved downwards �n a s�delong way, some hundred feet down, and a
good deal to the left. He van�shed �nto some hole or w�ndow. When h�s
head had d�sappeared, I leaned out to try and see more, but w�thout ava�l—
the d�stance was too great to allow a proper angle of s�ght. I knew he had
left the castle now, and thought to use the opportun�ty to explore more than
I had dared to do as yet. I went back to the room, and tak�ng a lamp, tr�ed
all the doors. They were all locked, as I had expected, and the locks were
comparat�vely new; but I went down the stone sta�rs to the hall where I had
entered or�g�nally. I found I could pull back the bolts eas�ly enough and
unhook the great cha�ns; but the door was locked, and the key was gone!
That key must be �n the Count’s room; I must watch should h�s door be
unlocked, so that I may get �t and escape. I went on to make a thorough
exam�nat�on of the var�ous sta�rs and passages, and to try the doors that
opened from them. One or two small rooms near the hall were open, but
there was noth�ng to see �n them except old furn�ture, dusty w�th age and
moth-eaten. At last, however, I found one door at the top of the sta�rway
wh�ch, though �t seemed to be locked, gave a l�ttle under pressure. I tr�ed �t
harder, and found that �t was not really locked, but that the res�stance came
from the fact that the h�nges had fallen somewhat, and the heavy door
rested on the floor. Here was an opportun�ty wh�ch I m�ght not have aga�n,
so I exerted myself, and w�th many efforts forced �t back so that I could
enter. I was now �n a w�ng of the castle further to the r�ght than the rooms I
knew and a storey lower down. From the w�ndows I could see that the su�te
of rooms lay along to the south of the castle, the w�ndows of the end room
look�ng out both west and south. On the latter s�de, as well as to the former,
there was a great prec�p�ce. The castle was bu�lt on the corner of a great
rock, so that on three s�des �t was qu�te �mpregnable, and great w�ndows
were placed here where sl�ng, or bow, or culver�n could not reach, and



consequently l�ght and comfort, �mposs�ble to a pos�t�on wh�ch had to be
guarded, were secured. To the west was a great valley, and then, r�s�ng far
away, great jagged mounta�n fastnesses, r�s�ng peak on peak, the sheer rock
studded w�th mounta�n ash and thorn, whose roots clung �n cracks and
crev�ces and crann�es of the stone. Th�s was ev�dently the port�on of the
castle occup�ed by the lad�es �n bygone days, for the furn�ture had more a�r
of comfort than any I had seen. The w�ndows were curta�nless, and the
yellow moonl�ght, flood�ng �n through the d�amond panes, enabled one to
see even colours, wh�lst �t softened the wealth of dust wh�ch lay over all and
d�sgu�sed �n some measure the ravages of t�me and the moth. My lamp
seemed to be of l�ttle effect �n the br�ll�ant moonl�ght, but I was glad to have
�t w�th me, for there was a dread lonel�ness �n the place wh�ch ch�lled my
heart and made my nerves tremble. St�ll, �t was better than l�v�ng alone �n
the rooms wh�ch I had come to hate from the presence of the Count, and
after try�ng a l�ttle to school my nerves, I found a soft qu�etude come over
me. Here I am, s�tt�ng at a l�ttle oak table where �n old t�mes poss�bly some
fa�r lady sat to pen, w�th much thought and many blushes, her �ll-spelt love-
letter, and wr�t�ng �n my d�ary �n shorthand all that has happened s�nce I
closed �t last. It �s n�neteenth century up-to-date w�th a vengeance. And yet,
unless my senses dece�ve me, the old centur�es had, and have, powers of
the�r own wh�ch mere “modern�ty” cannot k�ll.

 
Later: the Morn�ng of 16 May.—God preserve my san�ty, for to th�s I am

reduced. Safety and the assurance of safety are th�ngs of the past. Wh�lst I
l�ve on here there �s but one th�ng to hope for, that I may not go mad, �f,
�ndeed, I be not mad already. If I be sane, then surely �t �s madden�ng to
th�nk that of all the foul th�ngs that lurk �n th�s hateful place the Count �s the
least dreadful to me; that to h�m alone I can look for safety, even though
th�s be only wh�lst I can serve h�s purpose. Great God! merc�ful God! Let
me be calm, for out of that way l�es madness �ndeed. I beg�n to get new
l�ghts on certa�n th�ngs wh�ch have puzzled me. Up to now I never qu�te
knew what Shakespeare meant when he made Hamlet say:—

“My tablets! qu�ck, my tablets!
’T�s meet that I put �t down,” etc.,

for now, feel�ng as though my own bra�n were unh�nged or as �f the shock
had come wh�ch must end �n �ts undo�ng, I turn to my d�ary for repose. The



hab�t of enter�ng accurately must help to soothe me.
The Count’s myster�ous warn�ng fr�ghtened me at the t�me; �t fr�ghtens

me more now when I th�nk of �t, for �n future he has a fearful hold upon me.
I shall fear to doubt what he may say!

When I had wr�tten �n my d�ary and had fortunately replaced the book
and pen �n my pocket I felt sleepy. The Count’s warn�ng came �nto my
m�nd, but I took a pleasure �n d�sobey�ng �t. The sense of sleep was upon
me, and w�th �t the obst�nacy wh�ch sleep br�ngs as outr�der. The soft
moonl�ght soothed, and the w�de expanse w�thout gave a sense of freedom
wh�ch refreshed me. I determ�ned not to return to-n�ght to the gloom-
haunted rooms, but to sleep here, where, of old, lad�es had sat and sung and
l�ved sweet l�ves wh�lst the�r gentle breasts were sad for the�r menfolk away
�n the m�dst of remorseless wars. I drew a great couch out of �ts place near
the corner, so that as I lay, I could look at the lovely v�ew to east and south,
and unth�nk�ng of and uncar�ng for the dust, composed myself for sleep. I
suppose I must have fallen asleep; I hope so, but I fear, for all that followed
was startl�ngly real—so real that now s�tt�ng here �n the broad, full sunl�ght
of the morn�ng, I cannot �n the least bel�eve that �t was all sleep.

I was not alone. The room was the same, unchanged �n any way s�nce I
came �nto �t; I could see along the floor, �n the br�ll�ant moonl�ght, my own
footsteps marked where I had d�sturbed the long accumulat�on of dust. In
the moonl�ght oppos�te me were three young women, lad�es by the�r dress
and manner. I thought at the t�me that I must be dream�ng when I saw them,
for, though the moonl�ght was beh�nd them, they threw no shadow on the
floor. They came close to me, and looked at me for some t�me, and then
wh�spered together. Two were dark, and had h�gh aqu�l�ne noses, l�ke the
Count, and great dark, p�erc�ng eyes that seemed to be almost red when
contrasted w�th the pale yellow moon. The other was fa�r, as fa�r as can be,
w�th great wavy masses of golden ha�r and eyes l�ke pale sapph�res. I
seemed somehow to know her face, and to know �t �n connect�on w�th some
dreamy fear, but I could not recollect at the moment how or where. All
three had br�ll�ant wh�te teeth that shone l�ke pearls aga�nst the ruby of the�r
voluptuous l�ps. There was someth�ng about them that made me uneasy,
some long�ng and at the same t�me some deadly fear. I felt �n my heart a
w�cked, burn�ng des�re that they would k�ss me w�th those red l�ps. It �s not
good to note th�s down, lest some day �t should meet M�na’s eyes and cause
her pa�n; but �t �s the truth. They wh�spered together, and then they all three



laughed—such a s�lvery, mus�cal laugh, but as hard as though the sound
never could have come through the softness of human l�ps. It was l�ke the
�ntolerable, t�ngl�ng sweetness of water-glasses when played on by a
cunn�ng hand. The fa�r g�rl shook her head coquett�shly, and the other two
urged her on. One sa�d:—

“Go on! You are f�rst, and we shall follow; yours �s the r�ght to beg�n.”
The other added:—

“He �s young and strong; there are k�sses for us all.” I lay qu�et, look�ng
out under my eyelashes �n an agony of del�ghtful ant�c�pat�on. The fa�r g�rl
advanced and bent over me t�ll I could feel the movement of her breath
upon me. Sweet �t was �n one sense, honey-sweet, and sent the same
t�ngl�ng through the nerves as her vo�ce, but w�th a b�tter underly�ng the
sweet, a b�tter offens�veness, as one smells �n blood.

I was afra�d to ra�se my eyel�ds, but looked out and saw perfectly under
the lashes. The g�rl went on her knees, and bent over me, s�mply gloat�ng.
There was a del�berate voluptuousness wh�ch was both thr�ll�ng and
repuls�ve, and as she arched her neck she actually l�cked her l�ps l�ke an
an�mal, t�ll I could see �n the moonl�ght the mo�sture sh�n�ng on the scarlet
l�ps and on the red tongue as �t lapped the wh�te sharp teeth. Lower and
lower went her head as the l�ps went below the range of my mouth and ch�n
and seemed about to fasten on my throat. Then she paused, and I could hear
the churn�ng sound of her tongue as �t l�cked her teeth and l�ps, and could
feel the hot breath on my neck. Then the sk�n of my throat began to t�ngle
as one’s flesh does when the hand that �s to t�ckle �t approaches nearer—
nearer. I could feel the soft, sh�ver�ng touch of the l�ps on the super-
sens�t�ve sk�n of my throat, and the hard dents of two sharp teeth, just
touch�ng and paus�ng there. I closed my eyes �n a languorous ecstasy and
wa�ted—wa�ted w�th beat�ng heart.

But at that �nstant, another sensat�on swept through me as qu�ck as
l�ghtn�ng. I was consc�ous of the presence of the Count, and of h�s be�ng as
�f lapped �n a storm of fury. As my eyes opened �nvoluntar�ly I saw h�s
strong hand grasp the slender neck of the fa�r woman and w�th g�ant’s
power draw �t back, the blue eyes transformed w�th fury, the wh�te teeth
champ�ng w�th rage, and the fa�r cheeks blaz�ng red w�th pass�on. But the
Count! Never d�d I �mag�ne such wrath and fury, even to the demons of the
p�t. H�s eyes were pos�t�vely blaz�ng. The red l�ght �n them was lur�d, as �f



the flames of hell-f�re blazed beh�nd them. H�s face was deathly pale, and
the l�nes of �t were hard l�ke drawn w�res; the th�ck eyebrows that met over
the nose now seemed l�ke a heav�ng bar of wh�te-hot metal. W�th a f�erce
sweep of h�s arm, he hurled the woman from h�m, and then mot�oned to the
others, as though he were beat�ng them back; �t was the same �mper�ous
gesture that I had seen used to the wolves. In a vo�ce wh�ch, though low and
almost �n a wh�sper seemed to cut through the a�r and then r�ng round the
room he sa�d:—

“How dare you touch h�m, any of you? How dare you cast eyes on h�m
when I had forb�dden �t? Back, I tell you all! Th�s man belongs to me!
Beware how you meddle w�th h�m, or you’ll have to deal w�th me.” The fa�r
g�rl, w�th a laugh of r�bald coquetry, turned to answer h�m:—

“You yourself never loved; you never love!” On th�s the other women
jo�ned, and such a m�rthless, hard, soulless laughter rang through the room
that �t almost made me fa�nt to hear; �t seemed l�ke the pleasure of f�ends.
Then the Count turned, after look�ng at my face attent�vely, and sa�d �n a
soft wh�sper:—

“Yes, I too can love; you yourselves can tell �t from the past. Is �t not so?
Well, now I prom�se you that when I am done w�th h�m you shall k�ss h�m
at your w�ll. Now go! go! I must awaken h�m, for there �s work to be done.”

“Are we to have noth�ng to-n�ght?” sa�d one of them, w�th a low laugh,
as she po�nted to the bag wh�ch he had thrown upon the floor, and wh�ch
moved as though there were some l�v�ng th�ng w�th�n �t. For answer he
nodded h�s head. One of the women jumped forward and opened �t. If my
ears d�d not dece�ve me there was a gasp and a low wa�l, as of a half-
smothered ch�ld. The women closed round, wh�lst I was aghast w�th horror;
but as I looked they d�sappeared, and w�th them the dreadful bag. There was
no door near them, and they could not have passed me w�thout my not�c�ng.
They s�mply seemed to fade �nto the rays of the moonl�ght and pass out
through the w�ndow, for I could see outs�de the d�m, shadowy forms for a
moment before they ent�rely faded away.

Then the horror overcame me, and I sank down unconsc�ous.



CHAPTER IV

JONATHAN HARKER’S JOURNAL—cont�nued

I AWOKE �n my own bed. If �t be that I had not dreamt, the Count must have
carr�ed me here. I tr�ed to sat�sfy myself on the subject, but could not arr�ve
at any unquest�onable result. To be sure, there were certa�n small ev�dences,
such as that my clothes were folded and la�d by �n a manner wh�ch was not
my hab�t. My watch was st�ll unwound, and I am r�gorously accustomed to
w�nd �t the last th�ng before go�ng to bed, and many such deta�ls. But these
th�ngs are no proof, for they may have been ev�dences that my m�nd was
not as usual, and, from some cause or another, I had certa�nly been much
upset. I must watch for proof. Of one th�ng I am glad: �f �t was that the
Count carr�ed me here and undressed me, he must have been hurr�ed �n h�s
task, for my pockets are �ntact. I am sure th�s d�ary would have been a
mystery to h�m wh�ch he would not have brooked. He would have taken or
destroyed �t. As I look round th�s room, although �t has been to me so full of
fear, �t �s now a sort of sanctuary, for noth�ng can be more dreadful than
those awful women, who were—who are—wa�t�ng to suck my blood.

 
18 May.—I have been down to look at that room aga�n �n dayl�ght, for I

must know the truth. When I got to the doorway at the top of the sta�rs I
found �t closed. It had been so forc�bly dr�ven aga�nst the jamb that part of
the woodwork was spl�ntered. I could see that the bolt of the lock had not
been shot, but the door �s fastened from the �ns�de. I fear �t was no dream,
and must act on th�s surm�se.

 
19 May.—I am surely �n the to�ls. Last n�ght the Count asked me �n the

suavest tones to wr�te three letters, one say�ng that my work here was nearly
done, and that I should start for home w�th�n a few days, another that I was
start�ng on the next morn�ng from the t�me of the letter, and the th�rd that I
had left the castle and arr�ved at B�str�tz. I would fa�n have rebelled, but felt
that �n the present state of th�ngs �t would be madness to quarrel openly
w�th the Count wh�lst I am so absolutely �n h�s power; and to refuse would



be to exc�te h�s susp�c�on and to arouse h�s anger. He knows that I know too
much, and that I must not l�ve, lest I be dangerous to h�m; my only chance
�s to prolong my opportun�t�es. Someth�ng may occur wh�ch w�ll g�ve me a
chance to escape. I saw �n h�s eyes someth�ng of that gather�ng wrath wh�ch
was man�fest when he hurled that fa�r woman from h�m. He expla�ned to
me that posts were few and uncerta�n, and that my wr�t�ng now would
ensure ease of m�nd to my fr�ends; and he assured me w�th so much
�mpress�veness that he would countermand the later letters, wh�ch would be
held over at B�str�tz unt�l due t�me �n case chance would adm�t of my
prolong�ng my stay, that to oppose h�m would have been to create new
susp�c�on. I therefore pretended to fall �n w�th h�s v�ews, and asked h�m
what dates I should put on the letters. He calculated a m�nute, and then sa�d:
—

“The f�rst should be June 12, the second June 19, and the th�rd June 29.”
I know now the span of my l�fe. God help me!
 
28 May.—There �s a chance of escape, or at any rate of be�ng able to

send word home. A band of Szgany have come to the castle, and are
encamped �n the courtyard. These Szgany are g�ps�es; I have notes of them
�n my book. They are pecul�ar to th�s part of the world, though all�ed to the
ord�nary g�ps�es all the world over. There are thousands of them �n Hungary
and Transylvan�a, who are almost outs�de all law. They attach themselves as
a rule to some great noble or boyar, and call themselves by h�s name. They
are fearless and w�thout rel�g�on, save superst�t�on, and they talk only the�r
own var�et�es of the Romany tongue.

I shall wr�te some letters home, and shall try to get them to have them
posted. I have already spoken them through my w�ndow to beg�n
acqua�ntancesh�p. They took the�r hats off and made obe�sance and many
s�gns, wh�ch, however, I could not understand any more than I could the�r
spoken language....

 
I have wr�tten the letters. M�na’s �s �n shorthand, and I s�mply ask Mr.

Hawk�ns to commun�cate w�th her. To her I have expla�ned my s�tuat�on,
but w�thout the horrors wh�ch I may only surm�se. It would shock and
fr�ghten her to death were I to expose my heart to her. Should the letters not



carry, then the Count shall not yet know my secret or the extent of my
knowledge....

 
I have g�ven the letters; I threw them through the bars of my w�ndow

w�th a gold p�ece, and made what s�gns I could to have them posted. The
man who took them pressed them to h�s heart and bowed, and then put them
�n h�s cap. I could do no more. I stole back to the study, and began to read.
As the Count d�d not come �n, I have wr�tten here....

 
The Count has come. He sat down bes�de me, and sa�d �n h�s smoothest

vo�ce as he opened two letters:—
“The Szgany has g�ven me these, of wh�ch, though I know not whence

they come, I shall, of course, take care. See!”—he must have looked at �t
—“one �s from you, and to my fr�end Peter Hawk�ns; the other”—here he
caught s�ght of the strange symbols as he opened the envelope, and the dark
look came �nto h�s face, and h�s eyes blazed w�ckedly—“the other �s a v�le
th�ng, an outrage upon fr�endsh�p and hosp�tal�ty! It �s not s�gned. Well! so
�t cannot matter to us.” And he calmly held letter and envelope �n the flame
of the lamp t�ll they were consumed. Then he went on:—

“The letter to Hawk�ns—that I shall, of course, send on, s�nce �t �s yours.
Your letters are sacred to me. Your pardon, my fr�end, that unknow�ngly I
d�d break the seal. W�ll you not cover �t aga�n?” He held out the letter to
me, and w�th a courteous bow handed me a clean envelope. I could only
red�rect �t and hand �t to h�m �n s�lence. When he went out of the room I
could hear the key turn softly. A m�nute later I went over and tr�ed �t, and
the door was locked.

When, an hour or two after, the Count came qu�etly �nto the room, h�s
com�ng awakened me, for I had gone to sleep on the sofa. He was very
courteous and very cheery �n h�s manner, and see�ng that I had been
sleep�ng, he sa�d:—

“So, my fr�end, you are t�red? Get to bed. There �s the surest rest. I may
not have the pleasure to talk to-n�ght, s�nce there are many labours to me;
but you w�ll sleep, I pray.” I passed to my room and went to bed, and,
strange to say, slept w�thout dream�ng. Despa�r has �ts own calms.

 



31 May.—Th�s morn�ng when I woke I thought I would prov�de myself
w�th some paper and envelopes from my bag and keep them �n my pocket,
so that I m�ght wr�te �n case I should get an opportun�ty, but aga�n a
surpr�se, aga�n a shock!

Every scrap of paper was gone, and w�th �t all my notes, my memoranda,
relat�ng to ra�lways and travel, my letter of cred�t, �n fact all that m�ght be
useful to me were I once outs�de the castle. I sat and pondered awh�le, and
then some thought occurred to me, and I made search of my portmanteau
and �n the wardrobe where I had placed my clothes.

The su�t �n wh�ch I had travelled was gone, and also my overcoat and
rug; I could f�nd no trace of them anywhere. Th�s looked l�ke some new
scheme of v�lla�ny....

 
17 June.—Th�s morn�ng, as I was s�tt�ng on the edge of my bed

cudgell�ng my bra�ns, I heard w�thout a crack�ng of wh�ps and pound�ng
and scrap�ng of horses’ feet up the rocky path beyond the courtyard. W�th
joy I hurr�ed to the w�ndow, and saw dr�ve �nto the yard two great le�ter-
wagons, each drawn by e�ght sturdy horses, and at the head of each pa�r a
Slovak, w�th h�s w�de hat, great na�l-studded belt, d�rty sheepsk�n, and h�gh
boots. They had also the�r long staves �n hand. I ran to the door, �ntend�ng to
descend and try and jo�n them through the ma�n hall, as I thought that way
m�ght be opened for them. Aga�n a shock: my door was fastened on the
outs�de.

Then I ran to the w�ndow and cr�ed to them. They looked up at me
stup�dly and po�nted, but just then the “hetman” of the Szgany came out,
and see�ng them po�nt�ng to my w�ndow, sa�d someth�ng, at wh�ch they
laughed. Henceforth no effort of m�ne, no p�teous cry or agon�sed entreaty,
would make them even look at me. They resolutely turned away. The le�ter-
wagons conta�ned great, square boxes, w�th handles of th�ck rope; these
were ev�dently empty by the ease w�th wh�ch the Slovaks handled them,
and by the�r resonance as they were roughly moved. When they were all
unloaded and packed �n a great heap �n one corner of the yard, the Slovaks
were g�ven some money by the Szgany, and sp�tt�ng on �t for luck, laz�ly
went each to h�s horse’s head. Shortly afterwards, I heard the crack�ng of
the�r wh�ps d�e away �n the d�stance.

 



24 June, before morn�ng.—Last n�ght the Count left me early, and
locked h�mself �nto h�s own room. As soon as I dared I ran up the w�nd�ng
sta�r, and looked out of the w�ndow, wh�ch opened south. I thought I would
watch for the Count, for there �s someth�ng go�ng on. The Szgany are
quartered somewhere �n the castle and are do�ng work of some k�nd. I know
�t, for now and then I hear a far-away muffled sound as of mattock and
spade, and, whatever �t �s, �t must be the end of some ruthless v�lla�ny.

I had been at the w�ndow somewhat less than half an hour, when I saw
someth�ng com�ng out of the Count’s w�ndow. I drew back and watched
carefully, and saw the whole man emerge. It was a new shock to me to f�nd
that he had on the su�t of clothes wh�ch I had worn wh�lst travell�ng here,
and slung over h�s shoulder the terr�ble bag wh�ch I had seen the women
take away. There could be no doubt as to h�s quest, and �n my garb, too!
Th�s, then, �s h�s new scheme of ev�l: that he w�ll allow others to see me, as
they th�nk, so that he may both leave ev�dence that I have been seen �n the
towns or v�llages post�ng my own letters, and that any w�ckedness wh�ch he
may do shall by the local people be attr�buted to me.

It makes me rage to th�nk that th�s can go on, and wh�lst I am shut up
here, a ver�table pr�soner, but w�thout that protect�on of the law wh�ch �s
even a cr�m�nal’s r�ght and consolat�on.

I thought I would watch for the Count’s return, and for a long t�me sat
doggedly at the w�ndow. Then I began to not�ce that there were some qua�nt
l�ttle specks float�ng �n the rays of the moonl�ght. They were l�ke the t�n�est
gra�ns of dust, and they wh�rled round and gathered �n clusters �n a
nebulous sort of way. I watched them w�th a sense of sooth�ng, and a sort of
calm stole over me. I leaned back �n the embrasure �n a more comfortable
pos�t�on, so that I could enjoy more fully the aër�al gamboll�ng.

Someth�ng made me start up, a low, p�teous howl�ng of dogs somewhere
far below �n the valley, wh�ch was h�dden from my s�ght. Louder �t seemed
to r�ng �n my ears, and the float�ng motes of dust to take new shapes to the
sound as they danced �n the moonl�ght. I felt myself struggl�ng to awake to
some call of my �nst�ncts; nay, my very soul was struggl�ng, and my half-
remembered sens�b�l�t�es were str�v�ng to answer the call. I was becom�ng
hypnot�sed! Qu�cker and qu�cker danced the dust; the moonbeams seemed
to qu�ver as they went by me �nto the mass of gloom beyond. More and
more they gathered t�ll they seemed to take d�m phantom shapes. And then I



started, broad awake and �n full possess�on of my senses, and ran scream�ng
from the place. The phantom shapes, wh�ch were becom�ng gradually
mater�al�sed from the moonbeams, were those of the three ghostly women
to whom I was doomed. I fled, and felt somewhat safer �n my own room,
where there was no moonl�ght and where the lamp was burn�ng br�ghtly.

When a couple of hours had passed I heard someth�ng st�rr�ng �n the
Count’s room, someth�ng l�ke a sharp wa�l qu�ckly suppressed; and then
there was s�lence, deep, awful s�lence, wh�ch ch�lled me. W�th a beat�ng
heart, I tr�ed the door; but I was locked �n my pr�son, and could do noth�ng.
I sat down and s�mply cr�ed.

As I sat I heard a sound �n the courtyard w�thout—the agon�sed cry of a
woman. I rushed to the w�ndow, and throw�ng �t up, peered out between the
bars. There, �ndeed, was a woman w�th d�shevelled ha�r, hold�ng her hands
over her heart as one d�stressed w�th runn�ng. She was lean�ng aga�nst a
corner of the gateway. When she saw my face at the w�ndow she threw
herself forward, and shouted �n a vo�ce laden w�th menace:—

“Monster, g�ve me my ch�ld!”
She threw herself on her knees, and ra�s�ng up her hands, cr�ed the same

words �n tones wh�ch wrung my heart. Then she tore her ha�r and beat her
breast, and abandoned herself to all the v�olences of extravagant emot�on.
F�nally, she threw herself forward, and, though I could not see her, I could
hear the beat�ng of her naked hands aga�nst the door.

Somewhere h�gh overhead, probably on the tower, I heard the vo�ce of
the Count call�ng �n h�s harsh, metall�c wh�sper. H�s call seemed to be
answered from far and w�de by the howl�ng of wolves. Before many
m�nutes had passed a pack of them poured, l�ke a pent-up dam when
l�berated, through the w�de entrance �nto the courtyard.

There was no cry from the woman, and the howl�ng of the wolves was
but short. Before long they streamed away s�ngly, l�ck�ng the�r l�ps.

I could not p�ty her, for I knew now what had become of her ch�ld, and
she was better dead.

What shall I do? what can I do? How can I escape from th�s dreadful
th�ng of n�ght and gloom and fear?

 



25 June, morn�ng.—No man knows t�ll he has suffered from the n�ght
how sweet and how dear to h�s heart and eye the morn�ng can be. When the
sun grew so h�gh th�s morn�ng that �t struck the top of the great gateway
oppos�te my w�ndow, the h�gh spot wh�ch �t touched seemed to me as �f the
dove from the ark had l�ghted there. My fear fell from me as �f �t had been a
vaporous garment wh�ch d�ssolved �n the warmth. I must take act�on of
some sort wh�lst the courage of the day �s upon me. Last n�ght one of my
post-dated letters went to post, the f�rst of that fatal ser�es wh�ch �s to blot
out the very traces of my ex�stence from the earth.

Let me not th�nk of �t. Act�on!
It has always been at n�ght-t�me that I have been molested or threatened,

or �n some way �n danger or �n fear. I have not yet seen the Count �n the
dayl�ght. Can �t be that he sleeps when others wake, that he may be awake
wh�lst they sleep? If I could only get �nto h�s room! But there �s no poss�ble
way. The door �s always locked, no way for me.

Yes, there �s a way, �f one dares to take �t. Where h�s body has gone why
may not another body go? I have seen h�m myself crawl from h�s w�ndow.
Why should not I �m�tate h�m, and go �n by h�s w�ndow? The chances are
desperate, but my need �s more desperate st�ll. I shall r�sk �t. At the worst �t
can only be death; and a man’s death �s not a calf’s, and the dreaded
Hereafter may st�ll be open to me. God help me �n my task! Good-bye,
M�na, �f I fa�l; good-bye, my fa�thful fr�end and second father; good-bye,
all, and last of all M�na!

 
Same day, later.—I have made the effort, and God, help�ng me, have

come safely back to th�s room. I must put down every deta�l �n order. I went
wh�lst my courage was fresh stra�ght to the w�ndow on the south s�de, and
at once got outs�de on the narrow ledge of stone wh�ch runs around the
bu�ld�ng on th�s s�de. The stones are b�g and roughly cut, and the mortar has
by process of t�me been washed away between them. I took off my boots,
and ventured out on the desperate way. I looked down once, so as to make
sure that a sudden gl�mpse of the awful depth would not overcome me, but
after that kept my eyes away from �t. I knew pretty well the d�rect�on and
d�stance of the Count’s w�ndow, and made for �t as well as I could, hav�ng
regard to the opportun�t�es ava�lable. I d�d not feel d�zzy—I suppose I was
too exc�ted—and the t�me seemed r�d�culously short t�ll I found myself



stand�ng on the w�ndow-s�ll and try�ng to ra�se up the sash. I was f�lled w�th
ag�tat�on, however, when I bent down and sl�d feet foremost �n through the
w�ndow. Then I looked around for the Count, but, w�th surpr�se and
gladness, made a d�scovery. The room was empty! It was barely furn�shed
w�th odd th�ngs, wh�ch seemed to have never been used; the furn�ture was
someth�ng the same style as that �n the south rooms, and was covered w�th
dust. I looked for the key, but �t was not �n the lock, and I could not f�nd �t
anywhere. The only th�ng I found was a great heap of gold �n one corner—
gold of all k�nds, Roman, and Br�t�sh, and Austr�an, and Hungar�an, and
Greek and Turk�sh money, covered w�th a f�lm of dust, as though �t had la�n
long �n the ground. None of �t that I not�ced was less than three hundred
years old. There were also cha�ns and ornaments, some jewelled, but all of
them old and sta�ned.

At one corner of the room was a heavy door. I tr�ed �t, for, s�nce I could
not f�nd the key of the room or the key of the outer door, wh�ch was the
ma�n object of my search, I must make further exam�nat�on, or all my
efforts would be �n va�n. It was open, and led through a stone passage to a
c�rcular sta�rway, wh�ch went steeply down. I descended, m�nd�ng carefully
where I went, for the sta�rs were dark, be�ng only l�t by loopholes �n the
heavy masonry. At the bottom there was a dark, tunnel-l�ke passage,
through wh�ch came a deathly, s�ckly odour, the odour of old earth newly
turned. As I went through the passage the smell grew closer and heav�er. At
last I pulled open a heavy door wh�ch stood ajar, and found myself �n an
old, ru�ned chapel, wh�ch had ev�dently been used as a graveyard. The roof
was broken, and �n two places were steps lead�ng to vaults, but the ground
had recently been dug over, and the earth placed �n great wooden boxes,
man�festly those wh�ch had been brought by the Slovaks. There was nobody
about, and I made search for any further outlet, but there was none. Then I
went over every �nch of the ground, so as not to lose a chance. I went down
even �nto the vaults, where the d�m l�ght struggled, although to do so was a
dread to my very soul. Into two of these I went, but saw noth�ng except
fragments of old coff�ns and p�les of dust; �n the th�rd, however, I made a
d�scovery.

There, �n one of the great boxes, of wh�ch there were f�fty �n all, on a
p�le of newly dug earth, lay the Count! He was e�ther dead or asleep, I could
not say wh�ch—for the eyes were open and stony, but w�thout the glass�ness
of death—and the cheeks had the warmth of l�fe through all the�r pallor; the



l�ps were as red as ever. But there was no s�gn of movement, no pulse, no
breath, no beat�ng of the heart. I bent over h�m, and tr�ed to f�nd any s�gn of
l�fe, but �n va�n. He could not have la�n there long, for the earthy smell
would have passed away �n a few hours. By the s�de of the box was �ts
cover, p�erced w�th holes here and there. I thought he m�ght have the keys
on h�m, but when I went to search I saw the dead eyes, and �n them, dead
though they were, such a look of hate, though unconsc�ous of me or my
presence, that I fled from the place, and leav�ng the Count’s room by the
w�ndow, crawled aga�n up the castle wall. Rega�n�ng my room, I threw
myself pant�ng upon the bed and tr�ed to th�nk....

 
29 June.—To-day �s the date of my last letter, and the Count has taken

steps to prove that �t was genu�ne, for aga�n I saw h�m leave the castle by
the same w�ndow, and �n my clothes. As he went down the wall, l�zard
fash�on, I w�shed I had a gun or some lethal weapon, that I m�ght destroy
h�m; but I fear that no weapon wrought alone by man’s hand would have
any effect on h�m. I dared not wa�t to see h�m return, for I feared to see
those we�rd s�sters. I came back to the l�brary, and read there t�ll I fell
asleep.

I was awakened by the Count, who looked at me as gr�mly as a man can
look as he sa�d:—

“To-morrow, my fr�end, we must part. You return to your beaut�ful
England, I to some work wh�ch may have such an end that we may never
meet. Your letter home has been despatched; to-morrow I shall not be here,
but all shall be ready for your journey. In the morn�ng come the Szgany,
who have some labours of the�r own here, and also come some Slovaks.
When they have gone, my carr�age shall come for you, and shall bear you to
the Borgo Pass to meet the d�l�gence from Bukov�na to B�str�tz. But I am �n
hopes that I shall see more of you at Castle Dracula.” I suspected h�m, and
determ�ned to test h�s s�ncer�ty. S�ncer�ty! It seems l�ke a profanat�on of the
word to wr�te �t �n connect�on w�th such a monster, so asked h�m po�nt-
blank:—

“Why may I not go to-n�ght?”
“Because, dear s�r, my coachman and horses are away on a m�ss�on.”
“But I would walk w�th pleasure. I want to get away at once.” He sm�led,

such a soft, smooth, d�abol�cal sm�le that I knew there was some tr�ck



beh�nd h�s smoothness. He sa�d:—
“And your baggage?”
“I do not care about �t. I can send for �t some other t�me.”
The Count stood up, and sa�d, w�th a sweet courtesy wh�ch made me rub

my eyes, �t seemed so real:—
“You Engl�sh have a say�ng wh�ch �s close to my heart, for �ts sp�r�t �s

that wh�ch rules our boyars: ‘Welcome the com�ng; speed the part�ng
guest.’ Come w�th me, my dear young fr�end. Not an hour shall you wa�t �n
my house aga�nst your w�ll, though sad am I at your go�ng, and that you so
suddenly des�re �t. Come!” W�th a stately grav�ty, he, w�th the lamp,
preceded me down the sta�rs and along the hall. Suddenly he stopped.

“Hark!”
Close at hand came the howl�ng of many wolves. It was almost as �f the

sound sprang up at the r�s�ng of h�s hand, just as the mus�c of a great
orchestra seems to leap under the bâton of the conductor. After a pause of a
moment, he proceeded, �n h�s stately way, to the door, drew back the
ponderous bolts, unhooked the heavy cha�ns, and began to draw �t open.

To my �ntense aston�shment I saw that �t was unlocked. Susp�c�ously, I
looked all round, but could see no key of any k�nd.

As the door began to open, the howl�ng of the wolves w�thout grew
louder and angr�er; the�r red jaws, w�th champ�ng teeth, and the�r blunt-
clawed feet as they leaped, came �n through the open�ng door. I knew then
that to struggle at the moment aga�nst the Count was useless. W�th such
all�es as these at h�s command, I could do noth�ng. But st�ll the door
cont�nued slowly to open, and only the Count’s body stood �n the gap.
Suddenly �t struck me that th�s m�ght be the moment and means of my
doom; I was to be g�ven to the wolves, and at my own �nst�gat�on. There
was a d�abol�cal w�ckedness �n the �dea great enough for the Count, and as a
last chance I cr�ed out:—

“Shut the door; I shall wa�t t�ll morn�ng!” and covered my face w�th my
hands to h�de my tears of b�tter d�sappo�ntment. W�th one sweep of h�s
powerful arm, the Count threw the door shut, and the great bolts clanged
and echoed through the hall as they shot back �nto the�r places.

In s�lence we returned to the l�brary, and after a m�nute or two I went to
my own room. The last I saw of Count Dracula was h�s k�ss�ng h�s hand to



me; w�th a red l�ght of tr�umph �n h�s eyes, and w�th a sm�le that Judas �n
hell m�ght be proud of.

When I was �n my room and about to l�e down, I thought I heard a
wh�sper�ng at my door. I went to �t softly and l�stened. Unless my ears
dece�ved me, I heard the vo�ce of the Count:—

“Back, back, to your own place! Your t�me �s not yet come. Wa�t! Have
pat�ence! To-n�ght �s m�ne. To-morrow n�ght �s yours!” There was a low,
sweet r�pple of laughter, and �n a rage I threw open the door, and saw
w�thout the three terr�ble women l�ck�ng the�r l�ps. As I appeared they all
jo�ned �n a horr�ble laugh, and ran away.

I came back to my room and threw myself on my knees. It �s then so
near the end? To-morrow! to-morrow! Lord, help me, and those to whom I
am dear!

 
30 June, morn�ng.—These may be the last words I ever wr�te �n th�s

d�ary. I slept t�ll just before the dawn, and when I woke threw myself on my
knees, for I determ�ned that �f Death came he should f�nd me ready.

At last I felt that subtle change �n the a�r, and knew that the morn�ng had
come. Then came the welcome cock-crow, and I felt that I was safe. W�th a
glad heart, I opened my door and ran down to the hall. I had seen that the
door was unlocked, and now escape was before me. W�th hands that
trembled w�th eagerness, I unhooked the cha�ns and drew back the mass�ve
bolts.

But the door would not move. Despa�r se�zed me. I pulled, and pulled, at
the door, and shook �t t�ll, mass�ve as �t was, �t rattled �n �ts casement. I
could see the bolt shot. It had been locked after I left the Count.

Then a w�ld des�re took me to obta�n that key at any r�sk, and I
determ�ned then and there to scale the wall aga�n and ga�n the Count’s
room. He m�ght k�ll me, but death now seemed the happ�er cho�ce of ev�ls.
W�thout a pause I rushed up to the east w�ndow, and scrambled down the
wall, as before, �nto the Count’s room. It was empty, but that was as I
expected. I could not see a key anywhere, but the heap of gold rema�ned. I
went through the door �n the corner and down the w�nd�ng sta�r and along
the dark passage to the old chapel. I knew now well enough where to f�nd
the monster I sought.



The great box was �n the same place, close aga�nst the wall, but the l�d
was la�d on �t, not fastened down, but w�th the na�ls ready �n the�r places to
be hammered home. I knew I must reach the body for the key, so I ra�sed
the l�d, and la�d �t back aga�nst the wall; and then I saw someth�ng wh�ch
f�lled my very soul w�th horror. There lay the Count, but look�ng as �f h�s
youth had been half renewed, for the wh�te ha�r and moustache were
changed to dark �ron-grey; the cheeks were fuller, and the wh�te sk�n
seemed ruby-red underneath; the mouth was redder than ever, for on the l�ps
were gouts of fresh blood, wh�ch tr�ckled from the corners of the mouth and
ran over the ch�n and neck. Even the deep, burn�ng eyes seemed set
amongst swollen flesh, for the l�ds and pouches underneath were bloated. It
seemed as �f the whole awful creature were s�mply gorged w�th blood. He
lay l�ke a f�lthy leech, exhausted w�th h�s replet�on. I shuddered as I bent
over to touch h�m, and every sense �n me revolted at the contact; but I had
to search, or I was lost. The com�ng n�ght m�ght see my own body a
banquet �n a s�m�lar way to those horr�d three. I felt all over the body, but
no s�gn could I f�nd of the key. Then I stopped and looked at the Count.
There was a mock�ng sm�le on the bloated face wh�ch seemed to dr�ve me
mad. Th�s was the be�ng I was help�ng to transfer to London, where,
perhaps, for centur�es to come he m�ght, amongst �ts teem�ng m�ll�ons,
sat�ate h�s lust for blood, and create a new and ever-w�den�ng c�rcle of sem�-
demons to batten on the helpless. The very thought drove me mad. A
terr�ble des�re came upon me to r�d the world of such a monster. There was
no lethal weapon at hand, but I se�zed a shovel wh�ch the workmen had
been us�ng to f�ll the cases, and l�ft�ng �t h�gh, struck, w�th the edge
downward, at the hateful face. But as I d�d so the head turned, and the eyes
fell full upon me, w�th all the�r blaze of bas�l�sk horror. The s�ght seemed to
paralyse me, and the shovel turned �n my hand and glanced from the face,
merely mak�ng a deep gash above the forehead. The shovel fell from my
hand across the box, and as I pulled �t away the flange of the blade caught
the edge of the l�d wh�ch fell over aga�n, and h�d the horr�d th�ng from my
s�ght. The last gl�mpse I had was of the bloated face, blood-sta�ned and
f�xed w�th a gr�n of mal�ce wh�ch would have held �ts own �n the
nethermost hell.

I thought and thought what should be my next move, but my bra�n
seemed on f�re, and I wa�ted w�th a despa�r�ng feel�ng grow�ng over me. As
I wa�ted I heard �n the d�stance a g�psy song sung by merry vo�ces com�ng



closer, and through the�r song the roll�ng of heavy wheels and the crack�ng
of wh�ps; the Szgany and the Slovaks of whom the Count had spoken were
com�ng. W�th a last look around and at the box wh�ch conta�ned the v�le
body, I ran from the place and ga�ned the Count’s room, determ�ned to rush
out at the moment the door should be opened. W�th stra�ned ears, I l�stened,
and heard downsta�rs the gr�nd�ng of the key �n the great lock and the
fall�ng back of the heavy door. There must have been some other means of
entry, or some one had a key for one of the locked doors. Then there came
the sound of many feet tramp�ng and dy�ng away �n some passage wh�ch
sent up a clang�ng echo. I turned to run down aga�n towards the vault,
where I m�ght f�nd the new entrance; but at the moment there seemed to
come a v�olent puff of w�nd, and the door to the w�nd�ng sta�r blew to w�th
a shock that set the dust from the l�ntels fly�ng. When I ran to push �t open, I
found that �t was hopelessly fast. I was aga�n a pr�soner, and the net of
doom was clos�ng round me more closely.

As I wr�te there �s �n the passage below a sound of many tramp�ng feet
and the crash of we�ghts be�ng set down heav�ly, doubtless the boxes, w�th
the�r fre�ght of earth. There �s a sound of hammer�ng; �t �s the box be�ng
na�led down. Now I can hear the heavy feet tramp�ng aga�n along the hall,
w�th many other �dle feet com�ng beh�nd them.

The door �s shut, and the cha�ns rattle; there �s a gr�nd�ng of the key �n
the lock; I can hear the key w�thdraw: then another door opens and shuts; I
hear the creak�ng of lock and bolt.

Hark! �n the courtyard and down the rocky way the roll of heavy wheels,
the crack of wh�ps, and the chorus of the Szgany as they pass �nto the
d�stance.

I am alone �n the castle w�th those awful women. Faugh! M�na �s a
woman, and there �s nought �n common. They are dev�ls of the P�t!

I shall not rema�n alone w�th them; I shall try to scale the castle wall
farther than I have yet attempted. I shall take some of the gold w�th me, lest
I want �t later. I may f�nd a way from th�s dreadful place.

And then away for home! away to the qu�ckest and nearest tra�n! away
from th�s cursed spot, from th�s cursed land, where the dev�l and h�s
ch�ldren st�ll walk w�th earthly feet!

At least God’s mercy �s better than that of these monsters, and the
prec�p�ce �s steep and h�gh. At �ts foot a man may sleep—as a man. Good-



bye, all! M�na!



CHAPTER V
Letter from M�ss M�na Murray to M�ss Lucy Westenra.

“9 May.
“My dearest Lucy,—

“Forg�ve my long delay �n wr�t�ng, but I have been s�mply overwhelmed
w�th work. The l�fe of an ass�stant schoolm�stress �s somet�mes try�ng. I am
long�ng to be w�th you, and by the sea, where we can talk together freely
and bu�ld our castles �n the a�r. I have been work�ng very hard lately,
because I want to keep up w�th Jonathan’s stud�es, and I have been
pract�s�ng shorthand very ass�duously. When we are marr�ed I shall be able
to be useful to Jonathan, and �f I can stenograph well enough I can take
down what he wants to say �n th�s way and wr�te �t out for h�m on the
typewr�ter, at wh�ch also I am pract�s�ng very hard. He and I somet�mes
wr�te letters �n shorthand, and he �s keep�ng a stenograph�c journal of h�s
travels abroad. When I am w�th you I shall keep a d�ary �n the same way. I
don’t mean one of those two-pages-to-the-week-w�th-Sunday-squeezed-�n-
a-corner d�ar�es, but a sort of journal wh�ch I can wr�te �n whenever I feel
�ncl�ned. I do not suppose there w�ll be much of �nterest to other people; but
�t �s not �ntended for them. I may show �t to Jonathan some day �f there �s �n
�t anyth�ng worth shar�ng, but �t �s really an exerc�se book. I shall try to do
what I see lady journal�sts do: �nterv�ew�ng and wr�t�ng descr�pt�ons and
try�ng to remember conversat�ons. I am told that, w�th a l�ttle pract�ce, one
can remember all that goes on or that one hears sa�d dur�ng a day. However,
we shall see. I w�ll tell you of my l�ttle plans when we meet. I have just had
a few hurr�ed l�nes from Jonathan from Transylvan�a. He �s well, and w�ll
be return�ng �n about a week. I am long�ng to hear all h�s news. It must be
so n�ce to see strange countr�es. I wonder �f we—I mean Jonathan and I—
shall ever see them together. There �s the ten o’clock bell r�ng�ng. Good-
bye.

“Your lov�ng
“M���.

“Tell me all the news when you wr�te. You have not told me anyth�ng for
a long t�me. I hear rumours, and espec�ally of a tall, handsome, curly-ha�red



man???”

Letter, Lucy Westenra to M�na Murray.
“17, Chatham Street,

“Wednesday.
“My dearest M�na,—

“I must say you tax me very unfa�rly w�th be�ng a bad correspondent. I
wrote to you tw�ce s�nce we parted, and your last letter was only your
second. Bes�des, I have noth�ng to tell you. There �s really noth�ng to
�nterest you. Town �s very pleasant just now, and we go a good deal to
p�cture-galler�es and for walks and r�des �n the park. As to the tall, curly-
ha�red man, I suppose �t was the one who was w�th me at the last Pop. Some
one has ev�dently been tell�ng tales. That was Mr. Holmwood. He often
comes to see us, and he and mamma get on very well together; they have so
many th�ngs to talk about �n common. We met some t�me ago a man that
would just do for you, �f you were not already engaged to Jonathan. He �s an
excellent part�, be�ng handsome, well off, and of good b�rth. He �s a doctor
and really clever. Just fancy! He �s only n�ne-and-twenty, and he has an
�mmense lunat�c asylum all under h�s own care. Mr. Holmwood �ntroduced
h�m to me, and he called here to see us, and often comes now. I th�nk he �s
one of the most resolute men I ever saw, and yet the most calm. He seems
absolutely �mperturbable. I can fancy what a wonderful power he must have
over h�s pat�ents. He has a cur�ous hab�t of look�ng one stra�ght �n the face,
as �f try�ng to read one’s thoughts. He tr�es th�s on very much w�th me, but I
flatter myself he has got a tough nut to crack. I know that from my glass.
Do you ever try to read your own face? I do, and I can tell you �t �s not a
bad study, and g�ves you more trouble than you can well fancy �f you have
never tr�ed �t. He says that I afford h�m a cur�ous psycholog�cal study, and I
humbly th�nk I do. I do not, as you know, take suff�c�ent �nterest �n dress to
be able to descr�be the new fash�ons. Dress �s a bore. That �s slang aga�n,
but never m�nd; Arthur says that every day. There, �t �s all out. M�na, we
have told all our secrets to each other s�nce we were ch�ldren; we have slept
together and eaten together, and laughed and cr�ed together; and now,
though I have spoken, I would l�ke to speak more. Oh, M�na, couldn’t you
guess? I love h�m. I am blush�ng as I wr�te, for although I th�nk he loves me,
he has not told me so �n words. But oh, M�na, I love h�m; I love h�m; I love
h�m! There, that does me good. I w�sh I were w�th you, dear, s�tt�ng by the



f�re undress�ng, as we used to s�t; and I would try to tell you what I feel. I
do not know how I am wr�t�ng th�s even to you. I am afra�d to stop, or I
should tear up the letter, and I don’t want to stop, for I do so want to tell
you all. Let me hear from you at once, and tell me all that you th�nk about
�t. M�na, I must stop. Good-n�ght. Bless me �n your prayers; and, M�na, pray
for my happ�ness.

“LUCY.
“P.S.—I need not tell you th�s �s a secret. Good-n�ght aga�n.

“L.”
Letter, Lucy Westenra to M�na Murray.

“24 May.
“My dearest M�na,—

“Thanks, and thanks, and thanks aga�n for your sweet letter. It was so
n�ce to be able to tell you and to have your sympathy.

“My dear, �t never ra�ns but �t pours. How true the old proverbs are. Here
am I, who shall be twenty �n September, and yet I never had a proposal t�ll
to-day, not a real proposal, and to-day I have had three. Just fancy! THREE
proposals �n one day! Isn’t �t awful! I feel sorry, really and truly sorry, for
two of the poor fellows. Oh, M�na, I am so happy that I don’t know what to
do w�th myself. And three proposals! But, for goodness’ sake, don’t tell any
of the g�rls, or they would be gett�ng all sorts of extravagant �deas and
�mag�n�ng themselves �njured and sl�ghted �f �n the�r very f�rst day at home
they d�d not get s�x at least. Some g�rls are so va�n! You and I, M�na dear,
who are engaged and are go�ng to settle down soon soberly �nto old marr�ed
women, can desp�se van�ty. Well, I must tell you about the three, but you
must keep �t a secret, dear, from every one, except, of course, Jonathan. You
w�ll tell h�m, because I would, �f I were �n your place, certa�nly tell Arthur.
A woman ought to tell her husband everyth�ng—don’t you th�nk so, dear?
—and I must be fa�r. Men l�ke women, certa�nly the�r w�ves, to be qu�te as
fa�r as they are; and women, I am afra�d, are not always qu�te as fa�r as they
should be. Well, my dear, number One came just before lunch. I told you of
h�m, Dr. John Seward, the lunat�c-asylum man, w�th the strong jaw and the
good forehead. He was very cool outwardly, but was nervous all the same.
He had ev�dently been school�ng h�mself as to all sorts of l�ttle th�ngs, and
remembered them; but he almost managed to s�t down on h�s s�lk hat, wh�ch
men don’t generally do when they are cool, and then when he wanted to



appear at ease he kept play�ng w�th a lancet �n a way that made me nearly
scream. He spoke to me, M�na, very stra�ghtforwardly. He told me how dear
I was to h�m, though he had known me so l�ttle, and what h�s l�fe would be
w�th me to help and cheer h�m. He was go�ng to tell me how unhappy he
would be �f I d�d not care for h�m, but when he saw me cry he sa�d that he
was a brute and would not add to my present trouble. Then he broke off and
asked �f I could love h�m �n t�me; and when I shook my head h�s hands
trembled, and then w�th some hes�tat�on he asked me �f I cared already for
any one else. He put �t very n�cely, say�ng that he d�d not want to wr�ng my
conf�dence from me, but only to know, because �f a woman’s heart was free
a man m�ght have hope. And then, M�na, I felt a sort of duty to tell h�m that
there was some one. I only told h�m that much, and then he stood up, and he
looked very strong and very grave as he took both my hands �n h�s and sa�d
he hoped I would be happy, and that �f I ever wanted a fr�end I must count
h�m one of my best. Oh, M�na dear, I can’t help cry�ng: and you must
excuse th�s letter be�ng all blotted. Be�ng proposed to �s all very n�ce and all
that sort of th�ng, but �t �sn’t at all a happy th�ng when you have to see a
poor fellow, whom you know loves you honestly, go�ng away and look�ng
all broken-hearted, and to know that, no matter what he may say at the
moment, you are pass�ng qu�te out of h�s l�fe. My dear, I must stop here at
present, I feel so m�serable, though I am so happy.

“Even�ng.
“Arthur has just gone, and I feel �n better sp�r�ts than when I left off, so I

can go on tell�ng you about the day. Well, my dear, number Two came after
lunch. He �s such a n�ce fellow, an Amer�can from Texas, and he looks so
young and so fresh that �t seems almost �mposs�ble that he has been to so
many places and has had such adventures. I sympath�se w�th poor
Desdemona when she had such a dangerous stream poured �n her ear, even
by a black man. I suppose that we women are such cowards that we th�nk a
man w�ll save us from fears, and we marry h�m. I know now what I would
do �f I were a man and wanted to make a g�rl love me. No, I don’t, for there
was Mr. Morr�s tell�ng us h�s stor�es, and Arthur never told any, and yet
—— My dear, I am somewhat prev�ous. Mr. Qu�ncey P. Morr�s found me
alone. It seems that a man always does f�nd a g�rl alone. No, he doesn’t, for
Arthur tr�ed tw�ce to make a chance, and I help�ng h�m all I could; I am not
ashamed to say �t now. I must tell you beforehand that Mr. Morr�s doesn’t
always speak slang—that �s to say, he never does so to strangers or before



them, for he �s really well educated and has exqu�s�te manners—but he
found out that �t amused me to hear h�m talk Amer�can slang, and whenever
I was present, and there was no one to be shocked, he sa�d such funny
th�ngs. I am afra�d, my dear, he has to �nvent �t all, for �t f�ts exactly �nto
whatever else he has to say. But th�s �s a way slang has. I do not know
myself �f I shall ever speak slang; I do not know �f Arthur l�kes �t, as I have
never heard h�m use any as yet. Well, Mr. Morr�s sat down bes�de me and
looked as happy and jolly as he could, but I could see all the same that he
was very nervous. He took my hand �n h�s, and sa�d ever so sweetly:—

“ ‘M�ss Lucy, I know I a�n’t good enough to regulate the f�x�n’s of your
l�ttle shoes, but I guess �f you wa�t t�ll you f�nd a man that �s you w�ll go
jo�n them seven young women w�th the lamps when you qu�t. Won’t you
just h�tch up alongs�de of me and let us go down the long road together,
dr�v�ng �n double harness?’

“Well, he d�d look so good-humoured and so jolly that �t d�dn’t seem half
so hard to refuse h�m as �t d�d poor Dr. Seward; so I sa�d, as l�ghtly as I
could, that I d�d not know anyth�ng of h�tch�ng, and that I wasn’t broken to
harness at all yet. Then he sa�d that he had spoken �n a l�ght manner, and he
hoped that �f he had made a m�stake �n do�ng so on so grave, so momentous,
an occas�on for h�m, I would forg�ve h�m. He really d�d look ser�ous when
he was say�ng �t, and I couldn’t help feel�ng a b�t ser�ous too—I know,
M�na, you w�ll th�nk me a horr�d fl�rt—though I couldn’t help feel�ng a sort
of exultat�on that he was number two �n one day. And then, my dear, before
I could say a word he began pour�ng out a perfect torrent of love-mak�ng,
lay�ng h�s very heart and soul at my feet. He looked so earnest over �t that I
shall never aga�n th�nk that a man must be playful always, and never
earnest, because he �s merry at t�mes. I suppose he saw someth�ng �n my
face wh�ch checked h�m, for he suddenly stopped, and sa�d w�th a sort of
manly fervour that I could have loved h�m for �f I had been free:—

“ ‘Lucy, you are an honest-hearted g�rl, I know. I should not be here
speak�ng to you as I am now �f I d�d not bel�eve you clean gr�t, r�ght
through to the very depths of your soul. Tell me, l�ke one good fellow to
another, �s there any one else that you care for? And �f there �s I’ll never
trouble you a ha�r’s breadth aga�n, but w�ll be, �f you w�ll let me, a very
fa�thful fr�end.’



“My dear M�na, why are men so noble when we women are so l�ttle
worthy of them? Here was I almost mak�ng fun of th�s great-hearted, true
gentleman. I burst �nto tears—I am afra�d, my dear, you w�ll th�nk th�s a
very sloppy letter �n more ways than one—and I really felt very badly. Why
can’t they let a g�rl marry three men, or as many as want her, and save all
th�s trouble? But th�s �s heresy, and I must not say �t. I am glad to say that,
though I was cry�ng, I was able to look �nto Mr. Morr�s’s brave eyes, and I
told h�m out stra�ght:—



“ ‘Yes, there �s some one I love, though he has not told me yet that he
even loves me.’ I was r�ght to speak to h�m so frankly, for qu�te a l�ght came
�nto h�s face, and he put out both h�s hands and took m�ne—I th�nk I put
them �nto h�s—and sa�d �n a hearty way:—

“ ‘That’s my brave g�rl. It’s better worth be�ng late for a chance of
w�nn�ng you than be�ng �n t�me for any other g�rl �n the world. Don’t cry,
my dear. If �t’s for me, I’m a hard nut to crack; and I take �t stand�ng up. If
that other fellow doesn’t know h�s happ�ness, well, he’d better look for �t
soon, or he’ll have to deal w�th me. L�ttle g�rl, your honesty and pluck have
made me a fr�end, and that’s rarer than a lover; �t’s more unself�sh anyhow.
My dear, I’m go�ng to have a pretty lonely walk between th�s and K�ngdom
Come. Won’t you g�ve me one k�ss? It’ll be someth�ng to keep off the
darkness now and then. You can, you know, �f you l�ke, for that other good
fellow—he must be a good fellow, my dear, and a f�ne fellow, or you could
not love h�m—hasn’t spoken yet.’ That qu�te won me, M�na, for �t was
brave and sweet of h�m, and noble, too, to a r�val—wasn’t �t?—and he so
sad; so I leant over and k�ssed h�m. He stood up w�th my two hands �n h�s,
and as he looked down �nto my face—I am afra�d I was blush�ng very much
—he sa�d:—

“ ‘L�ttle g�rl, I hold your hand, and you’ve k�ssed me, and �f these th�ngs
don’t make us fr�ends noth�ng ever w�ll. Thank you for your sweet honesty
to me, and good-bye.’ He wrung my hand, and tak�ng up h�s hat, went
stra�ght out of the room w�thout look�ng back, w�thout a tear or a qu�ver or
a pause; and I am cry�ng l�ke a baby. Oh, why must a man l�ke that be made
unhappy when there are lots of g�rls about who would worsh�p the very
ground he trod on? I know I would �f I were free—only I don’t want to be
free. My dear, th�s qu�te upset me, and I feel I cannot wr�te of happ�ness just
at once, after tell�ng you of �t; and I don’t w�sh to tell of the number three
unt�l �t can be all happy.

“Ever your lov�ng
“L���.

“P.S.—Oh, about number Three—I needn’t tell you of number Three,
need I? Bes�des, �t was all so confused; �t seemed only a moment from h�s
com�ng �nto the room t�ll both h�s arms were round me, and he was k�ss�ng
me. I am very, very happy, and I don’t know what I have done to deserve �t.
I must only try �n the future to show that I am not ungrateful to God for all



H�s goodness to me �n send�ng to me such a lover, such a husband, and such
a fr�end.

“Good-bye.”

Dr. Seward’s D�ary.
(Kept �n phonograph)

25 May.—Ebb t�de �n appet�te to-day. Cannot eat, cannot rest, so d�ary
�nstead. S�nce my rebuff of yesterday I have a sort of empty feel�ng; noth�ng
�n the world seems of suff�c�ent �mportance to be worth the do�ng.... As I
knew that the only cure for th�s sort of th�ng was work, I went down
amongst the pat�ents. I p�cked out one who has afforded me a study of much
�nterest. He �s so qua�nt that I am determ�ned to understand h�m as well as I
can. To-day I seemed to get nearer than ever before to the heart of h�s
mystery.

I quest�oned h�m more fully than I had ever done, w�th a v�ew to mak�ng
myself master of the facts of h�s halluc�nat�on. In my manner of do�ng �t
there was, I now see, someth�ng of cruelty. I seemed to w�sh to keep h�m to
the po�nt of h�s madness—a th�ng wh�ch I avo�d w�th the pat�ents as I would
the mouth of hell.

(Mem., under what c�rcumstances would I not avo�d the p�t of hell?)
Omn�a Romæ venal�a sunt. Hell has �ts pr�ce! verb. sap. If there be anyth�ng
beh�nd th�s �nst�nct �t w�ll be valuable to trace �t afterwards accurately, so I
had better commence to do so, therefore—

R. M. Renf�eld, ætat 59.—Sangu�ne temperament; great phys�cal
strength; morb�dly exc�table; per�ods of gloom, end�ng �n some f�xed �dea
wh�ch I cannot make out. I presume that the sangu�ne temperament �tself
and the d�sturb�ng �nfluence end �n a mentally-accompl�shed f�n�sh; a
poss�bly dangerous man, probably dangerous �f unself�sh. In self�sh men
caut�on �s as secure an armour for the�r foes as for themselves. What I th�nk
of on th�s po�nt �s, when self �s the f�xed po�nt the centr�petal force �s
balanced w�th the centr�fugal; when duty, a cause, etc., �s the f�xed po�nt,
the latter force �s paramount, and only acc�dent or a ser�es of acc�dents can
balance �t.

Letter, Qu�ncey P. Morr�s to Hon. Arthur Holmwood.
“25 May.



“My dear Art,—
“We’ve told yarns by the camp-f�re �n the pra�r�es; and dressed one

another’s wounds after try�ng a land�ng at the Marquesas; and drunk healths
on the shore of T�t�caca. There are more yarns to be told, and other wounds
to be healed, and another health to be drunk. Won’t you let th�s be at my
camp-f�re to-morrow n�ght? I have no hes�tat�on �n ask�ng you, as I know a
certa�n lady �s engaged to a certa�n d�nner-party, and that you are free.
There w�ll only be one other, our old pal at the Korea, Jack Seward. He’s
com�ng, too, and we both want to m�ngle our weeps over the w�ne-cup, and
to dr�nk a health w�th all our hearts to the happ�est man �n all the w�de
world, who has won the noblest heart that God has made and the best worth
w�nn�ng. We prom�se you a hearty welcome, and a lov�ng greet�ng, and a
health as true as your own r�ght hand. We shall both swear to leave you at
home �f you dr�nk too deep to a certa�n pa�r of eyes. Come!

“Yours, as ever and always,
“Q������ P. M�����.”

Telegram from Arthur Holmwood to Qu�ncey P. Morr�s.
“26 May.

“Count me �n every t�me. I bear messages wh�ch w�ll make both your
ears t�ngle.

“A��.”



CHAPTER VI

MINA MURRAY’S JOURNAL

24 July. Wh�tby.—Lucy met me at the stat�on, look�ng sweeter and
lovel�er than ever, and we drove up to the house at the Crescent �n wh�ch
they have rooms. Th�s �s a lovely place. The l�ttle r�ver, the Esk, runs
through a deep valley, wh�ch broadens out as �t comes near the harbour. A
great v�aduct runs across, w�th h�gh p�ers, through wh�ch the v�ew seems
somehow further away than �t really �s. The valley �s beaut�fully green, and
�t �s so steep that when you are on the h�gh land on e�ther s�de you look
r�ght across �t, unless you are near enough to see down. The houses of the
old town—the s�de away from us—are all red-roofed, and seem p�led up
one over the other anyhow, l�ke the p�ctures we see of Nuremberg. R�ght
over the town �s the ru�n of Wh�tby Abbey, wh�ch was sacked by the Danes,
and wh�ch �s the scene of part of “Marm�on,” where the g�rl was bu�lt up �n
the wall. It �s a most noble ru�n, of �mmense s�ze, and full of beaut�ful and
romant�c b�ts; there �s a legend that a wh�te lady �s seen �n one of the
w�ndows. Between �t and the town there �s another church, the par�sh one,
round wh�ch �s a b�g graveyard, all full of tombstones. Th�s �s to my m�nd
the n�cest spot �n Wh�tby, for �t l�es r�ght over the town, and has a full v�ew
of the harbour and all up the bay to where the headland called Kettleness
stretches out �nto the sea. It descends so steeply over the harbour that part of
the bank has fallen away, and some of the graves have been destroyed. In
one place part of the stonework of the graves stretches out over the sandy
pathway far below. There are walks, w�th seats bes�de them, through the
churchyard; and people go and s�t there all day long look�ng at the beaut�ful
v�ew and enjoy�ng the breeze. I shall come and s�t here very often myself
and work. Indeed, I am wr�t�ng now, w�th my book on my knee, and
l�sten�ng to the talk of three old men who are s�tt�ng bes�de me. They seem
to do noth�ng all day but s�t up here and talk.

The harbour l�es below me, w�th, on the far s�de, one long gran�te wall
stretch�ng out �nto the sea, w�th a curve outwards at the end of �t, �n the
m�ddle of wh�ch �s a l�ghthouse. A heavy sea-wall runs along outs�de of �t.



On the near s�de, the sea-wall makes an elbow crooked �nversely, and �ts
end too has a l�ghthouse. Between the two p�ers there �s a narrow open�ng
�nto the harbour, wh�ch then suddenly w�dens.

It �s n�ce at h�gh water; but when the t�de �s out �t shoals away to noth�ng,
and there �s merely the stream of the Esk, runn�ng between banks of sand,
w�th rocks here and there. Outs�de the harbour on th�s s�de there r�ses for
about half a m�le a great reef, the sharp edge of wh�ch runs stra�ght out from
beh�nd the south l�ghthouse. At the end of �t �s a buoy w�th a bell, wh�ch
sw�ngs �n bad weather, and sends �n a mournful sound on the w�nd. They
have a legend here that when a sh�p �s lost bells are heard out at sea. I must
ask the old man about th�s; he �s com�ng th�s way....

He �s a funny old man. He must be awfully old, for h�s face �s all gnarled
and tw�sted l�ke the bark of a tree. He tells me that he �s nearly a hundred,
and that he was a sa�lor �n the Greenland f�sh�ng fleet when Waterloo was
fought. He �s, I am afra�d, a very scept�cal person, for when I asked h�m
about the bells at sea and the Wh�te Lady at the abbey he sa�d very
brusquely:—

“I wouldn’t fash masel’ about them, m�ss. Them th�ngs be all wore out.
M�nd, I don’t say that they never was, but I do say that they wasn’t �n my
t�me. They be all very well for comers and tr�ppers, an’ the l�ke, but not for
a n�ce young lady l�ke you. Them feet-folks from York and Leeds that be
always eat�n’ cured herr�n’s an’ dr�nk�n’ tea an’ look�n’ out to buy cheap jet
would creed aught. I wonder masel’ who’d be bothered tell�n’ l�es to them
—even the newspapers, wh�ch �s full of fool-talk.” I thought he would be a
good person to learn �nterest�ng th�ngs from, so I asked h�m �f he would
m�nd tell�ng me someth�ng about the whale-f�sh�ng �n the old days. He was
just settl�ng h�mself to beg�n when the clock struck s�x, whereupon he
laboured to get up, and sa�d:—

“I must gang ageeanwards home now, m�ss. My grand-daughter doesn’t
l�ke to be kept wa�t�n’ when the tea �s ready, for �t takes me t�me to crammle
aboon the grees, for there be a many of ’em; an’, m�ss, I lack belly-t�mber
sa�rly by the clock.”

He hobbled away, and I could see h�m hurry�ng, as well as he could,
down the steps. The steps are a great feature on the place. They lead from
the town up to the church, there are hundreds of them—I do not know how
many—and they w�nd up �n a del�cate curve; the slope �s so gentle that a



horse could eas�ly walk up and down them. I th�nk they must or�g�nally
have had someth�ng to do w�th the abbey. I shall go home too. Lucy went
out v�s�t�ng w�th her mother, and as they were only duty calls, I d�d not go.
They w�ll be home by th�s.

 
1 August.—I came up here an hour ago w�th Lucy, and we had a most

�nterest�ng talk w�th my old fr�end and the two others who always come and
jo�n h�m. He �s ev�dently the S�r Oracle of them, and I should th�nk must
have been �n h�s t�me a most d�ctator�al person. He w�ll not adm�t anyth�ng,
and downfaces everybody. If he can’t out-argue them he bull�es them, and
then takes the�r s�lence for agreement w�th h�s v�ews. Lucy was look�ng
sweetly pretty �n her wh�te lawn frock; she has got a beaut�ful colour s�nce
she has been here. I not�ced that the old men d�d not lose any t�me �n
com�ng up and s�tt�ng near her when we sat down. She �s so sweet w�th old
people; I th�nk they all fell �n love w�th her on the spot. Even my old man
succumbed and d�d not contrad�ct her, but gave me double share �nstead. I
got h�m on the subject of the legends, and he went off at once �nto a sort of
sermon. I must try to remember �t and put �t down:—

“It be all fool-talk, lock, stock, and barrel; that’s what �t be, an’ nowt
else. These bans an’ wafts an’ boh-ghosts an’ barguests an’ bogles an’ all
anent them �s only f�t to set ba�rns an’ d�zzy women a-belder�n’. They be
nowt but a�r-blebs. They, an’ all gr�ms an’ s�gns an’ warn�n’s, be all
�nvented by parsons an’ �llsome beuk-bod�es an’ ra�lway touters to skeer an’
scunner haffl�n’s, an’ to get folks to do someth�n’ that they don’t other
�ncl�ne to. It makes me �reful to th�nk o’ them. Why, �t’s them that, not
content w�th pr�nt�n’ l�es on paper an’ preach�n’ them out of pulp�ts, does
want to be cutt�n’ them on the tombstones. Look here all around you �n
what a�rt ye w�ll; all them steans, hold�n’ up the�r heads as well as they can
out of the�r pr�de, �s acant—s�mply tumbl�n’ down w�th the we�ght o’ the
l�es wrote on them, ‘Here l�es the body’ or ‘Sacred to the memory’ wrote on
all of them, an’ yet �n n�gh half of them there bean’t no bod�es at all; an’ the
memor�es of them bean’t cared a p�nch of snuff about, much less sacred.
L�es all of them, noth�n’ but l�es of one k�nd or another! My gog, but �t’ll be
a quare scowderment at the Day of Judgment when they come tumbl�n’ up
�n the�r death-sarks, all jouped together an’ try�n’ to drag the�r tombsteans
w�th them to prove how good they was; some of them tr�mml�n’ and



d�ther�n’, w�th the�r hands that dozzened an’ sl�ppy from ly�n’ �n the sea that
they can’t even keep the�r grup o’ them.”

I could see from the old fellow’s self-sat�sf�ed a�r and the way �n wh�ch
he looked round for the approval of h�s cron�es that he was “show�ng off,”
so I put �n a word to keep h�m go�ng:—

“Oh, Mr. Swales, you can’t be ser�ous. Surely these tombstones are not
all wrong?”

“Yabbl�ns! There may be a poor�sh few not wrong, sav�n’ where they
make out the people too good; for there be folk that do th�nk a balm-bowl
be l�ke the sea, �f only �t be the�r own. The whole th�ng be only l�es. Now
look you here; you come here a stranger, an’ you see th�s k�rk-garth.” I
nodded, for I thought �t better to assent, though I d�d not qu�te understand
h�s d�alect. I knew �t had someth�ng to do w�th the church. He went on:
“And you consate that all these steans be aboon folk that be happed here,
snod an’ snog?” I assented aga�n. “Then that be just where the l�e comes �n.
Why, there be scores of these lay-beds that be toom as old Dun’s ’bacca-
box on Fr�day n�ght.” He nudged one of h�s compan�ons, and they all
laughed. “And my gog! how could they be otherw�se? Look at that one, the
aftest abaft the b�er-bank: read �t!” I went over and read:—

“Edward Spencelagh, master mar�ner, murdered by p�rates off the coast
of Andres, Apr�l, 1854, æt. 30.” When I came back Mr. Swales went on:—

“Who brought h�m home, I wonder, to hap h�m here? Murdered off the
coast of Andres! an’ you consated h�s body lay under! Why, I could name
ye a dozen whose bones l�e �n the Greenland seas above”—he po�nted
northwards—“or where the currents may have dr�fted them. There be the
steans around ye. Ye can, w�th your young eyes, read the small-pr�nt of the
l�es from here. Th�s Bra�thwa�te Lowrey—I knew h�s father, lost �n the
L�vely off Greenland �n ’20; or Andrew Woodhouse, drowned �n the same
seas �n 1777; or John Paxton, drowned off Cape Farewell a year later; or old
John Rawl�ngs, whose grandfather sa�led w�th me, drowned �n the Gulf of
F�nland �n ’50. Do ye th�nk that all these men w�ll have to make a rush to
Wh�tby when the trumpet sounds? I have me antherums aboot �t! I tell ye
that when they got here they’d be jomml�n’ an’ jostl�n’ one another that
way that �t ’ud be l�ke a f�ght up on the �ce �n the old days, when we’d be at
one another from dayl�ght to dark, an’ try�n’ to t�e up our cuts by the l�ght



of the aurora boreal�s.” Th�s was ev�dently local pleasantry, for the old man
cackled over �t, and h�s cron�es jo�ned �n w�th gusto.

“But,” I sa�d, “surely you are not qu�te correct, for you start on the
assumpt�on that all the poor people, or the�r sp�r�ts, w�ll have to take the�r
tombstones w�th them on the Day of Judgment. Do you th�nk that w�ll be
really necessary?”

“Well, what else be they tombstones for? Answer me that, m�ss!”
“To please the�r relat�ves, I suppose.”
“To please the�r relat�ves, you suppose!” Th�s he sa�d w�th �ntense scorn.

“How w�ll �t pleasure the�r relat�ves to know that l�es �s wrote over them,
and that everybody �n the place knows that they be l�es?” He po�nted to a
stone at our feet wh�ch had been la�d down as a slab, on wh�ch the seat was
rested, close to the edge of the cl�ff. “Read the l�es on that thruff-stean,” he
sa�d. The letters were ups�de down to me from where I sat, but Lucy was
more oppos�te to them, so she leant over and read:—

“Sacred to the memory of George Canon, who d�ed, �n the hope of a
glor�ous resurrect�on, on July, 29, 1873, fall�ng from the rocks at Kettleness.
Th�s tomb was erected by h�s sorrow�ng mother to her dearly beloved son.
‘He was the only son of h�s mother, and she was a w�dow.’ Really, Mr.
Swales, I don’t see anyth�ng very funny �n that!” She spoke her comment
very gravely and somewhat severely.

“Ye don’t see aught funny! Ha! ha! But that’s because ye don’t gawm the
sorrow�n’ mother was a hell-cat that hated h�m because he was acrewk’d—a
regular lam�ter he was—an’ he hated her so that he comm�tted su�c�de �n
order that she m�ghtn’t get an �nsurance she put on h�s l�fe. He blew n�gh
the top of h�s head off w�th an old musket that they had for scar�n’ the
crows w�th. ’Twarn’t for crows then, for �t brought the clegs and the dowps
to h�m. That’s the way he fell off the rocks. And, as to hopes of a glor�ous
resurrect�on, I’ve often heard h�m say masel’ that he hoped he’d go to hell,
for h�s mother was so p�ous that she’d be sure to go to heaven, an’ he d�dn’t
want to addle where she was. Now �sn’t that stean at any rate”—he
hammered �t w�th h�s st�ck as he spoke—“a pack of l�es? and won’t �t make
Gabr�el keckle when Geord�e comes pant�n’ up the grees w�th the
tombstean balanced on h�s hump, and asks �t to be took as ev�dence!”

I d�d not know what to say, but Lucy turned the conversat�on as she sa�d,
r�s�ng up:—



“Oh, why d�d you tell us of th�s? It �s my favour�te seat, and I cannot
leave �t; and now I f�nd I must go on s�tt�ng over the grave of a su�c�de.”

“That won’t harm ye, my pretty; an’ �t may make poor Geord�e
gladsome to have so tr�m a lass s�tt�n’ on h�s lap. That won’t hurt ye. Why,
I’ve sat here off an’ on for n�gh twenty years past, an’ �t hasn’t done me no
harm. Don’t ye fash about them as l�es under ye, or that doesn’ l�e there
e�ther! It’ll be t�me for ye to be gett�ng scart when ye see the tombsteans all
run away w�th, and the place as bare as a stubble-f�eld. There’s the clock,
an’ I must gang. My serv�ce to ye, lad�es!” And off he hobbled.

Lucy and I sat awh�le, and �t was all so beaut�ful before us that we took
hands as we sat; and she told me all over aga�n about Arthur and the�r
com�ng marr�age. That made me just a l�ttle heart-s�ck, for I haven’t heard
from Jonathan for a whole month.

 
The same day. I came up here alone, for I am very sad. There was no

letter for me. I hope there cannot be anyth�ng the matter w�th Jonathan. The
clock has just struck n�ne. I see the l�ghts scattered all over the town,
somet�mes �n rows where the streets are, and somet�mes s�ngly; they run
r�ght up the Esk and d�e away �n the curve of the valley. To my left the v�ew
�s cut off by a black l�ne of roof of the old house next the abbey. The sheep
and lambs are bleat�ng �n the f�elds away beh�nd me, and there �s a clatter of
a donkey’s hoofs up the paved road below. The band on the p�er �s play�ng a
harsh waltz �n good t�me, and further along the quay there �s a Salvat�on
Army meet�ng �n a back street. Ne�ther of the bands hears the other, but up
here I hear and see them both. I wonder where Jonathan �s and �f he �s
th�nk�ng of me! I w�sh he were here.

Dr. Seward’s D�ary.
5 June.—The case of Renf�eld grows more �nterest�ng the more I get to

understand the man. He has certa�n qual�t�es very largely developed;
self�shness, secrecy, and purpose. I w�sh I could get at what �s the object of
the latter. He seems to have some settled scheme of h�s own, but what �t �s I
do not yet know. H�s redeem�ng qual�ty �s a love of an�mals, though, �ndeed,
he has such cur�ous turns �n �t that I somet�mes �mag�ne he �s only
abnormally cruel. H�s pets are of odd sorts. Just now h�s hobby �s catch�ng
fl�es. He has at present such a quant�ty that I have had myself to
expostulate. To my aston�shment, he d�d not break out �nto a fury, as I



expected, but took the matter �n s�mple ser�ousness. He thought for a
moment, and then sa�d: “May I have three days? I shall clear them away.”
Of course, I sa�d that would do. I must watch h�m.

 
18 June.—He has turned h�s m�nd now to sp�ders, and has got several

very b�g fellows �n a box. He keeps feed�ng them w�th h�s fl�es, and the
number of the latter �s becom�ng sens�bly d�m�n�shed, although he has used
half h�s food �n attract�ng more fl�es from outs�de to h�s room.

 
1 July.—H�s sp�ders are now becom�ng as great a nu�sance as h�s fl�es,

and to-day I told h�m that he must get r�d of them. He looked very sad at
th�s, so I sa�d that he must clear out some of them, at all events. He
cheerfully acqu�esced �n th�s, and I gave h�m the same t�me as before for
reduct�on. He d�sgusted me much wh�le w�th h�m, for when a horr�d blow-
fly, bloated w�th some carr�on food, buzzed �nto the room, he caught �t, held
�t exultantly for a few moments between h�s f�nger and thumb, and, before I
knew what he was go�ng to do, put �t �n h�s mouth and ate �t. I scolded h�m
for �t, but he argued qu�etly that �t was very good and very wholesome; that
�t was l�fe, strong l�fe, and gave l�fe to h�m. Th�s gave me an �dea, or the
rud�ment of one. I must watch how he gets r�d of h�s sp�ders. He has
ev�dently some deep problem �n h�s m�nd, for he keeps a l�ttle note-book �n
wh�ch he �s always jott�ng down someth�ng. Whole pages of �t are f�lled
w�th masses of f�gures, generally s�ngle numbers added up �n batches, and
then the totals added �n batches aga�n, as though he were “focuss�ng” some
account, as the aud�tors put �t.

 
8 July.—There �s a method �n h�s madness, and the rud�mentary �dea �n

my m�nd �s grow�ng. It w�ll be a whole �dea soon, and then, oh, unconsc�ous
cerebrat�on! you w�ll have to g�ve the wall to your consc�ous brother. I kept
away from my fr�end for a few days, so that I m�ght not�ce �f there were any
change. Th�ngs rema�n as they were except that he has parted w�th some of
h�s pets and got a new one. He has managed to get a sparrow, and has
already part�ally tamed �t. H�s means of tam�ng �s s�mple, for already the
sp�ders have d�m�n�shed. Those that do rema�n, however, are well fed, for
he st�ll br�ngs �n the fl�es by tempt�ng them w�th h�s food.

 



19 July.—We are progress�ng. My fr�end has now a whole colony of
sparrows, and h�s fl�es and sp�ders are almost obl�terated. When I came �n
he ran to me and sa�d he wanted to ask me a great favour—a very, very
great favour; and as he spoke he fawned on me l�ke a dog. I asked h�m what
�t was, and he sa�d, w�th a sort of rapture �n h�s vo�ce and bear�ng:—

“A k�tten, a n�ce l�ttle, sleek playful k�tten, that I can play w�th, and
teach, and feed—and feed—and feed!” I was not unprepared for th�s
request, for I had not�ced how h�s pets went on �ncreas�ng �n s�ze and
v�vac�ty, but I d�d not care that h�s pretty fam�ly of tame sparrows should be
w�ped out �n the same manner as the fl�es and the sp�ders; so I sa�d I would
see about �t, and asked h�m �f he would not rather have a cat than a k�tten.
H�s eagerness betrayed h�m as he answered:—

“Oh, yes, I would l�ke a cat! I only asked for a k�tten lest you should
refuse me a cat. No one would refuse me a k�tten, would they?” I shook my
head, and sa�d that at present I feared �t would not be poss�ble, but that I
would see about �t. H�s face fell, and I could see a warn�ng of danger �n �t,
for there was a sudden f�erce, s�delong look wh�ch meant k�ll�ng. The man
�s an undeveloped hom�c�dal man�ac. I shall test h�m w�th h�s present
crav�ng and see how �t w�ll work out; then I shall know more.

 
10 p. m.—I have v�s�ted h�m aga�n and found h�m s�tt�ng �n a corner

brood�ng. When I came �n he threw h�mself on h�s knees before me and
�mplored me to let h�m have a cat; that h�s salvat�on depended upon �t. I was
f�rm, however, and told h�m that he could not have �t, whereupon he went
w�thout a word, and sat down, gnaw�ng h�s f�ngers, �n the corner where I
had found h�m. I shall see h�m �n the morn�ng early.

 
20 July.—V�s�ted Renf�eld very early, before the attendant went h�s

rounds. Found h�m up and humm�ng a tune. He was spread�ng out h�s sugar,
wh�ch he had saved, �n the w�ndow, and was man�festly beg�nn�ng h�s fly-
catch�ng aga�n; and beg�nn�ng �t cheerfully and w�th a good grace. I looked
around for h�s b�rds, and not see�ng them, asked h�m where they were. He
repl�ed, w�thout turn�ng round, that they had all flown away. There were a
few feathers about the room and on h�s p�llow a drop of blood. I sa�d
noth�ng, but went and told the keeper to report to me �f there were anyth�ng
odd about h�m dur�ng the day.



 
11 a. m.—The attendant has just been to me to say that Renf�eld has been

very s�ck and has d�sgorged a whole lot of feathers. “My bel�ef �s, doctor,”
he sa�d, “that he has eaten h�s b�rds, and that he just took and ate them
raw!”

 
11 p. m.—I gave Renf�eld a strong op�ate to-n�ght, enough to make even

h�m sleep, and took away h�s pocket-book to look at �t. The thought that has
been buzz�ng about my bra�n lately �s complete, and the theory proved. My
hom�c�dal man�ac �s of a pecul�ar k�nd. I shall have to �nvent a new
class�f�cat�on for h�m, and call h�m a zoöphagous (l�fe-eat�ng) man�ac; what
he des�res �s to absorb as many l�ves as he can, and he has la�d h�mself out
to ach�eve �t �n a cumulat�ve way. He gave many fl�es to one sp�der and
many sp�ders to one b�rd, and then wanted a cat to eat the many b�rds. What
would have been h�s later steps? It would almost be worth wh�le to
complete the exper�ment. It m�ght be done �f there were only a suff�c�ent
cause. Men sneered at v�v�sect�on, and yet look at �ts results to-day! Why
not advance sc�ence �n �ts most d�ff�cult and v�tal aspect—the knowledge of
the bra�n? Had I even the secret of one such m�nd—d�d I hold the key to the
fancy of even one lunat�c—I m�ght advance my own branch of sc�ence to a
p�tch compared w�th wh�ch Burdon-Sanderson’s phys�ology or Ferr�er’s
bra�n-knowledge would be as noth�ng. If only there were a suff�c�ent cause!
I must not th�nk too much of th�s, or I may be tempted; a good cause m�ght
turn the scale w�th me, for may not I too be of an except�onal bra�n,
congen�tally?

How well the man reasoned; lunat�cs always do w�th�n the�r own scope. I
wonder at how many l�ves he values a man, or �f at only one. He has closed
the account most accurately, and to-day begun a new record. How many of
us beg�n a new record w�th each day of our l�ves?

To me �t seems only yesterday that my whole l�fe ended w�th my new
hope, and that truly I began a new record. So �t w�ll be unt�l the Great
Recorder sums me up and closes my ledger account w�th a balance to prof�t
or loss. Oh, Lucy, Lucy, I cannot be angry w�th you, nor can I be angry w�th
my fr�end whose happ�ness �s yours; but I must only wa�t on hopeless and
work. Work! work!



If I only could have as strong a cause as my poor mad fr�end there—a
good, unself�sh cause to make me work—that would be �ndeed happ�ness.

M�na Murray’s Journal.
26 July.—I am anx�ous, and �t soothes me to express myself here; �t �s

l�ke wh�sper�ng to one’s self and l�sten�ng at the same t�me. And there �s
also someth�ng about the shorthand symbols that makes �t d�fferent from
wr�t�ng. I am unhappy about Lucy and about Jonathan. I had not heard from
Jonathan for some t�me, and was very concerned; but yesterday dear Mr.
Hawk�ns, who �s always so k�nd, sent me a letter from h�m. I had wr�tten
ask�ng h�m �f he had heard, and he sa�d the enclosed had just been rece�ved.
It �s only a l�ne dated from Castle Dracula, and says that he �s just start�ng
for home. That �s not l�ke Jonathan; I do not understand �t, and �t makes me
uneasy. Then, too, Lucy, although she �s so well, has lately taken to her old
hab�t of walk�ng �n her sleep. Her mother has spoken to me about �t, and we
have dec�ded that I am to lock the door of our room every n�ght. Mrs.
Westenra has got an �dea that sleep-walkers always go out on roofs of
houses and along the edges of cl�ffs and then get suddenly wakened and fall
over w�th a despa�r�ng cry that echoes all over the place. Poor dear, she �s
naturally anx�ous about Lucy, and she tells me that her husband, Lucy’s
father, had the same hab�t; that he would get up �n the n�ght and dress
h�mself and go out, �f he were not stopped. Lucy �s to be marr�ed �n the
autumn, and she �s already plann�ng out her dresses and how her house �s to
be arranged. I sympath�se w�th her, for I do the same, only Jonathan and I
w�ll start �n l�fe �n a very s�mple way, and shall have to try to make both
ends meet. Mr. Holmwood—he �s the Hon. Arthur Holmwood, only son of
Lord Godalm�ng—�s com�ng up here very shortly—as soon as he can leave
town, for h�s father �s not very well, and I th�nk dear Lucy �s count�ng the
moments t�ll he comes. She wants to take h�m up to the seat on the
churchyard cl�ff and show h�m the beauty of Wh�tby. I daresay �t �s the
wa�t�ng wh�ch d�sturbs her; she w�ll be all r�ght when he arr�ves.

 
27 July.—No news from Jonathan. I am gett�ng qu�te uneasy about h�m,

though why I should I do not know; but I do w�sh that he would wr�te, �f �t
were only a s�ngle l�ne. Lucy walks more than ever, and each n�ght I am
awakened by her mov�ng about the room. Fortunately, the weather �s so hot
that she cannot get cold; but st�ll the anx�ety and the perpetually be�ng



wakened �s beg�nn�ng to tell on me, and I am gett�ng nervous and wakeful
myself. Thank God, Lucy’s health keeps up. Mr. Holmwood has been
suddenly called to R�ng to see h�s father, who has been taken ser�ously �ll.
Lucy frets at the postponement of see�ng h�m, but �t does not touch her
looks; she �s a tr�fle stouter, and her cheeks are a lovely rose-p�nk. She has
lost that anæm�c look wh�ch she had. I pray �t w�ll all last.

 
3 August.—Another week gone, and no news from Jonathan, not even to

Mr. Hawk�ns, from whom I have heard. Oh, I do hope he �s not �ll. He
surely would have wr�tten. I look at that last letter of h�s, but somehow �t
does not sat�sfy me. It does not read l�ke h�m, and yet �t �s h�s wr�t�ng. There
�s no m�stake of that. Lucy has not walked much �n her sleep the last week,
but there �s an odd concentrat�on about her wh�ch I do not understand; even
�n her sleep she seems to be watch�ng me. She tr�es the door, and f�nd�ng �t
locked, goes about the room search�ng for the key.

6 August.—Another three days, and no news. Th�s suspense �s gett�ng
dreadful. If I only knew where to wr�te to or where to go to, I should feel
eas�er; but no one has heard a word of Jonathan s�nce that last letter. I must
only pray to God for pat�ence. Lucy �s more exc�table than ever, but �s
otherw�se well. Last n�ght was very threaten�ng, and the f�shermen say that
we are �n for a storm. I must try to watch �t and learn the weather s�gns. To-
day �s a grey day, and the sun as I wr�te �s h�dden �n th�ck clouds, h�gh over
Kettleness. Everyth�ng �s grey—except the green grass, wh�ch seems l�ke
emerald amongst �t; grey earthy rock; grey clouds, t�nged w�th the sunburst
at the far edge, hang over the grey sea, �nto wh�ch the sand-po�nts stretch
l�ke grey f�ngers. The sea �s tumbl�ng �n over the shallows and the sandy
flats w�th a roar, muffled �n the sea-m�sts dr�ft�ng �nland. The hor�zon �s lost
�n a grey m�st. All �s vastness; the clouds are p�led up l�ke g�ant rocks, and
there �s a “brool” over the sea that sounds l�ke some presage of doom. Dark
f�gures are on the beach here and there, somet�mes half shrouded �n the
m�st, and seem “men l�ke trees walk�ng.” The f�sh�ng-boats are rac�ng for
home, and r�se and d�p �n the ground swell as they sweep �nto the harbour,
bend�ng to the scuppers. Here comes old Mr. Swales. He �s mak�ng stra�ght
for me, and I can see, by the way he l�fts h�s hat, that he wants to talk....

I have been qu�te touched by the change �n the poor old man. When he
sat down bes�de me, he sa�d �n a very gentle way:—



“I want to say someth�ng to you, m�ss.” I could see he was not at ease, so
I took h�s poor old wr�nkled hand �n m�ne and asked h�m to speak fully; so
he sa�d, leav�ng h�s hand �n m�ne:—

“I’m afra�d, my deary, that I must have shocked you by all the w�cked
th�ngs I’ve been say�n’ about the dead, and such l�ke, for weeks past; but I
d�dn’t mean them, and I want ye to remember that when I’m gone. We aud
folks that be daffled, and w�th one foot abaft the krok-hooal, don’t
altogether l�ke to th�nk of �t, and we don’t want to feel scart of �t; an’ that’s
why I’ve took to mak�n’ l�ght of �t, so that I’d cheer up my own heart a b�t.
But, Lord love ye, m�ss, I a�n’t afra�d of dy�n’, not a b�t; only I don’t want
to d�e �f I can help �t. My t�me must be n�gh at hand now, for I be aud, and a
hundred years �s too much for any man to expect; and I’m so n�gh �t that the
Aud Man �s already whett�n’ h�s scythe. Ye see, I can’t get out o’ the hab�t
of caff�n’ about �t all at once; the chafts w�ll wag as they be used to. Some
day soon the Angel of Death w�ll sound h�s trumpet for me. But don’t ye
dooal an’ greet, my deary!”—for he saw that I was cry�ng—“�f he should
come th�s very n�ght I’d not refuse to answer h�s call. For l�fe be, after all,
only a wa�t�n’ for someth�n’ else than what we’re do�n’; and death be all
that we can r�ghtly depend on. But I’m content, for �t’s com�n’ to me, my
deary, and com�n’ qu�ck. It may be com�n’ wh�le we be look�n’ and
wonder�n’. Maybe �t’s �n that w�nd out over the sea that’s br�ng�n’ w�th �t
loss and wreck, and sore d�stress, and sad hearts. Look! look!” he cr�ed
suddenly. “There’s someth�ng �n that w�nd and �n the hoast beyont that
sounds, and looks, and tastes, and smells l�ke death. It’s �n the a�r; I feel �t
com�n’. Lord, make me answer cheerful when my call comes!” He held up
h�s arms devoutly, and ra�sed h�s hat. H�s mouth moved as though he were
pray�ng. After a few m�nutes’ s�lence, he got up, shook hands w�th me, and
blessed me, and sa�d good-bye, and hobbled off. It all touched me, and
upset me very much.

I was glad when the coastguard came along, w�th h�s spy-glass under h�s
arm. He stopped to talk w�th me, as he always does, but all the t�me kept
look�ng at a strange sh�p.

“I can’t make her out,” he sa�d; “she’s a Russ�an, by the look of her; but
she’s knock�ng about �n the queerest way. She doesn’t know her m�nd a b�t;
she seems to see the storm com�ng, but can’t dec�de whether to run up north
�n the open, or to put �n here. Look there aga�n! She �s steered m�ghty



strangely, for she doesn’t m�nd the hand on the wheel; changes about w�th
every puff of w�nd. We’ll hear more of her before th�s t�me to-morrow.”



CHAPTER VII

CUTTING FROM “THE DAILYGRAPH,” 8 AUGUST

(Pasted �n M�na Murray’s Journal.)

From a Correspondent.
Wh�tby.

ONE greatest and suddenest storms on record has just been exper�enced
here, w�th results both strange and un�que. The weather had been somewhat
sultry, but not to any degree uncommon �n the month of August. Saturday
even�ng was as f�ne as was ever known, and the great body of hol�day-
makers la�d out yesterday for v�s�ts to Mulgrave Woods, Rob�n Hood’s Bay,
R�g M�ll, Runsw�ck, Sta�thes, and the var�ous tr�ps �n the ne�ghbourhood of
Wh�tby. The steamers Emma and Scarborough made tr�ps up and down the
coast, and there was an unusual amount of “tr�pp�ng” both to and from
Wh�tby. The day was unusually f�ne t�ll the afternoon, when some of the
goss�ps who frequent the East Cl�ff churchyard, and from that command�ng
em�nence watch the w�de sweep of sea v�s�ble to the north and east, called
attent�on to a sudden show of “mares’-ta�ls” h�gh �n the sky to the north-
west. The w�nd was then blow�ng from the south-west �n the m�ld degree
wh�ch �n barometr�cal language �s ranked “No. 2: l�ght breeze.” The
coastguard on duty at once made report, and one old f�sherman, who for
more than half a century has kept watch on weather s�gns from the East
Cl�ff, foretold �n an emphat�c manner the com�ng of a sudden storm. The
approach of sunset was so very beaut�ful, so grand �n �ts masses of
splend�dly-coloured clouds, that there was qu�te an assemblage on the walk
along the cl�ff �n the old churchyard to enjoy the beauty. Before the sun
d�pped below the black mass of Kettleness, stand�ng boldly athwart the
western sky, �ts downward way was marked by myr�ad clouds of every
sunset-colour—flame, purple, p�nk, green, v�olet, and all the t�nts of gold;
w�th here and there masses not large, but of seem�ngly absolute blackness,
�n all sorts of shapes, as well outl�ned as colossal s�lhouettes. The
exper�ence was not lost on the pa�nters, and doubtless some of the sketches



of the “Prelude to the Great Storm” w�ll grace the R. A. and R. I. walls �n
May next. More than one capta�n made up h�s m�nd then and there that h�s
“cobble” or h�s “mule,” as they term the d�fferent classes of boats, would
rema�n �n the harbour t�ll the storm had passed. The w�nd fell away ent�rely
dur�ng the even�ng, and at m�dn�ght there was a dead calm, a sultry heat,
and that preva�l�ng �ntens�ty wh�ch, on the approach of thunder, affects
persons of a sens�t�ve nature. There were but few l�ghts �n s�ght at sea, for
even the coast�ng steamers, wh�ch usually “hug” the shore so closely, kept
well to seaward, and but few f�sh�ng-boats were �n s�ght. The only sa�l
not�ceable was a fore�gn schooner w�th all sa�ls set, wh�ch was seem�ngly
go�ng westwards. The foolhard�ness or �gnorance of her off�cers was a
prol�f�c theme for comment wh�lst she rema�ned �n s�ght, and efforts were
made to s�gnal her to reduce sa�l �n face of her danger. Before the n�ght shut
down she was seen w�th sa�ls �dly flapp�ng as she gently rolled on the
undulat�ng swell of the sea,

“As �dle as a pa�nted sh�p upon a pa�nted ocean.”

Shortly before ten o’clock the st�llness of the a�r grew qu�te oppress�ve,
and the s�lence was so marked that the bleat�ng of a sheep �nland or the
bark�ng of a dog �n the town was d�st�nctly heard, and the band on the p�er,
w�th �ts l�vely French a�r, was l�ke a d�scord �n the great harmony of nature’s
s�lence. A l�ttle after m�dn�ght came a strange sound from over the sea, and
h�gh overhead the a�r began to carry a strange, fa�nt, hollow boom�ng.

Then w�thout warn�ng the tempest broke. W�th a rap�d�ty wh�ch, at the
t�me, seemed �ncred�ble, and even afterwards �s �mposs�ble to real�ze, the
whole aspect of nature at once became convulsed. The waves rose �n
grow�ng fury, each overtopp�ng �ts fellow, t�ll �n a very few m�nutes the
lately glassy sea was l�ke a roar�ng and devour�ng monster. Wh�te-crested
waves beat madly on the level sands and rushed up the shelv�ng cl�ffs;
others broke over the p�ers, and w�th the�r spume swept the lanthorns of the
l�ghthouses wh�ch r�se from the end of e�ther p�er of Wh�tby Harbour. The
w�nd roared l�ke thunder, and blew w�th such force that �t was w�th
d�ff�culty that even strong men kept the�r feet, or clung w�th gr�m clasp to
the �ron stanch�ons. It was found necessary to clear the ent�re p�ers from the
mass of onlookers, or else the fatal�t�es of the n�ght would have been
�ncreased man�fold. To add to the d�ff�cult�es and dangers of the t�me,
masses of sea-fog came dr�ft�ng �nland—wh�te, wet clouds, wh�ch swept by



�n ghostly fash�on, so dank and damp and cold that �t needed but l�ttle effort
of �mag�nat�on to th�nk that the sp�r�ts of those lost at sea were touch�ng
the�r l�v�ng brethren w�th the clammy hands of death, and many a one
shuddered as the wreaths of sea-m�st swept by. At t�mes the m�st cleared,
and the sea for some d�stance could be seen �n the glare of the l�ghtn�ng,
wh�ch now came th�ck and fast, followed by such sudden peals of thunder
that the whole sky overhead seemed trembl�ng under the shock of the
footsteps of the storm.

Some of the scenes thus revealed were of �mmeasurable grandeur and of
absorb�ng �nterest—the sea, runn�ng mounta�ns h�gh, threw skywards w�th
each wave m�ghty masses of wh�te foam, wh�ch the tempest seemed to
snatch at and wh�rl away �nto space; here and there a f�sh�ng-boat, w�th a
rag of sa�l, runn�ng madly for shelter before the blast; now and aga�n the
wh�te w�ngs of a storm-tossed sea-b�rd. On the summ�t of the East Cl�ff the
new searchl�ght was ready for exper�ment, but had not yet been tr�ed. The
off�cers �n charge of �t got �t �nto work�ng order, and �n the pauses of the
�nrush�ng m�st swept w�th �t the surface of the sea. Once or tw�ce �ts serv�ce
was most effect�ve, as when a f�sh�ng-boat, w�th gunwale under water,
rushed �nto the harbour, able, by the gu�dance of the shelter�ng l�ght, to
avo�d the danger of dash�ng aga�nst the p�ers. As each boat ach�eved the
safety of the port there was a shout of joy from the mass of people on shore,
a shout wh�ch for a moment seemed to cleave the gale and was then swept
away �n �ts rush.

Before long the searchl�ght d�scovered some d�stance away a schooner
w�th all sa�ls set, apparently the same vessel wh�ch had been not�ced earl�er
�n the even�ng. The w�nd had by th�s t�me backed to the east, and there was
a shudder amongst the watchers on the cl�ff as they real�zed the terr�ble
danger �n wh�ch she now was. Between her and the port lay the great flat
reef on wh�ch so many good sh�ps have from t�me to t�me suffered, and,
w�th the w�nd blow�ng from �ts present quarter, �t would be qu�te �mposs�ble
that she should fetch the entrance of the harbour. It was now nearly the hour
of h�gh t�de, but the waves were so great that �n the�r troughs the shallows
of the shore were almost v�s�ble, and the schooner, w�th all sa�ls set, was
rush�ng w�th such speed that, �n the words of one old salt, “she must fetch
up somewhere, �f �t was only �n hell.” Then came another rush of sea-fog,
greater than any h�therto—a mass of dank m�st, wh�ch seemed to close on
all th�ngs l�ke a grey pall, and left ava�lable to men only the organ of



hear�ng, for the roar of the tempest, and the crash of the thunder, and the
boom�ng of the m�ghty b�llows came through the damp obl�v�on even
louder than before. The rays of the searchl�ght were kept f�xed on the
harbour mouth across the East P�er, where the shock was expected, and men
wa�ted breathless. The w�nd suddenly sh�fted to the north-east, and the
remnant of the sea-fog melted �n the blast; and then, m�rab�le d�ctu,
between the p�ers, leap�ng from wave to wave as �t rushed at headlong
speed, swept the strange schooner before the blast, w�th all sa�l set, and
ga�ned the safety of the harbour. The searchl�ght followed her, and a
shudder ran through all who saw her, for lashed to the helm was a corpse,
w�th droop�ng head, wh�ch swung horr�bly to and fro at each mot�on of the
sh�p. No other form could be seen on deck at all. A great awe came on all as
they real�sed that the sh�p, as �f by a m�racle, had found the harbour,
unsteered save by the hand of a dead man! However, all took place more
qu�ckly than �t takes to wr�te these words. The schooner paused not, but
rush�ng across the harbour, p�tched herself on that accumulat�on of sand and
gravel washed by many t�des and many storms �nto the south-east corner of
the p�er jutt�ng under the East Cl�ff, known locally as Tate H�ll P�er.

There was of course a cons�derable concuss�on as the vessel drove up on
the sand heap. Every spar, rope, and stay was stra�ned, and some of the
“top-hammer” came crash�ng down. But, strangest of all, the very �nstant
the shore was touched, an �mmense dog sprang up on deck from below, as �f
shot up by the concuss�on, and runn�ng forward, jumped from the bow on
the sand. Mak�ng stra�ght for the steep cl�ff, where the churchyard hangs
over the laneway to the East P�er so steeply that some of the flat tombstones
—“thruff-steans” or “through-stones,” as they call them �n the Wh�tby
vernacular—actually project over where the susta�n�ng cl�ff has fallen away,
�t d�sappeared �n the darkness, wh�ch seemed �ntens�f�ed just beyond the
focus of the searchl�ght.

It so happened that there was no one at the moment on Tate H�ll P�er, as
all those whose houses are �n close prox�m�ty were e�ther �n bed or were out
on the he�ghts above. Thus the coastguard on duty on the eastern s�de of the
harbour, who at once ran down to the l�ttle p�er, was the f�rst to cl�mb on
board. The men work�ng the searchl�ght, after scour�ng the entrance of the
harbour w�thout see�ng anyth�ng, then turned the l�ght on the derel�ct and
kept �t there. The coastguard ran aft, and when he came bes�de the wheel,
bent over to exam�ne �t, and reco�led at once as though under some sudden



emot�on. Th�s seemed to p�que general cur�os�ty, and qu�te a number of
people began to run. It �s a good way round from the West Cl�ff by the
Drawbr�dge to Tate H�ll P�er, but your correspondent �s a fa�rly good runner,
and came well ahead of the crowd. When I arr�ved, however, I found
already assembled on the p�er a crowd, whom the coastguard and pol�ce
refused to allow to come on board. By the courtesy of the ch�ef boatman, I
was, as your correspondent, perm�tted to cl�mb on deck, and was one of a
small group who saw the dead seaman wh�lst actually lashed to the wheel.

It was no wonder that the coastguard was surpr�sed, or even awed, for
not often can such a s�ght have been seen. The man was s�mply fastened by
h�s hands, t�ed one over the other, to a spoke of the wheel. Between the
�nner hand and the wood was a cruc�f�x, the set of beads on wh�ch �t was
fastened be�ng around both wr�sts and wheel, and all kept fast by the
b�nd�ng cords. The poor fellow may have been seated at one t�me, but the
flapp�ng and buffet�ng of the sa�ls had worked through the rudder of the
wheel and dragged h�m to and fro, so that the cords w�th wh�ch he was t�ed
had cut the flesh to the bone. Accurate note was made of the state of th�ngs,
and a doctor—Surgeon J. M. Caffyn, of 33, East Ell�ot Place—who came
�mmed�ately after me, declared, after mak�ng exam�nat�on, that the man
must have been dead for qu�te two days. In h�s pocket was a bottle,
carefully corked, empty save for a l�ttle roll of paper, wh�ch proved to be
the addendum to the log. The coastguard sa�d the man must have t�ed up h�s
own hands, fasten�ng the knots w�th h�s teeth. The fact that a coastguard
was the f�rst on board may save some compl�cat�ons, later on, �n the
Adm�ralty Court; for coastguards cannot cla�m the salvage wh�ch �s the
r�ght of the f�rst c�v�l�an enter�ng on a derel�ct. Already, however, the legal
tongues are wagg�ng, and one young law student �s loudly assert�ng that the
r�ghts of the owner are already completely sacr�f�ced, h�s property be�ng
held �n contravent�on of the statutes of mortma�n, s�nce the t�ller, as
emblemsh�p, �f not proof, of delegated possess�on, �s held �n a dead hand. It
�s needless to say that the dead steersman has been reverently removed from
the place where he held h�s honourable watch and ward t�ll death—a
steadfastness as noble as that of the young Casab�anca—and placed �n the
mortuary to awa�t �nquest.

Already the sudden storm �s pass�ng, and �ts f�erceness �s abat�ng;
crowds are scatter�ng homeward, and the sky �s beg�nn�ng to redden over
the Yorksh�re wolds. I shall send, �n t�me for your next �ssue, further deta�ls



of the derel�ct sh�p wh�ch found her way so m�raculously �nto harbour �n the
storm.

Wh�tby
9 August.—The sequel to the strange arr�val of the derel�ct �n the storm

last n�ght �s almost more startl�ng than the th�ng �tself. It turns out that the
schooner �s a Russ�an from Varna, and �s called the Demeter. She �s almost
ent�rely �n ballast of s�lver sand, w�th only a small amount of cargo—a
number of great wooden boxes f�lled w�th mould. Th�s cargo was cons�gned
to a Wh�tby sol�c�tor, Mr. S. F. B�ll�ngton, of 7, The Crescent, who th�s
morn�ng went aboard and formally took possess�on of the goods cons�gned
to h�m. The Russ�an consul, too, act�ng for the charter-party, took formal
possess�on of the sh�p, and pa�d all harbour dues, etc. Noth�ng �s talked
about here to-day except the strange co�nc�dence; the off�c�als of the Board
of Trade have been most exact�ng �n see�ng that every compl�ance has been
made w�th ex�st�ng regulat�ons. As the matter �s to be a “n�ne days’
wonder,” they are ev�dently determ�ned that there shall be no cause of after
compla�nt. A good deal of �nterest was abroad concern�ng the dog wh�ch
landed when the sh�p struck, and more than a few of the members of the S.
P. C. A., wh�ch �s very strong �n Wh�tby, have tr�ed to befr�end the an�mal.
To the general d�sappo�ntment, however, �t was not to be found; �t seems to
have d�sappeared ent�rely from the town. It may be that �t was fr�ghtened
and made �ts way on to the moors, where �t �s st�ll h�d�ng �n terror. There are
some who look w�th dread on such a poss�b�l�ty, lest later on �t should �n
�tself become a danger, for �t �s ev�dently a f�erce brute. Early th�s morn�ng
a large dog, a half-bred mast�ff belong�ng to a coal merchant close to Tate
H�ll P�er, was found dead �n the roadway oppos�te to �ts master’s yard. It
had been f�ght�ng, and man�festly had had a savage opponent, for �ts throat
was torn away, and �ts belly was sl�t open as �f w�th a savage claw.

 
Later.—By the k�ndness of the Board of Trade �nspector, I have been

perm�tted to look over the log-book of the Demeter, wh�ch was �n order up
to w�th�n three days, but conta�ned noth�ng of spec�al �nterest except as to
facts of m�ss�ng men. The greatest �nterest, however, �s w�th regard to the
paper found �n the bottle, wh�ch was to-day produced at the �nquest; and a
more strange narrat�ve than the two between them unfold �t has not been my
lot to come across. As there �s no mot�ve for concealment, I am perm�tted to



use them, and accord�ngly send you a rescr�pt, s�mply om�tt�ng techn�cal
deta�ls of seamansh�p and supercargo. It almost seems as though the capta�n
had been se�zed w�th some k�nd of man�a before he had got well �nto blue
water, and that th�s had developed pers�stently throughout the voyage. Of
course my statement must be taken cum grano, s�nce I am wr�t�ng from the
d�ctat�on of a clerk of the Russ�an consul, who k�ndly translated for me,
t�me be�ng short.

LOG OF THE “DEMETER.”

Varna to Wh�tby.
Wr�tten 18 July, th�ngs so strange happen�ng, that I shall keep accurate

note henceforth t�ll we land.
 
On 6 July we f�n�shed tak�ng �n cargo, s�lver sand and boxes of earth. At

noon set sa�l. East w�nd, fresh. Crew, f�ve hands ... two mates, cook, and
myself (capta�n).

 
On 11 July at dawn entered Bosphorus. Boarded by Turk�sh Customs

off�cers. Backsheesh. All correct. Under way at 4 p. m.
 
On 12 July through Dardanelles. More Customs off�cers and flagboat of

guard�ng squadron. Backsheesh aga�n. Work of off�cers thorough, but qu�ck.
Want us off soon. At dark passed �nto Arch�pelago.

 
On 13 July passed Cape Matapan. Crew d�ssat�sf�ed about someth�ng.

Seemed scared, but would not speak out.
 
On 14 July was somewhat anx�ous about crew. Men all steady fellows,

who sa�led w�th me before. Mate could not make out what was wrong; they
only told h�m there was someth�ng, and crossed themselves. Mate lost
temper w�th one of them that day and struck h�m. Expected f�erce quarrel,
but all was qu�et.

 
On 16 July mate reported �n the morn�ng that one of crew, Petrofsky, was

m�ss�ng. Could not account for �t. Took larboard watch e�ght bells last



n�ght; was rel�eved by Abramoff, but d�d not go to bunk. Men more
downcast than ever. All sa�d they expected someth�ng of the k�nd, but
would not say more than there was someth�ng aboard. Mate gett�ng very
�mpat�ent w�th them; feared some trouble ahead.

 
On 17 July, yesterday, one of the men, Olgaren, came to my cab�n, and

�n an awestruck way conf�ded to me that he thought there was a strange
man aboard the sh�p. He sa�d that �n h�s watch he had been shelter�ng
beh�nd the deck-house, as there was a ra�n-storm, when he saw a tall, th�n
man, who was not l�ke any of the crew, come up the compan�on-way, and
go along the deck forward, and d�sappear. He followed caut�ously, but when
he got to bows found no one, and the hatchways were all closed. He was �n
a pan�c of superst�t�ous fear, and I am afra�d the pan�c may spread. To allay
�t, I shall to-day search ent�re sh�p carefully from stem to stern.

 
Later �n the day I got together the whole crew, and told them, as they

ev�dently thought there was some one �n the sh�p, we would search from
stem to stern. F�rst mate angry; sa�d �t was folly, and to y�eld to such fool�sh
�deas would demoral�se the men; sa�d he would engage to keep them out of
trouble w�th a handsp�ke. I let h�m take the helm, wh�le the rest began
thorough search, all keep�ng abreast, w�th lanterns: we left no corner
unsearched. As there were only the b�g wooden boxes, there were no odd
corners where a man could h�de. Men much rel�eved when search over, and
went back to work cheerfully. F�rst mate scowled, but sa�d noth�ng.

 
22 July.—Rough weather last three days, and all hands busy w�th sa�ls—

no t�me to be fr�ghtened. Men seem to have forgotten the�r dread. Mate
cheerful aga�n, and all on good terms. Pra�sed men for work �n bad weather.
Passed G�bralter and out through Stra�ts. All well.

 
24 July.—There seems some doom over th�s sh�p. Already a hand short,

and enter�ng on the Bay of B�scay w�th w�ld weather ahead, and yet last
n�ght another man lost—d�sappeared. L�ke the f�rst, he came off h�s watch
and was not seen aga�n. Men all �n a pan�c of fear; sent a round rob�n,
ask�ng to have double watch, as they fear to be alone. Mate angry. Fear
there w�ll be some trouble, as e�ther he or the men w�ll do some v�olence.



 
28 July.—Four days �n hell, knock�ng about �n a sort of maelstrom, and

the w�nd a tempest. No sleep for any one. Men all worn out. Hardly know
how to set a watch, s�nce no one f�t to go on. Second mate volunteered to
steer and watch, and let men snatch a few hours’ sleep. W�nd abat�ng; seas
st�ll terr�f�c, but feel them less, as sh�p �s stead�er.

 
29 July.—Another tragedy. Had s�ngle watch to-n�ght, as crew too t�red

to double. When morn�ng watch came on deck could f�nd no one except
steersman. Ra�sed outcry, and all came on deck. Thorough search, but no
one found. Are now w�thout second mate, and crew �n a pan�c. Mate and I
agreed to go armed henceforth and wa�t for any s�gn of cause.

 
30 July.—Last n�ght. Rejo�ced we are near�ng England. Weather f�ne, all

sa�ls set. Ret�red worn out; slept soundly; awaked by mate tell�ng me that
both man of watch and steersman m�ss�ng. Only self and mate and two
hands left to work sh�p.

 
1 August.—Two days of fog, and not a sa�l s�ghted. Had hoped when �n

the Engl�sh Channel to be able to s�gnal for help or get �n somewhere. Not
hav�ng power to work sa�ls, have to run before w�nd. Dare not lower, as
could not ra�se them aga�n. We seem to be dr�ft�ng to some terr�ble doom.
Mate now more demoral�sed than e�ther of men. H�s stronger nature seems
to have worked �nwardly aga�nst h�mself. Men are beyond fear, work�ng
stol�dly and pat�ently, w�th m�nds made up to worst. They are Russ�an, he
Rouman�an.

 
2 August, m�dn�ght.—Woke up from few m�nutes’ sleep by hear�ng a cry,

seem�ngly outs�de my port. Could see noth�ng �n fog. Rushed on deck, and
ran aga�nst mate. Tells me heard cry and ran, but no s�gn of man on watch.
One more gone. Lord, help us! Mate says we must be past Stra�ts of Dover,
as �n a moment of fog l�ft�ng he saw North Foreland, just as he heard the
man cry out. If so we are now off �n the North Sea, and only God can gu�de
us �n the fog, wh�ch seems to move w�th us; and God seems to have
deserted us.



 
3 August.—At m�dn�ght I went to rel�eve the man at the wheel, and when

I got to �t found no one there. The w�nd was steady, and as we ran before �t
there was no yaw�ng. I dared not leave �t, so shouted for the mate. After a
few seconds he rushed up on deck �n h�s flannels. He looked w�ld-eyed and
haggard, and I greatly fear h�s reason has g�ven way. He came close to me
and wh�spered hoarsely, w�th h�s mouth to my ear, as though fear�ng the
very a�r m�ght hear: “It �s here; I know �t, now. On the watch last n�ght I
saw It, l�ke a man, tall and th�n, and ghastly pale. It was �n the bows, and
look�ng out. I crept beh�nd It, and gave It my kn�fe; but the kn�fe went
through It, empty as the a�r.” And as he spoke he took h�s kn�fe and drove �t
savagely �nto space. Then he went on: “But It �s here, and I’ll f�nd It. It �s �n
the hold, perhaps �n one of those boxes. I’ll unscrew them one by one and
see. You work the helm.” And, w�th a warn�ng look and h�s f�nger on h�s
l�p, he went below. There was spr�ng�ng up a choppy w�nd, and I could not
leave the helm. I saw h�m come out on deck aga�n w�th a tool-chest and a
lantern, and go down the forward hatchway. He �s mad, stark, rav�ng mad,
and �t’s no use my try�ng to stop h�m. He can’t hurt those b�g boxes: they
are �nvo�ced as “clay,” and to pull them about �s as harmless a th�ng as he
can do. So here I stay, and m�nd the helm, and wr�te these notes. I can only
trust �n God and wa�t t�ll the fog clears. Then, �f I can’t steer to any harbour
w�th the w�nd that �s, I shall cut down sa�ls and l�e by, and s�gnal for help....

 
It �s nearly all over now. Just as I was beg�nn�ng to hope that the mate

would come out calmer—for I heard h�m knock�ng away at someth�ng �n
the hold, and work �s good for h�m—there came up the hatchway a sudden,
startled scream, wh�ch made my blood run cold, and up on the deck he
came as �f shot from a gun—a rag�ng madman, w�th h�s eyes roll�ng and h�s
face convulsed w�th fear. “Save me! save me!” he cr�ed, and then looked
round on the blanket of fog. H�s horror turned to despa�r, and �n a steady
vo�ce he sa�d: “You had better come too, capta�n, before �t �s too late. He �s
there. I know the secret now. The sea w�ll save me from H�m, and �t �s all
that �s left!” Before I could say a word, or move forward to se�ze h�m, he
sprang on the bulwark and del�berately threw h�mself �nto the sea. I suppose
I know the secret too, now. It was th�s madman who had got r�d of the men
one by one, and now he has followed them h�mself. God help me! How am



I to account for all these horrors when I get to port? When I get to port! W�ll
that ever be?

 
4 August.—St�ll fog, wh�ch the sunr�se cannot p�erce. I know there �s

sunr�se because I am a sa�lor, why else I know not. I dared not go below, I
dared not leave the helm; so here all n�ght I stayed, and �n the d�mness of
the n�ght I saw It—H�m! God forg�ve me, but the mate was r�ght to jump
overboard. It was better to d�e l�ke a man; to d�e l�ke a sa�lor �n blue water
no man can object. But I am capta�n, and I must not leave my sh�p. But I
shall baffle th�s f�end or monster, for I shall t�e my hands to the wheel when
my strength beg�ns to fa�l, and along w�th them I shall t�e that wh�ch He—
It!—dare not touch; and then, come good w�nd or foul, I shall save my soul,
and my honour as a capta�n. I am grow�ng weaker, and the n�ght �s com�ng
on. If He can look me �n the face aga�n, I may not have t�me to act.... If we
are wrecked, mayhap th�s bottle may be found, and those who f�nd �t may
understand; �f not, ... well, then all men shall know that I have been true to
my trust. God and the Blessed V�rg�n and the sa�nts help a poor �gnorant
soul try�ng to do h�s duty....

 
Of course the verd�ct was an open one. There �s no ev�dence to adduce;

and whether or not the man h�mself comm�tted the murders there �s now
none to say. The folk here hold almost un�versally that the capta�n �s s�mply
a hero, and he �s to be g�ven a publ�c funeral. Already �t �s arranged that h�s
body �s to be taken w�th a tra�n of boats up the Esk for a p�ece and then
brought back to Tate H�ll P�er and up the abbey steps; for he �s to be bur�ed
�n the churchyard on the cl�ff. The owners of more than a hundred boats
have already g�ven �n the�r names as w�sh�ng to follow h�m to the grave.

No trace has ever been found of the great dog; at wh�ch there �s much
mourn�ng, for, w�th publ�c op�n�on �n �ts present state, he would, I bel�eve,
be adopted by the town. To-morrow w�ll see the funeral; and so w�ll end
th�s one more “mystery of the sea.”

M�na Murray’s Journal.
8 August.—Lucy was very restless all n�ght, and I, too, could not sleep.

The storm was fearful, and as �t boomed loudly among the ch�mney-pots, �t
made me shudder. When a sharp puff came �t seemed to be l�ke a d�stant



gun. Strangely enough, Lucy d�d not wake; but she got up tw�ce and dressed
herself. Fortunately, each t�me I awoke �n t�me and managed to undress her
w�thout wak�ng her, and got her back to bed. It �s a very strange th�ng, th�s
sleep-walk�ng, for as soon as her w�ll �s thwarted �n any phys�cal way, her
�ntent�on, �f there be any, d�sappears, and she y�elds herself almost exactly
to the rout�ne of her l�fe.

Early �n the morn�ng we both got up and went down to the harbour to see
�f anyth�ng had happened �n the n�ght. There were very few people about,
and though the sun was br�ght, and the a�r clear and fresh, the b�g, gr�m-
look�ng waves, that seemed dark themselves because the foam that topped
them was l�ke snow, forced themselves �n through the narrow mouth of the
harbour—l�ke a bully�ng man go�ng through a crowd. Somehow I felt glad
that Jonathan was not on the sea last n�ght, but on land. But, oh, �s he on
land or sea? Where �s he, and how? I am gett�ng fearfully anx�ous about
h�m. If I only knew what to do, and could do anyth�ng!

 
10 August.—The funeral of the poor sea-capta�n to-day was most

touch�ng. Every boat �n the harbour seemed to be there, and the coff�n was
carr�ed by capta�ns all the way from Tate H�ll P�er up to the churchyard.
Lucy came w�th me, and we went early to our old seat, wh�lst the cortège of
boats went up the r�ver to the V�aduct and came down aga�n. We had a
lovely v�ew, and saw the process�on nearly all the way. The poor fellow was
la�d to rest qu�te near our seat so that we stood on �t when the t�me came
and saw everyth�ng. Poor Lucy seemed much upset. She was restless and
uneasy all the t�me, and I cannot but th�nk that her dream�ng at n�ght �s
tell�ng on her. She �s qu�te odd �n one th�ng: she w�ll not adm�t to me that
there �s any cause for restlessness; or �f there be, she does not understand �t
herself. There �s an add�t�onal cause �n that poor old Mr. Swales was found
dead th�s morn�ng on our seat, h�s neck be�ng broken. He had ev�dently, as
the doctor sa�d, fallen back �n the seat �n some sort of fr�ght, for there was a
look of fear and horror on h�s face that the men sa�d made them shudder.
Poor dear old man! Perhaps he had seen Death w�th h�s dy�ng eyes! Lucy �s
so sweet and sens�t�ve that she feels �nfluences more acutely than other
people do. Just now she was qu�te upset by a l�ttle th�ng wh�ch I d�d not
much heed, though I am myself very fond of an�mals. One of the men who
came up here often to look for the boats was followed by h�s dog. The dog
�s always w�th h�m. They are both qu�et persons, and I never saw the man



angry, nor heard the dog bark. Dur�ng the serv�ce the dog would not come
to �ts master, who was on the seat w�th us, but kept a few yards off, bark�ng
and howl�ng. Its master spoke to �t gently, and then harshly, and then
angr�ly; but �t would ne�ther come nor cease to make a no�se. It was �n a sort
of fury, w�th �ts eyes savage, and all �ts ha�rs br�stl�ng out l�ke a cat’s ta�l
when puss �s on the war-path. F�nally the man, too, got angry, and jumped
down and k�cked the dog, and then took �t by the scruff of the neck and half
dragged and half threw �t on the tombstone on wh�ch the seat �s f�xed. The
moment �t touched the stone the poor th�ng became qu�et and fell all �nto a
tremble. It d�d not try to get away, but crouched down, qu�ver�ng and
cower�ng, and was �n such a p�t�able state of terror that I tr�ed, though
w�thout effect, to comfort �t. Lucy was full of p�ty, too, but she d�d not
attempt to touch the dog, but looked at �t �n an agon�sed sort of way. I
greatly fear that she �s of too super-sens�t�ve a nature to go through the
world w�thout trouble. She w�ll be dream�ng of th�s to-n�ght, I am sure. The
whole agglomerat�on of th�ngs—the sh�p steered �nto port by a dead man;
h�s att�tude, t�ed to the wheel w�th a cruc�f�x and beads; the touch�ng
funeral; the dog, now fur�ous and now �n terror—w�ll all afford mater�al for
her dreams.

I th�nk �t w�ll be best for her to go to bed t�red out phys�cally, so I shall
take her for a long walk by the cl�ffs to Rob�n Hood’s Bay and back. She
ought not to have much �ncl�nat�on for sleep-walk�ng then.



CHAPTER VIII

MINA MURRAY’S JOURNAL

Same day, 11 o’clock p. m.—Oh, but I am t�red! If �t were not that I had
made my d�ary a duty I should not open �t to-n�ght. We had a lovely walk.
Lucy, after a wh�le, was �n gay sp�r�ts, ow�ng, I th�nk, to some dear cows
who came nos�ng towards us �n a f�eld close to the l�ghthouse, and
fr�ghtened the w�ts out of us. I bel�eve we forgot everyth�ng except, of
course, personal fear, and �t seemed to w�pe the slate clean and g�ve us a
fresh start. We had a cap�tal “severe tea” at Rob�n Hood’s Bay �n a sweet
l�ttle old-fash�oned �nn, w�th a bow-w�ndow r�ght over the seaweed-covered
rocks of the strand. I bel�eve we should have shocked the “New Woman”
w�th our appet�tes. Men are more tolerant, bless them! Then we walked
home w�th some, or rather many, stoppages to rest, and w�th our hearts full
of a constant dread of w�ld bulls. Lucy was really t�red, and we �ntended to
creep off to bed as soon as we could. The young curate came �n, however,
and Mrs. Westenra asked h�m to stay for supper. Lucy and I had both a f�ght
for �t w�th the dusty m�ller; I know �t was a hard f�ght on my part, and I am
qu�te hero�c. I th�nk that some day the b�shops must get together and see
about breed�ng up a new class of curates, who don’t take supper, no matter
how they may be pressed to, and who w�ll know when g�rls are t�red. Lucy
�s asleep and breath�ng softly. She has more colour �n her cheeks than usual,
and looks, oh, so sweet. If Mr. Holmwood fell �n love w�th her see�ng her
only �n the draw�ng-room, I wonder what he would say �f he saw her now.
Some of the “New Women” wr�ters w�ll some day start an �dea that men
and women should be allowed to see each other asleep before propos�ng or
accept�ng. But I suppose the New Woman won’t condescend �n future to
accept; she w�ll do the propos�ng herself. And a n�ce job she w�ll make of �t,
too! There’s some consolat�on �n that. I am so happy to-n�ght, because dear
Lucy seems better. I really bel�eve she has turned the corner, and that we are
over her troubles w�th dream�ng. I should be qu�te happy �f I only knew �f
Jonathan.... God bless and keep h�m.

 



11 August, 3 a. m.—D�ary aga�n. No sleep now, so I may as well wr�te. I
am too ag�tated to sleep. We have had such an adventure, such an agon�s�ng
exper�ence. I fell asleep as soon as I had closed my d�ary.... Suddenly I
became broad awake, and sat up, w�th a horr�ble sense of fear upon me, and
of some feel�ng of empt�ness around me. The room was dark, so I could not
see Lucy’s bed; I stole across and felt for her. The bed was empty. I l�t a
match and found that she was not �n the room. The door was shut, but not
locked, as I had left �t. I feared to wake her mother, who has been more than
usually �ll lately, so threw on some clothes and got ready to look for her. As
I was leav�ng the room �t struck me that the clothes she wore m�ght g�ve me
some clue to her dream�ng �ntent�on. Dress�ng-gown would mean house;
dress, outs�de. Dress�ng-gown and dress were both �n the�r places. “Thank
God,” I sa�d to myself, “she cannot be far, as she �s only �n her n�ghtdress.”
I ran downsta�rs and looked �n the s�tt�ng-room. Not there! Then I looked �n
all the other open rooms of the house, w�th an ever-grow�ng fear ch�ll�ng
my heart. F�nally I came to the hall door and found �t open. It was not w�de
open, but the catch of the lock had not caught. The people of the house are
careful to lock the door every n�ght, so I feared that Lucy must have gone
out as she was. There was no t�me to th�nk of what m�ght happen; a vague,
overmaster�ng fear obscured all deta�ls. I took a b�g, heavy shawl and ran
out. The clock was str�k�ng one as I was �n the Crescent, and there was not a
soul �n s�ght. I ran along the North Terrace, but could see no s�gn of the
wh�te f�gure wh�ch I expected. At the edge of the West Cl�ff above the p�er I
looked across the harbour to the East Cl�ff, �n the hope or fear—I don’t
know wh�ch—of see�ng Lucy �n our favour�te seat. There was a br�ght full
moon, w�th heavy black, dr�v�ng clouds, wh�ch threw the whole scene �nto a
fleet�ng d�orama of l�ght and shade as they sa�led across. For a moment or
two I could see noth�ng, as the shadow of a cloud obscured St. Mary’s
Church and all around �t. Then as the cloud passed I could see the ru�ns of
the abbey com�ng �nto v�ew; and as the edge of a narrow band of l�ght as
sharp as a sword-cut moved along, the church and the churchyard became
gradually v�s�ble. Whatever my expectat�on was, �t was not d�sappo�nted,
for there, on our favour�te seat, the s�lver l�ght of the moon struck a half-
recl�n�ng f�gure, snowy wh�te. The com�ng of the cloud was too qu�ck for
me to see much, for shadow shut down on l�ght almost �mmed�ately; but �t
seemed to me as though someth�ng dark stood beh�nd the seat where the
wh�te f�gure shone, and bent over �t. What �t was, whether man or beast, I



could not tell; I d�d not wa�t to catch another glance, but flew down the
steep steps to the p�er and along by the f�sh-market to the br�dge, wh�ch was
the only way to reach the East Cl�ff. The town seemed as dead, for not a
soul d�d I see; I rejo�ced that �t was so, for I wanted no w�tness of poor
Lucy’s cond�t�on. The t�me and d�stance seemed endless, and my knees
trembled and my breath came laboured as I to�led up the endless steps to the
abbey. I must have gone fast, and yet �t seemed to me as �f my feet were
we�ghted w�th lead, and as though every jo�nt �n my body were rusty. When
I got almost to the top I could see the seat and the wh�te f�gure, for I was
now close enough to d�st�ngu�sh �t even through the spells of shadow. There
was undoubtedly someth�ng, long and black, bend�ng over the half-recl�n�ng
wh�te f�gure. I called �n fr�ght, “Lucy! Lucy!” and someth�ng ra�sed a head,
and from where I was I could see a wh�te face and red, gleam�ng eyes. Lucy
d�d not answer, and I ran on to the entrance of the churchyard. As I entered,
the church was between me and the seat, and for a m�nute or so I lost s�ght
of her. When I came �n v�ew aga�n the cloud had passed, and the moonl�ght
struck so br�ll�antly that I could see Lucy half recl�n�ng w�th her head ly�ng
over the back of the seat. She was qu�te alone, and there was not a s�gn of
any l�v�ng th�ng about.

When I bent over her I could see that she was st�ll asleep. Her l�ps were
parted, and she was breath�ng—not softly as usual w�th her, but �n long,
heavy gasps, as though str�v�ng to get her lungs full at every breath. As I
came close, she put up her hand �n her sleep and pulled the collar of her
n�ghtdress close around her throat. Wh�lst she d�d so there came a l�ttle
shudder through her, as though she felt the cold. I flung the warm shawl
over her, and drew the edges t�ght round her neck, for I dreaded lest she
should get some deadly ch�ll from the n�ght a�r, unclad as she was. I feared
to wake her all at once, so, �n order to have my hands free that I m�ght help
her, I fastened the shawl at her throat w�th a b�g safety-p�n; but I must have
been clumsy �n my anx�ety and p�nched or pr�cked her w�th �t, for by-and-
by, when her breath�ng became qu�eter, she put her hand to her throat aga�n
and moaned. When I had her carefully wrapped up I put my shoes on her
feet and then began very gently to wake her. At f�rst she d�d not respond;
but gradually she became more and more uneasy �n her sleep, moan�ng and
s�gh�ng occas�onally. At last, as t�me was pass�ng fast, and, for many other
reasons, I w�shed to get her home at once, I shook her more forc�bly, t�ll
f�nally she opened her eyes and awoke. She d�d not seem surpr�sed to see



me, as, of course, she d�d not real�se all at once where she was. Lucy always
wakes prett�ly, and even at such a t�me, when her body must have been
ch�lled w�th cold, and her m�nd somewhat appalled at wak�ng unclad �n a
churchyard at n�ght, she d�d not lose her grace. She trembled a l�ttle, and
clung to me; when I told her to come at once w�th me home she rose
w�thout a word, w�th the obed�ence of a ch�ld. As we passed along, the
gravel hurt my feet, and Lucy not�ced me w�nce. She stopped and wanted to
�ns�st upon my tak�ng my shoes; but I would not. However, when we got to
the pathway outs�de the churchyard, where there was a puddle of water,
rema�n�ng from the storm, I daubed my feet w�th mud, us�ng each foot �n
turn on the other, so that as we went home, no one, �n case we should meet
any one, should not�ce my bare feet.

Fortune favoured us, and we got home w�thout meet�ng a soul. Once we
saw a man, who seemed not qu�te sober, pass�ng along a street �n front of
us; but we h�d �n a door t�ll he had d�sappeared up an open�ng such as there
are here, steep l�ttle closes, or “wynds,” as they call them �n Scotland. My
heart beat so loud all the t�me that somet�mes I thought I should fa�nt. I was
f�lled w�th anx�ety about Lucy, not only for her health, lest she should suffer
from the exposure, but for her reputat�on �n case the story should get w�nd.
When we got �n, and had washed our feet, and had sa�d a prayer of
thankfulness together, I tucked her �nto bed. Before fall�ng asleep she asked
—even �mplored—me not to say a word to any one, even her mother, about
her sleep-walk�ng adventure. I hes�tated at f�rst to prom�se; but on th�nk�ng
of the state of her mother’s health, and how the knowledge of such a th�ng
would fret her, and th�nk�ng, too, of how such a story m�ght become
d�storted—nay, �nfall�bly would—�n case �t should leak out, I thought �t
w�ser to do so. I hope I d�d r�ght. I have locked the door, and the key �s t�ed
to my wr�st, so perhaps I shall not be aga�n d�sturbed. Lucy �s sleep�ng
soundly; the reflex of the dawn �s h�gh and far over the sea....

 
Same day, noon.—All goes well. Lucy slept t�ll I woke her and seemed

not to have even changed her s�de. The adventure of the n�ght does not
seem to have harmed her; on the contrary, �t has benef�ted her, for she looks
better th�s morn�ng than she has done for weeks. I was sorry to not�ce that
my clums�ness w�th the safety-p�n hurt her. Indeed, �t m�ght have been
ser�ous, for the sk�n of her throat was p�erced. I must have p�nched up a
p�ece of loose sk�n and have transf�xed �t, for there are two l�ttle red po�nts



l�ke p�n-pr�cks, and on the band of her n�ghtdress was a drop of blood.
When I apolog�sed and was concerned about �t, she laughed and petted me,
and sa�d she d�d not even feel �t. Fortunately �t cannot leave a scar, as �t �s so
t�ny.

 
Same day, n�ght.—We passed a happy day. The a�r was clear, and the sun

br�ght, and there was a cool breeze. We took our lunch to Mulgrave Woods,
Mrs. Westenra dr�v�ng by the road and Lucy and I walk�ng by the cl�ff-path
and jo�n�ng her at the gate. I felt a l�ttle sad myself, for I could not but feel
how absolutely happy �t would have been had Jonathan been w�th me. But
there! I must only be pat�ent. In the even�ng we strolled �n the Cas�no
Terrace, and heard some good mus�c by Spohr and Mackenz�e, and went to
bed early. Lucy seems more restful than she has been for some t�me, and
fell asleep at once. I shall lock the door and secure the key the same as
before, though I do not expect any trouble to-n�ght.

 
12 August.—My expectat�ons were wrong, for tw�ce dur�ng the n�ght I

was wakened by Lucy try�ng to get out. She seemed, even �n her sleep, to
be a l�ttle �mpat�ent at f�nd�ng the door shut, and went back to bed under a
sort of protest. I woke w�th the dawn, and heard the b�rds ch�rp�ng outs�de
of the w�ndow. Lucy woke, too, and, I was glad to see, was even better than
on the prev�ous morn�ng. All her old ga�ety of manner seemed to have come
back, and she came and snuggled �n bes�de me and told me all about Arthur.
I told her how anx�ous I was about Jonathan, and then she tr�ed to comfort
me. Well, she succeeded somewhat, for, though sympathy can’t alter facts,
�t can help to make them more bearable.

 
13 August.—Another qu�et day, and to bed w�th the key on my wr�st as

before. Aga�n I awoke �n the n�ght, and found Lucy s�tt�ng up �n bed, st�ll
asleep, po�nt�ng to the w�ndow. I got up qu�etly, and pull�ng as�de the bl�nd,
looked out. It was br�ll�ant moonl�ght, and the soft effect of the l�ght over
the sea and sky—merged together �n one great, s�lent mystery—was
beaut�ful beyond words. Between me and the moonl�ght fl�tted a great bat,
com�ng and go�ng �n great wh�rl�ng c�rcles. Once or tw�ce �t came qu�te
close, but was, I suppose, fr�ghtened at see�ng me, and fl�tted away across
the harbour towards the abbey. When I came back from the w�ndow Lucy



had la�n down aga�n, and was sleep�ng peacefully. She d�d not st�r aga�n all
n�ght.

 
14 August.—On the East Cl�ff, read�ng and wr�t�ng all day. Lucy seems

to have become as much �n love w�th the spot as I am, and �t �s hard to get
her away from �t when �t �s t�me to come home for lunch or tea or d�nner.
Th�s afternoon she made a funny remark. We were com�ng home for d�nner,
and had come to the top of the steps up from the West P�er and stopped to
look at the v�ew, as we generally do. The sett�ng sun, low down �n the sky,
was just dropp�ng beh�nd Kettleness; the red l�ght was thrown over on the
East Cl�ff and the old abbey, and seemed to bathe everyth�ng �n a beaut�ful
rosy glow. We were s�lent for a wh�le, and suddenly Lucy murmured as �f to
herself:—

“H�s red eyes aga�n! They are just the same.” It was such an odd
express�on, com�ng apropos of noth�ng, that �t qu�te startled me. I slewed
round a l�ttle, so as to see Lucy well w�thout seem�ng to stare at her, and
saw that she was �n a half-dreamy state, w�th an odd look on her face that I
could not qu�te make out; so I sa�d noth�ng, but followed her eyes. She
appeared to be look�ng over at our own seat, whereon was a dark f�gure
seated alone. I was a l�ttle startled myself, for �t seemed for an �nstant as �f
the stranger had great eyes l�ke burn�ng flames; but a second look d�spelled
the �llus�on. The red sunl�ght was sh�n�ng on the w�ndows of St. Mary’s
Church beh�nd our seat, and as the sun d�pped there was just suff�c�ent
change �n the refract�on and reflect�on to make �t appear as �f the l�ght
moved. I called Lucy’s attent�on to the pecul�ar effect, and she became
herself w�th a start, but she looked sad all the same; �t may have been that
she was th�nk�ng of that terr�ble n�ght up there. We never refer to �t; so I
sa�d noth�ng, and we went home to d�nner. Lucy had a headache and went
early to bed. I saw her asleep, and went out for a l�ttle stroll myself; I
walked along the cl�ffs to the westward, and was full of sweet sadness, for I
was th�nk�ng of Jonathan. When com�ng home—�t was then br�ght
moonl�ght, so br�ght that, though the front of our part of the Crescent was �n
shadow, everyth�ng could be well seen—I threw a glance up at our w�ndow,
and saw Lucy’s head lean�ng out. I thought that perhaps she was look�ng
out for me, so I opened my handkerch�ef and waved �t. She d�d not not�ce or
make any movement whatever. Just then, the moonl�ght crept round an
angle of the bu�ld�ng, and the l�ght fell on the w�ndow. There d�st�nctly was



Lucy w�th her head ly�ng up aga�nst the s�de of the w�ndow-s�ll and her
eyes shut. She was fast asleep, and by her, seated on the w�ndow-s�ll, was
someth�ng that looked l�ke a good-s�zed b�rd. I was afra�d she m�ght get a
ch�ll, so I ran upsta�rs, but as I came �nto the room she was mov�ng back to
her bed, fast asleep, and breath�ng heav�ly; she was hold�ng her hand to her
throat, as though to protect �t from cold.

I d�d not wake her, but tucked her up warmly; I have taken care that the
door �s locked and the w�ndow securely fastened.

She looks so sweet as she sleeps; but she �s paler than �s her wont, and
there �s a drawn, haggard look under her eyes wh�ch I do not l�ke. I fear she
�s frett�ng about someth�ng. I w�sh I could f�nd out what �t �s.

 
15 August.—Rose later than usual. Lucy was langu�d and t�red, and slept

on after we had been called. We had a happy surpr�se at breakfast. Arthur’s
father �s better, and wants the marr�age to come off soon. Lucy �s full of
qu�et joy, and her mother �s glad and sorry at once. Later on �n the day she
told me the cause. She �s gr�eved to lose Lucy as her very own, but she �s
rejo�ced that she �s soon to have some one to protect her. Poor dear, sweet
lady! She conf�ded to me that she has got her death-warrant. She has not
told Lucy, and made me prom�se secrecy; her doctor told her that w�th�n a
few months, at most, she must d�e, for her heart �s weaken�ng. At any t�me,
even now, a sudden shock would be almost sure to k�ll her. Ah, we were
w�se to keep from her the affa�r of the dreadful n�ght of Lucy’s sleep-
walk�ng.

 
17 August.—No d�ary for two whole days. I have not had the heart to

wr�te. Some sort of shadowy pall seems to be com�ng over our happ�ness.
No news from Jonathan, and Lucy seems to be grow�ng weaker, wh�lst her
mother’s hours are number�ng to a close. I do not understand Lucy’s fad�ng
away as she �s do�ng. She eats well and sleeps well, and enjoys the fresh a�r;
but all the t�me the roses �n her cheeks are fad�ng, and she gets weaker and
more langu�d day by day; at n�ght I hear her gasp�ng as �f for a�r. I keep the
key of our door always fastened to my wr�st at n�ght, but she gets up and
walks about the room, and s�ts at the open w�ndow. Last n�ght I found her
lean�ng out when I woke up, and when I tr�ed to wake her I could not; she
was �n a fa�nt. When I managed to restore her she was as weak as water, and



cr�ed s�lently between long, pa�nful struggles for breath. When I asked her
how she came to be at the w�ndow she shook her head and turned away. I
trust her feel�ng �ll may not be from that unlucky pr�ck of the safety-p�n. I
looked at her throat just now as she lay asleep, and the t�ny wounds seem
not to have healed. They are st�ll open, and, �f anyth�ng, larger than before,
and the edges of them are fa�ntly wh�te. They are l�ke l�ttle wh�te dots w�th
red centres. Unless they heal w�th�n a day or two, I shall �ns�st on the doctor
see�ng about them.

Letter, Samuel F. B�ll�ngton & Son, Sol�c�tors, Wh�tby, to Messrs. Carter,
Paterson & Co., London.

“17 August.
“Dear S�rs,—

“Herew�th please rece�ve �nvo�ce of goods sent by Great Northern
Ra�lway. Same are to be del�vered at Carfax, near Purfleet, �mmed�ately on
rece�pt at goods stat�on K�ng’s Cross. The house �s at present empty, but
enclosed please f�nd keys, all of wh�ch are labelled.

“You w�ll please depos�t the boxes, f�fty �n number, wh�ch form the
cons�gnment, �n the part�ally ru�ned bu�ld�ng form�ng part of the house and
marked ‘A’ on rough d�agram enclosed. Your agent w�ll eas�ly recogn�se the
local�ty, as �t �s the anc�ent chapel of the mans�on. The goods leave by the
tra�n at 9:30 to-n�ght, and w�ll be due at K�ng’s Cross at 4:30 to-morrow
afternoon. As our cl�ent w�shes the del�very made as soon as poss�ble, we
shall be obl�ged by your hav�ng teams ready at K�ng’s Cross at the t�me
named and forthw�th convey�ng the goods to dest�nat�on. In order to obv�ate
any delays poss�ble through any rout�ne requ�rements as to payment �n your
departments, we enclose cheque herew�th for ten pounds (£10), rece�pt of
wh�ch please acknowledge. Should the charge be less than th�s amount, you
can return balance; �f greater, we shall at once send cheque for d�fference on
hear�ng from you. You are to leave the keys on com�ng away �n the ma�n
hall of the house, where the propr�etor may get them on h�s enter�ng the
house by means of h�s dupl�cate key.

“Pray do not take us as exceed�ng the bounds of bus�ness courtesy �n
press�ng you �n all ways to use the utmost exped�t�on.

“We are, dear S�rs,
“Fa�thfully yours,



“S����� F. B��������� � S��.”

Letter, Messrs. Carter, Paterson & Co., London, to Messrs. B�ll�ngton &
Son, Wh�tby.

“21 August.
“Dear S�rs,—

“We beg to acknowledge £10 rece�ved and to return cheque £1 17s. 9d,
amount of overplus, as shown �n rece�pted account herew�th. Goods are
del�vered �n exact accordance w�th �nstruct�ons, and keys left �n parcel �n
ma�n hall, as d�rected.

“We are, dear S�rs,
“Yours respectfully.

“Pro C�����, P������� � C�.”

M�na Murray’s Journal.
18 August.—I am happy to-day, and wr�te s�tt�ng on the seat �n the

churchyard. Lucy �s ever so much better. Last n�ght she slept well all n�ght,
and d�d not d�sturb me once. The roses seem com�ng back already to her
cheeks, though she �s st�ll sadly pale and wan-look�ng. If she were �n any
way anæm�c I could understand �t, but she �s not. She �s �n gay sp�r�ts and
full of l�fe and cheerfulness. All the morb�d ret�cence seems to have passed
from her, and she has just rem�nded me, as �f I needed any rem�nd�ng, of
that n�ght, and that �t was here, on th�s very seat, I found her asleep. As she
told me she tapped playfully w�th the heel of her boot on the stone slab and
sa�d:—

“My poor l�ttle feet d�dn’t make much no�se then! I daresay poor old Mr.
Swales would have told me that �t was because I d�dn’t want to wake up
Geord�e.” As she was �n such a commun�cat�ve humour, I asked her �f she
had dreamed at all that n�ght. Before she answered, that sweet, puckered
look came �nto her forehead, wh�ch Arthur—I call h�m Arthur from her
hab�t—says he loves; and, �ndeed, I don’t wonder that he does. Then she
went on �n a half-dream�ng k�nd of way, as �f try�ng to recall �t to herself:—

“I d�dn’t qu�te dream; but �t all seemed to be real. I only wanted to be
here �n th�s spot—I don’t know why, for I was afra�d of someth�ng—I don’t
know what. I remember, though I suppose I was asleep, pass�ng through the
streets and over the br�dge. A f�sh leaped as I went by, and I leaned over to
look at �t, and I heard a lot of dogs howl�ng—the whole town seemed as �f �t



must be full of dogs all howl�ng at once—as I went up the steps. Then I had
a vague memory of someth�ng long and dark w�th red eyes, just as we saw
�n the sunset, and someth�ng very sweet and very b�tter all around me at
once; and then I seemed s�nk�ng �nto deep green water, and there was a
s�ng�ng �n my ears, as I have heard there �s to drown�ng men; and then
everyth�ng seemed pass�ng away from me; my soul seemed to go out from
my body and float about the a�r. I seem to remember that once the West
L�ghthouse was r�ght under me, and then there was a sort of agon�s�ng
feel�ng, as �f I were �n an earthquake, and I came back and found you
shak�ng my body. I saw you do �t before I felt you.”

Then she began to laugh. It seemed a l�ttle uncanny to me, and I l�stened
to her breathlessly. I d�d not qu�te l�ke �t, and thought �t better not to keep
her m�nd on the subject, so we dr�fted on to other subjects, and Lucy was
l�ke her old self aga�n. When we got home the fresh breeze had braced her
up, and her pale cheeks were really more rosy. Her mother rejo�ced when
she saw her, and we all spent a very happy even�ng together.

 
19 August.—Joy, joy, joy! although not all joy. At last, news of Jonathan.

The dear fellow has been �ll; that �s why he d�d not wr�te. I am not afra�d to
th�nk �t or say �t, now that I know. Mr. Hawk�ns sent me on the letter, and
wrote h�mself, oh, so k�ndly. I am to leave �n the morn�ng and go over to
Jonathan, and to help to nurse h�m �f necessary, and to br�ng h�m home. Mr.
Hawk�ns says �t would not be a bad th�ng �f we were to be marr�ed out
there. I have cr�ed over the good S�ster’s letter t�ll I can feel �t wet aga�nst
my bosom, where �t l�es. It �s of Jonathan, and must be next my heart, for he
�s �n my heart. My journey �s all mapped out, and my luggage ready. I am
only tak�ng one change of dress; Lucy w�ll br�ng my trunk to London and
keep �t t�ll I send for �t, for �t may be that ... I must wr�te no more; I must
keep �t to say to Jonathan, my husband. The letter that he has seen and
touched must comfort me t�ll we meet.

Letter, S�ster Agatha, Hosp�tal of St. Joseph and Ste. Mary, Buda-Pesth, to
M�ss W�lhelm�na Murray.

“12 August.
“Dear Madam,—



“I wr�te by des�re of Mr. Jonathan Harker, who �s h�mself not strong
enough to wr�te, though progress�ng well, thanks to God and St. Joseph and
Ste. Mary. He has been under our care for nearly s�x weeks, suffer�ng from
a v�olent bra�n fever. He w�shes me to convey h�s love, and to say that by
th�s post I wr�te for h�m to Mr. Peter Hawk�ns, Exeter, to say, w�th h�s
dut�ful respects, that he �s sorry for h�s delay, and that all of h�s work �s
completed. He w�ll requ�re some few weeks’ rest �n our sanator�um �n the
h�lls, but w�ll then return. He w�shes me to say that he has not suff�c�ent
money w�th h�m, and that he would l�ke to pay for h�s stay�ng here, so that
others who need shall not be want�ng for help.

“Bel�eve me,
“Yours, w�th sympathy and all bless�ngs,

“S����� A�����.
“P. S.—My pat�ent be�ng asleep, I open th�s to let you know someth�ng

more. He has told me all about you, and that you are shortly to be h�s w�fe.
All bless�ngs to you both! He has had some fearful shock—so says our
doctor—and �n h�s del�r�um h�s rav�ngs have been dreadful; of wolves and
po�son and blood; of ghosts and demons; and I fear to say of what. Be
careful w�th h�m always that there may be noth�ng to exc�te h�m of th�s k�nd
for a long t�me to come; the traces of such an �llness as h�s do not l�ghtly d�e
away. We should have wr�tten long ago, but we knew noth�ng of h�s fr�ends,
and there was on h�m noth�ng that any one could understand. He came �n
the tra�n from Klausenburg, and the guard was told by the stat�on-master
there that he rushed �nto the stat�on shout�ng for a t�cket for home. See�ng
from h�s v�olent demeanour that he was Engl�sh, they gave h�m a t�cket for
the furthest stat�on on the way th�ther that the tra�n reached.

“Be assured that he �s well cared for. He has won all hearts by h�s
sweetness and gentleness. He �s truly gett�ng on well, and I have no doubt
w�ll �n a few weeks be all h�mself. But be careful of h�m for safety’s sake.
There are, I pray God and St. Joseph and Ste. Mary, many, many, happy
years for you both.”

Dr. Seward’s D�ary.
19 August.—Strange and sudden change �n Renf�eld last n�ght. About

e�ght o’clock he began to get exc�ted and sn�ff about as a dog does when
sett�ng. The attendant was struck by h�s manner, and know�ng my �nterest �n
h�m, encouraged h�m to talk. He �s usually respectful to the attendant and at



t�mes serv�le; but to-n�ght, the man tells me, he was qu�te haughty. Would
not condescend to talk w�th h�m at all. All he would say was:—

“I don’t want to talk to you: you don’t count now; the Master �s at hand.”

The attendant th�nks �t �s some sudden form of rel�g�ous man�a wh�ch
has se�zed h�m. If so, we must look out for squalls, for a strong man w�th
hom�c�dal and rel�g�ous man�a at once m�ght be dangerous. The
comb�nat�on �s a dreadful one. At n�ne o’clock I v�s�ted h�m myself. H�s
att�tude to me was the same as that to the attendant; �n h�s subl�me self-
feel�ng the d�fference between myself and attendant seemed to h�m as
noth�ng. It looks l�ke rel�g�ous man�a, and he w�ll soon th�nk that he h�mself
�s God. These �nf�n�tes�mal d�st�nct�ons between man and man are too paltry
for an Omn�potent Be�ng. How these madmen g�ve themselves away! The
real God taketh heed lest a sparrow fall; but the God created from human
van�ty sees no d�fference between an eagle and a sparrow. Oh, �f men only
knew!

For half an hour or more Renf�eld kept gett�ng exc�ted �n greater and
greater degree. I d�d not pretend to be watch�ng h�m, but I kept str�ct
observat�on all the same. All at once that sh�fty look came �nto h�s eyes
wh�ch we always see when a madman has se�zed an �dea, and w�th �t the
sh�fty movement of the head and back wh�ch asylum attendants come to
know so well. He became qu�te qu�et, and went and sat on the edge of h�s
bed res�gnedly, and looked �nto space w�th lack-lustre eyes. I thought I
would f�nd out �f h�s apathy were real or only assumed, and tr�ed to lead
h�m to talk of h�s pets, a theme wh�ch had never fa�led to exc�te h�s
attent�on. At f�rst he made no reply, but at length sa�d test�ly:—

“Bother them all! I don’t care a p�n about them.”
“What?” I sa�d. “You don’t mean to tell me you don’t care about

sp�ders?” (Sp�ders at present are h�s hobby and the note-book �s f�ll�ng up
w�th columns of small f�gures.) To th�s he answered en�gmat�cally:—

“The br�de-ma�dens rejo�ce the eyes that wa�t the com�ng of the br�de;
but when the br�de draweth n�gh, then the ma�dens sh�ne not to the eyes that
are f�lled.”

He would not expla�n h�mself, but rema�ned obst�nately seated on h�s
bed all the t�me I rema�ned w�th h�m.



I am weary to-n�ght and low �n sp�r�ts. I cannot but th�nk of Lucy, and
how d�fferent th�ngs m�ght have been. If I don’t sleep at once, chloral, the
modern Morpheus—C2HCl3O. H2O! I must be careful not to let �t grow
�nto a hab�t. No, I shall take none to-n�ght! I have thought of Lucy, and I
shall not d�shonour her by m�x�ng the two. If need be, to-n�ght shall be
sleepless....

 
Later.—Glad I made the resolut�on; gladder that I kept to �t. I had la�n

toss�ng about, and had heard the clock str�ke only tw�ce, when the n�ght-
watchman came to me, sent up from the ward, to say that Renf�eld had
escaped. I threw on my clothes and ran down at once; my pat�ent �s too
dangerous a person to be roam�ng about. Those �deas of h�s m�ght work out
dangerously w�th strangers. The attendant was wa�t�ng for me. He sa�d he
had seen h�m not ten m�nutes before, seem�ngly asleep �n h�s bed, when he
had looked through the observat�on-trap �n the door. H�s attent�on was
called by the sound of the w�ndow be�ng wrenched out. He ran back and
saw h�s feet d�sappear through the w�ndow, and had at once sent up for me.
He was only �n h�s n�ght-gear, and cannot be far off. The attendant thought
�t would be more useful to watch where he should go than to follow h�m, as
he m�ght lose s�ght of h�m wh�lst gett�ng out of the bu�ld�ng by the door. He
�s a bulky man, and couldn’t get through the w�ndow. I am th�n, so, w�th h�s
a�d, I got out, but feet foremost, and, as we were only a few feet above
ground, landed unhurt. The attendant told me the pat�ent had gone to the
left, and had taken a stra�ght l�ne, so I ran as qu�ckly as I could. As I got
through the belt of trees I saw a wh�te f�gure scale the h�gh wall wh�ch
separates our grounds from those of the deserted house.

I ran back at once, told the watchman to get three or four men
�mmed�ately and follow me �nto the grounds of Carfax, �n case our fr�end
m�ght be dangerous. I got a ladder myself, and cross�ng the wall, dropped
down on the other s�de. I could see Renf�eld’s f�gure just d�sappear�ng
beh�nd the angle of the house, so I ran after h�m. On the far s�de of the
house I found h�m pressed close aga�nst the old �ronbound oak door of the
chapel. He was talk�ng, apparently to some one, but I was afra�d to go near
enough to hear what he was say�ng, lest I m�ght fr�ghten h�m, and he should
run off. Chas�ng an errant swarm of bees �s noth�ng to follow�ng a naked
lunat�c, when the f�t of escap�ng �s upon h�m! After a few m�nutes, however,
I could see that he d�d not take note of anyth�ng around h�m, and so



ventured to draw nearer to h�m—the more so as my men had now crossed
the wall and were clos�ng h�m �n. I heard h�m say:—

“I am here to do Your b�dd�ng, Master. I am Your slave, and You w�ll
reward me, for I shall be fa�thful. I have worsh�pped You long and afar off.
Now that You are near, I awa�t Your commands, and You w�ll not pass me
by, w�ll You, dear Master, �n Your d�str�but�on of good th�ngs?”

He �s a self�sh old beggar anyhow. He th�nks of the loaves and f�shes
even when he bel�eves he �s �n a Real Presence. H�s man�as make a startl�ng
comb�nat�on. When we closed �n on h�m he fought l�ke a t�ger. He �s
�mmensely strong, for he was more l�ke a w�ld beast than a man. I never
saw a lunat�c �n such a paroxysm of rage before; and I hope I shall not
aga�n. It �s a mercy that we have found out h�s strength and h�s danger �n
good t�me. W�th strength and determ�nat�on l�ke h�s, he m�ght have done
w�ld work before he was caged. He �s safe now at any rate. Jack Sheppard
h�mself couldn’t get free from the stra�t-wa�stcoat that keeps h�m restra�ned,
and he’s cha�ned to the wall �n the padded room. H�s cr�es are at t�mes
awful, but the s�lences that follow are more deadly st�ll, for he means
murder �n every turn and movement.

Just now he spoke coherent words for the f�rst t�me:—
“I shall be pat�ent, Master. It �s com�ng—com�ng—com�ng!”
So I took the h�nt, and came too. I was too exc�ted to sleep, but th�s d�ary

has qu�eted me, and I feel I shall get some sleep to-n�ght.



CHAPTER IX
Letter, M�na Harker to Lucy Westenra.

“Buda-Pesth, 24 August.
“My dearest Lucy,—

“I know you w�ll be anx�ous to hear all that has happened s�nce we
parted at the ra�lway stat�on at Wh�tby. Well, my dear, I got to Hull all r�ght,
and caught the boat to Hamburg, and then the tra�n on here. I feel that I can
hardly recall anyth�ng of the journey, except that I knew I was com�ng to
Jonathan, and, that as I should have to do some nurs�ng, I had better get all
the sleep I could.... I found my dear one, oh, so th�n and pale and weak-
look�ng. All the resolut�on has gone out of h�s dear eyes, and that qu�et
d�gn�ty wh�ch I told you was �n h�s face has van�shed. He �s only a wreck of
h�mself, and he does not remember anyth�ng that has happened to h�m for a
long t�me past. At least, he wants me to bel�eve so, and I shall never ask. He
has had some terr�ble shock, and I fear �t m�ght tax h�s poor bra�n �f he were
to try to recall �t. S�ster Agatha, who �s a good creature and a born nurse,
tells me that he raved of dreadful th�ngs wh�lst he was off h�s head. I wanted
her to tell me what they were; but she would only cross herself, and say she
would never tell; that the rav�ngs of the s�ck were the secrets of God, and
that �f a nurse through her vocat�on should hear them, she should respect
her trust. She �s a sweet, good soul, and the next day, when she saw I was
troubled, she opened up the subject aga�n, and after say�ng that she could
never ment�on what my poor dear raved about, added: ‘I can tell you th�s
much, my dear: that �t was not about anyth�ng wh�ch he has done wrong
h�mself; and you, as h�s w�fe to be, have no cause to be concerned. He has
not forgotten you or what he owes to you. H�s fear was of great and terr�ble
th�ngs, wh�ch no mortal can treat of.’ I do bel�eve the dear soul thought I
m�ght be jealous lest my poor dear should have fallen �n love w�th any other
g�rl. The �dea of my be�ng jealous about Jonathan! And yet, my dear, let me
wh�sper, I felt a thr�ll of joy through me when I knew that no other woman
was a cause of trouble. I am now s�tt�ng by h�s beds�de, where I can see h�s
face wh�le he sleeps. He �s wak�ng!...



“When he woke he asked me for h�s coat, as he wanted to get someth�ng
from the pocket; I asked S�ster Agatha, and she brought all h�s th�ngs. I saw
that amongst them was h�s note-book, and was go�ng to ask h�m to let me
look at �t—for I knew then that I m�ght f�nd some clue to h�s trouble—but I
suppose he must have seen my w�sh �n my eyes, for he sent me over to the
w�ndow, say�ng he wanted to be qu�te alone for a moment. Then he called
me back, and when I came he had h�s hand over the note-book, and he sa�d
to me very solemnly:—

“ ‘W�lhelm�na’—I knew then that he was �n deadly earnest, for he has
never called me by that name s�nce he asked me to marry h�m—‘you know,
dear, my �deas of the trust between husband and w�fe: there should be no
secret, no concealment. I have had a great shock, and when I try to th�nk of
what �t �s I feel my head sp�n round, and I do not know �f �t was all real or
the dream�ng of a madman. You know I have had bra�n fever, and that �s to
be mad. The secret �s here, and I do not want to know �t. I want to take up
my l�fe here, w�th our marr�age.’ For, my dear, we had dec�ded to be
marr�ed as soon as the formal�t�es are complete. ‘Are you w�ll�ng,
W�lhelm�na, to share my �gnorance? Here �s the book. Take �t and keep �t,
read �t �f you w�ll, but never let me know; unless, �ndeed, some solemn duty
should come upon me to go back to the b�tter hours, asleep or awake, sane
or mad, recorded here.’ He fell back exhausted, and I put the book under h�s
p�llow, and k�ssed h�m. I have asked S�ster Agatha to beg the Super�or to let
our wedd�ng be th�s afternoon, and am wa�t�ng her reply....

 
“She has come and told me that the chapla�n of the Engl�sh m�ss�on

church has been sent for. We are to be marr�ed �n an hour, or as soon after as
Jonathan awakes....

 
“Lucy, the t�me has come and gone. I feel very solemn, but very, very

happy. Jonathan woke a l�ttle after the hour, and all was ready, and he sat up
�n bed, propped up w�th p�llows. He answered h�s ‘I w�ll’ f�rmly and
strongly. I could hardly speak; my heart was so full that even those words
seemed to choke me. The dear s�sters were so k�nd. Please God, I shall
never, never forget them, nor the grave and sweet respons�b�l�t�es I have
taken upon me. I must tell you of my wedd�ng present. When the chapla�n
and the s�sters had left me alone w�th my husband—oh, Lucy, �t �s the f�rst



t�me I have wr�tten the words ‘my husband’—left me alone w�th my
husband, I took the book from under h�s p�llow, and wrapped �t up �n wh�te
paper, and t�ed �t w�th a l�ttle b�t of pale blue r�bbon wh�ch was round my
neck, and sealed �t over the knot w�th seal�ng-wax, and for my seal I used
my wedd�ng r�ng. Then I k�ssed �t and showed �t to my husband, and told
h�m that I would keep �t so, and then �t would be an outward and v�s�ble
s�gn for us all our l�ves that we trusted each other; that I would never open
�t unless �t were for h�s own dear sake or for the sake of some stern duty.
Then he took my hand �n h�s, and oh, Lucy, �t was the f�rst t�me he took h�s
w�fe’s hand, and sa�d that �t was the dearest th�ng �n all the w�de world, and
that he would go through all the past aga�n to w�n �t, �f need be. The poor
dear meant to have sa�d a part of the past, but he cannot th�nk of t�me yet,
and I shall not wonder �f at f�rst he m�xes up not only the month, but the
year.

“Well, my dear, what could I say? I could only tell h�m that I was the
happ�est woman �n all the w�de world, and that I had noth�ng to g�ve h�m
except myself, my l�fe, and my trust, and that w�th these went my love and
duty for all the days of my l�fe. And, my dear, when he k�ssed me, and drew
me to h�m w�th h�s poor weak hands, �t was l�ke a very solemn pledge
between us....

“Lucy dear, do you know why I tell you all th�s? It �s not only because �t
�s all sweet to me, but because you have been, and are, very dear to me. It
was my pr�v�lege to be your fr�end and gu�de when you came from the
schoolroom to prepare for the world of l�fe. I want you to see now, and w�th
the eyes of a very happy w�fe, wh�ther duty has led me; so that �n your own
marr�ed l�fe you too may be all happy as I am. My dear, please Alm�ghty
God, your l�fe may be all �t prom�ses: a long day of sunsh�ne, w�th no harsh
w�nd, no forgett�ng duty, no d�strust. I must not w�sh you no pa�n, for that
can never be; but I do hope you w�ll be always as happy as I am now.
Good-bye, my dear. I shall post th�s at once, and, perhaps, wr�te you very
soon aga�n. I must stop, for Jonathan �s wak�ng—I must attend to my
husband!

“Your ever-lov�ng
“M��� H�����.”

Letter, Lucy Westenra to M�na Harker.
“Wh�tby, 30 August.



“My dearest M�na,—
“Oceans of love and m�ll�ons of k�sses, and may you soon be �n your

own home w�th your husband. I w�sh you could be com�ng home soon
enough to stay w�th us here. The strong a�r would soon restore Jonathan; �t
has qu�te restored me. I have an appet�te l�ke a cormorant, am full of l�fe,
and sleep well. You w�ll be glad to know that I have qu�te g�ven up walk�ng
�n my sleep. I th�nk I have not st�rred out of my bed for a week, that �s when
I once got �nto �t at n�ght. Arthur says I am gett�ng fat. By the way, I forgot
to tell you that Arthur �s here. We have such walks and dr�ves, and r�des,
and row�ng, and tenn�s, and f�sh�ng together; and I love h�m more than ever.
He tells me that he loves me more, but I doubt that, for at f�rst he told me
that he couldn’t love me more than he d�d then. But th�s �s nonsense. There
he �s, call�ng to me. So no more just at present from your lov�ng

“L���.
“P. S.—Mother sends her love. She seems better, poor dear.
“P. P. S.—We are to be marr�ed on 28 September.”

Dr. Seward’s D�ary.
20 August.—The case of Renf�eld grows even more �nterest�ng. He has

now so far qu�eted that there are spells of cessat�on from h�s pass�on. For
the f�rst week after h�s attack he was perpetually v�olent. Then one n�ght,
just as the moon rose, he grew qu�et, and kept murmur�ng to h�mself: “Now
I can wa�t; now I can wa�t.” The attendant came to tell me, so I ran down at
once to have a look at h�m. He was st�ll �n the stra�t-wa�stcoat and �n the
padded room, but the suffused look had gone from h�s face, and h�s eyes
had someth�ng of the�r old plead�ng—I m�ght almost say, “cr�ng�ng”—
softness. I was sat�sf�ed w�th h�s present cond�t�on, and d�rected h�m to be
rel�eved. The attendants hes�tated, but f�nally carr�ed out my w�shes w�thout
protest. It was a strange th�ng that the pat�ent had humour enough to see
the�r d�strust, for, com�ng close to me, he sa�d �n a wh�sper, all the wh�le
look�ng furt�vely at them:—

“They th�nk I could hurt you! Fancy me hurt�ng you! The fools!”
It was sooth�ng, somehow, to the feel�ngs to f�nd myself d�ssoc�ated even

�n the m�nd of th�s poor madman from the others; but all the same I do not
follow h�s thought. Am I to take �t that I have anyth�ng �n common w�th
h�m, so that we are, as �t were, to stand together; or has he to ga�n from me



some good so stupendous that my well-be�ng �s needful to h�m? I must f�nd
out later on. To-n�ght he w�ll not speak. Even the offer of a k�tten or even a
full-grown cat w�ll not tempt h�m. He w�ll only say: “I don’t take any stock
�n cats. I have more to th�nk of now, and I can wa�t; I can wa�t.”

After a wh�le I left h�m. The attendant tells me that he was qu�et unt�l
just before dawn, and that then he began to get uneasy, and at length
v�olent, unt�l at last he fell �nto a paroxysm wh�ch exhausted h�m so that he
swooned �nto a sort of coma.

 
... Three n�ghts has the same th�ng happened—v�olent all day then qu�et

from moonr�se to sunr�se. I w�sh I could get some clue to the cause. It
would almost seem as �f there was some �nfluence wh�ch came and went.
Happy thought! We shall to-n�ght play sane w�ts aga�nst mad ones. He
escaped before w�thout our help; to-n�ght he shall escape w�th �t. We shall
g�ve h�m a chance, and have the men ready to follow �n case they are
requ�red....

 
23 August.—“The unexpected always happens.” How well D�srael�

knew l�fe. Our b�rd when he found the cage open would not fly, so all our
subtle arrangements were for nought. At any rate, we have proved one
th�ng; that the spells of qu�etness last a reasonable t�me. We shall �n future
be able to ease h�s bonds for a few hours each day. I have g�ven orders to
the n�ght attendant merely to shut h�m �n the padded room, when once he �s
qu�et, unt�l an hour before sunr�se. The poor soul’s body w�ll enjoy the
rel�ef even �f h�s m�nd cannot apprec�ate �t. Hark! The unexpected aga�n! I
am called; the pat�ent has once more escaped.

 
Later.—Another n�ght adventure. Renf�eld artfully wa�ted unt�l the

attendant was enter�ng the room to �nspect. Then he dashed out past h�m
and flew down the passage. I sent word for the attendants to follow. Aga�n
he went �nto the grounds of the deserted house, and we found h�m �n the
same place, pressed aga�nst the old chapel door. When he saw me he
became fur�ous, and had not the attendants se�zed h�m �n t�me, he would
have tr�ed to k�ll me. As we were hold�ng h�m a strange th�ng happened. He
suddenly redoubled h�s efforts, and then as suddenly grew calm. I looked
round �nst�nct�vely, but could see noth�ng. Then I caught the pat�ent’s eye



and followed �t, but could trace noth�ng as �t looked �nto the moonl�t sky
except a b�g bat, wh�ch was flapp�ng �ts s�lent and ghostly way to the west.
Bats usually wheel and fl�t about, but th�s one seemed to go stra�ght on, as �f
�t knew where �t was bound for or had some �ntent�on of �ts own. The
pat�ent grew calmer every �nstant, and presently sa�d:—

“You needn’t t�e me; I shall go qu�etly!” W�thout trouble we came back
to the house. I feel there �s someth�ng om�nous �n h�s calm, and shall not
forget th�s n�ght....

Lucy Westenra’s D�ary
H�ll�ngham, 24 August.—I must �m�tate M�na, and keep wr�t�ng th�ngs

down. Then we can have long talks when we do meet. I wonder when �t w�ll
be. I w�sh she were w�th me aga�n, for I feel so unhappy. Last n�ght I
seemed to be dream�ng aga�n just as I was at Wh�tby. Perhaps �t �s the
change of a�r, or gett�ng home aga�n. It �s all dark and horr�d to me, for I can
remember noth�ng; but I am full of vague fear, and I feel so weak and worn
out. When Arthur came to lunch he looked qu�te gr�eved when he saw me,
and I hadn’t the sp�r�t to try to be cheerful. I wonder �f I could sleep �n
mother’s room to-n�ght. I shall make an excuse and try.

 
25 August.—Another bad n�ght. Mother d�d not seem to take to my

proposal. She seems not too well herself, and doubtless she fears to worry
me. I tr�ed to keep awake, and succeeded for a wh�le; but when the clock
struck twelve �t waked me from a doze, so I must have been fall�ng asleep.
There was a sort of scratch�ng or flapp�ng at the w�ndow, but I d�d not m�nd
�t, and as I remember no more, I suppose I must then have fallen asleep.
More bad dreams. I w�sh I could remember them. Th�s morn�ng I am
horr�bly weak. My face �s ghastly pale, and my throat pa�ns me. It must be
someth�ng wrong w�th my lungs, for I don’t seem ever to get a�r enough. I
shall try to cheer up when Arthur comes, or else I know he w�ll be
m�serable to see me so.

Letter, Arthur Holmwood to Dr. Seward.
“Albemarle Hotel, 31 August.

“My dear Jack,—
“I want you to do me a favour. Lucy �s �ll; that �s, she has no spec�al

d�sease, but she looks awful, and �s gett�ng worse every day. I have asked



her �f there �s any cause; I do not dare to ask her mother, for to d�sturb the
poor lady’s m�nd about her daughter �n her present state of health would be
fatal. Mrs. Westenra has conf�ded to me that her doom �s spoken—d�sease
of the heart—though poor Lucy does not know �t yet. I am sure that there �s
someth�ng prey�ng on my dear g�rl’s m�nd. I am almost d�stracted when I
th�nk of her; to look at her g�ves me a pang. I told her I should ask you to
see her, and though she demurred at f�rst—I know why, old fellow—she
f�nally consented. It w�ll be a pa�nful task for you, I know, old fr�end, but �t
�s for her sake, and I must not hes�tate to ask, or you to act. You are to come
to lunch at H�ll�ngham to-morrow, two o’clock, so as not to arouse any
susp�c�on �n Mrs. Westenra, and after lunch Lucy w�ll take an opportun�ty
of be�ng alone w�th you. I shall come �n for tea, and we can go away
together; I am f�lled w�th anx�ety, and want to consult w�th you alone as
soon as I can after you have seen her. Do not fa�l!

“A�����.”

Telegram, Arthur Holmwood to Seward.
“1 September.

“Am summoned to see my father, who �s worse. Am wr�t�ng. Wr�te me
fully by to-n�ght’s post to R�ng. W�re me �f necessary.”

Letter from Dr. Seward to Arthur Holmwood.
“2 September.

“My dear old fellow,—
“W�th regard to M�ss Westenra’s health I hasten to let you know at once

that �n my op�n�on there �s not any funct�onal d�sturbance or any malady
that I know of. At the same t�me, I am not by any means sat�sf�ed w�th her
appearance; she �s woefully d�fferent from what she was when I saw her
last. Of course you must bear �n m�nd that I d�d not have full opportun�ty of
exam�nat�on such as I should w�sh; our very fr�endsh�p makes a l�ttle
d�ff�culty wh�ch not even med�cal sc�ence or custom can br�dge over. I had
better tell you exactly what happened, leav�ng you to draw, �n a measure,
your own conclus�ons. I shall then say what I have done and propose do�ng.

“I found M�ss Westenra �n seem�ngly gay sp�r�ts. Her mother was
present, and �n a few seconds I made up my m�nd that she was try�ng all she
knew to m�slead her mother and prevent her from be�ng anx�ous. I have no
doubt she guesses, �f she does not know, what need of caut�on there �s. We



lunched alone, and as we all exerted ourselves to be cheerful, we got, as
some k�nd of reward for our labours, some real cheerfulness amongst us.
Then Mrs. Westenra went to l�e down, and Lucy was left w�th me. We went
�nto her boudo�r, and t�ll we got there her ga�ety rema�ned, for the servants
were com�ng and go�ng. As soon as the door was closed, however, the mask
fell from her face, and she sank down �nto a cha�r w�th a great s�gh, and h�d
her eyes w�th her hand. When I saw that her h�gh sp�r�ts had fa�led, I at once
took advantage of her react�on to make a d�agnos�s. She sa�d to me very
sweetly:—

“ ‘I cannot tell you how I loathe talk�ng about myself.’ I rem�nded her
that a doctor’s conf�dence was sacred, but that you were gr�evously anx�ous
about her. She caught on to my mean�ng at once, and settled that matter �n a
word. ‘Tell Arthur everyth�ng you choose. I do not care for myself, but all
for h�m!’ So I am qu�te free.

“I could eas�ly see that she �s somewhat bloodless, but I could not see the
usual anæm�c s�gns, and by a chance I was actually able to test the qual�ty
of her blood, for �n open�ng a w�ndow wh�ch was st�ff a cord gave way, and
she cut her hand sl�ghtly w�th broken glass. It was a sl�ght matter �n �tself,
but �t gave me an ev�dent chance, and I secured a few drops of the blood
and have analysed them. The qual�tat�ve analys�s g�ves a qu�te normal
cond�t�on, and shows, I should �nfer, �n �tself a v�gorous state of health. In
other phys�cal matters I was qu�te sat�sf�ed that there �s no need for anx�ety;
but as there must be a cause somewhere, I have come to the conclus�on that
�t must be someth�ng mental. She compla�ns of d�ff�culty �n breath�ng
sat�sfactor�ly at t�mes, and of heavy, letharg�c sleep, w�th dreams that
fr�ghten her, but regard�ng wh�ch she can remember noth�ng. She says that
as a ch�ld she used to walk �n her sleep, and that when �n Wh�tby the hab�t
came back, and that once she walked out �n the n�ght and went to East Cl�ff,
where M�ss Murray found her; but she assures me that of late the hab�t has
not returned. I am �n doubt, and so have done the best th�ng I know of; I
have wr�tten to my old fr�end and master, Professor Van Hels�ng, of
Amsterdam, who knows as much about obscure d�seases as any one �n the
world. I have asked h�m to come over, and as you told me that all th�ngs
were to be at your charge, I have ment�oned to h�m who you are and your
relat�ons to M�ss Westenra. Th�s, my dear fellow, �s �n obed�ence to your
w�shes, for I am only too proud and happy to do anyth�ng I can for her. Van
Hels�ng would, I know, do anyth�ng for me for a personal reason, so, no



matter on what ground he comes, we must accept h�s w�shes. He �s a
seem�ngly arb�trary man, but th�s �s because he knows what he �s talk�ng
about better than any one else. He �s a ph�losopher and a metaphys�c�an, and
one of the most advanced sc�ent�sts of h�s day; and he has, I bel�eve, an
absolutely open m�nd. Th�s, w�th an �ron nerve, a temper of the �ce-brook,
an �ndom�table resolut�on, self-command, and tolerat�on exalted from
v�rtues to bless�ngs, and the k�ndl�est and truest heart that beats—these form
h�s equ�pment for the noble work that he �s do�ng for mank�nd—work both
�n theory and pract�ce, for h�s v�ews are as w�de as h�s all-embrac�ng
sympathy. I tell you these facts that you may know why I have such
conf�dence �n h�m. I have asked h�m to come at once. I shall see M�ss
Westenra to-morrow aga�n. She �s to meet me at the Stores, so that I may
not alarm her mother by too early a repet�t�on of my call.

“Yours always,
“J��� S�����.”

Letter, Abraham Van Hels�ng, M. D., D. Ph., D. L�t., etc., etc., to Dr.
Seward.

“2 September.
“My good Fr�end,—

“When I have rece�ved your letter I am already com�ng to you. By good
fortune I can leave just at once, w�thout wrong to any of those who have
trusted me. Were fortune other, then �t were bad for those who have trusted,
for I come to my fr�end when he call me to a�d those he holds dear. Tell
your fr�end that when that t�me you suck from my wound so sw�ftly the
po�son of the gangrene from that kn�fe that our other fr�end, too nervous, let
sl�p, you d�d more for h�m when he wants my a�ds and you call for them
than all h�s great fortune could do. But �t �s pleasure added to do for h�m,
your fr�end; �t �s to you that I come. Have then rooms for me at the Great
Eastern Hotel, so that I may be near to hand, and please �t so arrange that
we may see the young lady not too late on to-morrow, for �t �s l�kely that I
may have to return here that n�ght. But �f need be I shall come aga�n �n three
days, and stay longer �f �t must. T�ll then good-bye, my fr�end John.

“V�� H������.”

Letter, Dr. Seward to Hon. Arthur Holmwood.
“3 September.



“My dear Art,—
“Van Hels�ng has come and gone. He came on w�th me to H�ll�ngham,

and found that, by Lucy’s d�scret�on, her mother was lunch�ng out, so that
we were alone w�th her. Van Hels�ng made a very careful exam�nat�on of
the pat�ent. He �s to report to me, and I shall adv�se you, for of course I was
not present all the t�me. He �s, I fear, much concerned, but says he must
th�nk. When I told h�m of our fr�endsh�p and how you trust to me �n the
matter, he sa�d: ‘You must tell h�m all you th�nk. Tell h�m what I th�nk, �f
you can guess �t, �f you w�ll. Nay, I am not jest�ng. Th�s �s no jest, but l�fe
and death, perhaps more.’ I asked what he meant by that, for he was very
ser�ous. Th�s was when we had come back to town, and he was hav�ng a
cup of tea before start�ng on h�s return to Amsterdam. He would not g�ve
me any further clue. You must not be angry w�th me, Art, because h�s very
ret�cence means that all h�s bra�ns are work�ng for her good. He w�ll speak
pla�nly enough when the t�me comes, be sure. So I told h�m I would s�mply
wr�te an account of our v�s�t, just as �f I were do�ng a descr�pt�ve spec�al
art�cle for The Da�ly Telegraph. He seemed not to not�ce, but remarked that
the smuts �n London were not qu�te so bad as they used to be when he was a
student here. I am to get h�s report to-morrow �f he can poss�bly make �t. In
any case I am to have a letter.

“Well, as to the v�s�t. Lucy was more cheerful than on the day I f�rst saw
her, and certa�nly looked better. She had lost someth�ng of the ghastly look
that so upset you, and her breath�ng was normal. She was very sweet to the
professor (as she always �s), and tr�ed to make h�m feel at ease; though I
could see that the poor g�rl was mak�ng a hard struggle for �t. I bel�eve Van
Hels�ng saw �t, too, for I saw the qu�ck look under h�s bushy brows that I
knew of old. Then he began to chat of all th�ngs except ourselves and
d�seases and w�th such an �nf�n�te gen�al�ty that I could see poor Lucy’s
pretense of an�mat�on merge �nto real�ty. Then, w�thout any seem�ng
change, he brought the conversat�on gently round to h�s v�s�t, and suavely
sa�d:—

“ ‘My dear young m�ss, I have the so great pleasure because you are so
much beloved. That �s much, my dear, ever were there that wh�ch I do not
see. They told me you were down �n the sp�r�t, and that you were of a
ghastly pale. To them I say: “Pouf!” ’ And he snapped h�s f�ngers at me and
went on: ‘But you and I shall show them how wrong they are. How can
he’—and he po�nted at me w�th the same look and gesture as that w�th



wh�ch once he po�nted me out to h�s class, on, or rather after, a part�cular
occas�on wh�ch he never fa�ls to rem�nd me of—‘know anyth�ng of a young
lad�es? He has h�s madams to play w�th, and to br�ng them back to
happ�ness, and to those that love them. It �s much to do, and, oh, but there
are rewards, �n that we can bestow such happ�ness. But the young lad�es!
He has no w�fe nor daughter, and the young do not tell themselves to the
young, but to the old, l�ke me, who have known so many sorrows and the
causes of them. So, my dear, we w�ll send h�m away to smoke the c�garette
�n the garden, wh�les you and I have l�ttle talk all to ourselves.’ I took the
h�nt, and strolled about, and presently the professor came to the w�ndow
and called me �n. He looked grave, but sa�d: ‘I have made careful
exam�nat�on, but there �s no funct�onal cause. W�th you I agree that there
has been much blood lost; �t has been, but �s not. But the cond�t�ons of her
are �n no way anæm�c. I have asked her to send me her ma�d, that I may ask
just one or two quest�on, that so I may not chance to m�ss noth�ng. I know
well what she w�ll say. And yet there �s cause; there �s always cause for
everyth�ng. I must go back home and th�nk. You must send to me the
telegram every day; and �f there be cause I shall come aga�n. The d�sease—
for not to be all well �s a d�sease—�nterest me, and the sweet young dear,
she �nterest me too. She charm me, and for her, �f not for you or d�sease, I
come.’

“As I tell you, he would not say a word more, even when we were alone.
And so now, Art, you know all I know. I shall keep stern watch. I trust your
poor father �s rally�ng. It must be a terr�ble th�ng to you, my dear old fellow,
to be placed �n such a pos�t�on between two people who are both so dear to
you. I know your �dea of duty to your father, and you are r�ght to st�ck to �t;
but, �f need be, I shall send you word to come at once to Lucy; so do not be
over-anx�ous unless you hear from me.”

Dr. Seward’s D�ary.
4 September.—Zoöphagous pat�ent st�ll keeps up our �nterest �n h�m. He

had only one outburst and that was yesterday at an unusual t�me. Just before
the stroke of noon he began to grow restless. The attendant knew the
symptoms, and at once summoned a�d. Fortunately the men came at a run,
and were just �n t�me, for at the stroke of noon he became so v�olent that �t
took all the�r strength to hold h�m. In about f�ve m�nutes, however, he began
to get more and more qu�et, and f�nally sank �nto a sort of melancholy, �n



wh�ch state he has rema�ned up to now. The attendant tells me that h�s
screams wh�lst �n the paroxysm were really appall�ng; I found my hands full
when I got �n, attend�ng to some of the other pat�ents who were fr�ghtened
by h�m. Indeed, I can qu�te understand the effect, for the sounds d�sturbed
even me, though I was some d�stance away. It �s now after the d�nner-hour
of the asylum, and as yet my pat�ent s�ts �n a corner brood�ng, w�th a dull,
sullen, woe-begone look �n h�s face, wh�ch seems rather to �nd�cate than to
show someth�ng d�rectly. I cannot qu�te understand �t.

 
Later.—Another change �n my pat�ent. At f�ve o’clock I looked �n on

h�m, and found h�m seem�ngly as happy and contented as he used to be. He
was catch�ng fl�es and eat�ng them, and was keep�ng note of h�s capture by
mak�ng na�l-marks on the edge of the door between the r�dges of padd�ng.
When he saw me, he came over and apolog�sed for h�s bad conduct, and
asked me �n a very humble, cr�ng�ng way to be led back to h�s own room
and to have h�s note-book aga�n. I thought �t well to humour h�m: so he �s
back �n h�s room w�th the w�ndow open. He has the sugar of h�s tea spread
out on the w�ndow-s�ll, and �s reap�ng qu�te a harvest of fl�es. He �s not now
eat�ng them, but putt�ng them �nto a box, as of old, and �s already exam�n�ng
the corners of h�s room to f�nd a sp�der. I tr�ed to get h�m to talk about the
past few days, for any clue to h�s thoughts would be of �mmense help to me;
but he would not r�se. For a moment or two he looked very sad, and sa�d �n
a sort of far-away vo�ce, as though say�ng �t rather to h�mself than to me:—

“All over! all over! He has deserted me. No hope for me now unless I do
�t for myself!” Then suddenly turn�ng to me �n a resolute way, he sa�d:
“Doctor, won’t you be very good to me and let me have a l�ttle more sugar?
I th�nk �t would be good for me.”

“And the fl�es?” I sa�d.
“Yes! The fl�es l�ke �t, too, and I l�ke the fl�es; therefore I l�ke �t.” And

there are people who know so l�ttle as to th�nk that madmen do not argue. I
procured h�m a double supply, and left h�m as happy a man as, I suppose,
any �n the world. I w�sh I could fathom h�s m�nd.

 
M�dn�ght.—Another change �n h�m. I had been to see M�ss Westenra,

whom I found much better, and had just returned, and was stand�ng at our
own gate look�ng at the sunset, when once more I heard h�m yell�ng. As h�s



room �s on th�s s�de of the house, I could hear �t better than �n the morn�ng.
It was a shock to me to turn from the wonderful smoky beauty of a sunset
over London, w�th �ts lur�d l�ghts and �nky shadows and all the marvellous
t�nts that come on foul clouds even as on foul water, and to real�se all the
gr�m sternness of my own cold stone bu�ld�ng, w�th �ts wealth of breath�ng
m�sery, and my own desolate heart to endure �t all. I reached h�m just as the
sun was go�ng down, and from h�s w�ndow saw the red d�sc s�nk. As �t sank
he became less and less frenz�ed; and just as �t d�pped he sl�d from the
hands that held h�m, an �nert mass, on the floor. It �s wonderful, however,
what �ntellectual recuperat�ve power lunat�cs have, for w�th�n a few m�nutes
he stood up qu�te calmly and looked around h�m. I s�gnalled to the
attendants not to hold h�m, for I was anx�ous to see what he would do. He
went stra�ght over to the w�ndow and brushed out the crumbs of sugar; then
he took h�s fly-box, and empt�ed �t outs�de, and threw away the box; then he
shut the w�ndow, and cross�ng over, sat down on h�s bed. All th�s surpr�sed
me, so I asked h�m: “Are you not go�ng to keep fl�es any more?”

“No,” sa�d he; “I am s�ck of all that rubb�sh!” He certa�nly �s a
wonderfully �nterest�ng study. I w�sh I could get some gl�mpse of h�s m�nd
or of the cause of h�s sudden pass�on. Stop; there may be a clue after all, �f
we can f�nd why to-day h�s paroxysms came on at h�gh noon and at sunset.
Can �t be that there �s a mal�gn �nfluence of the sun at per�ods wh�ch affects
certa�n natures—as at t�mes the moon does others? We shall see.

Telegram, Seward, London, to Van Hels�ng, Amsterdam.
“4 September.—Pat�ent st�ll better to-day.”

Telegram, Seward, London, to Van Hels�ng, Amsterdam.
“5 September.—Pat�ent greatly �mproved. Good appet�te; sleeps

naturally; good sp�r�ts; colour com�ng back.”

Telegram, Seward, London, to Van Hels�ng, Amsterdam.
“6 September.—Terr�ble change for the worse. Come at once; do not lose

an hour. I hold over telegram to Holmwood t�ll have seen you.”



CHAPTER X
Letter, Dr. Seward to Hon. Arthur Holmwood.

“6 September.
“My dear Art,—

“My news to-day �s not so good. Lucy th�s morn�ng had gone back a b�t.
There �s, however, one good th�ng wh�ch has ar�sen from �t; Mrs. Westenra
was naturally anx�ous concern�ng Lucy, and has consulted me
profess�onally about her. I took advantage of the opportun�ty, and told her
that my old master, Van Hels�ng, the great spec�al�st, was com�ng to stay
w�th me, and that I would put her �n h�s charge conjo�ntly w�th myself; so
now we can come and go w�thout alarm�ng her unduly, for a shock to her
would mean sudden death, and th�s, �n Lucy’s weak cond�t�on, m�ght be
d�sastrous to her. We are hedged �n w�th d�ff�cult�es, all of us, my poor old
fellow; but, please God, we shall come through them all r�ght. If any need I
shall wr�te, so that, �f you do not hear from me, take �t for granted that I am
s�mply wa�t�ng for news. In haste

Yours ever,
“J��� S�����.”

Dr. Seward’s D�ary.
7 September.—The f�rst th�ng Van Hels�ng sa�d to me when we met at

L�verpool Street was:—
“Have you sa�d anyth�ng to our young fr�end the lover of her?”
“No,” I sa�d. “I wa�ted t�ll I had seen you, as I sa�d �n my telegram. I

wrote h�m a letter s�mply tell�ng h�m that you were com�ng, as M�ss
Westenra was not so well, and that I should let h�m know �f need be.”

“R�ght, my fr�end,” he sa�d, “qu�te r�ght! Better he not know as yet;
perhaps he shall never know. I pray so; but �f �t be needed, then he shall
know all. And, my good fr�end John, let me caut�on you. You deal w�th the
madmen. All men are mad �n some way or the other; and �nasmuch as you
deal d�screetly w�th your madmen, so deal w�th God’s madmen, too—the
rest of the world. You tell not your madmen what you do nor why you do �t;
you tell them not what you th�nk. So you shall keep knowledge �n �ts place,



where �t may rest—where �t may gather �ts k�nd around �t and breed. You
and I shall keep as yet what we know here, and here.” He touched me on
the heart and on the forehead, and then touched h�mself the same way. “I
have for myself thoughts at the present. Later I shall unfold to you.”

“Why not now?” I asked. “It may do some good; we may arr�ve at some
dec�s�on.” He stopped and looked at me, and sa�d:—

“My fr�end John, when the corn �s grown, even before �t has r�pened—
wh�le the m�lk of �ts mother-earth �s �n h�m, and the sunsh�ne has not yet
begun to pa�nt h�m w�th h�s gold, the husbandman he pull the ear and rub
h�m between h�s rough hands, and blow away the green chaff, and say to
you: ‘Look! he’s good corn; he w�ll make good crop when the t�me
comes.’ ” I d�d not see the appl�cat�on, and told h�m so. For reply he reached
over and took my ear �n h�s hand and pulled �t playfully, as he used long ago
to do at lectures, and sa�d: “The good husbandman tell you so then because
he knows, but not t�ll then. But you do not f�nd the good husbandman d�g
up h�s planted corn to see �f he grow; that �s for the ch�ldren who play at
husbandry, and not for those who take �t as of the work of the�r l�fe. See you
now, fr�end John? I have sown my corn, and Nature has her work to do �n
mak�ng �t sprout; �f he sprout at all, there’s some prom�se; and I wa�t t�ll the
ear beg�ns to swell.” He broke off, for he ev�dently saw that I understood.
Then he went on, and very gravely:—

“You were always a careful student, and your case-book was ever more
full than the rest. You were only student then; now you are master, and I
trust that good hab�t have not fa�l. Remember, my fr�end, that knowledge �s
stronger than memory, and we should not trust the weaker. Even �f you have
not kept the good pract�se, let me tell you that th�s case of our dear m�ss �s
one that may be—m�nd, I say may be—of such �nterest to us and others that
all the rest may not make h�m k�ck the beam, as your peoples say. Take then
good note of �t. Noth�ng �s too small. I counsel you, put down �n record
even your doubts and surm�ses. Hereafter �t may be of �nterest to you to see
how true you guess. We learn from fa�lure, not from success!”

When I descr�bed Lucy’s symptoms—the same as before, but �nf�n�tely
more marked—he looked very grave, but sa�d noth�ng. He took w�th h�m a
bag �n wh�ch were many �nstruments and drugs, “the ghastly paraphernal�a
of our benef�c�al trade,” as he once called, �n one of h�s lectures, the
equ�pment of a professor of the heal�ng craft. When we were shown �n,



Mrs. Westenra met us. She was alarmed, but not nearly so much as I
expected to f�nd her. Nature �n one of her benef�cent moods has orda�ned
that even death has some ant�dote to �ts own terrors. Here, �n a case where
any shock may prove fatal, matters are so ordered that, from some cause or
other, the th�ngs not personal—even the terr�ble change �n her daughter to
whom she �s so attached—do not seem to reach her. It �s someth�ng l�ke the
way Dame Nature gathers round a fore�gn body an envelope of some
�nsens�t�ve t�ssue wh�ch can protect from ev�l that wh�ch �t would otherw�se
harm by contact. If th�s be an ordered self�shness, then we should pause
before we condemn any one for the v�ce of ego�sm, for there may be deeper
root for �ts causes than we have knowledge of.

I used my knowledge of th�s phase of sp�r�tual pathology, and la�d down
a rule that she should not be present w�th Lucy or th�nk of her �llness more
than was absolutely requ�red. She assented read�ly, so read�ly that I saw
aga�n the hand of Nature f�ght�ng for l�fe. Van Hels�ng and I were shown up
to Lucy’s room. If I was shocked when I saw her yesterday, I was horr�f�ed
when I saw her to-day. She was ghastly, chalk�ly pale; the red seemed to
have gone even from her l�ps and gums, and the bones of her face stood out
prom�nently; her breath�ng was pa�nful to see or hear. Van Hels�ng’s face
grew set as marble, and h�s eyebrows converged t�ll they almost touched
over h�s nose. Lucy lay mot�onless, and d�d not seem to have strength to
speak, so for a wh�le we were all s�lent. Then Van Hels�ng beckoned to me,
and we went gently out of the room. The �nstant we had closed the door he
stepped qu�ckly along the passage to the next door, wh�ch was open. Then
he pulled me qu�ckly �n w�th h�m and closed the door. “My God!” he sa�d;
“th�s �s dreadful. There �s no t�me to be lost. She w�ll d�e for sheer want of
blood to keep the heart’s act�on as �t should be. There must be transfus�on of
blood at once. Is �t you or me?”

“I am younger and stronger, Professor. It must be me.”
“Then get ready at once. I w�ll br�ng up my bag. I am prepared.”
I went downsta�rs w�th h�m, and as we were go�ng there was a knock at

the hall-door. When we reached the hall the ma�d had just opened the door,
and Arthur was stepp�ng qu�ckly �n. He rushed up to me, say�ng �n an eager
wh�sper:—

“Jack, I was so anx�ous. I read between the l�nes of your letter, and have
been �n an agony. The dad was better, so I ran down here to see for myself.



Is not that gentleman Dr. Van Hels�ng? I am so thankful to you, s�r, for
com�ng.” When f�rst the Professor’s eye had l�t upon h�m he had been angry
at h�s �nterrupt�on at such a t�me; but now, as he took �n h�s stalwart
proport�ons and recogn�sed the strong young manhood wh�ch seemed to
emanate from h�m, h�s eyes gleamed. W�thout a pause he sa�d to h�m
gravely as he held out h�s hand:—

“S�r, you have come �n t�me. You are the lover of our dear m�ss. She �s
bad, very, very bad. Nay, my ch�ld, do not go l�ke that.” For he suddenly
grew pale and sat down �n a cha�r almost fa�nt�ng. “You are to help her. You
can do more than any that l�ve, and your courage �s your best help.”

“What can I do?” asked Arthur hoarsely. “Tell me, and I shall do �t. My
l�fe �s hers, and I would g�ve the last drop of blood �n my body for her.” The
Professor has a strongly humorous s�de, and I could from old knowledge
detect a trace of �ts or�g�n �n h�s answer:—

“My young s�r, I do not ask so much as that—not the last!”
“What shall I do?” There was f�re �n h�s eyes, and h�s open nostr�l

qu�vered w�th �ntent. Van Hels�ng slapped h�m on the shoulder. “Come!” he
sa�d. “You are a man, and �t �s a man we want. You are better than me,
better than my fr�end John.” Arthur looked bew�ldered, and the Professor
went on by expla�n�ng �n a k�ndly way:—

“Young m�ss �s bad, very bad. She wants blood, and blood she must have
or d�e. My fr�end John and I have consulted; and we are about to perform
what we call transfus�on of blood—to transfer from full ve�ns of one to the
empty ve�ns wh�ch p�ne for h�m. John was to g�ve h�s blood, as he �s the
more young and strong than me”—here Arthur took my hand and wrung �t
hard �n s�lence—“but, now you are here, you are more good than us, old or
young, who to�l much �n the world of thought. Our nerves are not so calm
and our blood not so br�ght than yours!” Arthur turned to h�m and sa�d:—

“If you only knew how gladly I would d�e for her you would understand
——”

He stopped, w�th a sort of choke �n h�s vo�ce.
“Good boy!” sa�d Van Hels�ng. “In the not-so-far-off you w�ll be happy

that you have done all for her you love. Come now and be s�lent. You shall
k�ss her once before �t �s done, but then you must go; and you must leave at
my s�gn. Say no word to Madame; you know how �t �s w�th her! There must
be no shock; any knowledge of th�s would be one. Come!”



We all went up to Lucy’s room. Arthur by d�rect�on rema�ned outs�de.
Lucy turned her head and looked at us, but sa�d noth�ng. She was not
asleep, but she was s�mply too weak to make the effort. Her eyes spoke to
us; that was all. Van Hels�ng took some th�ngs from h�s bag and la�d them
on a l�ttle table out of s�ght. Then he m�xed a narcot�c, and com�ng over to
the bed, sa�d cheer�ly:—

“Now, l�ttle m�ss, here �s your med�c�ne. Dr�nk �t off, l�ke a good ch�ld.
See, I l�ft you so that to swallow �s easy. Yes.” She had made the effort w�th
success.

It aston�shed me how long the drug took to act. Th�s, �n fact, marked the
extent of her weakness. The t�me seemed endless unt�l sleep began to
fl�cker �n her eyel�ds. At last, however, the narcot�c began to man�fest �ts
potency; and she fell �nto a deep sleep. When the Professor was sat�sf�ed he
called Arthur �nto the room, and bade h�m str�p off h�s coat. Then he added:
“You may take that one l�ttle k�ss wh�les I br�ng over the table. Fr�end John,
help to me!” So ne�ther of us looked wh�lst he bent over her.

Van Hels�ng turn�ng to me, sa�d:
“He �s so young and strong and of blood so pure that we need not

def�br�nate �t.”
Then w�th sw�ftness, but w�th absolute method, Van Hels�ng performed

the operat�on. As the transfus�on went on someth�ng l�ke l�fe seemed to
come back to poor Lucy’s cheeks, and through Arthur’s grow�ng pallor the
joy of h�s face seemed absolutely to sh�ne. After a b�t I began to grow
anx�ous, for the loss of blood was tell�ng on Arthur, strong man as he was.
It gave me an �dea of what a terr�ble stra�n Lucy’s system must have
undergone that what weakened Arthur only part�ally restored her. But the
Professor’s face was set, and he stood watch �n hand and w�th h�s eyes f�xed
now on the pat�ent and now on Arthur. I could hear my own heart beat.
Presently he sa�d �n a soft vo�ce: “Do not st�r an �nstant. It �s enough. You
attend h�m; I w�ll look to her.” When all was over I could see how much
Arthur was weakened. I dressed the wound and took h�s arm to br�ng h�m
away, when Van Hels�ng spoke w�thout turn�ng round—the man seems to
have eyes �n the back of h�s head:—

“The brave lover, I th�nk, deserve another k�ss, wh�ch he shall have
presently.” And as he had now f�n�shed h�s operat�on, he adjusted the p�llow
to the pat�ent’s head. As he d�d so the narrow black velvet band wh�ch she



seems always to wear round her throat, buckled w�th an old d�amond buckle
wh�ch her lover had g�ven her, was dragged a l�ttle up, and showed a red
mark on her throat. Arthur d�d not not�ce �t, but I could hear the deep h�ss of
�ndrawn breath wh�ch �s one of Van Hels�ng’s ways of betray�ng emot�on.
He sa�d noth�ng at the moment, but turned to me, say�ng: “Now take down
our brave young lover, g�ve h�m of the port w�ne, and let h�m l�e down a
wh�le. He must then go home and rest, sleep much and eat much, that he
may be recru�ted of what he has so g�ven to h�s love. He must not stay here.
Hold! a moment. I may take �t, s�r, that you are anx�ous of result. Then
br�ng �t w�th you that �n all ways the operat�on �s successful. You have
saved her l�fe th�s t�me, and you can go home and rest easy �n m�nd that all
that can be �s. I shall tell her all when she �s well; she shall love you none
the less for what you have done. Good-bye.”

When Arthur had gone I went back to the room. Lucy was sleep�ng
gently, but her breath�ng was stronger; I could see the counterpane move as
her breast heaved. By the beds�de sat Van Hels�ng, look�ng at her �ntently.
The velvet band aga�n covered the red mark. I asked the Professor �n a
wh�sper:—

“What do you make of that mark on her throat?”
“What do you make of �t?”
“I have not exam�ned �t yet,” I answered, and then and there proceeded

to loose the band. Just over the external jugular ve�n there were two
punctures, not large, but not wholesome-look�ng. There was no s�gn of
d�sease, but the edges were wh�te and worn-look�ng, as �f by some
tr�turat�on. It at once occurred to me that th�s wound, or whatever �t was,
m�ght be the means of that man�fest loss of blood; but I abandoned the �dea
as soon as formed, for such a th�ng could not be. The whole bed would have
been drenched to a scarlet w�th the blood wh�ch the g�rl must have lost to
leave such a pallor as she had before the transfus�on.

“Well?” sa�d Van Hels�ng.
“Well,” sa�d I, “I can make noth�ng of �t.” The Professor stood up. “I

must go back to Amsterdam to-n�ght,” he sa�d. “There are books and th�ngs
there wh�ch I want. You must rema�n here all the n�ght, and you must not let
your s�ght pass from her.”

“Shall I have a nurse?” I asked.



“We are the best nurses, you and I. You keep watch all n�ght; see that she
�s well fed, and that noth�ng d�sturbs her. You must not sleep all the n�ght.
Later on we can sleep, you and I. I shall be back as soon as poss�ble. And
then we may beg�n.”

“May beg�n?” I sa�d. “What on earth do you mean?”
“We shall see!” he answered, as he hurr�ed out. He came back a moment

later and put h�s head �ns�de the door and sa�d w�th warn�ng f�nger held up:
—

“Remember, she �s your charge. If you leave her, and harm befall, you
shall not sleep easy hereafter!”

Dr. Seward’s D�ary—cont�nued.
8 September.—I sat up all n�ght w�th Lucy. The op�ate worked �tself off

towards dusk, and she waked naturally; she looked a d�fferent be�ng from
what she had been before the operat�on. Her sp�r�ts even were good, and she
was full of a happy v�vac�ty, but I could see ev�dences of the absolute
prostrat�on wh�ch she had undergone. When I told Mrs. Westenra that Dr.
Van Hels�ng had d�rected that I should s�t up w�th her she almost pooh-
poohed the �dea, po�nt�ng out her daughter’s renewed strength and excellent
sp�r�ts. I was f�rm, however, and made preparat�ons for my long v�g�l. When
her ma�d had prepared her for the n�ght I came �n, hav�ng �n the meant�me
had supper, and took a seat by the beds�de. She d�d not �n any way make
object�on, but looked at me gratefully whenever I caught her eye. After a
long spell she seemed s�nk�ng off to sleep, but w�th an effort seemed to pull
herself together and shook �t off. Th�s was repeated several t�mes, w�th
greater effort and w�th shorter pauses as the t�me moved on. It was apparent
that she d�d not want to sleep, so I tackled the subject at once:—

“You do not want to go to sleep?”
“No; I am afra�d.”
“Afra�d to go to sleep! Why so? It �s the boon we all crave for.”
“Ah, not �f you were l�ke me—�f sleep was to you a presage of horror!”
“A presage of horror! What on earth do you mean?”
“I don’t know; oh, I don’t know. And that �s what �s so terr�ble. All th�s

weakness comes to me �n sleep; unt�l I dread the very thought.”
“But, my dear g�rl, you may sleep to-n�ght. I am here watch�ng you, and

I can prom�se that noth�ng w�ll happen.”



“Ah, I can trust you!” I se�zed the opportun�ty, and sa�d: “I prom�se you
that �f I see any ev�dence of bad dreams I w�ll wake you at once.”

“You w�ll? Oh, w�ll you really? How good you are to me. Then I w�ll
sleep!” And almost at the word she gave a deep s�gh of rel�ef, and sank
back, asleep.

All n�ght long I watched by her. She never st�rred, but slept on and on �n
a deep, tranqu�l, l�fe-g�v�ng, health-g�v�ng sleep. Her l�ps were sl�ghtly
parted, and her breast rose and fell w�th the regular�ty of a pendulum. There
was a sm�le on her face, and �t was ev�dent that no bad dreams had come to
d�sturb her peace of m�nd.

In the early morn�ng her ma�d came, and I left her �n her care and took
myself back home, for I was anx�ous about many th�ngs. I sent a short w�re
to Van Hels�ng and to Arthur, tell�ng them of the excellent result of the
operat�on. My own work, w�th �ts man�fold arrears, took me all day to clear
off; �t was dark when I was able to �nqu�re about my zoöphagous pat�ent.
The report was good; he had been qu�te qu�et for the past day and n�ght. A
telegram came from Van Hels�ng at Amsterdam wh�lst I was at d�nner,
suggest�ng that I should be at H�ll�ngham to-n�ght, as �t m�ght be well to be
at hand, and stat�ng that he was leav�ng by the n�ght ma�l and would jo�n me
early �n the morn�ng.

 
9 September.—I was pretty t�red and worn out when I got to H�ll�ngham.

For two n�ghts I had hardly had a w�nk of sleep, and my bra�n was
beg�nn�ng to feel that numbness wh�ch marks cerebral exhaust�on. Lucy
was up and �n cheerful sp�r�ts. When she shook hands w�th me she looked
sharply �n my face and sa�d:—

“No s�tt�ng up to-n�ght for you. You are worn out. I am qu�te well aga�n;
�ndeed, I am; and �f there �s to be any s�tt�ng up, �t �s I who w�ll s�t up w�th
you.” I would not argue the po�nt, but went and had my supper. Lucy came
w�th me, and, enl�vened by her charm�ng presence, I made an excellent
meal, and had a couple of glasses of the more than excellent port. Then
Lucy took me upsta�rs, and showed me a room next her own, where a cozy
f�re was burn�ng. “Now,” she sa�d, “you must stay here. I shall leave th�s
door open and my door too. You can l�e on the sofa for I know that noth�ng
would �nduce any of you doctors to go to bed wh�lst there �s a pat�ent above
the hor�zon. If I want anyth�ng I shall call out, and you can come to me at



once.” I could not but acqu�esce, for I was “dog-t�red,” and could not have
sat up had I tr�ed. So, on her renew�ng her prom�se to call me �f she should
want anyth�ng, I lay on the sofa, and forgot all about everyth�ng.

Lucy Westenra’s D�ary.
9 September.—I feel so happy to-n�ght. I have been so m�serably weak,

that to be able to th�nk and move about �s l�ke feel�ng sunsh�ne after a long
spell of east w�nd out of a steel sky. Somehow Arthur feels very, very close
to me. I seem to feel h�s presence warm about me. I suppose �t �s that
s�ckness and weakness are self�sh th�ngs and turn our �nner eyes and
sympathy on ourselves, wh�lst health and strength g�ve Love re�n, and �n
thought and feel�ng he can wander where he w�lls. I know where my
thoughts are. If Arthur only knew! My dear, my dear, your ears must t�ngle
as you sleep, as m�ne do wak�ng. Oh, the bl�ssful rest of last n�ght! How I
slept, w�th that dear, good Dr. Seward watch�ng me. And to-n�ght I shall not
fear to sleep, s�nce he �s close at hand and w�th�n call. Thank everybody for
be�ng so good to me! Thank God! Good-n�ght, Arthur.

Dr. Seward’s D�ary.
10 September.—I was consc�ous of the Professor’s hand on my head, and

started awake all �n a second. That �s one of the th�ngs that we learn �n an
asylum, at any rate.

“And how �s our pat�ent?”
“Well, when I left her, or rather when she left me,” I answered.
“Come, let us see,” he sa�d. And together we went �nto the room.
The bl�nd was down, and I went over to ra�se �t gently, wh�lst Van

Hels�ng stepped, w�th h�s soft, cat-l�ke tread, over to the bed.
As I ra�sed the bl�nd, and the morn�ng sunl�ght flooded the room, I heard

the Professor’s low h�ss of �nsp�rat�on, and know�ng �ts rar�ty, a deadly fear
shot through my heart. As I passed over he moved back, and h�s
exclamat�on of horror, “Gott �n H�mmel!” needed no enforcement from h�s
agon�sed face. He ra�sed h�s hand and po�nted to the bed, and h�s �ron face
was drawn and ashen wh�te. I felt my knees beg�n to tremble.

There on the bed, seem�ngly �n a swoon, lay poor Lucy, more horr�bly
wh�te and wan-look�ng than ever. Even the l�ps were wh�te, and the gums
seemed to have shrunken back from the teeth, as we somet�mes see �n a



corpse after a prolonged �llness. Van Hels�ng ra�sed h�s foot to stamp �n
anger, but the �nst�nct of h�s l�fe and all the long years of hab�t stood to h�m,
and he put �t down aga�n softly. “Qu�ck!” he sa�d. “Br�ng the brandy.” I flew
to the d�n�ng-room, and returned w�th the decanter. He wetted the poor
wh�te l�ps w�th �t, and together we rubbed palm and wr�st and heart. He felt
her heart, and after a few moments of agon�s�ng suspense sa�d:—

“It �s not too late. It beats, though but feebly. All our work �s undone; we
must beg�n aga�n. There �s no young Arthur here now; I have to call on you
yourself th�s t�me, fr�end John.” As he spoke, he was d�pp�ng �nto h�s bag
and produc�ng the �nstruments for transfus�on; I had taken off my coat and
rolled up my sh�rt-sleeve. There was no poss�b�l�ty of an op�ate just at
present, and no need of one; and so, w�thout a moment’s delay, we began
the operat�on. After a t�me—�t d�d not seem a short t�me e�ther, for the
dra�n�ng away of one’s blood, no matter how w�ll�ngly �t be g�ven, �s a
terr�ble feel�ng—Van Hels�ng held up a warn�ng f�nger. “Do not st�r,” he
sa�d, “but I fear that w�th grow�ng strength she may wake; and that would
make danger, oh, so much danger. But I shall precaut�on take. I shall g�ve
hypoderm�c �nject�on of morph�a.” He proceeded then, sw�ftly and deftly, to
carry out h�s �ntent. The effect on Lucy was not bad, for the fa�nt seemed to
merge subtly �nto the narcot�c sleep. It was w�th a feel�ng of personal pr�de
that I could see a fa�nt t�nge of colour steal back �nto the pall�d cheeks and
l�ps. No man knows, t�ll he exper�ences �t, what �t �s to feel h�s own l�fe-
blood drawn away �nto the ve�ns of the woman he loves.

The Professor watched me cr�t�cally. “That w�ll do,” he sa�d. “Already?”
I remonstrated. “You took a great deal more from Art.” To wh�ch he sm�led
a sad sort of sm�le as he repl�ed:—

“He �s her lover, her f�ancé. You have work, much work, to do for her
and for others; and the present w�ll suff�ce.”

When we stopped the operat�on, he attended to Lucy, wh�lst I appl�ed
d�g�tal pressure to my own �nc�s�on. I la�d down, wh�lst I wa�ted h�s le�sure
to attend to me, for I felt fa�nt and a l�ttle s�ck. By-and-by he bound up my
wound, and sent me downsta�rs to get a glass of w�ne for myself. As I was
leav�ng the room, he came after me, and half wh�spered:—

“M�nd, noth�ng must be sa�d of th�s. If our young lover should turn up
unexpected, as before, no word to h�m. It would at once fr�ghten h�m and
enjealous h�m, too. There must be none. So!”



When I came back he looked at me carefully, and then sa�d:—
“You are not much the worse. Go �nto the room, and l�e on your sofa,

and rest awh�le; then have much breakfast, and come here to me.”
I followed out h�s orders, for I knew how r�ght and w�se they were. I had

done my part, and now my next duty was to keep up my strength. I felt very
weak, and �n the weakness lost someth�ng of the amazement at what had
occurred. I fell asleep on the sofa, however, wonder�ng over and over aga�n
how Lucy had made such a retrograde movement, and how she could have
been dra�ned of so much blood w�th no s�gn anywhere to show for �t. I th�nk
I must have cont�nued my wonder �n my dreams, for, sleep�ng and wak�ng,
my thoughts always came back to the l�ttle punctures �n her throat and the
ragged, exhausted appearance of the�r edges—t�ny though they were.

Lucy slept well �nto the day, and when she woke she was fa�rly well and
strong, though not nearly so much so as the day before. When Van Hels�ng
had seen her, he went out for a walk, leav�ng me �n charge, w�th str�ct
�njunct�ons that I was not to leave her for a moment. I could hear h�s vo�ce
�n the hall, ask�ng the way to the nearest telegraph off�ce.

Lucy chatted w�th me freely, and seemed qu�te unconsc�ous that
anyth�ng had happened. I tr�ed to keep her amused and �nterested. When her
mother came up to see her, she d�d not seem to not�ce any change whatever,
but sa�d to me gratefully:—

“We owe you so much, Dr. Seward, for all you have done, but you really
must now take care not to overwork yourself. You are look�ng pale yourself.
You want a w�fe to nurse and look after you a b�t; that you do!” As she
spoke, Lucy turned cr�mson, though �t was only momentar�ly, for her poor
wasted ve�ns could not stand for long such an unwonted dra�n to the head.
The react�on came �n excess�ve pallor as she turned �mplor�ng eyes on me. I
sm�led and nodded, and la�d my f�nger on my l�ps; w�th a s�gh, she sank
back am�d her p�llows.

Van Hels�ng returned �n a couple of hours, and presently sa�d to me:
“Now you go home, and eat much and dr�nk enough. Make yourself strong.
I stay here to-n�ght, and I shall s�t up w�th l�ttle m�ss myself. You and I must
watch the case, and we must have none other to know. I have grave reasons.
No, do not ask them; th�nk what you w�ll. Do not fear to th�nk even the
most not-probable. Good-n�ght.”



In the hall two of the ma�ds came to me, and asked �f they or e�ther of
them m�ght not s�t up w�th M�ss Lucy. They �mplored me to let them; and
when I sa�d �t was Dr. Van Hels�ng’s w�sh that e�ther he or I should s�t up,
they asked me qu�te p�teously to �ntercede w�th the “fore�gn gentleman.” I
was much touched by the�r k�ndness. Perhaps �t �s because I am weak at
present, and perhaps because �t was on Lucy’s account, that the�r devot�on
was man�fested; for over and over aga�n have I seen s�m�lar �nstances of
woman’s k�ndness. I got back here �n t�me for a late d�nner; went my rounds
—all well; and set th�s down wh�lst wa�t�ng for sleep. It �s com�ng.

 
11 September.—Th�s afternoon I went over to H�ll�ngham. Found Van

Hels�ng �n excellent sp�r�ts, and Lucy much better. Shortly after I had
arr�ved, a b�g parcel from abroad came for the Professor. He opened �t w�th
much �mpressment—assumed, of course—and showed a great bundle of
wh�te flowers.

“These are for you, M�ss Lucy,” he sa�d.
“For me? Oh, Dr. Van Hels�ng!”
“Yes, my dear, but not for you to play w�th. These are med�c�nes.” Here

Lucy made a wry face. “Nay, but they are not to take �n a decoct�on or �n
nauseous form, so you need not snub that so charm�ng nose, or I shall po�nt
out to my fr�end Arthur what woes he may have to endure �n see�ng so
much beauty that he so loves so much d�stort. Aha, my pretty m�ss, that
br�ng the so n�ce nose all stra�ght aga�n. Th�s �s med�c�nal, but you do not
know how. I put h�m �n your w�ndow, I make pretty wreath, and hang h�m
round your neck, so that you sleep well. Oh yes! they, l�ke the lotus flower,
make your trouble forgotten. It smell so l�ke the waters of Lethe, and of that
founta�n of youth that the Conqu�stadores sought for �n the Flor�das, and
f�nd h�m all too late.”

Wh�lst he was speak�ng, Lucy had been exam�n�ng the flowers and
smell�ng them. Now she threw them down, say�ng, w�th half-laughter, and
half-d�sgust:—

“Oh, Professor, I bel�eve you are only putt�ng up a joke on me. Why,
these flowers are only common garl�c.”

To my surpr�se, Van Hels�ng rose up and sa�d w�th all h�s sternness, h�s
�ron jaw set and h�s bushy eyebrows meet�ng:—



“No tr�fl�ng w�th me! I never jest! There �s gr�m purpose �n all I do; and I
warn you that you do not thwart me. Take care, for the sake of others �f not
for your own.” Then see�ng poor Lucy scared, as she m�ght well be, he went
on more gently: “Oh, l�ttle m�ss, my dear, do not fear me. I only do for your
good; but there �s much v�rtue to you �n those so common flowers. See, I
place them myself �n your room. I make myself the wreath that you are to
wear. But hush! no tell�ng to others that make so �nqu�s�t�ve quest�ons. We
must obey, and s�lence �s a part of obed�ence; and obed�ence �s to br�ng you
strong and well �nto lov�ng arms that wa�t for you. Now s�t st�ll awh�le.
Come w�th me, fr�end John, and you shall help me deck the room w�th my
garl�c, wh�ch �s all the way from Haarlem, where my fr�end Vanderpool
ra�se herb �n h�s glass-houses all the year. I had to telegraph yesterday, or
they would not have been here.”

We went �nto the room, tak�ng the flowers w�th us. The Professor’s
act�ons were certa�nly odd and not to be found �n any pharmacopœ�a that I
ever heard of. F�rst he fastened up the w�ndows and latched them securely;
next, tak�ng a handful of the flowers, he rubbed them all over the sashes, as
though to ensure that every wh�ff of a�r that m�ght get �n would be laden
w�th the garl�c smell. Then w�th the w�sp he rubbed all over the jamb of the
door, above, below, and at each s�de, and round the f�replace �n the same
way. It all seemed grotesque to me, and presently I sa�d:—

“Well, Professor, I know you always have a reason for what you do, but
th�s certa�nly puzzles me. It �s well we have no scept�c here, or he would
say that you were work�ng some spell to keep out an ev�l sp�r�t.”

“Perhaps I am!” he answered qu�etly as he began to make the wreath
wh�ch Lucy was to wear round her neck.

We then wa�ted wh�lst Lucy made her to�let for the n�ght, and when she
was �n bed he came and h�mself f�xed the wreath of garl�c round her neck.
The last words he sa�d to her were:—

“Take care you do not d�sturb �t; and even �f the room feel close, do not
to-n�ght open the w�ndow or the door.”

“I prom�se,” sa�d Lucy, “and thank you both a thousand t�mes for all
your k�ndness to me! Oh, what have I done to be blessed w�th such
fr�ends?”

As we left the house �n my fly, wh�ch was wa�t�ng, Van Hels�ng sa�d:—



“To-n�ght I can sleep �n peace, and sleep I want—two n�ghts of travel,
much read�ng �n the day between, and much anx�ety on the day to follow,
and a n�ght to s�t up, w�thout to w�nk. To-morrow �n the morn�ng early you
call for me, and we come together to see our pretty m�ss, so much more
strong for my ‘spell’ wh�ch I have work. Ho! ho!”

He seemed so conf�dent that I, remember�ng my own conf�dence two
n�ghts before and w�th the baneful result, felt awe and vague terror. It must
have been my weakness that made me hes�tate to tell �t to my fr�end, but I
felt �t all the more, l�ke unshed tears.



CHAPTER XI
Lucy Westenra’s D�ary.

12 September.—How good they all are to me. I qu�te love that dear Dr.
Van Hels�ng. I wonder why he was so anx�ous about these flowers. He
pos�t�vely fr�ghtened me, he was so f�erce. And yet he must have been r�ght,
for I feel comfort from them already. Somehow, I do not dread be�ng alone
to-n�ght, and I can go to sleep w�thout fear. I shall not m�nd any flapp�ng
outs�de the w�ndow. Oh, the terr�ble struggle that I have had aga�nst sleep so
often of late; the pa�n of the sleeplessness, or the pa�n of the fear of sleep,
w�th such unknown horrors as �t has for me! How blessed are some people,
whose l�ves have no fears, no dreads; to whom sleep �s a bless�ng that
comes n�ghtly, and br�ngs noth�ng but sweet dreams. Well, here I am to-
n�ght, hop�ng for sleep, and ly�ng l�ke Ophel�a �n the play, w�th “v�rg�n
crants and ma�den strewments.” I never l�ked garl�c before, but to-n�ght �t �s
del�ghtful! There �s peace �n �ts smell; I feel sleep com�ng already. Good-
n�ght, everybody.

Dr. Seward’s D�ary.
13 September.—Called at the Berkeley and found Van Hels�ng, as usual,

up to t�me. The carr�age ordered from the hotel was wa�t�ng. The Professor
took h�s bag, wh�ch he always br�ngs w�th h�m now.

Let all be put down exactly. Van Hels�ng and I arr�ved at H�ll�ngham at
e�ght o’clock. It was a lovely morn�ng; the br�ght sunsh�ne and all the fresh
feel�ng of early autumn seemed l�ke the complet�on of nature’s annual
work. The leaves were turn�ng to all k�nds of beaut�ful colours, but had not
yet begun to drop from the trees. When we entered we met Mrs. Westenra
com�ng out of the morn�ng room. She �s always an early r�ser. She greeted
us warmly and sa�d:—

“You w�ll be glad to know that Lucy �s better. The dear ch�ld �s st�ll
asleep. I looked �nto her room and saw her, but d�d not go �n, lest I should
d�sturb her.” The Professor sm�led, and looked qu�te jub�lant. He rubbed h�s
hands together, and sa�d:—



“Aha! I thought I had d�agnosed the case. My treatment �s work�ng,” to
wh�ch she answered:—

“You must not take all the cred�t to yourself, doctor. Lucy’s state th�s
morn�ng �s due �n part to me.”

“How you do mean, ma’am?” asked the Professor.
“Well, I was anx�ous about the dear ch�ld �n the n�ght, and went �nto her

room. She was sleep�ng soundly—so soundly that even my com�ng d�d not
wake her. But the room was awfully stuffy. There were a lot of those
horr�ble, strong-smell�ng flowers about everywhere, and she had actually a
bunch of them round her neck. I feared that the heavy odour would be too
much for the dear ch�ld �n her weak state, so I took them all away and
opened a b�t of the w�ndow to let �n a l�ttle fresh a�r. You w�ll be pleased
w�th her, I am sure.”

She moved off �nto her boudo�r, where she usually breakfasted early. As
she had spoken, I watched the Professor’s face, and saw �t turn ashen grey.
He had been able to reta�n h�s self-command wh�lst the poor lady was
present, for he knew her state and how m�sch�evous a shock would be; he
actually sm�led on her as he held open the door for her to pass �nto her
room. But the �nstant she had d�sappeared he pulled me, suddenly and
forc�bly, �nto the d�n�ng-room and closed the door.

Then, for the f�rst t�me �n my l�fe, I saw Van Hels�ng break down. He
ra�sed h�s hands over h�s head �n a sort of mute despa�r, and then beat h�s
palms together �n a helpless way; f�nally he sat down on a cha�r, and putt�ng
h�s hands before h�s face, began to sob, w�th loud, dry sobs that seemed to
come from the very rack�ng of h�s heart. Then he ra�sed h�s arms aga�n, as
though appeal�ng to the whole un�verse. “God! God! God!” he sa�d. “What
have we done, what has th�s poor th�ng done, that we are so sore beset? Is
there fate amongst us st�ll, sent down from the pagan world of old, that such
th�ngs must be, and �n such way? Th�s poor mother, all unknow�ng, and all
for the best as she th�nk, does such th�ng as lose her daughter body and
soul; and we must not tell her, we must not even warn her, or she d�e, and
then both d�e. Oh, how we are beset! How are all the powers of the dev�ls
aga�nst us!” Suddenly he jumped to h�s feet. “Come,” he sa�d, “come, we
must see and act. Dev�ls or no dev�ls, or all the dev�ls at once, �t matters not;
we f�ght h�m all the same.” He went to the hall-door for h�s bag; and
together we went up to Lucy’s room.



Once aga�n I drew up the bl�nd, wh�lst Van Hels�ng went towards the
bed. Th�s t�me he d�d not start as he looked on the poor face w�th the same
awful, waxen pallor as before. He wore a look of stern sadness and �nf�n�te
p�ty.

“As I expected,” he murmured, w�th that h�ss�ng �nsp�rat�on of h�s wh�ch
meant so much. W�thout a word he went and locked the door, and then
began to set out on the l�ttle table the �nstruments for yet another operat�on
of transfus�on of blood. I had long ago recogn�sed the necess�ty, and begun
to take off my coat, but he stopped me w�th a warn�ng hand. “No!” he sa�d.
“To-day you must operate. I shall prov�de. You are weakened already.” As
he spoke he took off h�s coat and rolled up h�s sh�rt-sleeve.

Aga�n the operat�on; aga�n the narcot�c; aga�n some return of colour to
the ashy cheeks, and the regular breath�ng of healthy sleep. Th�s t�me I
watched wh�lst Van Hels�ng recru�ted h�mself and rested.

Presently he took an opportun�ty of tell�ng Mrs. Westenra that she must
not remove anyth�ng from Lucy’s room w�thout consult�ng h�m; that the
flowers were of med�c�nal value, and that the breath�ng of the�r odour was a
part of the system of cure. Then he took over the care of the case h�mself,
say�ng that he would watch th�s n�ght and the next and would send me word
when to come.

After another hour Lucy waked from her sleep, fresh and br�ght and
seem�ngly not much the worse for her terr�ble ordeal.

What does �t all mean? I am beg�nn�ng to wonder �f my long hab�t of l�fe
amongst the �nsane �s beg�nn�ng to tell upon my own bra�n.

Lucy Westenra’s D�ary.
17 September.—Four days and n�ghts of peace. I am gett�ng so strong

aga�n that I hardly know myself. It �s as �f I had passed through some long
n�ghtmare, and had just awakened to see the beaut�ful sunsh�ne and feel the
fresh a�r of the morn�ng around me. I have a d�m half-remembrance of long,
anx�ous t�mes of wa�t�ng and fear�ng; darkness �n wh�ch there was not even
the pa�n of hope to make present d�stress more po�gnant: and then long
spells of obl�v�on, and the r�s�ng back to l�fe as a d�ver com�ng up through a
great press of water. S�nce, however, Dr. Van Hels�ng has been w�th me, all
th�s bad dream�ng seems to have passed away; the no�ses that used to
fr�ghten me out of my w�ts—the flapp�ng aga�nst the w�ndows, the d�stant



vo�ces wh�ch seemed so close to me, the harsh sounds that came from I
know not where and commanded me to do I know not what—have all
ceased. I go to bed now w�thout any fear of sleep. I do not even try to keep
awake. I have grown qu�te fond of the garl�c, and a boxful arr�ves for me
every day from Haarlem. To-n�ght Dr. Van Hels�ng �s go�ng away, as he has
to be for a day �n Amsterdam. But I need not be watched; I am well enough
to be left alone. Thank God for mother’s sake, and dear Arthur’s, and for all
our fr�ends who have been so k�nd! I shall not even feel the change, for last
n�ght Dr. Van Hels�ng slept �n h�s cha�r a lot of the t�me. I found h�m asleep
tw�ce when I awoke; but I d�d not fear to go to sleep aga�n, although the
boughs or bats or someth�ng napped almost angr�ly aga�nst the w�ndow-
panes.

“The Pall Mall Gazette,” 18 September.

THE ESCAPED WOLF.

PERILOUS ADVENTURE OF OUR INTERVIEWER.

Interv�ew w�th the Keeper �n the Zoölog�cal Gardens.
After many �nqu�r�es and almost as many refusals, and perpetually us�ng

the words “Pall Mall Gazette” as a sort of tal�sman, I managed to f�nd the
keeper of the sect�on of the Zoölog�cal Gardens �n wh�ch the wolf
department �s �ncluded. Thomas B�lder l�ves �n one of the cottages �n the
enclosure beh�nd the elephant-house, and was just s�tt�ng down to h�s tea
when I found h�m. Thomas and h�s w�fe are hosp�table folk, elderly, and
w�thout ch�ldren, and �f the spec�men I enjoyed of the�r hosp�tal�ty be of the
average k�nd, the�r l�ves must be pretty comfortable. The keeper would not
enter on what he called “bus�ness” unt�l the supper was over, and we were
all sat�sf�ed. Then when the table was cleared, and he had l�t h�s p�pe, he
sa�d:—

“Now, s�r, you can go on and arsk me what you want. You’ll excoose me
refoos�n’ to talk of perfeshunal subjects afore meals. I g�ves the wolves and
the jackals and the hyenas �n all our sect�on the�r tea afore I beg�ns to arsk
them quest�ons.”

“How do you mean, ask them quest�ons?” I quer�ed, w�shful to get h�m
�nto a talkat�ve humour.



“ ’Itt�n’ of them over the ’ead w�th a pole �s one way; scratch�n’ of the�r
hears �s another, when gents as �s flush wants a b�t of a show-orf to the�r
gals. I don’t so much m�nd the fust—the ’�tt�n’ w�th a pole afore I chucks �n
the�r d�nner; but I wa�ts t�ll they’ve ’ad the�r sherry and kawffee, so to
speak, afore I tr�es on w�th the ear-scratch�n’. M�nd you,” he added
ph�losoph�cally, “there’s a deal of the same nature �n us as �n them theer
an�m�les. Here’s you a-com�n’ and arsk�n’ of me quest�ons about my
bus�ness, and I that grumpy-l�ke that only for your bloom�n’ ’arf-qu�d I’d
’a’ seen you blowed fust ’fore I’d answer. Not even when you arsked me
sarcast�c-l�ke �f I’d l�ke you to arsk the Super�ntendent �f you m�ght arsk me
quest�ons. W�thout offence d�d I tell yer to go to ’ell?”

“You d�d.”
“An’ when you sa�d you’d report me for us�n’ of obscene language that

was ’�tt�n’ me over the ’ead; but the ’arf-qu�d made that all r�ght. I weren’t
a-go�n’ to f�ght, so I wa�ted for the food, and d�d w�th my ’owl as the
wolves, and l�ons, and t�gers does. But, Lor’ love yer ’art, now that the old
’ooman has stuck a chunk of her tea-cake �n me, an’ r�nsed me out w�th her
bloom�n’ old teapot, and I’ve l�t hup, you may scratch my ears for all you’re
worth, and won’t g�t even a growl out of me. Dr�ve along w�th your
quest�ons. I know what yer a-com�n’ at, that ’ere escaped wolf.”

“Exactly. I want you to g�ve me your v�ew of �t. Just tell me how �t
happened; and when I know the facts I’ll get you to say what you cons�der
was the cause of �t, and how you th�nk the whole affa�r w�ll end.”

“All r�ght, guv’nor. Th�s ’ere �s about the ’ole story. That ’ere wolf what
we called Bers�cker was one of three grey ones that came from Norway to
Jamrach’s, wh�ch we bought off h�m four years ago. He was a n�ce well-
behaved wolf, that never gave no trouble to talk of. I’m more surpr�sed at
’�m for want�n’ to get out nor any other an�m�le �n the place. But, there, you
can’t trust wolves no more nor women.”

“Don’t you m�nd h�m, s�r!” broke �n Mrs. Tom, w�th a cheery laugh.
“ ’E’s got m�nd�n’ the an�m�les so long that blest �f he a�n’t l�ke a old wolf
’�sself! But there a�n’t no ’arm �n ’�m.”

“Well, s�r, �t was about two hours after feed�n’ yesterday when I f�rst
hear my d�sturbance. I was mak�n’ up a l�tter �n the monkey-house for a
young puma wh�ch �s �ll; but when I heard the yelp�n’ and ’owl�n’ I kem
away stra�ght. There was Bers�cker a-tear�n’ l�ke a mad th�ng at the bars as



�f he wanted to get out. There wasn’t much people about that day, and close
at hand was only one man, a tall, th�n chap, w�th a ’ook nose and a po�nted
beard, w�th a few wh�te ha�rs runn�n’ through �t. He had a ’ard, cold look
and red eyes, and I took a sort of m�sl�ke to h�m, for �t seemed as �f �t was
’�m as they was h�rr�tated at. He ’ad wh�te k�d gloves on ’�s ’ands, and he
po�nted out the an�m�les to me and says: ‘Keeper, these wolves seem upset
at someth�ng.’

“ ‘Maybe �t’s you,’ says I, for I d�d not l�ke the a�rs as he g�ve ’�sself. He
d�dn’t g�t angry, as I ’oped he would, but he sm�led a k�nd of �nsolent sm�le,
w�th a mouth full of wh�te, sharp teeth. ‘Oh no, they wouldn’t l�ke me,’ ’e
says.

“ ‘Ow yes, they would,’ says I, a-�m�tat�n’ of h�m. ‘They always l�kes a
bone or two to clean the�r teeth on about tea-t�me, wh�ch you ’as a bagful.’

“Well, �t was a odd th�ng, but when the an�m�les see us a-talk�n’ they lay
down, and when I went over to Bers�cker he let me stroke h�s ears same as
ever. That there man kem over, and blessed but �f he d�dn’t put �n h�s hand
and stroke the old wolf’s ears too!

“ ‘Tyke care,’ says I. ‘Bers�cker �s qu�ck.’
“ ‘Never m�nd,’ he says. ‘I’m used to ’em!’
“ ‘Are you �n the bus�ness yourself?’ I says, tyk�ng off my ’at, for a man

what trades �n wolves, anceterer, �s a good fr�end to keepers.
“ ‘No’ says he, ‘not exactly �n the bus�ness, but I ’ave made pets of

several.’ And w�th that he l�fts h�s ’at as perl�te as a lord, and walks away.
Old Bers�cker kep’ a-look�n’ arter ’�m t�ll ’e was out of s�ght, and then went
and lay down �n a corner and wouldn’t come hout the ’ole heven�ng. Well,
larst n�ght, so soon as the moon was hup, the wolves here all began
a-’owl�ng. There warn’t noth�ng for them to ’owl at. There warn’t no one
near, except some one that was ev�dently a-call�n’ a dog somewheres out
back of the gard�ngs �n the Park road. Once or tw�ce I went out to see that
all was r�ght, and �t was, and then the ’owl�ng stopped. Just before twelve
o’clock I just took a look round afore turn�n’ �n, an’, bust me, but when I
kem oppos�te to old Bers�cker’s cage I see the ra�ls broken and tw�sted
about and the cage empty. And that’s all I know for cert�ng.”

“D�d any one else see anyth�ng?”
“One of our gard’ners was a-com�n’ ’ome about that t�me from a

’armony, when he sees a b�g grey dog com�n’ out through the gard�ng



’edges. At least, so he says, but I don’t g�ve much for �t myself, for �f he d�d
’e never sa�d a word about �t to h�s m�ss�s when ’e got ’ome, and �t was only
after the escape of the wolf was made known, and we had been up all n�ght-
a-hunt�n’ of the Park for Bers�cker, that he remembered see�n’ anyth�ng. My
own bel�ef was that the ’armony ’ad got �nto h�s ’ead.”

“Now, Mr. B�lder, can you account �n any way for the escape of the
wolf?”

“Well, s�r,” he sa�d, w�th a susp�c�ous sort of modesty, “I th�nk I can; but
I don’t know as ’ow you’d be sat�sf�ed w�th the theory.”

“Certa�nly I shall. If a man l�ke you, who knows the an�mals from
exper�ence, can’t hazard a good guess at any rate, who �s even to try?”

“Well then, s�r, I accounts for �t th�s way; �t seems to me that ’ere wolf
escaped—s�mply because he wanted to get out.”

From the hearty way that both Thomas and h�s w�fe laughed at the joke I
could see that �t had done serv�ce before, and that the whole explanat�on
was s�mply an elaborate sell. I couldn’t cope �n bad�nage w�th the worthy
Thomas, but I thought I knew a surer way to h�s heart, so I sa�d:—

“Now, Mr. B�lder, we’ll cons�der that f�rst half-sovere�gn worked off,
and th�s brother of h�s �s wa�t�ng to be cla�med when you’ve told me what
you th�nk w�ll happen.”

“R�ght y’are, s�r,” he sa�d br�skly. “Ye’ll excoose me, I know, for a-
chaff�n’ of ye, but the old woman here w�nked at me, wh�ch was as much as
tell�ng me to go on.”

“Well, I never!” sa�d the old lady.
“My op�n�on �s th�s: that ’ere wolf �s a-’�d�n’ of, somewheres. The

gard’ner wot d�dn’t remember sa�d he was a-gallop�n’ northward faster than
a horse could go; but I don’t bel�eve h�m, for, yer see, s�r, wolves don’t
gallop no more nor dogs does, they not be�n’ bu�lt that way. Wolves �s f�ne
th�ngs �n a storybook, and I dessay when they gets �n packs and does be
ch�vy�n’ someth�n’ that’s more afeared than they �s they can make a dev�l of
a no�se and chop �t up, whatever �t �s. But, Lor’ bless you, �n real l�fe a wolf
�s only a low creature, not half so clever or bold as a good dog; and not half
a quarter so much f�ght �n ’�m. Th�s one a�n’t been used to f�ght�n’ or even
to prov�d�n’ for h�sself, and more l�ke he’s somewhere round the Park
a-’�d�n’ an’ a-sh�ver�n’ of, and, �f he th�nks at all, wonder�n’ where he �s to
get h�s breakfast from; or maybe he’s got down some area and �s �n a coal-



cellar. My eye, won’t some cook get a rum start when she sees h�s green
eyes a-sh�n�ng at her out of the dark! If he can’t get food he’s bound to look
for �t, and mayhap he may chance to l�ght on a butcher’s shop �n t�me. If he
doesn’t, and some nursema�d goes a-walk�n’ orf w�th a sold�er, leav�n’ of
the h�nfant �n the perambulator—well, then I shouldn’t be surpr�sed �f the
census �s one babby the less. That’s all.”

I was hand�ng h�m the half-sovere�gn, when someth�ng came bobb�ng up
aga�nst the w�ndow, and Mr. B�lder’s face doubled �ts natural length w�th
surpr�se.

“God bless me!” he sa�d. “If there a�n’t old Bers�cker come back by
’�sself!”

He went to the door and opened �t; a most unnecessary proceed�ng �t
seemed to me. I have always thought that a w�ld an�mal never looks so well
as when some obstacle of pronounced durab�l�ty �s between us; a personal
exper�ence has �ntens�f�ed rather than d�m�n�shed that �dea.

After all, however, there �s noth�ng l�ke custom, for ne�ther B�lder nor h�s
w�fe thought any more of the wolf than I should of a dog. The an�mal �tself
was as peaceful and well-behaved as that father of all p�cture-wolves—Red
R�d�ng Hood’s quondam fr�end, wh�lst mov�ng her conf�dence �n
masquerade.

The whole scene was an unutterable m�xture of comedy and pathos. The
w�cked wolf that for half a day had paralysed London and set all the
ch�ldren �n the town sh�ver�ng �n the�r shoes, was there �n a sort of pen�tent
mood, and was rece�ved and petted l�ke a sort of vulp�ne prod�gal son. Old
B�lder exam�ned h�m all over w�th most tender sol�c�tude, and when he had
f�n�shed w�th h�s pen�tent sa�d:—

“There, I knew the poor old chap would get �nto some k�nd of trouble;
d�dn’t I say �t all along? Here’s h�s head all cut and full of broken glass. ’E’s
been a-gett�n’ over some bloom�n’ wall or other. It’s a shyme that people
are allowed to top the�r walls w�th broken bottles. Th�s ’ere’s what comes of
�t. Come along, Bers�cker.”

He took the wolf and locked h�m up �n a cage, w�th a p�ece of meat that
sat�sf�ed, �n quant�ty at any rate, the elementary cond�t�ons of the fatted calf,
and went off to report.

I came off, too, to report the only exclus�ve �nformat�on that �s g�ven to-
day regard�ng the strange escapade at the Zoo.



Dr. Seward’s D�ary.
17 September.—I was engaged after d�nner �n my study post�ng up my

books, wh�ch, through press of other work and the many v�s�ts to Lucy, had
fallen sadly �nto arrear. Suddenly the door was burst open, and �n rushed my
pat�ent, w�th h�s face d�storted w�th pass�on. I was thunderstruck, for such a
th�ng as a pat�ent gett�ng of h�s own accord �nto the Super�ntendent’s study
�s almost unknown. W�thout an �nstant’s pause he made stra�ght at me. He
had a d�nner-kn�fe �n h�s hand, and, as I saw he was dangerous, I tr�ed to
keep the table between us. He was too qu�ck and too strong for me,
however; for before I could get my balance he had struck at me and cut my
left wr�st rather severely. Before he could str�ke aga�n, however, I got �n my
r�ght and he was sprawl�ng on h�s back on the floor. My wr�st bled freely,
and qu�te a l�ttle pool tr�ckled on to the carpet. I saw that my fr�end was not
�ntent on further effort, and occup�ed myself b�nd�ng up my wr�st, keep�ng a
wary eye on the prostrate f�gure all the t�me. When the attendants rushed �n,
and we turned our attent�on to h�m, h�s employment pos�t�vely s�ckened me.
He was ly�ng on h�s belly on the floor l�ck�ng up, l�ke a dog, the blood
wh�ch had fallen from my wounded wr�st. He was eas�ly secured, and, to
my surpr�se, went w�th the attendants qu�te plac�dly, s�mply repeat�ng over
and over aga�n: “The blood �s the l�fe! The blood �s the l�fe!”

I cannot afford to lose blood just at present; I have lost too much of late
for my phys�cal good, and then the prolonged stra�n of Lucy’s �llness and �ts
horr�ble phases �s tell�ng on me. I am over-exc�ted and weary, and I need
rest, rest, rest. Happ�ly Van Hels�ng has not summoned me, so I need not
forego my sleep; to-n�ght I could not well do w�thout �t.

Telegram, Van Hels�ng, Antwerp, to Seward, Carfax.

(Sent to Carfax, Sussex, as no county g�ven; del�vered late by twenty-two
hours.)

“17 September.—Do not fa�l to be at H�ll�ngham to-n�ght. If not
watch�ng all the t�me frequently, v�s�t and see that flowers are as placed;
very �mportant; do not fa�l. Shall be w�th you as soon as poss�ble after
arr�val.”

Dr. Seward’s D�ary.
18 September.—Just off for tra�n to London. The arr�val of Van Hels�ng’s

telegram f�lled me w�th d�smay. A whole n�ght lost, and I know by b�tter



exper�ence what may happen �n a n�ght. Of course �t �s poss�ble that all may
be well, but what may have happened? Surely there �s some horr�ble doom
hang�ng over us that every poss�ble acc�dent should thwart us �n all we try
to do. I shall take th�s cyl�nder w�th me, and then I can complete my entry
on Lucy’s phonograph.

Memorandum left by Lucy Westenra.
17 September. N�ght.—I wr�te th�s and leave �t to be seen, so that no one

may by any chance get �nto trouble through me. Th�s �s an exact record of
what took place to-n�ght. I feel I am dy�ng of weakness, and have barely
strength to wr�te, but �t must be done �f I d�e �n the do�ng.

I went to bed as usual, tak�ng care that the flowers were placed as Dr.
Van Hels�ng d�rected, and soon fell asleep.

I was waked by the flapp�ng at the w�ndow, wh�ch had begun after that
sleep-walk�ng on the cl�ff at Wh�tby when M�na saved me, and wh�ch now I
know so well. I was not afra�d, but I d�d w�sh that Dr. Seward was �n the
next room—as Dr. Van Hels�ng sa�d he would be—so that I m�ght have
called h�m. I tr�ed to go to sleep, but could not. Then there came to me the
old fear of sleep, and I determ�ned to keep awake. Perversely sleep would
try to come then when I d�d not want �t; so, as I feared to be alone, I opened
my door and called out: “Is there anybody there?” There was no answer. I
was afra�d to wake mother, and so closed my door aga�n. Then outs�de �n
the shrubbery I heard a sort of howl l�ke a dog’s, but more f�erce and
deeper. I went to the w�ndow and looked out, but could see noth�ng, except
a b�g bat, wh�ch had ev�dently been buffet�ng �ts w�ngs aga�nst the w�ndow.
So I went back to bed aga�n, but determ�ned not to go to sleep. Presently the
door opened, and mother looked �n; see�ng by my mov�ng that I was not
asleep, came �n, and sat by me. She sa�d to me even more sweetly and softly
than her wont:—

“I was uneasy about you, darl�ng, and came �n to see that you were all
r�ght.”

I feared she m�ght catch cold s�tt�ng there, and asked her to come �n and
sleep w�th me, so she came �nto bed, and lay down bes�de me; she d�d not
take off her dress�ng gown, for she sa�d she would only stay a wh�le and
then go back to her own bed. As she lay there �n my arms, and I �n hers, the
flapp�ng and buffet�ng came to the w�ndow aga�n. She was startled and a
l�ttle fr�ghtened, and cr�ed out: “What �s that?” I tr�ed to pac�fy her, and at



last succeeded, and she lay qu�et; but I could hear her poor dear heart st�ll
beat�ng terr�bly. After a wh�le there was the low howl aga�n out �n the
shrubbery, and shortly after there was a crash at the w�ndow, and a lot of
broken glass was hurled on the floor. The w�ndow bl�nd blew back w�th the
w�nd that rushed �n, and �n the aperture of the broken panes there was the
head of a great, gaunt grey wolf. Mother cr�ed out �n a fr�ght, and struggled
up �nto a s�tt�ng posture, and clutched w�ldly at anyth�ng that would help
her. Amongst other th�ngs, she clutched the wreath of flowers that Dr. Van
Hels�ng �ns�sted on my wear�ng round my neck, and tore �t away from me.
For a second or two she sat up, po�nt�ng at the wolf, and there was a strange
and horr�ble gurgl�ng �n her throat; then she fell over—as �f struck w�th
l�ghtn�ng, and her head h�t my forehead and made me d�zzy for a moment or
two. The room and all round seemed to sp�n round. I kept my eyes f�xed on
the w�ndow, but the wolf drew h�s head back, and a whole myr�ad of l�ttle
specks seemed to come blow�ng �n through the broken w�ndow, and
wheel�ng and c�rcl�ng round l�ke the p�llar of dust that travellers descr�be
when there �s a s�moon �n the desert. I tr�ed to st�r, but there was some spell
upon me, and dear mother’s poor body, wh�ch seemed to grow cold already
—for her dear heart had ceased to beat—we�ghed me down; and I
remembered no more for a wh�le.

The t�me d�d not seem long, but very, very awful, t�ll I recovered
consc�ousness aga�n. Somewhere near, a pass�ng bell was toll�ng; the dogs
all round the ne�ghbourhood were howl�ng; and �n our shrubbery, seem�ngly
just outs�de, a n�ght�ngale was s�ng�ng. I was dazed and stup�d w�th pa�n
and terror and weakness, but the sound of the n�ght�ngale seemed l�ke the
vo�ce of my dead mother come back to comfort me. The sounds seemed to
have awakened the ma�ds, too, for I could hear the�r bare feet patter�ng
outs�de my door. I called to them, and they came �n, and when they saw
what had happened, and what �t was that lay over me on the bed, they
screamed out. The w�nd rushed �n through the broken w�ndow, and the door
slammed to. They l�fted off the body of my dear mother, and la�d her,
covered up w�th a sheet, on the bed after I had got up. They were all so
fr�ghtened and nervous that I d�rected them to go to the d�n�ng-room and
have each a glass of w�ne. The door flew open for an �nstant and closed
aga�n. The ma�ds shr�eked, and then went �n a body to the d�n�ng-room; and
I la�d what flowers I had on my dear mother’s breast. When they were there
I remembered what Dr. Van Hels�ng had told me, but I d�dn’t l�ke to remove



them, and, bes�des, I would have some of the servants to s�t up w�th me
now. I was surpr�sed that the ma�ds d�d not come back. I called them, but
got no answer, so I went to the d�n�ng-room to look for them.

My heart sank when I saw what had happened. They all four lay helpless
on the floor, breath�ng heav�ly. The decanter of sherry was on the table half
full, but there was a queer, acr�d smell about. I was susp�c�ous, and
exam�ned the decanter. It smelt of laudanum, and look�ng on the s�deboard,
I found that the bottle wh�ch mother’s doctor uses for her—oh! d�d use—
was empty. What am I to do? what am I to do? I am back �n the room w�th
mother. I cannot leave her, and I am alone, save for the sleep�ng servants,
whom some one has drugged. Alone w�th the dead! I dare not go out, for I
can hear the low howl of the wolf through the broken w�ndow.

The a�r seems full of specks, float�ng and c�rcl�ng �n the draught from the
w�ndow, and the l�ghts burn blue and d�m. What am I to do? God sh�eld me
from harm th�s n�ght! I shall h�de th�s paper �n my breast, where they shall
f�nd �t when they come to lay me out. My dear mother gone! It �s t�me that I
go too. Good-bye, dear Arthur, �f I should not surv�ve th�s n�ght. God keep
you, dear, and God help me!



CHAPTER XII

DR. SEWARD’S DIARY

18 September.—I drove at once to H�ll�ngham and arr�ved early. Keep�ng
my cab at the gate, I went up the avenue alone. I knocked gently and rang
as qu�etly as poss�ble, for I feared to d�sturb Lucy or her mother, and hoped
to only br�ng a servant to the door. After a wh�le, f�nd�ng no response, I
knocked and rang aga�n; st�ll no answer. I cursed the laz�ness of the servants
that they should l�e abed at such an hour—for �t was now ten o’clock—and
so rang and knocked aga�n, but more �mpat�ently, but st�ll w�thout response.
H�therto I had blamed only the servants, but now a terr�ble fear began to
assa�l me. Was th�s desolat�on but another l�nk �n the cha�n of doom wh�ch
seemed draw�ng t�ght around us? Was �t �ndeed a house of death to wh�ch I
had come, too late? I knew that m�nutes, even seconds of delay, m�ght mean
hours of danger to Lucy, �f she had had aga�n one of those fr�ghtful relapses;
and I went round the house to try �f I could f�nd by chance an entry
anywhere.

I could f�nd no means of �ngress. Every w�ndow and door was fastened
and locked, and I returned baffled to the porch. As I d�d so, I heard the rap�d
p�t-pat of a sw�ftly dr�ven horse’s feet. They stopped at the gate, and a few
seconds later I met Van Hels�ng runn�ng up the avenue. When he saw me,
he gasped out:—

“Then �t was you, and just arr�ved. How �s she? Are we too late? D�d you
not get my telegram?”

I answered as qu�ckly and coherently as I could that I had only got h�s
telegram early �n the morn�ng, and had not lost a m�nute �n com�ng here,
and that I could not make any one �n the house hear me. He paused and
ra�sed h�s hat as he sa�d solemnly:—

“Then I fear we are too late. God’s w�ll be done!” W�th h�s usual
recuperat�ve energy, he went on: “Come. If there be no way open to get �n,
we must make one. T�me �s all �n all to us now.”

We went round to the back of the house, where there was a k�tchen
w�ndow. The Professor took a small surg�cal saw from h�s case, and



hand�ng �t to me, po�nted to the �ron bars wh�ch guarded the w�ndow. I
attacked them at once and had very soon cut through three of them. Then
w�th a long, th�n kn�fe we pushed back the fasten�ng of the sashes and
opened the w�ndow. I helped the Professor �n, and followed h�m. There was
no one �n the k�tchen or �n the servants’ rooms, wh�ch were close at hand.
We tr�ed all the rooms as we went along, and �n the d�n�ng-room, d�mly l�t
by rays of l�ght through the shutters, found four servant-women ly�ng on the
floor. There was no need to th�nk them dead, for the�r stertorous breath�ng
and the acr�d smell of laudanum �n the room left no doubt as to the�r
cond�t�on. Van Hels�ng and I looked at each other, and as we moved away
he sa�d: “We can attend to them later.” Then we ascended to Lucy’s room.
For an �nstant or two we paused at the door to l�sten, but there was no sound
that we could hear. W�th wh�te faces and trembl�ng hands, we opened the
door gently, and entered the room.

How shall I descr�be what we saw? On the bed lay two women, Lucy
and her mother. The latter lay farthest �n, and she was covered w�th a wh�te
sheet, the edge of wh�ch had been blown back by the draught through the
broken w�ndow, show�ng the drawn, wh�te face, w�th a look of terror f�xed
upon �t. By her s�de lay Lucy, w�th face wh�te and st�ll more drawn. The
flowers wh�ch had been round her neck we found upon her mother’s bosom,
and her throat was bare, show�ng the two l�ttle wounds wh�ch we had
not�ced before, but look�ng horr�bly wh�te and mangled. W�thout a word the
Professor bent over the bed, h�s head almost touch�ng poor Lucy’s breast;
then he gave a qu�ck turn of h�s head, as of one who l�stens, and leap�ng to
h�s feet, he cr�ed out to me:—

“It �s not yet too late! Qu�ck! qu�ck! Br�ng the brandy!”
I flew downsta�rs and returned w�th �t, tak�ng care to smell and taste �t,

lest �t, too, were drugged l�ke the decanter of sherry wh�ch I found on the
table. The ma�ds were st�ll breath�ng, but more restlessly, and I fanc�ed that
the narcot�c was wear�ng off. I d�d not stay to make sure, but returned to
Van Hels�ng. He rubbed the brandy, as on another occas�on, on her l�ps and
gums and on her wr�sts and the palms of her hands. He sa�d to me:—

“I can do th�s, all that can be at the present. You go wake those ma�ds.
Fl�ck them �n the face w�th a wet towel, and fl�ck them hard. Make them get
heat and f�re and a warm bath. Th�s poor soul �s nearly as cold as that bes�de
her. She w�ll need be heated before we can do anyth�ng more.”



I went at once, and found l�ttle d�ff�culty �n wak�ng three of the women.
The fourth was only a young g�rl, and the drug had ev�dently affected her
more strongly, so I l�fted her on the sofa and let her sleep. The others were
dazed at f�rst, but as remembrance came back to them they cr�ed and sobbed
�n a hyster�cal manner. I was stern w�th them, however, and would not let
them talk. I told them that one l�fe was bad enough to lose, and that �f they
delayed they would sacr�f�ce M�ss Lucy. So, sobb�ng and cry�ng, they went
about the�r way, half clad as they were, and prepared f�re and water.
Fortunately, the k�tchen and bo�ler f�res were st�ll al�ve, and there was no
lack of hot water. We got a bath and carr�ed Lucy out as she was and placed
her �n �t. Wh�lst we were busy chaf�ng her l�mbs there was a knock at the
hall door. One of the ma�ds ran off, hurr�ed on some more clothes, and
opened �t. Then she returned and wh�spered to us that there was a
gentleman who had come w�th a message from Mr. Holmwood. I bade her
s�mply tell h�m that he must wa�t, for we could see no one now. She went
away w�th the message, and, engrossed w�th our work, I clean forgot all
about h�m.

I never saw �n all my exper�ence the Professor work �n such deadly
earnest. I knew—as he knew—that �t was a stand-up f�ght w�th death, and
�n a pause told h�m so. He answered me �n a way that I d�d not understand,
but w�th the sternest look that h�s face could wear:—

“If that were all, I would stop here where we are now, and let her fade
away �nto peace, for I see no l�ght �n l�fe over her hor�zon.” He went on
w�th h�s work w�th, �f poss�ble, renewed and more frenz�ed v�gour.

Presently we both began to be consc�ous that the heat was beg�nn�ng to
be of some effect. Lucy’s heart beat a tr�fle more aud�bly to the stethoscope,
and her lungs had a percept�ble movement. Van Hels�ng’s face almost
beamed, and as we l�fted her from the bath and rolled her �n a hot sheet to
dry her he sa�d to me:—

“The f�rst ga�n �s ours! Check to the K�ng!”
We took Lucy �nto another room, wh�ch had by now been prepared, and

la�d her �n bed and forced a few drops of brandy down her throat. I not�ced
that Van Hels�ng t�ed a soft s�lk handkerch�ef round her throat. She was st�ll
unconsc�ous, and was qu�te as bad as, �f not worse than, we had ever seen
her.



Van Hels�ng called �n one of the women, and told her to stay w�th her
and not to take her eyes off her t�ll we returned, and then beckoned me out
of the room.

“We must consult as to what �s to be done,” he sa�d as we descended the
sta�rs. In the hall he opened the d�n�ng-room door, and we passed �n, he
clos�ng the door carefully beh�nd h�m. The shutters had been opened, but
the bl�nds were already down, w�th that obed�ence to the et�quette of death
wh�ch the Br�t�sh woman of the lower classes always r�g�dly observes. The
room was, therefore, d�mly dark. It was, however, l�ght enough for our
purposes. Van Hels�ng’s sternness was somewhat rel�eved by a look of
perplex�ty. He was ev�dently tortur�ng h�s m�nd about someth�ng, so I
wa�ted for an �nstant, and he spoke:—

“What are we to do now? Where are we to turn for help? We must have
another transfus�on of blood, and that soon, or that poor g�rl’s l�fe won’t be
worth an hour’s purchase. You are exhausted already; I am exhausted too. I
fear to trust those women, even �f they would have courage to subm�t. What
are we to do for some one who w�ll open h�s ve�ns for her?”

“What’s the matter w�th me, anyhow?”
The vo�ce came from the sofa across the room, and �ts tones brought

rel�ef and joy to my heart, for they were those of Qu�ncey Morr�s. Van
Hels�ng started angr�ly at the f�rst sound, but h�s face softened and a glad
look came �nto h�s eyes as I cr�ed out: “Qu�ncey Morr�s!” and rushed
towards h�m w�th outstretched hands.

“What brought you here?” I cr�ed as our hands met.
“I guess Art �s the cause.”
He handed me a telegram:—
“Have not heard from Seward for three days, and am terr�bly anx�ous.

Cannot leave. Father st�ll �n same cond�t�on. Send me word how Lucy �s.
Do not delay.—H�������.”

“I th�nk I came just �n the n�ck of t�me. You know you have only to tell
me what to do.”

Van Hels�ng strode forward, and took h�s hand, look�ng h�m stra�ght �n
the eyes as he sa�d:—

“A brave man’s blood �s the best th�ng on th�s earth when a woman �s �n
trouble. You’re a man and no m�stake. Well, the dev�l may work aga�nst us



for all he’s worth, but God sends us men when we want them.”
Once aga�n we went through that ghastly operat�on. I have not the heart

to go through w�th the deta�ls. Lucy had got a terr�ble shock and �t told on
her more than before, for though plenty of blood went �nto her ve�ns, her
body d�d not respond to the treatment as well as on the other occas�ons. Her
struggle back �nto l�fe was someth�ng fr�ghtful to see and hear. However,
the act�on of both heart and lungs �mproved, and Van Hels�ng made a
subcutaneous �nject�on of morph�a, as before, and w�th good effect. Her
fa�nt became a profound slumber. The Professor watched wh�lst I went
downsta�rs w�th Qu�ncey Morr�s, and sent one of the ma�ds to pay off one
of the cabmen who were wa�t�ng. I left Qu�ncey ly�ng down after hav�ng a
glass of w�ne, and told the cook to get ready a good breakfast. Then a
thought struck me, and I went back to the room where Lucy now was.
When I came softly �n, I found Van Hels�ng w�th a sheet or two of note-
paper �n h�s hand. He had ev�dently read �t, and was th�nk�ng �t over as he
sat w�th h�s hand to h�s brow. There was a look of gr�m sat�sfact�on �n h�s
face, as of one who has had a doubt solved. He handed me the paper say�ng
only: “It dropped from Lucy’s breast when we carr�ed her to the bath.”

When I had read �t, I stood look�ng at the Professor, and after a pause
asked h�m: “In God’s name, what does �t all mean? Was she, or �s she, mad;
or what sort of horr�ble danger �s �t?” I was so bew�ldered that I d�d not
know what to say more. Van Hels�ng put out h�s hand and took the paper,
say�ng:—

“Do not trouble about �t now. Forget �t for the present. You shall know
and understand �t all �n good t�me; but �t w�ll be later. And now what �s �t
that you came to me to say?” Th�s brought me back to fact, and I was all
myself aga�n.

“I came to speak about the cert�f�cate of death. If we do not act properly
and w�sely, there may be an �nquest, and that paper would have to be
produced. I am �n hopes that we need have no �nquest, for �f we had �t
would surely k�ll poor Lucy, �f noth�ng else d�d. I know, and you know, and
the other doctor who attended her knows, that Mrs. Westenra had d�sease of
the heart, and we can cert�fy that she d�ed of �t. Let us f�ll up the cert�f�cate
at once, and I shall take �t myself to the reg�strar and go on to the
undertaker.”



“Good, oh my fr�end John! Well thought of! Truly M�ss Lucy, �f she be
sad �n the foes that beset her, �s at least happy �n the fr�ends that love her.
One, two, three, all open the�r ve�ns for her, bes�des one old man. Ah yes, I
know, fr�end John; I am not bl�nd! I love you all the more for �t! Now go.”



In the hall I met Qu�ncey Morr�s, w�th a telegram for Arthur tell�ng h�m
that Mrs. Westenra was dead; that Lucy also had been �ll, but was now
go�ng on better; and that Van Hels�ng and I were w�th her. I told h�m where
I was go�ng, and he hurr�ed me out, but as I was go�ng sa�d:—

“When you come back, Jack, may I have two words w�th you all to
ourselves?” I nodded �n reply and went out. I found no d�ff�culty about the
reg�strat�on, and arranged w�th the local undertaker to come up �n the
even�ng to measure for the coff�n and to make arrangements.

When I got back Qu�ncey was wa�t�ng for me. I told h�m I would see
h�m as soon as I knew about Lucy, and went up to her room. She was st�ll
sleep�ng, and the Professor seem�ngly had not moved from h�s seat at her
s�de. From h�s putt�ng h�s f�nger to h�s l�ps, I gathered that he expected her
to wake before long and was afra�d of forestall�ng nature. So I went down to
Qu�ncey and took h�m �nto the breakfast-room, where the bl�nds were not
drawn down, and wh�ch was a l�ttle more cheerful, or rather less cheerless,
than the other rooms. When we were alone, he sa�d to me:—

“Jack Seward, I don’t want to shove myself �n anywhere where I’ve no
r�ght to be; but th�s �s no ord�nary case. You know I loved that g�rl and
wanted to marry her; but, although that’s all past and gone, I can’t help
feel�ng anx�ous about her all the same. What �s �t that’s wrong w�th her?
The Dutchman—and a f�ne old fellow he �s; I can see that—sa�d, that t�me
you two came �nto the room, that you must have another transfus�on of
blood, and that both you and he were exhausted. Now I know well that you
med�cal men speak �n camera, and that a man must not expect to know
what they consult about �n pr�vate. But th�s �s no common matter, and,
whatever �t �s, I have done my part. Is not that so?”

“That’s so,” I sa�d, and he went on:—
“I take �t that both you and Van Hels�ng had done already what I d�d to-

day. Is not that so?”
“That’s so.”
“And I guess Art was �n �t too. When I saw h�m four days ago down at

h�s own place he looked queer. I have not seen anyth�ng pulled down so
qu�ck s�nce I was on the Pampas and had a mare that I was fond of go to
grass all �n a n�ght. One of those b�g bats that they call vamp�res had got at
her �n the n�ght, and what w�th h�s gorge and the ve�n left open, there wasn’t
enough blood �n her to let her stand up, and I had to put a bullet through her



as she lay. Jack, �f you may tell me w�thout betray�ng conf�dence, Arthur
was the f�rst, �s not that so?” As he spoke the poor fellow looked terr�bly
anx�ous. He was �n a torture of suspense regard�ng the woman he loved, and
h�s utter �gnorance of the terr�ble mystery wh�ch seemed to surround her
�ntens�f�ed h�s pa�n. H�s very heart was bleed�ng, and �t took all the
manhood of h�m—and there was a royal lot of �t, too—to keep h�m from
break�ng down. I paused before answer�ng, for I felt that I must not betray
anyth�ng wh�ch the Professor w�shed kept secret; but already he knew so
much, and guessed so much, that there could be no reason for not
answer�ng, so I answered �n the same phrase: “That’s so.”

“And how long has th�s been go�ng on?”
“About ten days.”
“Ten days! Then I guess, Jack Seward, that that poor pretty creature that

we all love has had put �nto her ve�ns w�th�n that t�me the blood of four
strong men. Man al�ve, her whole body wouldn’t hold �t.” Then, com�ng
close to me, he spoke �n a f�erce half-wh�sper: “What took �t out?”

I shook my head. “That,” I sa�d, “�s the crux. Van Hels�ng �s s�mply
frant�c about �t, and I am at my w�ts’ end. I can’t even hazard a guess. There
has been a ser�es of l�ttle c�rcumstances wh�ch have thrown out all our
calculat�ons as to Lucy be�ng properly watched. But these shall not occur
aga�n. Here we stay unt�l all be well—or �ll.” Qu�ncey held out h�s hand.
“Count me �n,” he sa�d. “You and the Dutchman w�ll tell me what to do, and
I’ll do �t.”

When she woke late �n the afternoon, Lucy’s f�rst movement was to feel
�n her breast, and, to my surpr�se, produced the paper wh�ch Van Hels�ng
had g�ven me to read. The careful Professor had replaced �t where �t had
come from, lest on wak�ng she should be alarmed. Her eye then l�t on Van
Hels�ng and on me too, and gladdened. Then she looked around the room,
and see�ng where she was, shuddered; she gave a loud cry, and put her poor
th�n hands before her pale face. We both understood what that meant—that
she had real�sed to the full her mother’s death; so we tr�ed what we could to
comfort her. Doubtless sympathy eased her somewhat, but she was very low
�n thought and sp�r�t, and wept s�lently and weakly for a long t�me. We told
her that e�ther or both of us would now rema�n w�th her all the t�me, and
that seemed to comfort her. Towards dusk she fell �nto a doze. Here a very
odd th�ng occurred. Wh�lst st�ll asleep she took the paper from her breast



and tore �t �n two. Van Hels�ng stepped over and took the p�eces from her.
All the same, however, she went on w�th the act�on of tear�ng, as though the
mater�al were st�ll �n her hands; f�nally she l�fted her hands and opened
them as though scatter�ng the fragments. Van Hels�ng seemed surpr�sed, and
h�s brows gathered as �f �n thought, but he sa�d noth�ng.

 
19 September.—All last n�ght she slept f�tfully, be�ng always afra�d to

sleep, and someth�ng weaker when she woke from �t. The Professor and I
took �t �n turns to watch, and we never left her for a moment unattended.
Qu�ncey Morr�s sa�d noth�ng about h�s �ntent�on, but I knew that all n�ght
long he patrolled round and round the house.

When the day came, �ts search�ng l�ght showed the ravages �n poor
Lucy’s strength. She was hardly able to turn her head, and the l�ttle
nour�shment wh�ch she could take seemed to do her no good. At t�mes she
slept, and both Van Hels�ng and I not�ced the d�fference �n her, between
sleep�ng and wak�ng. Wh�lst asleep she looked stronger, although more
haggard, and her breath�ng was softer; her open mouth showed the pale
gums drawn back from the teeth, wh�ch thus looked pos�t�vely longer and
sharper than usual; when she woke the softness of her eyes ev�dently
changed the express�on, for she looked her own self, although a dy�ng one.
In the afternoon she asked for Arthur, and we telegraphed for h�m. Qu�ncey
went off to meet h�m at the stat�on.

When he arr�ved �t was nearly s�x o’clock, and the sun was sett�ng full
and warm, and the red l�ght streamed �n through the w�ndow and gave more
colour to the pale cheeks. When he saw her, Arthur was s�mply chok�ng
w�th emot�on, and none of us could speak. In the hours that had passed, the
f�ts of sleep, or the comatose cond�t�on that passed for �t, had grown more
frequent, so that the pauses when conversat�on was poss�ble were
shortened. Arthur’s presence, however, seemed to act as a st�mulant; she
rall�ed a l�ttle, and spoke to h�m more br�ghtly than she had done s�nce we
arr�ved. He too pulled h�mself together, and spoke as cheer�ly as he could,
so that the best was made of everyth�ng.

It was now nearly one o’clock, and he and Van Hels�ng are s�tt�ng w�th
her. I am to rel�eve them �n a quarter of an hour, and I am enter�ng th�s on
Lucy’s phonograph. Unt�l s�x o’clock they are to try to rest. I fear that to-



morrow w�ll end our watch�ng, for the shock has been too great; the poor
ch�ld cannot rally. God help us all.

Letter, M�na Harker to Lucy Westenra.
(Unopened by her.)

“17 September.
“My dearest Lucy,—

“It seems an age s�nce I heard from you, or �ndeed s�nce I wrote. You
w�ll pardon me, I know, for all my faults when you have read all my budget
of news. Well, I got my husband back all r�ght; when we arr�ved at Exeter
there was a carr�age wa�t�ng for us, and �n �t, though he had an attack of
gout, Mr. Hawk�ns. He took us to h�s house, where there were rooms for us
all n�ce and comfortable, and we d�ned together. After d�nner Mr. Hawk�ns
sa�d:—

“ ‘My dears, I want to dr�nk your health and prosper�ty; and may every
bless�ng attend you both. I know you both from ch�ldren, and have, w�th
love and pr�de, seen you grow up. Now I want you to make your home here
w�th me. I have left to me ne�ther ch�ck nor ch�ld; all are gone, and �n my
w�ll I have left you everyth�ng.’ I cr�ed, Lucy dear, as Jonathan and the old
man clasped hands. Our even�ng was a very, very happy one.

“So here we are, �nstalled �n th�s beaut�ful old house, and from both my
bedroom and the draw�ng-room I can see the great elms of the cathedral
close, w�th the�r great black stems stand�ng out aga�nst the old yellow stone
of the cathedral and I can hear the rooks overhead caw�ng and caw�ng and
chatter�ng and goss�p�ng all day, after the manner of rooks—and humans. I
am busy, I need not tell you, arrang�ng th�ngs and housekeep�ng. Jonathan
and Mr. Hawk�ns are busy all day; for, now that Jonathan �s a partner, Mr.
Hawk�ns wants to tell h�m all about the cl�ents.

“How �s your dear mother gett�ng on? I w�sh I could run up to town for a
day or two to see you, dear, but I dare not go yet, w�th so much on my
shoulders; and Jonathan wants look�ng after st�ll. He �s beg�nn�ng to put
some flesh on h�s bones aga�n, but he was terr�bly weakened by the long
�llness; even now he somet�mes starts out of h�s sleep �n a sudden way and
awakes all trembl�ng unt�l I can coax h�m back to h�s usual plac�d�ty.
However, thank God, these occas�ons grow less frequent as the days go on,
and they w�ll �n t�me pass away altogether, I trust. And now I have told you



my news, let me ask yours. When are you to be marr�ed, and where, and
who �s to perform the ceremony, and what are you to wear, and �s �t to be a
publ�c or a pr�vate wedd�ng? Tell me all about �t, dear; tell me all about
everyth�ng, for there �s noth�ng wh�ch �nterests you wh�ch w�ll not be dear
to me. Jonathan asks me to send h�s ‘respectful duty,’ but I do not th�nk that
�s good enough from the jun�or partner of the �mportant f�rm Hawk�ns &
Harker; and so, as you love me, and he loves me, and I love you w�th all the
moods and tenses of the verb, I send you s�mply h�s ‘love’ �nstead. Good-
bye, my dearest Lucy, and all bless�ngs on you.

“Yours,
“M��� H�����.”

Report from Patr�ck Hennessey, M. D., M. R. C. S. L. K. Q. C. P. I., etc.,
etc., to John Seward, M. D.

“20 September.
“My dear S�r,—

“In accordance w�th your w�shes, I enclose report of the cond�t�ons of
everyth�ng left �n my charge.... W�th regard to pat�ent, Renf�eld, there �s
more to say. He has had another outbreak, wh�ch m�ght have had a dreadful
end�ng, but wh�ch, as �t fortunately happened, was unattended w�th any
unhappy results. Th�s afternoon a carr�er’s cart w�th two men made a call at
the empty house whose grounds abut on ours—the house to wh�ch, you w�ll
remember, the pat�ent tw�ce ran away. The men stopped at our gate to ask
the porter the�r way, as they were strangers. I was myself look�ng out of the
study w�ndow, hav�ng a smoke after d�nner, and saw one of them come up
to the house. As he passed the w�ndow of Renf�eld’s room, the pat�ent
began to rate h�m from w�th�n, and called h�m all the foul names he could
lay h�s tongue to. The man, who seemed a decent fellow enough, contented
h�mself by tell�ng h�m to “shut up for a foul-mouthed beggar,” whereon our
man accused h�m of robb�ng h�m and want�ng to murder h�m and sa�d that
he would h�nder h�m �f he were to sw�ng for �t. I opened the w�ndow and
s�gned to the man not to not�ce, so he contented h�mself after look�ng the
place over and mak�ng up h�s m�nd as to what k�nd of a place he had got to
by say�ng: ‘Lor’ bless yer, s�r, I wouldn’t m�nd what was sa�d to me �n a
bloom�n’ madhouse. I p�ty ye and the guv’nor for hav�n’ to l�ve �n the house
w�th a w�ld beast l�ke that.’ Then he asked h�s way c�v�lly enough, and I
told h�m where the gate of the empty house was; he went away, followed by



threats and curses and rev�l�ngs from our man. I went down to see �f I could
make out any cause for h�s anger, s�nce he �s usually such a well-behaved
man, and except h�s v�olent f�ts noth�ng of the k�nd had ever occurred. I
found h�m, to my aston�shment, qu�te composed and most gen�al �n h�s
manner. I tr�ed to get h�m to talk of the �nc�dent, but he blandly asked me
quest�ons as to what I meant, and led me to bel�eve that he was completely
obl�v�ous of the affa�r. It was, I am sorry to say, however, only another
�nstance of h�s cunn�ng, for w�th�n half an hour I heard of h�m aga�n. Th�s
t�me he had broken out through the w�ndow of h�s room, and was runn�ng
down the avenue. I called to the attendants to follow me, and ran after h�m,
for I feared he was �ntent on some m�sch�ef. My fear was just�f�ed when I
saw the same cart wh�ch had passed before com�ng down the road, hav�ng
on �t some great wooden boxes. The men were w�p�ng the�r foreheads, and
were flushed �n the face, as �f w�th v�olent exerc�se. Before I could get up to
h�m the pat�ent rushed at them, and pull�ng one of them off the cart, began
to knock h�s head aga�nst the ground. If I had not se�zed h�m just at the
moment I bel�eve he would have k�lled the man there and then. The other
fellow jumped down and struck h�m over the head w�th the butt-end of h�s
heavy wh�p. It was a terr�ble blow; but he d�d not seem to m�nd �t, but
se�zed h�m also, and struggled w�th the three of us, pull�ng us to and fro as
�f we were k�ttens. You know I am no l�ght we�ght, and the others were both
burly men. At f�rst he was s�lent �n h�s f�ght�ng; but as we began to master
h�m, and the attendants were putt�ng a stra�t-wa�stcoat on h�m, he began to
shout: ‘I’ll frustrate them! They shan’t rob me! they shan’t murder me by
�nches! I’ll f�ght for my Lord and Master!’ and all sorts of s�m�lar
�ncoherent rav�ngs. It was w�th very cons�derable d�ff�culty that they got
h�m back to the house and put h�m �n the padded room. One of the
attendants, Hardy, had a f�nger broken. However, I set �t all r�ght; and he �s
go�ng on well.

“The two carr�ers were at f�rst loud �n the�r threats of act�ons for
damages, and prom�sed to ra�n all the penalt�es of the law on us. The�r
threats were, however, m�ngled w�th some sort of �nd�rect apology for the
defeat of the two of them by a feeble madman. They sa�d that �f �t had not
been for the way the�r strength had been spent �n carry�ng and ra�s�ng the
heavy boxes to the cart they would have made short work of h�m. They
gave as another reason for the�r defeat the extraord�nary state of drouth to
wh�ch they had been reduced by the dusty nature of the�r occupat�on and the



reprehens�ble d�stance from the scene of the�r labours of any place of publ�c
enterta�nment. I qu�te understood the�r dr�ft, and after a st�ff glass of grog,
or rather more of the same, and w�th each a sovere�gn �n hand, they made
l�ght of the attack, and swore that they would encounter a worse madman
any day for the pleasure of meet�ng so ‘bloom�n’ good a bloke’ as your
correspondent. I took the�r names and addresses, �n case they m�ght be
needed. They are as follows:—Jack Smollet, of Dudd�ng’s Rents, K�ng
George’s Road, Great Walworth, and Thomas Snell�ng, Peter Farley’s Row,
Gu�de Court, Bethnal Green. They are both �n the employment of Harr�s &
Sons, Mov�ng and Sh�pment Company, Orange Master’s Yard, Soho.

“I shall report to you any matter of �nterest occurr�ng here, and shall w�re
you at once �f there �s anyth�ng of �mportance.

“Bel�eve me, dear S�r,
“Yours fa�thfully,

“P������ H��������.”

Letter, M�na Harker to Lucy Westenra.
(Unopened by her.)

“18 September.
“My dearest Lucy,—

“Such a sad blow has befallen us. Mr. Hawk�ns has d�ed very suddenly.
Some may not th�nk �t so sad for us, but we had both come to so love h�m
that �t really seems as though we had lost a father. I never knew e�ther father
or mother, so that the dear old man’s death �s a real blow to me. Jonathan �s
greatly d�stressed. It �s not only that he feels sorrow, deep sorrow, for the
dear, good man who has befr�ended h�m all h�s l�fe, and now at the end has
treated h�m l�ke h�s own son and left h�m a fortune wh�ch to people of our
modest br�ng�ng up �s wealth beyond the dream of avar�ce, but Jonathan
feels �t on another account. He says the amount of respons�b�l�ty wh�ch �t
puts upon h�m makes h�m nervous. He beg�ns to doubt h�mself. I try to
cheer h�m up, and my bel�ef �n h�m helps h�m to have a bel�ef �n h�mself.
But �t �s here that the grave shock that he exper�enced tells upon h�m the
most. Oh, �t �s too hard that a sweet, s�mple, noble, strong nature such as h�s
—a nature wh�ch enabled h�m by our dear, good fr�end’s a�d to r�se from
clerk to master �n a few years—should be so �njured that the very essence of
�ts strength �s gone. Forg�ve me, dear, �f I worry you w�th my troubles �n the
m�dst of your own happ�ness; but, Lucy dear, I must tell some one, for the



stra�n of keep�ng up a brave and cheerful appearance to Jonathan tr�es me,
and I have no one here that I can conf�de �n. I dread com�ng up to London,
as we must do the day after to-morrow; for poor Mr. Hawk�ns left �n h�s
w�ll that he was to be bur�ed �n the grave w�th h�s father. As there are no
relat�ons at all, Jonathan w�ll have to be ch�ef mourner. I shall try to run
over to see you, dearest, �f only for a few m�nutes. Forg�ve me for troubl�ng
you. W�th all bless�ngs,

“Your lov�ng
“M��� H�����.”

Dr. Seward’s D�ary.
20 September.—Only resolut�on and hab�t can let me make an entry to-

n�ght. I am too m�serable, too low-sp�r�ted, too s�ck of the world and all �n
�t, �nclud�ng l�fe �tself, that I would not care �f I heard th�s moment the
flapp�ng of the w�ngs of the angel of death. And he has been flapp�ng those
gr�m w�ngs to some purpose of late—Lucy’s mother and Arthur’s father,
and now.... Let me get on w�th my work.

I duly rel�eved Van Hels�ng �n h�s watch over Lucy. We wanted Arthur to
go to rest also, but he refused at f�rst. It was only when I told h�m that we
should want h�m to help us dur�ng the day, and that we must not all break
down for want of rest, lest Lucy should suffer, that he agreed to go. Van
Hels�ng was very k�nd to h�m. “Come, my ch�ld,” he sa�d; “come w�th me.
You are s�ck and weak, and have had much sorrow and much mental pa�n,
as well as that tax on your strength that we know of. You must not be alone;
for to be alone �s to be full of fears and alarms. Come to the draw�ng-room,
where there �s a b�g f�re, and there are two sofas. You shall l�e on one, and I
on the other, and our sympathy w�ll be comfort to each other, even though
we do not speak, and even �f we sleep.” Arthur went off w�th h�m, cast�ng
back a long�ng look on Lucy’s face, wh�ch lay �n her p�llow, almost wh�ter
than the lawn. She lay qu�te st�ll, and I looked round the room to see that all
was as �t should be. I could see that the Professor had carr�ed out �n th�s
room, as �n the other, h�s purpose of us�ng the garl�c; the whole of the
w�ndow-sashes reeked w�th �t, and round Lucy’s neck, over the s�lk
handkerch�ef wh�ch Van Hels�ng made her keep on, was a rough chaplet of
the same odorous flowers. Lucy was breath�ng somewhat stertorously, and
her face was at �ts worst, for the open mouth showed the pale gums. Her
teeth, �n the d�m, uncerta�n l�ght, seemed longer and sharper than they had



been �n the morn�ng. In part�cular, by some tr�ck of the l�ght, the can�ne
teeth looked longer and sharper than the rest. I sat down by her, and
presently she moved uneas�ly. At the same moment there came a sort of dull
flapp�ng or buffet�ng at the w�ndow. I went over to �t softly, and peeped out
by the corner of the bl�nd. There was a full moonl�ght, and I could see that
the no�se was made by a great bat, wh�ch wheeled round—doubtless
attracted by the l�ght, although so d�m—and every now and aga�n struck the
w�ndow w�th �ts w�ngs. When I came back to my seat, I found that Lucy
had moved sl�ghtly, and had torn away the garl�c flowers from her throat. I
replaced them as well as I could, and sat watch�ng her.

Presently she woke, and I gave her food, as Van Hels�ng had prescr�bed.
She took but a l�ttle, and that langu�dly. There d�d not seem to be w�th her
now the unconsc�ous struggle for l�fe and strength that had h�therto so
marked her �llness. It struck me as cur�ous that the moment she became
consc�ous she pressed the garl�c flowers close to her. It was certa�nly odd
that whenever she got �nto that letharg�c state, w�th the stertorous breath�ng,
she put the flowers from her; but that when she waked she clutched them
close. There was no poss�b�l�ty of mak�ng any m�stake about th�s, for �n the
long hours that followed, she had many spells of sleep�ng and wak�ng and
repeated both act�ons many t�mes.

At s�x o’clock Van Hels�ng came to rel�eve me. Arthur had then fallen
�nto a doze, and he merc�fully let h�m sleep on. When he saw Lucy’s face I
could hear the s�ss�ng �ndraw of h�s breath, and he sa�d to me �n a sharp
wh�sper: “Draw up the bl�nd; I want l�ght!” Then he bent down, and, w�th
h�s face almost touch�ng Lucy’s, exam�ned her carefully. He removed the
flowers and l�fted the s�lk handkerch�ef from her throat. As he d�d so he
started back, and I could hear h�s ejaculat�on, “Me�n Gott!” as �t was
smothered �n h�s throat. I bent over and looked, too, and as I not�ced some
queer ch�ll came over me.

The wounds on the throat had absolutely d�sappeared.
For fully f�ve m�nutes Van Hels�ng stood look�ng at her, w�th h�s face at

�ts sternest. Then he turned to me and sa�d calmly:—
“She �s dy�ng. It w�ll not be long now. It w�ll be much d�fference, mark

me, whether she d�es consc�ous or �n her sleep. Wake that poor boy, and let
h�m come and see the last; he trusts us, and we have prom�sed h�m.”



I went to the d�n�ng-room and waked h�m. He was dazed for a moment,
but when he saw the sunl�ght stream�ng �n through the edges of the shutters
he thought he was late, and expressed h�s fear. I assured h�m that Lucy was
st�ll asleep, but told h�m as gently as I could that both Van Hels�ng and I
feared that the end was near. He covered h�s face w�th h�s hands, and sl�d
down on h�s knees by the sofa, where he rema�ned, perhaps a m�nute, w�th
h�s head bur�ed, pray�ng, wh�lst h�s shoulders shook w�th gr�ef. I took h�m
by the hand and ra�sed h�m up. “Come,” I sa�d, “my dear old fellow,
summon all your fort�tude: �t w�ll be best and eas�est for her.”

When we came �nto Lucy’s room I could see that Van Hels�ng had, w�th
h�s usual forethought, been putt�ng matters stra�ght and mak�ng everyth�ng
look as pleas�ng as poss�ble. He had even brushed Lucy’s ha�r, so that �t lay
on the p�llow �n �ts usual sunny r�pples. When we came �nto the room she
opened her eyes, and see�ng h�m, wh�spered softly:—

“Arthur! Oh, my love, I am so glad you have come!” He was stoop�ng to
k�ss her, when Van Hels�ng mot�oned h�m back. “No,” he wh�spered, “not
yet! Hold her hand; �t w�ll comfort her more.”

So Arthur took her hand and knelt bes�de her, and she looked her best,
w�th all the soft l�nes match�ng the angel�c beauty of her eyes. Then
gradually her eyes closed, and she sank to sleep. For a l�ttle b�t her breast
heaved softly, and her breath came and went l�ke a t�red ch�ld’s.

And then �nsens�bly there came the strange change wh�ch I had not�ced
�n the n�ght. Her breath�ng grew stertorous, the mouth opened, and the pale
gums, drawn back, made the teeth look longer and sharper than ever. In a
sort of sleep-wak�ng, vague, unconsc�ous way she opened her eyes, wh�ch
were now dull and hard at once, and sa�d �n a soft, voluptuous vo�ce, such
as I had never heard from her l�ps:—

“Arthur! Oh, my love, I am so glad you have come! K�ss me!” Arthur
bent eagerly over to k�ss her; but at that �nstant Van Hels�ng, who, l�ke me,
had been startled by her vo�ce, swooped upon h�m, and catch�ng h�m by the
neck w�th both hands, dragged h�m back w�th a fury of strength wh�ch I
never thought he could have possessed, and actually hurled h�m almost
across the room.

“Not for your l�fe!” he sa�d; “not for your l�v�ng soul and hers!” And he
stood between them l�ke a l�on at bay.



Arthur was so taken aback that he d�d not for a moment know what to do
or say; and before any �mpulse of v�olence could se�ze h�m he real�sed the
place and the occas�on, and stood s�lent, wa�t�ng.

I kept my eyes f�xed on Lucy, as d�d Van Hels�ng, and we saw a spasm
as of rage fl�t l�ke a shadow over her face; the sharp teeth champed together.
Then her eyes closed, and she breathed heav�ly.

Very shortly after she opened her eyes �n all the�r softness, and putt�ng
out her poor, pale, th�n hand, took Van Hels�ng’s great brown one; draw�ng
�t to her, she k�ssed �t. “My true fr�end,” she sa�d, �n a fa�nt vo�ce, but w�th
untellable pathos, “My true fr�end, and h�s! Oh, guard h�m, and g�ve me
peace!”

“I swear �t!” he sa�d solemnly, kneel�ng bes�de her and hold�ng up h�s
hand, as one who reg�sters an oath. Then he turned to Arthur, and sa�d to
h�m: “Come, my ch�ld, take her hand �n yours, and k�ss her on the forehead,
and only once.”

The�r eyes met �nstead of the�r l�ps; and so they parted.
Lucy’s eyes closed; and Van Hels�ng, who had been watch�ng closely,

took Arthur’s arm, and drew h�m away.
And then Lucy’s breath�ng became stertorous aga�n, and all at once �t

ceased.
“It �s all over,” sa�d Van Hels�ng. “She �s dead!”
I took Arthur by the arm, and led h�m away to the draw�ng-room, where

he sat down, and covered h�s face w�th h�s hands, sobb�ng �n a way that
nearly broke me down to see.

I went back to the room, and found Van Hels�ng look�ng at poor Lucy,
and h�s face was sterner than ever. Some change had come over her body.
Death had g�ven back part of her beauty, for her brow and cheeks had
recovered some of the�r flow�ng l�nes; even the l�ps had lost the�r deadly
pallor. It was as �f the blood, no longer needed for the work�ng of the heart,
had gone to make the harshness of death as l�ttle rude as m�ght be.

“We thought her dy�ng wh�lst she slept,
And sleep�ng when she d�ed.”

I stood bes�de Van Hels�ng, and sa�d:—
“Ah, well, poor g�rl, there �s peace for her at last. It �s the end!”



He turned to me, and sa�d w�th grave solemn�ty:—
“Not so; alas! not so. It �s only the beg�nn�ng!”
When I asked h�m what he meant, he only shook h�s head and answered:

—
“We can do noth�ng as yet. Wa�t and see.”



CHAPTER XIII

DR. SEWARD’S DIARY—cont�nued.

THE funeral was arranged for the next succeed�ng day, so that Lucy and her
mother m�ght be bur�ed together. I attended to all the ghastly formal�t�es,
and the urbane undertaker proved that h�s staff were affl�cted—or blessed—
w�th someth�ng of h�s own obsequ�ous suav�ty. Even the woman who
performed the last off�ces for the dead remarked to me, �n a conf�dent�al,
brother-profess�onal way, when she had come out from the death-chamber:
—

“She makes a very beaut�ful corpse, s�r. It’s qu�te a pr�v�lege to attend on
her. It’s not too much to say that she w�ll do cred�t to our establ�shment!”

I not�ced that Van Hels�ng never kept far away. Th�s was poss�ble from
the d�sordered state of th�ngs �n the household. There were no relat�ves at
hand; and as Arthur had to be back the next day to attend at h�s father’s
funeral, we were unable to not�fy any one who should have been b�dden.
Under the c�rcumstances, Van Hels�ng and I took �t upon ourselves to
exam�ne papers, etc. He �ns�sted upon look�ng over Lucy’s papers h�mself. I
asked h�m why, for I feared that he, be�ng a fore�gner, m�ght not be qu�te
aware of Engl�sh legal requ�rements, and so m�ght �n �gnorance make some
unnecessary trouble. He answered me:—

“I know; I know. You forget that I am a lawyer as well as a doctor. But
th�s �s not altogether for the law. You knew that, when you avo�ded the
coroner. I have more than h�m to avo�d. There may be papers more—such
as th�s.”

As he spoke he took from h�s pocket-book the memorandum wh�ch had
been �n Lucy’s breast, and wh�ch she had torn �n her sleep.

“When you f�nd anyth�ng of the sol�c�tor who �s for the late Mrs.
Westenra, seal all her papers, and wr�te h�m to-n�ght. For me, I watch here
�n the room and �n M�ss Lucy’s old room all n�ght, and I myself search for
what may be. It �s not well that her very thoughts go �nto the hands of
strangers.”



I went on w�th my part of the work, and �n another half hour had found
the name and address of Mrs. Westenra’s sol�c�tor and had wr�tten to h�m.
All the poor lady’s papers were �n order; expl�c�t d�rect�ons regard�ng the
place of bur�al were g�ven. I had hardly sealed the letter, when, to my
surpr�se, Van Hels�ng walked �nto the room, say�ng:—

“Can I help you, fr�end John? I am free, and �f I may, my serv�ce �s to
you.”

“Have you got what you looked for?” I asked, to wh�ch he repl�ed:—
“I d�d not look for any spec�f�c th�ng. I only hoped to f�nd, and f�nd I

have, all that there was—only some letters and a few memoranda, and a
d�ary new begun. But I have them here, and we shall for the present say
noth�ng of them. I shall see that poor lad to-morrow even�ng, and, w�th h�s
sanct�on, I shall use some.”

When we had f�n�shed the work �n hand, he sa�d to me:—
“And now, fr�end John, I th�nk we may to bed. We want sleep, both you

and I, and rest to recuperate. To-morrow we shall have much to do, but for
the to-n�ght there �s no need of us. Alas!”

Before turn�ng �n we went to look at poor Lucy. The undertaker had
certa�nly done h�s work well, for the room was turned �nto a small chapelle
ardente. There was a w�lderness of beaut�ful wh�te flowers, and death was
made as l�ttle repuls�ve as m�ght be. The end of the w�nd�ng-sheet was la�d
over the face; when the Professor bent over and turned �t gently back, we
both started at the beauty before us, the tall wax candles show�ng a
suff�c�ent l�ght to note �t well. All Lucy’s lovel�ness had come back to her �n
death, and the hours that had passed, �nstead of leav�ng traces of “decay’s
effac�ng f�ngers,” had but restored the beauty of l�fe, t�ll pos�t�vely I could
not bel�eve my eyes that I was look�ng at a corpse.

The Professor looked sternly grave. He had not loved her as I had, and
there was no need for tears �n h�s eyes. He sa�d to me: “Rema�n t�ll I
return,” and left the room. He came back w�th a handful of w�ld garl�c from
the box wa�t�ng �n the hall, but wh�ch had not been opened, and placed the
flowers amongst the others on and around the bed. Then he took from h�s
neck, �ns�de h�s collar, a l�ttle gold cruc�f�x, and placed �t over the mouth.
He restored the sheet to �ts place, and we came away.

I was undress�ng �n my own room, when, w�th a premon�tory tap at the
door, he entered, and at once began to speak:—



“To-morrow I want you to br�ng me, before n�ght, a set of post-mortem
kn�ves.”

“Must we make an autopsy?” I asked.
“Yes and no. I want to operate, but not as you th�nk. Let me tell you now,

but not a word to another. I want to cut off her head and take out her heart.
Ah! you a surgeon, and so shocked! You, whom I have seen w�th no
tremble of hand or heart, do operat�ons of l�fe and death that make the rest
shudder. Oh, but I must not forget, my dear fr�end John, that you loved her;
and I have not forgotten �t, for �t �s I that shall operate, and you must only
help. I would l�ke to do �t to-n�ght, but for Arthur I must not; he w�ll be free
after h�s father’s funeral to-morrow, and he w�ll want to see her—to see �t.
Then, when she �s coff�ned ready for the next day, you and I shall come
when all sleep. We shall unscrew the coff�n-l�d, and shall do our operat�on:
and then replace all, so that none know, save we alone.”

“But why do �t at all? The g�rl �s dead. Why mut�late her poor body
w�thout need? And �f there �s no necess�ty for a post-mortem and noth�ng to
ga�n by �t—no good to her, to us, to sc�ence, to human knowledge—why do
�t? W�thout such �t �s monstrous.”

For answer he put h�s hand on my shoulder, and sa�d, w�th �nf�n�te
tenderness:—

“Fr�end John, I p�ty your poor bleed�ng heart; and I love you the more
because �t does so bleed. If I could, I would take on myself the burden that
you do bear. But there are th�ngs that you know not, but that you shall
know, and bless me for know�ng, though they are not pleasant th�ngs. John,
my ch�ld, you have been my fr�end now many years, and yet d�d you ever
know me to do any w�thout good cause? I may err—I am but man; but I
bel�eve �n all I do. Was �t not for these causes that you send for me when the
great trouble came? Yes! Were you not amazed, nay horr�f�ed, when I would
not let Arthur k�ss h�s love—though she was dy�ng—and snatched h�m
away by all my strength? Yes! And yet you saw how she thanked me, w�th
her so beaut�ful dy�ng eyes, her vo�ce, too, so weak, and she k�ss my rough
old hand and bless me? Yes! And d�d you not hear me swear prom�se to her,
that so she closed her eyes grateful? Yes!

“Well, I have good reason now for all I want to do. You have for many
years trust me; you have bel�eve me weeks past, when there be th�ngs so
strange that you m�ght have well doubt. Bel�eve me yet a l�ttle, fr�end John.



If you trust me not, then I must tell what I th�nk; and that �s not perhaps
well. And �f I work—as work I shall, no matter trust or no trust—w�thout
my fr�end trust �n me, I work w�th heavy heart and feel, oh! so lonely when
I want all help and courage that may be!” He paused a moment and went on
solemnly: “Fr�end John, there are strange and terr�ble days before us. Let us
not be two, but one, that so we work to a good end. W�ll you not have fa�th
�n me?”

I took h�s hand, and prom�sed h�m. I held my door open as he went
away, and watched h�m go �nto h�s room and close the door. As I stood
w�thout mov�ng, I saw one of the ma�ds pass s�lently along the passage—
she had her back towards me, so d�d not see me—and go �nto the room
where Lucy lay. The s�ght touched me. Devot�on �s so rare, and we are so
grateful to those who show �t unasked to those we love. Here was a poor
g�rl putt�ng as�de the terrors wh�ch she naturally had of death to go watch
alone by the b�er of the m�stress whom she loved, so that the poor clay
m�ght not be lonely t�ll la�d to eternal rest....

 
I must have slept long and soundly, for �t was broad dayl�ght when Van

Hels�ng waked me by com�ng �nto my room. He came over to my beds�de
and sa�d:—

“You need not trouble about the kn�ves; we shall not do �t.”
“Why not?” I asked. For h�s solemn�ty of the n�ght before had greatly

�mpressed me.
“Because,” he sa�d sternly, “�t �s too late—or too early. See!” Here he

held up the l�ttle golden cruc�f�x. “Th�s was stolen �n the n�ght.”
“How, stolen,” I asked �n wonder, “s�nce you have �t now?”
“Because I get �t back from the worthless wretch who stole �t, from the

woman who robbed the dead and the l�v�ng. Her pun�shment w�ll surely
come, but not through me; she knew not altogether what she d�d and thus
unknow�ng, she only stole. Now we must wa�t.”

He went away on the word, leav�ng me w�th a new mystery to th�nk of, a
new puzzle to grapple w�th.

The forenoon was a dreary t�me, but at noon the sol�c�tor came: Mr.
Marquand, of Wholeman, Sons, Marquand & L�dderdale. He was very
gen�al and very apprec�at�ve of what we had done, and took off our hands



all cares as to deta�ls. Dur�ng lunch he told us that Mrs. Westenra had for
some t�me expected sudden death from her heart, and had put her affa�rs �n
absolute order; he �nformed us that, w�th the except�on of a certa�n enta�led
property of Lucy’s father’s wh�ch now, �n default of d�rect �ssue, went back
to a d�stant branch of the fam�ly, the whole estate, real and personal, was
left absolutely to Arthur Holmwood. When he had told us so much he went
on:—

“Frankly we d�d our best to prevent such a testamentary d�spos�t�on, and
po�nted out certa�n cont�ngenc�es that m�ght leave her daughter e�ther
penn�less or not so free as she should be to act regard�ng a matr�mon�al
all�ance. Indeed, we pressed the matter so far that we almost came �nto
coll�s�on, for she asked us �f we were or were not prepared to carry out her
w�shes. Of course, we had then no alternat�ve but to accept. We were r�ght
�n pr�nc�ple, and n�nety-n�ne t�mes out of a hundred we should have proved,
by the log�c of events, the accuracy of our judgment. Frankly, however, I
must adm�t that �n th�s case any other form of d�spos�t�on would have
rendered �mposs�ble the carry�ng out of her w�shes. For by her predeceas�ng
her daughter the latter would have come �nto possess�on of the property,
and, even had she only surv�ved her mother by f�ve m�nutes, her property
would, �n case there were no w�ll—and a w�ll was a pract�cal �mposs�b�l�ty
�n such a case—have been treated at her decease as under �ntestacy. In
wh�ch case Lord Godalm�ng, though so dear a fr�end, would have had no
cla�m �n the world; and the �nher�tors, be�ng remote, would not be l�kely to
abandon the�r just r�ghts, for sent�mental reasons regard�ng an ent�re
stranger. I assure you, my dear s�rs, I am rejo�ced at the result, perfectly
rejo�ced.”

He was a good fellow, but h�s rejo�c�ng at the one l�ttle part—�n wh�ch
he was off�c�ally �nterested—of so great a tragedy, was an object-lesson �n
the l�m�tat�ons of sympathet�c understand�ng.

He d�d not rema�n long, but sa�d he would look �n later �n the day and
see Lord Godalm�ng. H�s com�ng, however, had been a certa�n comfort to
us, s�nce �t assured us that we should not have to dread host�le cr�t�c�sm as
to any of our acts. Arthur was expected at f�ve o’clock, so a l�ttle before that
t�me we v�s�ted the death-chamber. It was so �n very truth, for now both
mother and daughter lay �n �t. The undertaker, true to h�s craft, had made the
best d�splay he could of h�s goods, and there was a mortuary a�r about the
place that lowered our sp�r�ts at once. Van Hels�ng ordered the former



arrangement to be adhered to, expla�n�ng that, as Lord Godalm�ng was
com�ng very soon, �t would be less harrow�ng to h�s feel�ngs to see all that
was left of h�s f�ancée qu�te alone. The undertaker seemed shocked at h�s
own stup�d�ty and exerted h�mself to restore th�ngs to the cond�t�on �n
wh�ch we left them the n�ght before, so that when Arthur came such shocks
to h�s feel�ngs as we could avo�d were saved.

Poor fellow! He looked desperately sad and broken; even h�s stalwart
manhood seemed to have shrunk somewhat under the stra�n of h�s much-
tr�ed emot�ons. He had, I knew, been very genu�nely and devotedly attached
to h�s father; and to lose h�m, and at such a t�me, was a b�tter blow to h�m.
W�th me he was warm as ever, and to Van Hels�ng he was sweetly
courteous; but I could not help see�ng that there was some constra�nt w�th
h�m. The Professor not�ced �t, too, and mot�oned me to br�ng h�m upsta�rs. I
d�d so, and left h�m at the door of the room, as I felt he would l�ke to be
qu�te alone w�th her, but he took my arm and led me �n, say�ng husk�ly:—

“You loved her too, old fellow; she told me all about �t, and there was no
fr�end had a closer place �n her heart than you. I don’t know how to thank
you for all you have done for her. I can’t th�nk yet....”

Here he suddenly broke down, and threw h�s arms round my shoulders
and la�d h�s head on my breast, cry�ng:—

“Oh, Jack! Jack! What shall I do! The whole of l�fe seems gone from me
all at once, and there �s noth�ng �n the w�de world for me to l�ve for.”

I comforted h�m as well as I could. In such cases men do not need much
express�on. A gr�p of the hand, the t�ghten�ng of an arm over the shoulder, a
sob �n un�son, are express�ons of sympathy dear to a man’s heart. I stood
st�ll and s�lent t�ll h�s sobs d�ed away, and then I sa�d softly to h�m:—

“Come and look at her.”
Together we moved over to the bed, and I l�fted the lawn from her face.

God! how beaut�ful she was. Every hour seemed to be enhanc�ng her
lovel�ness. It fr�ghtened and amazed me somewhat; and as for Arthur, he
fell a-trembl�ng, and f�nally was shaken w�th doubt as w�th an ague. At last,
after a long pause, he sa�d to me �n a fa�nt wh�sper:—

“Jack, �s she really dead?”
I assured h�m sadly that �t was so, and went on to suggest—for I felt that

such a horr�ble doubt should not have l�fe for a moment longer than I could
help—that �t often happened that after death faces became softened and



even resolved �nto the�r youthful beauty; that th�s was espec�ally so when
death had been preceded by any acute or prolonged suffer�ng. It seemed to
qu�te do away w�th any doubt, and, after kneel�ng bes�de the couch for a
wh�le and look�ng at her lov�ngly and long, he turned as�de. I told h�m that
that must be good-bye, as the coff�n had to be prepared; so he went back
and took her dead hand �n h�s and k�ssed �t, and bent over and k�ssed her
forehead. He came away, fondly look�ng back over h�s shoulder at her as he
came.

I left h�m �n the draw�ng-room, and told Van Hels�ng that he had sa�d
good-bye; so the latter went to the k�tchen to tell the undertaker’s men to
proceed w�th the preparat�ons and to screw up the coff�n. When he came out
of the room aga�n I told h�m of Arthur’s quest�on, and he repl�ed:—

“I am not surpr�sed. Just now I doubted for a moment myself!”
We all d�ned together, and I could see that poor Art was try�ng to make

the best of th�ngs. Van Hels�ng had been s�lent all d�nner-t�me; but when we
had l�t our c�gars he sa�d—

“Lord——”; but Arthur �nterrupted h�m:—
“No, no, not that, for God’s sake! not yet at any rate. Forg�ve me, s�r: I

d�d not mean to speak offens�vely; �t �s only because my loss �s so recent.”
The Professor answered very sweetly:—
“I only used that name because I was �n doubt. I must not call you ‘Mr.,’

and I have grown to love you—yes, my dear boy, to love you—as Arthur.”
Arthur held out h�s hand, and took the old man’s warmly.
“Call me what you w�ll,” he sa�d. “I hope I may always have the t�tle of

a fr�end. And let me say that I am at a loss for words to thank you for your
goodness to my poor dear.” He paused a moment, and went on: “I know
that she understood your goodness even better than I do; and �f I was rude
or �n any way want�ng at that t�me you acted so—you remember”—the
Professor nodded—“you must forg�ve me.”

He answered w�th a grave k�ndness:—
“I know �t was hard for you to qu�te trust me then, for to trust such

v�olence needs to understand; and I take �t that you do not—that you cannot
—trust me now, for you do not yet understand. And there may be more
t�mes when I shall want you to trust when you cannot—and may not—and
must not yet understand. But the t�me w�ll come when your trust shall be



whole and complete �n me, and when you shall understand as though the
sunl�ght h�mself shone through. Then you shall bless me from f�rst to last
for your own sake, and for the sake of others and for her dear sake to whom
I swore to protect.”

“And, �ndeed, �ndeed, s�r,” sa�d Arthur warmly, “I shall �n all ways trust
you. I know and bel�eve you have a very noble heart, and you are Jack’s
fr�end, and you were hers. You shall do what you l�ke.”

The Professor cleared h�s throat a couple of t�mes, as though about to
speak, and f�nally sa�d:—

“May I ask you someth�ng now?”
“Certa�nly.”
“You know that Mrs. Westenra left you all her property?”
“No, poor dear; I never thought of �t.”
“And as �t �s all yours, you have a r�ght to deal w�th �t as you w�ll. I want

you to g�ve me perm�ss�on to read all M�ss Lucy’s papers and letters.
Bel�eve me, �t �s no �dle cur�os�ty. I have a mot�ve of wh�ch, be sure, she
would have approved. I have them all here. I took them before we knew
that all was yours, so that no strange hand m�ght touch them—no strange
eye look through words �nto her soul. I shall keep them, �f I may; even you
may not see them yet, but I shall keep them safe. No word shall be lost; and
�n the good t�me I shall g�ve them back to you. It’s a hard th�ng I ask, but
you w�ll do �t, w�ll you not, for Lucy’s sake?”

Arthur spoke out heart�ly, l�ke h�s old self:—
“Dr. Van Hels�ng, you may do what you w�ll. I feel that �n say�ng th�s I

am do�ng what my dear one would have approved. I shall not trouble you
w�th quest�ons t�ll the t�me comes.”

The old Professor stood up as he sa�d solemnly:—
“And you are r�ght. There w�ll be pa�n for us all; but �t w�ll not be all

pa�n, nor w�ll th�s pa�n be the last. We and you too—you most of all, my
dear boy—w�ll have to pass through the b�tter water before we reach the
sweet. But we must be brave of heart and unself�sh, and do our duty, and all
w�ll be well!”

I slept on a sofa �n Arthur’s room that n�ght. Van Hels�ng d�d not go to
bed at all. He went to and fro, as �f patroll�ng the house, and was never out
of s�ght of the room where Lucy lay �n her coff�n, strewn w�th the w�ld



garl�c flowers, wh�ch sent, through the odour of l�ly and rose, a heavy,
overpower�ng smell �nto the n�ght.

M�na Harker’s Journal.
22 September.—In the tra�n to Exeter. Jonathan sleep�ng.
It seems only yesterday that the last entry was made, and yet how much

between then, �n Wh�tby and all the world before me, Jonathan away and no
news of h�m; and now, marr�ed to Jonathan, Jonathan a sol�c�tor, a partner,
r�ch, master of h�s bus�ness, Mr. Hawk�ns dead and bur�ed, and Jonathan
w�th another attack that may harm h�m. Some day he may ask me about �t.
Down �t all goes. I am rusty �n my shorthand—see what unexpected
prosper�ty does for us—so �t may be as well to freshen �t up aga�n w�th an
exerc�se anyhow....

The serv�ce was very s�mple and very solemn. There were only
ourselves and the servants there, one or two old fr�ends of h�s from Exeter,
h�s London agent, and a gentleman represent�ng S�r John Paxton, the
Pres�dent of the Incorporated Law Soc�ety. Jonathan and I stood hand �n
hand, and we felt that our best and dearest fr�end was gone from us....

We came back to town qu�etly, tak�ng a ’bus to Hyde Park Corner.
Jonathan thought �t would �nterest me to go �nto the Row for a wh�le, so we
sat down; but there were very few people there, and �t was sad-look�ng and
desolate to see so many empty cha�rs. It made us th�nk of the empty cha�r at
home; so we got up and walked down P�ccad�lly. Jonathan was hold�ng me
by the arm, the way he used to �n old days before I went to school. I felt �t
very �mproper, for you can’t go on for some years teach�ng et�quette and
decorum to other g�rls w�thout the pedantry of �t b�t�ng �nto yourself a b�t;
but �t was Jonathan, and he was my husband, and we d�dn’t know anybody
who saw us—and we d�dn’t care �f they d�d—so on we walked. I was
look�ng at a very beaut�ful g�rl, �n a b�g cart-wheel hat, s�tt�ng �n a v�ctor�a
outs�de Gu�l�ano’s, when I felt Jonathan clutch my arm so t�ght that he hurt
me, and he sa�d under h�s breath: “My God!” I am always anx�ous about
Jonathan, for I fear that some nervous f�t may upset h�m aga�n; so I turned
to h�m qu�ckly, and asked h�m what �t was that d�sturbed h�m.

He was very pale, and h�s eyes seemed bulg�ng out as, half �n terror and
half �n amazement, he gazed at a tall, th�n man, w�th a beaky nose and black
moustache and po�nted beard, who was also observ�ng the pretty g�rl. He
was look�ng at her so hard that he d�d not see e�ther of us, and so I had a



good v�ew of h�m. H�s face was not a good face; �t was hard, and cruel, and
sensual, and h�s b�g wh�te teeth, that looked all the wh�ter because h�s l�ps
were so red, were po�nted l�ke an an�mal’s. Jonathan kept star�ng at h�m, t�ll
I was afra�d he would not�ce. I feared he m�ght take �t �ll, he looked so
f�erce and nasty. I asked Jonathan why he was d�sturbed, and he answered,
ev�dently th�nk�ng that I knew as much about �t as he d�d: “Do you see who
�t �s?”

“No, dear,” I sa�d; “I don’t know h�m; who �s �t?” H�s answer seemed to
shock and thr�ll me, for �t was sa�d as �f he d�d not know that �t was to me,
M�na, to whom he was speak�ng:—

“It �s the man h�mself!”
The poor dear was ev�dently terr�f�ed at someth�ng—very greatly

terr�f�ed; I do bel�eve that �f he had not had me to lean on and to support
h�m he would have sunk down. He kept star�ng; a man came out of the shop
w�th a small parcel, and gave �t to the lady, who then drove off. The dark
man kept h�s eyes f�xed on her, and when the carr�age moved up P�ccad�lly
he followed �n the same d�rect�on, and ha�led a hansom. Jonathan kept
look�ng after h�m, and sa�d, as �f to h�mself:—

“I bel�eve �t �s the Count, but he has grown young. My God, �f th�s be so!
Oh, my God! my God! If I only knew! �f I only knew!” He was d�stress�ng
h�mself so much that I feared to keep h�s m�nd on the subject by ask�ng h�m
any quest�ons, so I rema�ned s�lent. I drew h�m away qu�etly, and he,
hold�ng my arm, came eas�ly. We walked a l�ttle further, and then went �n
and sat for a wh�le �n the Green Park. It was a hot day for autumn, and there
was a comfortable seat �n a shady place. After a few m�nutes’ star�ng at
noth�ng, Jonathan’s eyes closed, and he went qu�etly �nto a sleep, w�th h�s
head on my shoulder. I thought �t was the best th�ng for h�m, so d�d not
d�sturb h�m. In about twenty m�nutes he woke up, and sa�d to me qu�te
cheerfully:—

“Why, M�na, have I been asleep! Oh, do forg�ve me for be�ng so rude.
Come, and we’ll have a cup of tea somewhere.” He had ev�dently forgotten
all about the dark stranger, as �n h�s �llness he had forgotten all that th�s
ep�sode had rem�nded h�m of. I don’t l�ke th�s laps�ng �nto forgetfulness; �t
may make or cont�nue some �njury to the bra�n. I must not ask h�m, for fear
I shall do more harm than good; but I must somehow learn the facts of h�s
journey abroad. The t�me �s come, I fear, when I must open that parcel, and



know what �s wr�tten. Oh, Jonathan, you w�ll, I know, forg�ve me �f I do
wrong, but �t �s for your own dear sake.

 
Later.—A sad home-com�ng �n every way—the house empty of the dear

soul who was so good to us; Jonathan st�ll pale and d�zzy under a sl�ght
relapse of h�s malady; and now a telegram from Van Hels�ng, whoever he
may be:—

“You w�ll be gr�eved to hear that Mrs. Westenra d�ed f�ve days ago, and
that Lucy d�ed the day before yesterday. They were both bur�ed to-day.”

Oh, what a wealth of sorrow �n a few words! Poor Mrs. Westenra! poor
Lucy! Gone, gone, never to return to us! And poor, poor Arthur, to have lost
such sweetness out of h�s l�fe! God help us all to bear our troubles.

Dr. Seward’s D�ary.
22 September.—It �s all over. Arthur has gone back to R�ng, and has

taken Qu�ncey Morr�s w�th h�m. What a f�ne fellow �s Qu�ncey! I bel�eve �n
my heart of hearts that he suffered as much about Lucy’s death as any of us;
but he bore h�mself through �t l�ke a moral V�k�ng. If Amer�ca can go on
breed�ng men l�ke that, she w�ll be a power �n the world �ndeed. Van
Hels�ng �s ly�ng down, hav�ng a rest preparatory to h�s journey. He goes
over to Amsterdam to-n�ght, but says he returns to-morrow n�ght; that he
only wants to make some arrangements wh�ch can only be made personally.
He �s to stop w�th me then, �f he can; he says he has work to do �n London
wh�ch may take h�m some t�me. Poor old fellow! I fear that the stra�n of the
past week has broken down even h�s �ron strength. All the t�me of the bur�al
he was, I could see, putt�ng some terr�ble restra�nt on h�mself. When �t was
all over, we were stand�ng bes�de Arthur, who, poor fellow, was speak�ng of
h�s part �n the operat�on where h�s blood had been transfused to h�s Lucy’s
ve�ns; I could see Van Hels�ng’s face grow wh�te and purple by turns.
Arthur was say�ng that he felt s�nce then as �f they two had been really
marr�ed and that she was h�s w�fe �n the s�ght of God. None of us sa�d a
word of the other operat�ons, and none of us ever shall. Arthur and Qu�ncey
went away together to the stat�on, and Van Hels�ng and I came on here. The
moment we were alone �n the carr�age he gave way to a regular f�t of
hyster�cs. He has den�ed to me s�nce that �t was hyster�cs, and �ns�sted that �t
was only h�s sense of humour assert�ng �tself under very terr�ble cond�t�ons.
He laughed t�ll he cr�ed, and I had to draw down the bl�nds lest any one



should see us and m�sjudge; and then he cr�ed, t�ll he laughed aga�n; and
laughed and cr�ed together, just as a woman does. I tr�ed to be stern w�th
h�m, as one �s to a woman under the c�rcumstances; but �t had no effect.
Men and women are so d�fferent �n man�festat�ons of nervous strength or
weakness! Then when h�s face grew grave and stern aga�n I asked h�m why
h�s m�rth, and why at such a t�me. H�s reply was �n a way character�st�c of
h�m, for �t was log�cal and forceful and myster�ous. He sa�d:—

“Ah, you don’t comprehend, fr�end John. Do not th�nk that I am not sad,
though I laugh. See, I have cr�ed even when the laugh d�d choke me. But no
more th�nk that I am all sorry when I cry, for the laugh he come just the
same. Keep �t always w�th you that laughter who knock at your door and
say, ‘May I come �n?’ �s not the true laughter. No! he �s a k�ng, and he come
when and how he l�ke. He ask no person; he choose no t�me of su�tab�l�ty.
He say, ‘I am here.’ Behold, �n example I gr�eve my heart out for that so
sweet young g�rl; I g�ve my blood for her, though I am old and worn; I g�ve
my t�me, my sk�ll, my sleep; I let my other sufferers want that so she may
have all. And yet I can laugh at her very grave—laugh when the clay from
the spade of the sexton drop upon her coff�n and say ‘Thud! thud!’ to my
heart, t�ll �t send back the blood from my cheek. My heart bleed for that
poor boy—that dear boy, so of the age of m�ne own boy had I been so
blessed that he l�ve, and w�th h�s ha�r and eyes the same. There, you know
now why I love h�m so. And yet when he say th�ngs that touch my husband-
heart to the qu�ck, and make my father-heart yearn to h�m as to no other
man—not even to you, fr�end John, for we are more level �n exper�ences
than father and son—yet even at such moment K�ng Laugh he come to me
and shout and bellow �n my ear, ‘Here I am! here I am!’ t�ll the blood come
dance back and br�ng some of the sunsh�ne that he carry w�th h�m to my
cheek. Oh, fr�end John, �t �s a strange world, a sad world, a world full of
m�ser�es, and woes, and troubles; and yet when K�ng Laugh come he make
them all dance to the tune he play. Bleed�ng hearts, and dry bones of the
churchyard, and tears that burn as they fall—all dance together to the mus�c
that he make w�th that sm�leless mouth of h�m. And bel�eve me, fr�end
John, that he �s good to come, and k�nd. Ah, we men and women are l�ke
ropes drawn t�ght w�th stra�n that pull us d�fferent ways. Then tears come;
and, l�ke the ra�n on the ropes, they brace us up, unt�l perhaps the stra�n
become too great, and we break. But K�ng Laugh he come l�ke the



sunsh�ne, and he ease off the stra�n aga�n; and we bear to go on w�th our
labour, what �t may be.”

I d�d not l�ke to wound h�m by pretend�ng not to see h�s �dea; but, as I
d�d not yet understand the cause of h�s laughter, I asked h�m. As he
answered me h�s face grew stern, and he sa�d �n qu�te a d�fferent tone:—

“Oh, �t was the gr�m �rony of �t all—th�s so lovely lady garlanded w�th
flowers, that looked so fa�r as l�fe, t�ll one by one we wondered �f she were
truly dead; she la�d �n that so f�ne marble house �n that lonely churchyard,
where rest so many of her k�n, la�d there w�th the mother who loved her,
and whom she loved; and that sacred bell go�ng ‘Toll! toll! toll!’ so sad and
slow; and those holy men, w�th the wh�te garments of the angel, pretend�ng
to read books, and yet all the t�me the�r eyes never on the page; and all of us
w�th the bowed head. And all for what? She �s dead; so! Is �t not?”

“Well, for the l�fe of me, Professor,” I sa�d, “I can’t see anyth�ng to laugh
at �n all that. Why, your explanat�on makes �t a harder puzzle than before.
But even �f the bur�al serv�ce was com�c, what about poor Art and h�s
trouble? Why, h�s heart was s�mply break�ng.”

“Just so. Sa�d he not that the transfus�on of h�s blood to her ve�ns had
made her truly h�s br�de?”

“Yes, and �t was a sweet and comfort�ng �dea for h�m.”
“Qu�te so. But there was a d�ff�culty, fr�end John. If so that, then what

about the others? Ho, ho! Then th�s so sweet ma�d �s a polyandr�st, and me,
w�th my poor w�fe dead to me, but al�ve by Church’s law, though no w�ts,
all gone—even I, who am fa�thful husband to th�s now-no-w�fe, am
b�gam�st.”

“I don’t see where the joke comes �n there e�ther!” I sa�d; and I d�d not
feel part�cularly pleased w�th h�m for say�ng such th�ngs. He la�d h�s hand
on my arm, and sa�d:—

“Fr�end John, forg�ve me �f I pa�n. I showed not my feel�ng to others
when �t would wound, but only to you, my old fr�end, whom I can trust. If
you could have looked �nto my very heart then when I want to laugh; �f you
could have done so when the laugh arr�ved; �f you could do so now, when
K�ng Laugh have pack up h�s crown, and all that �s to h�m—for he go far,
far away from me, and for a long, long t�me—maybe you would perhaps
p�ty me the most of all.”

I was touched by the tenderness of h�s tone, and asked why.



“Because I know!”
And now we are all scattered; and for many a long day lonel�ness w�ll s�t

over our roofs w�th brood�ng w�ngs. Lucy l�es �n the tomb of her k�n, a
lordly death-house �n a lonely churchyard, away from teem�ng London;
where the a�r �s fresh, and the sun r�ses over Hampstead H�ll, and where
w�ld flowers grow of the�r own accord.

So I can f�n�sh th�s d�ary; and God only knows �f I shall ever beg�n
another. If I do, or �f I even open th�s aga�n, �t w�ll be to deal w�th d�fferent
people and d�fferent themes; for here at the end, where the romance of my
l�fe �s told, ere I go back to take up the thread of my l�fe-work, I say sadly
and w�thout hope,

“FINIS.”

“The Westm�nster Gazette,” 25 September.

A HAMPSTEAD MYSTERY.
The ne�ghbourhood of Hampstead �s just at present exerc�sed w�th a

ser�es of events wh�ch seem to run on l�nes parallel to those of what was
known to the wr�ters of headl�nes as “The Kens�ngton Horror,” or “The
Stabb�ng Woman,” or “The Woman �n Black.” Dur�ng the past two or three
days several cases have occurred of young ch�ldren stray�ng from home or
neglect�ng to return from the�r play�ng on the Heath. In all these cases the
ch�ldren were too young to g�ve any properly �ntell�g�ble account of
themselves, but the consensus of the�r excuses �s that they had been w�th a
“bloofer lady.” It has always been late �n the even�ng when they have been
m�ssed, and on two occas�ons the ch�ldren have not been found unt�l early
�n the follow�ng morn�ng. It �s generally supposed �n the ne�ghbourhood
that, as the f�rst ch�ld m�ssed gave as h�s reason for be�ng away that a
“bloofer lady” had asked h�m to come for a walk, the others had p�cked up
the phrase and used �t as occas�on served. Th�s �s the more natural as the
favour�te game of the l�ttle ones at present �s lur�ng each other away by
w�les. A correspondent wr�tes us that to see some of the t�ny tots pretend�ng
to be the “bloofer lady” �s supremely funny. Some of our car�catur�sts
m�ght, he says, take a lesson �n the �rony of grotesque by compar�ng the
real�ty and the p�cture. It �s only �n accordance w�th general pr�nc�ples of
human nature that the “bloofer lady” should be the popular rôle at these al
fresco performances. Our correspondent naïvely says that even Ellen Terry



could not be so w�nn�ngly attract�ve as some of these grubby-faced l�ttle
ch�ldren pretend—and even �mag�ne themselves—to be.

There �s, however, poss�bly a ser�ous s�de to the quest�on, for some of
the ch�ldren, �ndeed all who have been m�ssed at n�ght, have been sl�ghtly
torn or wounded �n the throat. The wounds seem such as m�ght be made by
a rat or a small dog, and although of not much �mportance �nd�v�dually,
would tend to show that whatever an�mal �nfl�cts them has a system or
method of �ts own. The pol�ce of the d�v�s�on have been �nstructed to keep a
sharp look-out for stray�ng ch�ldren, espec�ally when very young, �n and
around Hampstead Heath, and for any stray dog wh�ch may be about.

“The Westm�nster Gazette,” 25 September.

Extra Spec�al.

THE HAMPSTEAD HORROR.

ANOTHER CHILD INJURED.

The “Bloofer Lady.”
We have just rece�ved �ntell�gence that another ch�ld, m�ssed last n�ght,

was only d�scovered late �n the morn�ng under a furze bush at the Shooter’s
H�ll s�de of Hampstead Heath, wh�ch �s, perhaps, less frequented than the
other parts. It has the same t�ny wound �n the throat as has been not�ced �n
other cases. It was terr�bly weak, and looked qu�te emac�ated. It too, when
part�ally restored, had the common story to tell of be�ng lured away by the
“bloofer lady.”



CHAPTER XIV

MINA HARKER’S JOURNAL

23 September.—Jonathan �s better after a bad n�ght. I am so glad that he
has plenty of work to do, for that keeps h�s m�nd off the terr�ble th�ngs; and
oh, I am rejo�ced that he �s not now we�ghed down w�th the respons�b�l�ty of
h�s new pos�t�on. I knew he would be true to h�mself, and now how proud I
am to see my Jonathan r�s�ng to the he�ght of h�s advancement and keep�ng
pace �n all ways w�th the dut�es that come upon h�m. He w�ll be away all
day t�ll late, for he sa�d he could not lunch at home. My household work �s
done, so I shall take h�s fore�gn journal, and lock myself up �n my room and
read �t....

24 September.—I hadn’t the heart to wr�te last n�ght; that terr�ble record
of Jonathan’s upset me so. Poor dear! How he must have suffered, whether
�t be true or only �mag�nat�on. I wonder �f there �s any truth �n �t at all. D�d
he get h�s bra�n fever, and then wr�te all those terr�ble th�ngs, or had he
some cause for �t all? I suppose I shall never know, for I dare not open the
subject to h�m.... And yet that man we saw yesterday! He seemed qu�te
certa�n of h�m.... Poor fellow! I suppose �t was the funeral upset h�m and
sent h�s m�nd back on some tra�n of thought.... He bel�eves �t all h�mself. I
remember how on our wedd�ng-day he sa�d: “Unless some solemn duty
come upon me to go back to the b�tter hours, asleep or awake, mad or
sane.” There seems to be through �t all some thread of cont�nu�ty.... That
fearful Count was com�ng to London.... If �t should be, and he came to
London, w�th h�s teem�ng m�ll�ons.... There may be a solemn duty; and �f �t
come we must not shr�nk from �t.... I shall be prepared. I shall get my
typewr�ter th�s very hour and beg�n transcr�b�ng. Then we shall be ready for
other eyes �f requ�red. And �f �t be wanted; then, perhaps, �f I am ready, poor
Jonathan may not be upset, for I can speak for h�m and never let h�m be
troubled or worr�ed w�th �t at all. If ever Jonathan qu�te gets over the
nervousness he may want to tell me of �t all, and I can ask h�m quest�ons
and f�nd out th�ngs, and see how I may comfort h�m.

Letter, Van Hels�ng to Mrs. Harker.



“24 September.
(Conf�dence)

“Dear Madam,—
“I pray you to pardon my wr�t�ng, �n that I am so far fr�end as that I sent

to you sad news of M�ss Lucy Westenra’s death. By the k�ndness of Lord
Godalm�ng, I am empowered to read her letters and papers, for I am deeply
concerned about certa�n matters v�tally �mportant. In them I f�nd some
letters from you, wh�ch show how great fr�ends you were and how you love
her. Oh, Madam M�na, by that love, I �mplore you, help me. It �s for others’
good that I ask—to redress great wrong, and to l�ft much and terr�ble
troubles—that may be more great than you can know. May �t be that I see
you? You can trust me. I am fr�end of Dr. John Seward and of Lord
Godalm�ng (that was Arthur of M�ss Lucy). I must keep �t pr�vate for the
present from all. I should come to Exeter to see you at once �f you tell me I
am pr�v�lege to come, and where and when. I �mplore your pardon, madam.
I have read your letters to poor Lucy, and know how good you are and how
your husband suffer; so I pray you, �f �t may be, enl�ghten h�m not, lest �t
may harm. Aga�n your pardon, and forg�ve me.

“V�� H������.”

Telegram, Mrs. Harker to Van Hels�ng.
“25 September.—Come to-day by quarter-past ten tra�n �f you can catch

�t. Can see you any t�me you call.
“W��������� H�����.”

MINA HARKER’S JOURNAL.
25 September.—I cannot help feel�ng terr�bly exc�ted as the t�me draws

near for the v�s�t of Dr. Van Hels�ng, for somehow I expect that �t w�ll throw
some l�ght upon Jonathan’s sad exper�ence; and as he attended poor dear
Lucy �n her last �llness, he can tell me all about her. That �s the reason of h�s
com�ng; �t �s concern�ng Lucy and her sleep-walk�ng, and not about
Jonathan. Then I shall never know the real truth now! How s�lly I am. That
awful journal gets hold of my �mag�nat�on and t�nges everyth�ng w�th
someth�ng of �ts own colour. Of course �t �s about Lucy. That hab�t came
back to the poor dear, and that awful n�ght on the cl�ff must have made her
�ll. I had almost forgotten �n my own affa�rs how �ll she was afterwards. She
must have told h�m of her sleep-walk�ng adventure on the cl�ff, and that I



knew all about �t; and now he wants me to tell h�m what she knows, so that
he may understand. I hope I d�d r�ght �n not say�ng anyth�ng of �t to Mrs.
Westenra; I should never forg�ve myself �f any act of m�ne, were �t even a
negat�ve one, brought harm on poor dear Lucy. I hope, too, Dr. Van Hels�ng
w�ll not blame me; I have had so much trouble and anx�ety of late that I feel
I cannot bear more just at present.

I suppose a cry does us all good at t�mes—clears the a�r as other ra�n
does. Perhaps �t was read�ng the journal yesterday that upset me, and then
Jonathan went away th�s morn�ng to stay away from me a whole day and
n�ght, the f�rst t�me we have been parted s�nce our marr�age. I do hope the
dear fellow w�ll take care of h�mself, and that noth�ng w�ll occur to upset
h�m. It �s two o’clock, and the doctor w�ll be here soon now. I shall say
noth�ng of Jonathan’s journal unless he asks me. I am so glad I have type-
wr�tten out my own journal, so that, �n case he asks about Lucy, I can hand
�t to h�m; �t w�ll save much quest�on�ng.

 
Later.—He has come and gone. Oh, what a strange meet�ng, and how �t

all makes my head wh�rl round! I feel l�ke one �n a dream. Can �t be all
poss�ble, or even a part of �t? If I had not read Jonathan’s journal f�rst, I
should never have accepted even a poss�b�l�ty. Poor, poor, dear Jonathan!
How he must have suffered. Please the good God, all th�s may not upset
h�m aga�n. I shall try to save h�m from �t; but �t may be even a consolat�on
and a help to h�m—terr�ble though �t be and awful �n �ts consequences—to
know for certa�n that h�s eyes and ears and bra�n d�d not dece�ve h�m, and
that �t �s all true. It may be that �t �s the doubt wh�ch haunts h�m; that when
the doubt �s removed, no matter wh�ch—wak�ng or dream�ng—may prove
the truth, he w�ll be more sat�sf�ed and better able to bear the shock. Dr. Van
Hels�ng must be a good man as well as a clever one �f he �s Arthur’s fr�end
and Dr. Seward’s, and �f they brought h�m all the way from Holland to look
after Lucy. I feel from hav�ng seen h�m that he �s good and k�nd and of a
noble nature. When he comes to-morrow I shall ask h�m about Jonathan;
and then, please God, all th�s sorrow and anx�ety may lead to a good end. I
used to th�nk I would l�ke to pract�se �nterv�ew�ng; Jonathan’s fr�end on
“The Exeter News” told h�m that memory was everyth�ng �n such work—
that you must be able to put down exactly almost every word spoken, even
�f you had to ref�ne some of �t afterwards. Here was a rare �nterv�ew; I shall
try to record �t verbat�m.



It was half-past two o’clock when the knock came. I took my courage à
deux ma�ns and wa�ted. In a few m�nutes Mary opened the door, and
announced “Dr. Van Hels�ng.”

I rose and bowed, and he came towards me; a man of med�um we�ght,
strongly bu�lt, w�th h�s shoulders set back over a broad, deep chest and a
neck well balanced on the trunk as the head �s on the neck. The po�se of the
head str�kes one at once as �nd�cat�ve of thought and power; the head �s
noble, well-s�zed, broad, and large beh�nd the ears. The face, clean-shaven,
shows a hard, square ch�n, a large, resolute, mob�le mouth, a good-s�zed
nose, rather stra�ght, but w�th qu�ck, sens�t�ve nostr�ls, that seem to broaden
as the b�g, bushy brows come down and the mouth t�ghtens. The forehead �s
broad and f�ne, r�s�ng at f�rst almost stra�ght and then slop�ng back above
two bumps or r�dges w�de apart; such a forehead that the redd�sh ha�r
cannot poss�bly tumble over �t, but falls naturally back and to the s�des. B�g,
dark blue eyes are set w�dely apart, and are qu�ck and tender or stern w�th
the man’s moods. He sa�d to me:—

“Mrs. Harker, �s �t not?” I bowed assent.
“That was M�ss M�na Murray?” Aga�n I assented.
“It �s M�na Murray that I came to see that was fr�end of that poor dear

ch�ld Lucy Westenra. Madam M�na, �t �s on account of the dead I come.”
“S�r,” I sa�d, “you could have no better cla�m on me than that you were a

fr�end and helper of Lucy Westenra.” And I held out my hand. He took �t
and sa�d tenderly:—

“Oh, Madam M�na, I knew that the fr�end of that poor l�ly g�rl must be
good, but I had yet to learn——” He f�n�shed h�s speech w�th a courtly bow.
I asked h�m what �t was that he wanted to see me about, so he at once
began:—

“I have read your letters to M�ss Lucy. Forg�ve me, but I had to beg�n to
�nqu�re somewhere, and there was none to ask. I know that you were w�th
her at Wh�tby. She somet�mes kept a d�ary—you need not look surpr�sed,
Madam M�na; �t was begun after you had left, and was �n �m�tat�on of you
—and �n that d�ary she traces by �nference certa�n th�ngs to a sleep-walk�ng
�n wh�ch she puts down that you saved her. In great perplex�ty then I come
to you, and ask you out of your so much k�ndness to tell me all of �t that you
can remember.”

“I can tell you, I th�nk, Dr. Van Hels�ng, all about �t.”



“Ah, then you have good memory for facts, for deta�ls? It �s not always
so w�th young lad�es.”



“No, doctor, but I wrote �t all down at the t�me. I can show �t to you �f
you l�ke.”

“Oh, Madam M�na, I w�ll be grateful; you w�ll do me much favour.” I
could not res�st the temptat�on of myst�fy�ng h�m a b�t—I suppose �t �s some
of the taste of the or�g�nal apple that rema�ns st�ll �n our mouths—so I
handed h�m the shorthand d�ary. He took �t w�th a grateful bow, and sa�d:—

“May I read �t?”
“If you w�sh,” I answered as demurely as I could. He opened �t, and for

an �nstant h�s face fell. Then he stood up and bowed.
“Oh, you so clever woman!” he sa�d. “I knew long that Mr. Jonathan was

a man of much thankfulness; but see, h�s w�fe have all the good th�ngs. And
w�ll you not so much honour me and so help me as to read �t for me? Alas! I
know not the shorthand.” By th�s t�me my l�ttle joke was over, and I was
almost ashamed; so I took the typewr�tten copy from my workbasket and
handed �t to h�m.

“Forg�ve me,” I sa�d: “I could not help �t; but I had been th�nk�ng that �t
was of dear Lucy that you w�shed to ask, and so that you m�ght not have
t�me to wa�t—not on my account, but because I know your t�me must be
prec�ous—I have wr�tten �t out on the typewr�ter for you.”

He took �t and h�s eyes gl�stened. “You are so good,” he sa�d. “And may
I read �t now? I may want to ask you some th�ngs when I have read.”

“By all means,” I sa�d, “read �t over wh�lst I order lunch; and then you
can ask me quest�ons wh�lst we eat.” He bowed and settled h�mself �n a
cha�r w�th h�s back to the l�ght, and became absorbed �n the papers, wh�lst I
went to see after lunch ch�efly �n order that he m�ght not be d�sturbed.
When I came back, I found h�m walk�ng hurr�edly up and down the room,
h�s face all ablaze w�th exc�tement. He rushed up to me and took me by
both hands.

“Oh, Madam M�na,” he sa�d, “how can I say what I owe to you? Th�s
paper �s as sunsh�ne. It opens the gate to me. I am daze, I am dazzle, w�th so
much l�ght, and yet clouds roll �n beh�nd the l�ght every t�me. But that you
do not, cannot, comprehend. Oh, but I am grateful to you, you so clever
woman. Madam”—he sa�d th�s very solemnly—“�f ever Abraham Van
Hels�ng can do anyth�ng for you or yours, I trust you w�ll let me know. It
w�ll be pleasure and del�ght �f I may serve you as a fr�end; as a fr�end, but
all I have ever learned, all I can ever do, shall be for you and those you



love. There are darknesses �n l�fe, and there are l�ghts; you are one of the
l�ghts. You w�ll have happy l�fe and good l�fe, and your husband w�ll be
blessed �n you.”

“But, doctor, you pra�se me too much, and—and you do not know me.”
“Not know you—I, who am old, and who have stud�ed all my l�fe men

and women; I, who have made my spec�alty the bra�n and all that belongs to
h�m and all that follow from h�m! And I have read your d�ary that you have
so goodly wr�tten for me, and wh�ch breathes out truth �n every l�ne. I, who
have read your so sweet letter to poor Lucy of your marr�age and your trust,
not know you! Oh, Madam M�na, good women tell all the�r l�ves, and by
day and by hour and by m�nute, such th�ngs that angels can read; and we
men who w�sh to know have �n us someth�ng of angels’ eyes. Your husband
�s noble nature, and you are noble too, for you trust, and trust cannot be
where there �s mean nature. And your husband—tell me of h�m. Is he qu�te
well? Is all that fever gone, and �s he strong and hearty?” I saw here an
open�ng to ask h�m about Jonathan, so I sa�d:—

“He was almost recovered, but he has been greatly upset by Mr.
Hawk�ns’s death.” He �nterrupted:—

“Oh, yes, I know, I know. I have read your last two letters.” I went on:—
“I suppose th�s upset h�m, for when we were �n town on Thursday last he

had a sort of shock.”
“A shock, and after bra�n fever so soon! That was not good. What k�nd

of a shock was �t?”
“He thought he saw some one who recalled someth�ng terr�ble,

someth�ng wh�ch led to h�s bra�n fever.” And here the whole th�ng seemed
to overwhelm me �n a rush. The p�ty for Jonathan, the horror wh�ch he
exper�enced, the whole fearful mystery of h�s d�ary, and the fear that has
been brood�ng over me ever s�nce, all came �n a tumult. I suppose I was
hyster�cal, for I threw myself on my knees and held up my hands to h�m,
and �mplored h�m to make my husband well aga�n. He took my hands and
ra�sed me up, and made me s�t on the sofa, and sat by me; he held my hand
�n h�s, and sa�d to me w�th, oh, such �nf�n�te sweetness:—

“My l�fe �s a barren and lonely one, and so full of work that I have not
had much t�me for fr�endsh�ps; but s�nce I have been summoned to here by
my fr�end John Seward I have known so many good people and seen such
nob�l�ty that I feel more than ever—and �t has grown w�th my advanc�ng



years—the lonel�ness of my l�fe. Bel�eve, me, then, that I come here full of
respect for you, and you have g�ven me hope—hope, not �n what I am
seek�ng of, but that there are good women st�ll left to make l�fe happy—
good women, whose l�ves and whose truths may make good lesson for the
ch�ldren that are to be. I am glad, glad, that I may here be of some use to
you; for �f your husband suffer, he suffer w�th�n the range of my study and
exper�ence. I prom�se you that I w�ll gladly do all for h�m that I can—all to
make h�s l�fe strong and manly, and your l�fe a happy one. Now you must
eat. You are overwrought and perhaps over-anx�ous. Husband Jonathan
would not l�ke to see you so pale; and what he l�ke not where he love, �s not
to h�s good. Therefore for h�s sake you must eat and sm�le. You have told
me all about Lucy, and so now we shall not speak of �t, lest �t d�stress. I
shall stay �n Exeter to-n�ght, for I want to th�nk much over what you have
told me, and when I have thought I w�ll ask you quest�ons, �f I may. And
then, too, you w�ll tell me of husband Jonathan’s trouble so far as you can,
but not yet. You must eat now; afterwards you shall tell me all.”

After lunch, when we went back to the draw�ng-room, he sa�d to me:—
“And now tell me all about h�m.” When �t came to speak�ng to th�s great

learned man, I began to fear that he would th�nk me a weak fool, and
Jonathan a madman—that journal �s all so strange—and I hes�tated to go
on. But he was so sweet and k�nd, and he had prom�sed to help, and I
trusted h�m, so I sa�d:—

“Dr. Van Hels�ng, what I have to tell you �s so queer that you must not
laugh at me or at my husband. I have been s�nce yesterday �n a sort of fever
of doubt; you must be k�nd to me, and not th�nk me fool�sh that I have even
half bel�eved some very strange th�ngs.” He reassured me by h�s manner as
well as h�s words when he sa�d:—

“Oh, my dear, �f you only know how strange �s the matter regard�ng
wh�ch I am here, �t �s you who would laugh. I have learned not to th�nk l�ttle
of any one’s bel�ef, no matter how strange �t be. I have tr�ed to keep an open
m�nd; and �t �s not the ord�nary th�ngs of l�fe that could close �t, but the
strange th�ngs, the extraord�nary th�ngs, the th�ngs that make one doubt �f
they be mad or sane.”

“Thank you, thank you, a thousand t�mes! You have taken a we�ght off
my m�nd. If you w�ll let me, I shall g�ve you a paper to read. It �s long, but I
have typewr�tten �t out. It w�ll tell you my trouble and Jonathan’s. It �s the



copy of h�s journal when abroad, and all that happened. I dare not say
anyth�ng of �t; you w�ll read for yourself and judge. And then when I see
you, perhaps, you w�ll be very k�nd and tell me what you th�nk.”

“I prom�se,” he sa�d as I gave h�m the papers; “I shall �n the morn�ng, so
soon as I can, come to see you and your husband, �f I may.”

“Jonathan w�ll be here at half-past eleven, and you must come to lunch
w�th us and see h�m then; you could catch the qu�ck 3:34 tra�n, wh�ch w�ll
leave you at Padd�ngton before e�ght.” He was surpr�sed at my knowledge
of the tra�ns off-hand, but he does not know that I have made up all the
tra�ns to and from Exeter, so that I may help Jonathan �n case he �s �n a
hurry.

So he took the papers w�th h�m and went away, and I s�t here th�nk�ng—
th�nk�ng I don’t know what.

Letter (by hand), Van Hels�ng to Mrs. Harker.
“25 September, 6 o’clock.

“Dear Madam M�na,—
“I have read your husband’s so wonderful d�ary. You may sleep w�thout

doubt. Strange and terr�ble as �t �s, �t �s true! I w�ll pledge my l�fe on �t. It
may be worse for others; but for h�m and you there �s no dread. He �s a
noble fellow; and let me tell you from exper�ence of men, that one who
would do as he d�d �n go�ng down that wall and to that room—ay, and go�ng
a second t�me—�s not one to be �njured �n permanence by a shock. H�s bra�n
and h�s heart are all r�ght; th�s I swear, before I have even seen h�m; so be at
rest. I shall have much to ask h�m of other th�ngs. I am blessed that to-day I
come to see you, for I have learn all at once so much that aga�n I am dazzle
—dazzle more than ever, and I must th�nk.

“Yours the most fa�thful,
“A������ V�� H������.”

Letter, Mrs. Harker to Van Hels�ng.
“25 September, 6:30 p. m.

“My dear Dr. Van Hels�ng,—
“A thousand thanks for your k�nd letter, wh�ch has taken a great we�ght

off my m�nd. And yet, �f �t be true, what terr�ble th�ngs there are �n the
world, and what an awful th�ng �f that man, that monster, be really �n



London! I fear to th�nk. I have th�s moment, wh�lst wr�t�ng, had a w�re from
Jonathan, say�ng that he leaves by the 6:25 to-n�ght from Launceston and
w�ll be here at 10:18, so that I shall have no fear to-n�ght. W�ll you,
therefore, �nstead of lunch�ng w�th us, please come to breakfast at e�ght
o’clock, �f th�s be not too early for you? You can get away, �f you are �n a
hurry, by the 10:30 tra�n, wh�ch w�ll br�ng you to Padd�ngton by 2:35. Do
not answer th�s, as I shall take �t that, �f I do not hear, you w�ll come to
breakfast.

“Bel�eve me,
“Your fa�thful and grateful fr�end,

“M��� H�����.”

Jonathan Harker’s Journal.
26 September.—I thought never to wr�te �n th�s d�ary aga�n, but the t�me

has come. When I got home last n�ght M�na had supper ready, and when we
had supped she told me of Van Hels�ng’s v�s�t, and of her hav�ng g�ven h�m
the two d�ar�es cop�ed out, and of how anx�ous she has been about me. She
showed me �n the doctor’s letter that all I wrote down was true. It seems to
have made a new man of me. It was the doubt as to the real�ty of the whole
th�ng that knocked me over. I felt �mpotent, and �n the dark, and d�strustful.
But, now that I know, I am not afra�d, even of the Count. He has succeeded
after all, then, �n h�s des�gn �n gett�ng to London, and �t was he I saw. He
has got younger, and how? Van Hels�ng �s the man to unmask h�m and hunt
h�m out, �f he �s anyth�ng l�ke what M�na says. We sat late, and talked �t all
over. M�na �s dress�ng, and I shall call at the hotel �n a few m�nutes and
br�ng h�m over....

He was, I th�nk, surpr�sed to see me. When I came �nto the room where
he was, and �ntroduced myself, he took me by the shoulder, and turned my
face round to the l�ght, and sa�d, after a sharp scrut�ny:—

“But Madam M�na told me you were �ll, that you had had a shock.” It
was so funny to hear my w�fe called “Madam M�na” by th�s k�ndly, strong-
faced old man. I sm�led, and sa�d:—

“I was �ll, I have had a shock; but you have cured me already.”
“And how?”
“By your letter to M�na last n�ght. I was �n doubt, and then everyth�ng

took a hue of unreal�ty, and I d�d not know what to trust, even the ev�dence



of my own senses. Not know�ng what to trust, I d�d not know what to do;
and so had only to keep on work�ng �n what had h�therto been the groove of
my l�fe. The groove ceased to ava�l me, and I m�strusted myself. Doctor,
you don’t know what �t �s to doubt everyth�ng, even yourself. No, you
don’t; you couldn’t w�th eyebrows l�ke yours.” He seemed pleased, and
laughed as he sa�d:—

“So! You are phys�ognom�st. I learn more here w�th each hour. I am w�th
so much pleasure com�ng to you to breakfast; and, oh, s�r, you w�ll pardon
pra�se from an old man, but you are blessed �n your w�fe.” I would l�sten to
h�m go on pra�s�ng M�na for a day, so I s�mply nodded and stood s�lent.

“She �s one of God’s women, fash�oned by H�s own hand to show us
men and other women that there �s a heaven where we can enter, and that �ts
l�ght can be here on earth. So true, so sweet, so noble, so l�ttle an ego�st—
and that, let me tell you, �s much �n th�s age, so scept�cal and self�sh. And
you, s�r—I have read all the letters to poor M�ss Lucy, and some of them
speak of you, so I know you s�nce some days from the know�ng of others;
but I have seen your true self s�nce last n�ght. You w�ll g�ve me your hand,
w�ll you not? And let us be fr�ends for all our l�ves.”

We shook hands, and he was so earnest and so k�nd that �t made me qu�te
choky.

“And now,” he sa�d, “may I ask you for some more help? I have a great
task to do, and at the beg�nn�ng �t �s to know. You can help me here. Can
you tell me what went before your go�ng to Transylvan�a? Later on I may
ask more help, and of a d�fferent k�nd; but at f�rst th�s w�ll do.”

“Look here, s�r,” I sa�d, “does what you have to do concern the Count?”
“It does,” he sa�d solemnly.
“Then I am w�th you heart and soul. As you go by the 10:30 tra�n, you

w�ll not have t�me to read them; but I shall get the bundle of papers. You
can take them w�th you and read them �n the tra�n.”

After breakfast I saw h�m to the stat�on. When we were part�ng he sa�d:
—

“Perhaps you w�ll come to town �f I send to you, and take Madam M�na
too.”

“We shall both come when you w�ll,” I sa�d.



I had got h�m the morn�ng papers and the London papers of the prev�ous
n�ght, and wh�le we were talk�ng at the carr�age w�ndow, wa�t�ng for the
tra�n to start, he was turn�ng them over. H�s eyes suddenly seemed to catch
someth�ng �n one of them, “The Westm�nster Gazette”—I knew �t by the
colour—and he grew qu�te wh�te. He read someth�ng �ntently, groan�ng to
h�mself: “Me�n Gott! Me�n Gott! So soon! so soon!” I do not th�nk he
remembered me at the moment. Just then the wh�stle blew, and the tra�n
moved off. Th�s recalled h�m to h�mself, and he leaned out of the w�ndow
and waved h�s hand, call�ng out: “Love to Madam M�na; I shall wr�te so
soon as ever I can.”

Dr. Seward’s D�ary.
26 September.—Truly there �s no such th�ng as f�nal�ty. Not a week s�nce

I sa�d “F�n�s,” and yet here I am start�ng fresh aga�n, or rather go�ng on w�th
the same record. Unt�l th�s afternoon I had no cause to th�nk of what �s
done. Renf�eld had become, to all �ntents, as sane as he ever was. He was
already well ahead w�th h�s fly bus�ness; and he had just started �n the
sp�der l�ne also; so he had not been of any trouble to me. I had a letter from
Arthur, wr�tten on Sunday, and from �t I gather that he �s bear�ng up
wonderfully well. Qu�ncey Morr�s �s w�th h�m, and that �s much of a help,
for he h�mself �s a bubbl�ng well of good sp�r�ts. Qu�ncey wrote me a l�ne
too, and from h�m I hear that Arthur �s beg�nn�ng to recover someth�ng of
h�s old buoyancy; so as to them all my m�nd �s at rest. As for myself, I was
settl�ng down to my work w�th the enthus�asm wh�ch I used to have for �t,
so that I m�ght fa�rly have sa�d that the wound wh�ch poor Lucy left on me
was becom�ng c�catr�sed. Everyth�ng �s, however, now reopened; and what
�s to be the end God only knows. I have an �dea that Van Hels�ng th�nks he
knows, too, but he w�ll only let out enough at a t�me to whet cur�os�ty. He
went to Exeter yesterday, and stayed there all n�ght. To-day he came back,
and almost bounded �nto the room at about half-past f�ve o’clock, and thrust
last n�ght’s “Westm�nster Gazette” �nto my hand.

“What do you th�nk of that?” he asked as he stood back and folded h�s
arms.

I looked over the paper, for I really d�d not know what he meant; but he
took �t from me and po�nted out a paragraph about ch�ldren be�ng decoyed
away at Hampstead. It d�d not convey much to me, unt�l I reached a passage



where �t descr�bed small punctured wounds on the�r throats. An �dea struck
me, and I looked up. “Well?” he sa�d.

“It �s l�ke poor Lucy’s.”
“And what do you make of �t?”
“S�mply that there �s some cause �n common. Whatever �t was that

�njured her has �njured them.” I d�d not qu�te understand h�s answer:—
“That �s true �nd�rectly, but not d�rectly.”
“How do you mean, Professor?” I asked. I was a l�ttle �ncl�ned to take

h�s ser�ousness l�ghtly—for, after all, four days of rest and freedom from
burn�ng, harrow�ng anx�ety does help to restore one’s sp�r�ts—but when I
saw h�s face, �t sobered me. Never, even �n the m�dst of our despa�r about
poor Lucy, had he looked more stern.

“Tell me!” I sa�d. “I can hazard no op�n�on. I do not know what to th�nk,
and I have no data on wh�ch to found a conjecture.”

“Do you mean to tell me, fr�end John, that you have no susp�c�on as to
what poor Lucy d�ed of; not after all the h�nts g�ven, not only by events, but
by me?”

“Of nervous prostrat�on follow�ng on great loss or waste of blood.”
“And how the blood lost or waste?” I shook my head. He stepped over

and sat down bes�de me, and went on:—
“You are clever man, fr�end John; you reason well, and your w�t �s bold;

but you are too prejud�ced. You do not let your eyes see nor your ears hear,
and that wh�ch �s outs�de your da�ly l�fe �s not of account to you. Do you not
th�nk that there are th�ngs wh�ch you cannot understand, and yet wh�ch are;
that some people see th�ngs that others cannot? But there are th�ngs old and
new wh�ch must not be contemplate by men’s eyes, because they know—or
th�nk they know—some th�ngs wh�ch other men have told them. Ah, �t �s
the fault of our sc�ence that �t wants to expla�n all; and �f �t expla�n not, then
�t says there �s noth�ng to expla�n. But yet we see around us every day the
growth of new bel�efs, wh�ch th�nk themselves new; and wh�ch are yet but
the old, wh�ch pretend to be young—l�ke the f�ne lad�es at the opera. I
suppose now you do not bel�eve �n corporeal transference. No? Nor �n
mater�al�sat�on. No? Nor �n astral bod�es. No? Nor �n the read�ng of
thought. No? Nor �n hypnot�sm——”



“Yes,” I sa�d. “Charcot has proved that pretty well.” He sm�led as he
went on: “Then you are sat�sf�ed as to �t. Yes? And of course then you
understand how �t act, and can follow the m�nd of the great Charcot—alas
that he �s no more!—�nto the very soul of the pat�ent that he �nfluence. No?
Then, fr�end John, am I to take �t that you s�mply accept fact, and are
sat�sf�ed to let from prem�se to conclus�on be a blank? No? Then tell me—
for I am student of the bra�n—how you accept the hypnot�sm and reject the
thought read�ng. Let me tell you, my fr�end, that there are th�ngs done to-
day �n electr�cal sc�ence wh�ch would have been deemed unholy by the very
men who d�scovered electr�c�ty—who would themselves not so long before
have been burned as w�zards. There are always myster�es �n l�fe. Why was
�t that Methuselah l�ved n�ne hundred years, and ‘Old Parr’ one hundred
and s�xty-n�ne, and yet that poor Lucy, w�th four men’s blood �n her poor
ve�ns, could not l�ve even one day? For, had she l�ve one more day, we
could have save her. Do you know all the mystery of l�fe and death? Do you
know the altogether of comparat�ve anatomy and can say wherefore the
qual�t�es of brutes are �n some men, and not �n others? Can you tell me why,
when other sp�ders d�e small and soon, that one great sp�der l�ved for
centur�es �n the tower of the old Span�sh church and grew and grew, t�ll, on
descend�ng, he could dr�nk the o�l of all the church lamps? Can you tell me
why �n the Pampas, ay and elsewhere, there are bats that come at n�ght and
open the ve�ns of cattle and horses and suck dry the�r ve�ns; how �n some
�slands of the Western seas there are bats wh�ch hang on the trees all day,
and those who have seen descr�be as l�ke g�ant nuts or pods, and that when
the sa�lors sleep on the deck, because that �t �s hot, fl�t down on them, and
then—and then �n the morn�ng are found dead men, wh�te as even M�ss
Lucy was?”

“Good God, Professor!” I sa�d, start�ng up. “Do you mean to tell me that
Lucy was b�tten by such a bat; and that such a th�ng �s here �n London �n the
n�neteenth century?” He waved h�s hand for s�lence, and went on:—

“Can you tell me why the torto�se l�ves more long than generat�ons of
men; why the elephant goes on and on t�ll he have seen dynast�es; and why
the parrot never d�e only of b�te of cat or dog or other compla�nt? Can you
tell me why men bel�eve �n all ages and places that there are some few who
l�ve on always �f they be perm�t; that there are men and women who cannot
d�e? We all know—because sc�ence has vouched for the fact—that there
have been toads shut up �n rocks for thousands of years, shut �n one so



small hole that only hold h�m s�nce the youth of the world. Can you tell me
how the Ind�an fak�r can make h�mself to d�e and have been bur�ed, and h�s
grave sealed and corn sowed on �t, and the corn reaped and be cut and sown
and reaped and cut aga�n, and then men come and take away the unbroken
seal and that there l�e the Ind�an fak�r, not dead, but that r�se up and walk
amongst them as before?” Here I �nterrupted h�m. I was gett�ng bew�ldered;
he so crowded on my m�nd h�s l�st of nature’s eccentr�c�t�es and poss�ble
�mposs�b�l�t�es that my �mag�nat�on was gett�ng f�red. I had a d�m �dea that
he was teach�ng me some lesson, as long ago he used to do �n h�s study at
Amsterdam; but he used then to tell me the th�ng, so that I could have the
object of thought �n m�nd all the t�me. But now I was w�thout th�s help, yet I
wanted to follow h�m, so I sa�d:—

“Professor, let me be your pet student aga�n. Tell me the thes�s, so that I
may apply your knowledge as you go on. At present I am go�ng �n my m�nd
from po�nt to po�nt as a mad man, and not a sane one, follows an �dea. I feel
l�ke a nov�ce lumber�ng through a bog �n a m�st, jump�ng from one tussock
to another �n the mere bl�nd effort to move on w�thout know�ng where I am
go�ng.”

“That �s good �mage,” he sa�d. “Well, I shall tell you. My thes�s �s th�s: I
want you to bel�eve.”

“To bel�eve what?”
“To bel�eve �n th�ngs that you cannot. Let me �llustrate. I heard once of

an Amer�can who so def�ned fa�th: ‘that faculty wh�ch enables us to bel�eve
th�ngs wh�ch we know to be untrue.’ For one, I follow that man. He meant
that we shall have an open m�nd, and not let a l�ttle b�t of truth check the
rush of a b�g truth, l�ke a small rock does a ra�lway truck. We get the small
truth f�rst. Good! We keep h�m, and we value h�m; but all the same we must
not let h�m th�nk h�mself all the truth �n the un�verse.”

“Then you want me not to let some prev�ous conv�ct�on �njure the
recept�v�ty of my m�nd w�th regard to some strange matter. Do I read your
lesson ar�ght?”

“Ah, you are my favour�te pup�l st�ll. It �s worth to teach you. Now that
you are w�ll�ng to understand, you have taken the f�rst step to understand.
You th�nk then that those so small holes �n the ch�ldren’s throats were made
by the same that made the hole �n M�ss Lucy?”

“I suppose so.” He stood up and sa�d solemnly:—



“Then you are wrong. Oh, would �t were so! but alas! no. It �s worse, far,
far worse.”

“In God’s name, Professor Van Hels�ng, what do you mean?” I cr�ed.
He threw h�mself w�th a despa�r�ng gesture �nto a cha�r, and placed h�s

elbows on the table, cover�ng h�s face w�th h�s hands as he spoke:—
“They were made by M�ss Lucy!”



CHAPTER XV

DR. SEWARD’S DIARY—cont�nued.

FOR a wh�le sheer anger mastered me; �t was as �f he had dur�ng her l�fe
struck Lucy on the face. I smote the table hard and rose up as I sa�d to h�m:
—

“Dr. Van Hels�ng, are you mad?” He ra�sed h�s head and looked at me,
and somehow the tenderness of h�s face calmed me at once. “Would I
were!” he sa�d. “Madness were easy to bear compared w�th truth l�ke th�s.
Oh, my fr�end, why, th�nk you, d�d I go so far round, why take so long to
tell you so s�mple a th�ng? Was �t because I hate you and have hated you all
my l�fe? Was �t because I w�shed to g�ve you pa�n? Was �t that I wanted,
now so late, revenge for that t�me when you saved my l�fe, and from a
fearful death? Ah no!”

“Forg�ve me,” sa�d I. He went on:—
“My fr�end, �t was because I w�shed to be gentle �n the break�ng to you,

for I know you have loved that so sweet lady. But even yet I do not expect
you to bel�eve. It �s so hard to accept at once any abstract truth, that we may
doubt such to be poss�ble when we have always bel�eved the ‘no’ of �t; �t �s
more hard st�ll to accept so sad a concrete truth, and of such a one as M�ss
Lucy. To-n�ght I go to prove �t. Dare you come w�th me?”

Th�s staggered me. A man does not l�ke to prove such a truth; Byron
excepted from the category, jealousy.

“And prove the very truth he most abhorred.”

He saw my hes�tat�on, and spoke:—
“The log�c �s s�mple, no madman’s log�c th�s t�me, jump�ng from tussock

to tussock �n a m�sty bog. If �t be not true, then proof w�ll be rel�ef; at worst
�t w�ll not harm. If �t be true! Ah, there �s the dread; yet very dread should
help my cause, for �n �t �s some need of bel�ef. Come, I tell you what I
propose: f�rst, that we go off now and see that ch�ld �n the hosp�tal. Dr.
V�ncent, of the North Hosp�tal, where the papers say the ch�ld �s, �s fr�end



of m�ne, and I th�nk of yours s�nce you were �n class at Amsterdam. He w�ll
let two sc�ent�sts see h�s case, �f he w�ll not let two fr�ends. We shall tell h�m
noth�ng, but only that we w�sh to learn. And then——”

“And then?” He took a key from h�s pocket and held �t up. “And then we
spend the n�ght, you and I, �n the churchyard where Lucy l�es. Th�s �s the
key that lock the tomb. I had �t from the coff�n-man to g�ve to Arthur.” My
heart sank w�th�n me, for I felt that there was some fearful ordeal before us.
I could do noth�ng, however, so I plucked up what heart I could and sa�d
that we had better hasten, as the afternoon was pass�ng....

We found the ch�ld awake. It had had a sleep and taken some food, and
altogether was go�ng on well. Dr. V�ncent took the bandage from �ts throat,
and showed us the punctures. There was no m�stak�ng the s�m�lar�ty to those
wh�ch had been on Lucy’s throat. They were smaller, and the edges looked
fresher; that was all. We asked V�ncent to what he attr�buted them, and he
repl�ed that �t must have been a b�te of some an�mal, perhaps a rat; but, for
h�s own part, he was �ncl�ned to th�nk that �t was one of the bats wh�ch are
so numerous on the northern he�ghts of London. “Out of so many harmless
ones,” he sa�d, “there may be some w�ld spec�men from the South of a more
mal�gnant spec�es. Some sa�lor may have brought one home, and �t
managed to escape; or even from the Zoölog�cal Gardens a young one may
have got loose, or one be bred there from a vamp�re. These th�ngs do occur,
you know. Only ten days ago a wolf got out, and was, I bel�eve, traced up �n
th�s d�rect�on. For a week after, the ch�ldren were play�ng noth�ng but Red
R�d�ng Hood on the Heath and �n every alley �n the place unt�l th�s ‘bloofer
lady’ scare came along, s�nce when �t has been qu�te a gala-t�me w�th them.
Even th�s poor l�ttle m�te, when he woke up to-day, asked the nurse �f he
m�ght go away. When she asked h�m why he wanted to go, he sa�d he
wanted to play w�th the ‘bloofer lady.’ ”

“I hope,” sa�d Van Hels�ng, “that when you are send�ng the ch�ld home
you w�ll caut�on �ts parents to keep str�ct watch over �t. These fanc�es to
stray are most dangerous; and �f the ch�ld were to rema�n out another n�ght,
�t would probably be fatal. But �n any case I suppose you w�ll not let �t away
for some days?”

“Certa�nly not, not for a week at least; longer �f the wound �s not
healed.”



Our v�s�t to the hosp�tal took more t�me than we had reckoned on, and
the sun had d�pped before we came out. When Van Hels�ng saw how dark �t
was, he sa�d:—

“There �s no hurry. It �s more late than I thought. Come, let us seek
somewhere that we may eat, and then we shall go on our way.”

We d�ned at “Jack Straw’s Castle” along w�th a l�ttle crowd of b�cycl�sts
and others who were gen�ally no�sy. About ten o’clock we started from the
�nn. It was then very dark, and the scattered lamps made the darkness
greater when we were once outs�de the�r �nd�v�dual rad�us. The Professor
had ev�dently noted the road we were to go, for he went on unhes�tat�ngly;
but, as for me, I was �n qu�te a m�xup as to local�ty. As we went further, we
met fewer and fewer people, t�ll at last we were somewhat surpr�sed when
we met even the patrol of horse pol�ce go�ng the�r usual suburban round. At
last we reached the wall of the churchyard, wh�ch we cl�mbed over. W�th
some l�ttle d�ff�culty—for �t was very dark, and the whole place seemed so
strange to us—we found the Westenra tomb. The Professor took the key,
opened the creaky door, and stand�ng back, pol�tely, but qu�te
unconsc�ously, mot�oned me to precede h�m. There was a del�c�ous �rony �n
the offer, �n the courtl�ness of g�v�ng preference on such a ghastly occas�on.
My compan�on followed me qu�ckly, and caut�ously drew the door to, after
carefully ascerta�n�ng that the lock was a fall�ng, and not a spr�ng, one. In
the latter case we should have been �n a bad pl�ght. Then he fumbled �n h�s
bag, and tak�ng out a matchbox and a p�ece of candle, proceeded to make a
l�ght. The tomb �n the day-t�me, and when wreathed w�th fresh flowers, had
looked gr�m and gruesome enough; but now, some days afterwards, when
the flowers hung lank and dead, the�r wh�tes turn�ng to rust and the�r greens
to browns; when the sp�der and the beetle had resumed the�r accustomed
dom�nance; when t�me-d�scoloured stone, and dust-encrusted mortar, and
rusty, dank �ron, and tarn�shed brass, and clouded s�lver-plat�ng gave back
the feeble gl�mmer of a candle, the effect was more m�serable and sord�d
than could have been �mag�ned. It conveyed �rres�st�bly the �dea that l�fe—
an�mal l�fe—was not the only th�ng wh�ch could pass away.

Van Hels�ng went about h�s work systemat�cally. Hold�ng h�s candle so
that he could read the coff�n plates, and so hold�ng �t that the sperm dropped
�n wh�te patches wh�ch congealed as they touched the metal, he made
assurance of Lucy’s coff�n. Another search �n h�s bag, and he took out a
turnscrew.



“What are you go�ng to do?” I asked.
“To open the coff�n. You shall yet be conv�nced.” Stra�ghtway he began

tak�ng out the screws, and f�nally l�fted off the l�d, show�ng the cas�ng of
lead beneath. The s�ght was almost too much for me. It seemed to be as
much an affront to the dead as �t would have been to have str�pped off her
cloth�ng �n her sleep wh�lst l�v�ng; I actually took hold of h�s hand to stop
h�m. He only sa�d: “You shall see,” and aga�n fumbl�ng �n h�s bag, took out
a t�ny fret-saw. Str�k�ng the turnscrew through the lead w�th a sw�ft
downward stab, wh�ch made me w�nce, he made a small hole, wh�ch was,
however, b�g enough to adm�t the po�nt of the saw. I had expected a rush of
gas from the week-old corpse. We doctors, who have had to study our
dangers, have to become accustomed to such th�ngs, and I drew back
towards the door. But the Professor never stopped for a moment; he sawed
down a couple of feet along one s�de of the lead coff�n, and then across, and
down the other s�de. Tak�ng the edge of the loose flange, he bent �t back
towards the foot of the coff�n, and hold�ng up the candle �nto the aperture,
mot�oned to me to look.

I drew near and looked. The coff�n was empty.
It was certa�nly a surpr�se to me, and gave me a cons�derable shock, but

Van Hels�ng was unmoved. He was now more sure than ever of h�s ground,
and so emboldened to proceed �n h�s task. “Are you sat�sf�ed now, fr�end
John?” he asked.

I felt all the dogged argumentat�veness of my nature awake w�th�n me as
I answered h�m:—

“I am sat�sf�ed that Lucy’s body �s not �n that coff�n; but that only proves
one th�ng.”

“And what �s that, fr�end John?”
“That �t �s not there.”
“That �s good log�c,” he sa�d, “so far as �t goes. But how do you—how

can you—account for �t not be�ng there?”
“Perhaps a body-snatcher,” I suggested. “Some of the undertaker’s

people may have stolen �t.” I felt that I was speak�ng folly, and yet �t was
the only real cause wh�ch I could suggest. The Professor s�ghed. “Ah well!”
he sa�d, “we must have more proof. Come w�th me.”



He put on the coff�n-l�d aga�n, gathered up all h�s th�ngs and placed them
�n the bag, blew out the l�ght, and placed the candle also �n the bag. We
opened the door, and went out. Beh�nd us he closed the door and locked �t.
He handed me the key, say�ng: “W�ll you keep �t? You had better be
assured.” I laughed—�t was not a very cheerful laugh, I am bound to say—
as I mot�oned h�m to keep �t. “A key �s noth�ng,” I sa�d; “there may be
dupl�cates; and anyhow �t �s not d�ff�cult to p�ck a lock of that k�nd.” He
sa�d noth�ng, but put the key �n h�s pocket. Then he told me to watch at one
s�de of the churchyard wh�lst he would watch at the other. I took up my
place beh�nd a yew-tree, and I saw h�s dark f�gure move unt�l the
�nterven�ng headstones and trees h�d �t from my s�ght.

It was a lonely v�g�l. Just after I had taken my place I heard a d�stant
clock str�ke twelve, and �n t�me came one and two. I was ch�lled and
unnerved, and angry w�th the Professor for tak�ng me on such an errand and
w�th myself for com�ng. I was too cold and too sleepy to be keenly
observant, and not sleepy enough to betray my trust so altogether I had a
dreary, m�serable t�me.

Suddenly, as I turned round, I thought I saw someth�ng l�ke a wh�te
streak, mov�ng between two dark yew-trees at the s�de of the churchyard
farthest from the tomb; at the same t�me a dark mass moved from the
Professor’s s�de of the ground, and hurr�edly went towards �t. Then I too
moved; but I had to go round headstones and ra�led-off tombs, and I
stumbled over graves. The sky was overcast, and somewhere far off an
early cock crew. A l�ttle way off, beyond a l�ne of scattered jun�per-trees,
wh�ch marked the pathway to the church, a wh�te, d�m f�gure fl�tted �n the
d�rect�on of the tomb. The tomb �tself was h�dden by trees, and I could not
see where the f�gure d�sappeared. I heard the rustle of actual movement
where I had f�rst seen the wh�te f�gure, and com�ng over, found the
Professor hold�ng �n h�s arms a t�ny ch�ld. When he saw me he held �t out to
me, and sa�d:—

“Are you sat�sf�ed now?”
“No,” I sa�d, �n a way that I felt was aggress�ve.
“Do you not see the ch�ld?”
“Yes, �t �s a ch�ld, but who brought �t here? And �s �t wounded?” I asked.
“We shall see,” sa�d the Professor, and w�th one �mpulse we took our

way out of the churchyard, he carry�ng the sleep�ng ch�ld.



When we had got some l�ttle d�stance away, we went �nto a clump of
trees, and struck a match, and looked at the ch�ld’s throat. It was w�thout a
scratch or scar of any k�nd.

“Was I r�ght?” I asked tr�umphantly.
“We were just �n t�me,” sa�d the Professor thankfully.
We had now to dec�de what we were to do w�th the ch�ld, and so

consulted about �t. If we were to take �t to a pol�ce-stat�on we should have
to g�ve some account of our movements dur�ng the n�ght; at least, we
should have had to make some statement as to how we had come to f�nd the
ch�ld. So f�nally we dec�ded that we would take �t to the Heath, and when
we heard a pol�ceman com�ng, would leave �t where he could not fa�l to f�nd
�t; we would then seek our way home as qu�ckly as we could. All fell out
well. At the edge of Hampstead Heath we heard a pol�ceman’s heavy tramp,
and lay�ng the ch�ld on the pathway, we wa�ted and watched unt�l he saw �t
as he flashed h�s lantern to and fro. We heard h�s exclamat�on of
aston�shment, and then we went away s�lently. By good chance we got a cab
near the “Span�ards,” and drove to town.

I cannot sleep, so I make th�s entry. But I must try to get a few hours’
sleep, as Van Hels�ng �s to call for me at noon. He �ns�sts that I shall go w�th
h�m on another exped�t�on.

 
27 September.—It was two o’clock before we found a su�table

opportun�ty for our attempt. The funeral held at noon was all completed,
and the last stragglers of the mourners had taken themselves laz�ly away,
when, look�ng carefully from beh�nd a clump of alder-trees, we saw the
sexton lock the gate after h�m. We knew then that we were safe t�ll morn�ng
d�d we des�re �t; but the Professor told me that we should not want more
than an hour at most. Aga�n I felt that horr�d sense of the real�ty of th�ngs,
�n wh�ch any effort of �mag�nat�on seemed out of place; and I real�sed
d�st�nctly the per�ls of the law wh�ch we were �ncurr�ng �n our unhallowed
work. Bes�des, I felt �t was all so useless. Outrageous as �t was to open a
leaden coff�n, to see �f a woman dead nearly a week were really dead, �t
now seemed the he�ght of folly to open the tomb aga�n, when we knew,
from the ev�dence of our own eyes�ght, that the coff�n was empty. I
shrugged my shoulders, however, and rested s�lent, for Van Hels�ng had a
way of go�ng on h�s own road, no matter who remonstrated. He took the



key, opened the vault, and aga�n courteously mot�oned me to precede. The
place was not so gruesome as last n�ght, but oh, how unutterably mean-
look�ng when the sunsh�ne streamed �n. Van Hels�ng walked over to Lucy’s
coff�n, and I followed. He bent over and aga�n forced back the leaden
flange; and then a shock of surpr�se and d�smay shot through me.

There lay Lucy, seem�ngly just as we had seen her the n�ght before her
funeral. She was, �f poss�ble, more rad�antly beaut�ful than ever; and I could
not bel�eve that she was dead. The l�ps were red, nay redder than before;
and on the cheeks was a del�cate bloom.

“Is th�s a juggle?” I sa�d to h�m.
“Are you conv�nced now?” sa�d the Professor �n response, and as he

spoke he put over h�s hand, and �n a way that made me shudder, pulled back
the dead l�ps and showed the wh�te teeth.

“See,” he went on, “see, they are even sharper than before. W�th th�s and
th�s”—and he touched one of the can�ne teeth and that below �t—“the l�ttle
ch�ldren can be b�tten. Are you of bel�ef now, fr�end John?” Once more,
argumentat�ve host�l�ty woke w�th�n me. I could not accept such an
overwhelm�ng �dea as he suggested; so, w�th an attempt to argue of wh�ch I
was even at the moment ashamed, I sa�d:—

“She may have been placed here s�nce last n�ght.”
“Indeed? That �s so, and by whom?”
“I do not know. Some one has done �t.”
“And yet she has been dead one week. Most peoples �n that t�me would

not look so.” I had no answer for th�s, so was s�lent. Van Hels�ng d�d not
seem to not�ce my s�lence; at any rate, he showed ne�ther chagr�n nor
tr�umph. He was look�ng �ntently at the face of the dead woman, ra�s�ng the
eyel�ds and look�ng at the eyes, and once more open�ng the l�ps and
exam�n�ng the teeth. Then he turned to me and sa�d:—

“Here, there �s one th�ng wh�ch �s d�fferent from all recorded; here �s
some dual l�fe that �s not as the common. She was b�tten by the vamp�re
when she was �n a trance, sleep-walk�ng—oh, you start; you do not know
that, fr�end John, but you shall know �t all later—and �n trance could he best
come to take more blood. In trance she d�ed, and �n trance she �s Un-Dead,
too. So �t �s that she d�ffer from all other. Usually when the Un-Dead sleep
at home”—as he spoke he made a comprehens�ve sweep of h�s arm to
des�gnate what to a vamp�re was “home”—“the�r face show what they are,



but th�s so sweet that was when she not Un-Dead she go back to the
noth�ngs of the common dead. There �s no mal�gn there, see, and so �t make
hard that I must k�ll her �n her sleep.” Th�s turned my blood cold, and �t
began to dawn upon me that I was accept�ng Van Hels�ng’s theor�es; but �f
she were really dead, what was there of terror �n the �dea of k�ll�ng her? He
looked up at me, and ev�dently saw the change �n my face, for he sa�d
almost joyously:—

“Ah, you bel�eve now?”
I answered: “Do not press me too hard all at once. I am w�ll�ng to accept.

How w�ll you do th�s bloody work?”
“I shall cut off her head and f�ll her mouth w�th garl�c, and I shall dr�ve a

stake through her body.” It made me shudder to th�nk of so mut�lat�ng the
body of the woman whom I had loved. And yet the feel�ng was not so
strong as I had expected. I was, �n fact, beg�nn�ng to shudder at the presence
of th�s be�ng, th�s Un-Dead, as Van Hels�ng called �t, and to loathe �t. Is �t
poss�ble that love �s all subject�ve, or all object�ve?

I wa�ted a cons�derable t�me for Van Hels�ng to beg�n, but he stood as �f
wrapped �n thought. Presently he closed the catch of h�s bag w�th a snap,
and sa�d:—

“I have been th�nk�ng, and have made up my m�nd as to what �s best. If I
d�d s�mply follow my �ncl�n�ng I would do now, at th�s moment, what �s to
be done; but there are other th�ngs to follow, and th�ngs that are thousand
t�mes more d�ff�cult �n that them we do not know. Th�s �s s�mple. She have
yet no l�fe taken, though that �s of t�me; and to act now would be to take
danger from her for ever. But then we may have to want Arthur, and how
shall we tell h�m of th�s? If you, who saw the wounds on Lucy’s throat, and
saw the wounds so s�m�lar on the ch�ld’s at the hosp�tal; �f you, who saw the
coff�n empty last n�ght and full to-day w�th a woman who have not change
only to be more rose and more beaut�ful �n a whole week, after she d�e—�f
you know of th�s and know of the wh�te f�gure last n�ght that brought the
ch�ld to the churchyard, and yet of your own senses you d�d not bel�eve,
how, then, can I expect Arthur, who know none of those th�ngs, to bel�eve?
He doubted me when I took h�m from her k�ss when she was dy�ng. I know
he has forg�ven me because �n some m�staken �dea I have done th�ngs that
prevent h�m say good-bye as he ought; and he may th�nk that �n some more
m�staken �dea th�s woman was bur�ed al�ve; and that �n most m�stake of all



we have k�lled her. He w�ll then argue back that �t �s we, m�staken ones, that
have k�lled her by our �deas; and so he w�ll be much unhappy always. Yet
he never can be sure; and that �s the worst of all. And he w�ll somet�mes
th�nk that she he loved was bur�ed al�ve, and that w�ll pa�nt h�s dreams w�th
horrors of what she must have suffered; and aga�n, he w�ll th�nk that we
may be r�ght, and that h�s so beloved was, after all, an Un-Dead. No! I told
h�m once, and s�nce then I learn much. Now, s�nce I know �t �s all true, a
hundred thousand t�mes more do I know that he must pass through the b�tter
waters to reach the sweet. He, poor fellow, must have one hour that w�ll
make the very face of heaven grow black to h�m; then we can act for good
all round and send h�m peace. My m�nd �s made up. Let us go. You return
home for to-n�ght to your asylum, and see that all be well. As for me, I shall
spend the n�ght here �n th�s churchyard �n my own way. To-morrow n�ght
you w�ll come to me to the Berkeley Hotel at ten of the clock. I shall send
for Arthur to come too, and also that so f�ne young man of Amer�ca that
gave h�s blood. Later we shall all have work to do. I come w�th you so far
as P�ccad�lly and there d�ne, for I must be back here before the sun set.”

So we locked the tomb and came away, and got over the wall of the
churchyard, wh�ch was not much of a task, and drove back to P�ccad�lly.

Note left by Van Hels�ng �n h�s portmanteau, Berkeley Hotel d�rected to
John Seward, M. D.

(Not del�vered.)
“27 September.

“Fr�end John,—
“I wr�te th�s �n case anyth�ng should happen. I go alone to watch �n that

churchyard. It pleases me that the Un-Dead, M�ss Lucy, shall not leave to-
n�ght, that so on the morrow n�ght she may be more eager. Therefore I shall
f�x some th�ngs she l�ke not—garl�c and a cruc�f�x—and so seal up the door
of the tomb. She �s young as Un-Dead, and w�ll heed. Moreover, these are
only to prevent her com�ng out; they may not preva�l on her want�ng to get
�n; for then the Un-Dead �s desperate, and must f�nd the l�ne of least
res�stance, whatsoever �t may be. I shall be at hand all the n�ght from sunset
t�ll after the sunr�se, and �f there be aught that may be learned I shall learn
�t. For M�ss Lucy or from her, I have no fear; but that other to whom �s
there that she �s Un-Dead, he have now the power to seek her tomb and f�nd
shelter. He �s cunn�ng, as I know from Mr. Jonathan and from the way that



all along he have fooled us when he played w�th us for M�ss Lucy’s l�fe,
and we lost; and �n many ways the Un-Dead are strong. He have always the
strength �n h�s hand of twenty men; even we four who gave our strength to
M�ss Lucy �t also �s all to h�m. Bes�des, he can summon h�s wolf and I
know not what. So �f �t be that he come th�ther on th�s n�ght he shall f�nd
me; but none other shall—unt�l �t be too late. But �t may be that he w�ll not
attempt the place. There �s no reason why he should; h�s hunt�ng ground �s
more full of game than the churchyard where the Un-Dead woman sleep,
and the one old man watch.

“Therefore I wr�te th�s �n case.... Take the papers that are w�th th�s, the
d�ar�es of Harker and the rest, and read them, and then f�nd th�s great Un-
Dead, and cut off h�s head and burn h�s heart or dr�ve a stake through �t, so
that the world may rest from h�m.

“If �t be so, farewell.
“V�� H������.”

Dr. Seward’s D�ary.
28 September.—It �s wonderful what a good n�ght’s sleep w�ll do for

one. Yesterday I was almost w�ll�ng to accept Van Hels�ng’s monstrous
�deas; but now they seem to start out lur�d before me as outrages on
common sense. I have no doubt that he bel�eves �t all. I wonder �f h�s m�nd
can have become �n any way unh�nged. Surely there must be some rat�onal
explanat�on of all these myster�ous th�ngs. Is �t poss�ble that the Professor
can have done �t h�mself? He �s so abnormally clever that �f he went off h�s
head he would carry out h�s �ntent w�th regard to some f�xed �dea �n a
wonderful way. I am loath to th�nk �t, and �ndeed �t would be almost as great
a marvel as the other to f�nd that Van Hels�ng was mad; but anyhow I shall
watch h�m carefully. I may get some l�ght on the mystery.

 
29 September, morn�ng..... Last n�ght, at a l�ttle before ten o’clock,

Arthur and Qu�ncey came �nto Van Hels�ng’s room; he told us all that he
wanted us to do, but espec�ally address�ng h�mself to Arthur, as �f all our
w�lls were centred �n h�s. He began by say�ng that he hoped we would all
come w�th h�m too, “for,” he sa�d, “there �s a grave duty to be done there.
You were doubtless surpr�sed at my letter?” Th�s query was d�rectly
addressed to Lord Godalm�ng.



“I was. It rather upset me for a b�t. There has been so much trouble
around my house of late that I could do w�thout any more. I have been
cur�ous, too, as to what you mean. Qu�ncey and I talked �t over; but the
more we talked, the more puzzled we got, t�ll now I can say for myself that
I’m about up a tree as to any mean�ng about anyth�ng.”

“Me too,” sa�d Qu�ncey Morr�s lacon�cally.
“Oh,” sa�d the Professor, “then you are nearer the beg�nn�ng, both of

you, than fr�end John here, who has to go a long way back before he can
even get so far as to beg�n.”

It was ev�dent that he recogn�sed my return to my old doubt�ng frame of
m�nd w�thout my say�ng a word. Then, turn�ng to the other two, he sa�d
w�th �ntense grav�ty:—

“I want your perm�ss�on to do what I th�nk good th�s n�ght. It �s, I know,
much to ask; and when you know what �t �s I propose to do you w�ll know,
and only then, how much. Therefore may I ask that you prom�se me �n the
dark, so that afterwards, though you may be angry w�th me for a t�me—I
must not d�sgu�se from myself the poss�b�l�ty that such may be—you shall
not blame yourselves for anyth�ng.”

“That’s frank anyhow,” broke �n Qu�ncey. “I’ll answer for the Professor.
I don’t qu�te see h�s dr�ft, but I swear he’s honest; and that’s good enough
for me.”

“I thank you, s�r,” sa�d Van Hels�ng proudly. “I have done myself the
honour of count�ng you one trust�ng fr�end, and such endorsement �s dear to
me.” He held out a hand, wh�ch Qu�ncey took.

Then Arthur spoke out:—
“Dr. Van Hels�ng, I don’t qu�te l�ke to ‘buy a p�g �n a poke,’ as they say

�n Scotland, and �f �t be anyth�ng �n wh�ch my honour as a gentleman or my
fa�th as a Chr�st�an �s concerned, I cannot make such a prom�se. If you can
assure me that what you �ntend does not v�olate e�ther of these two, then I
g�ve my consent at once; though for the l�fe of me, I cannot understand
what you are dr�v�ng at.”

“I accept your l�m�tat�on,” sa�d Van Hels�ng, “and all I ask of you �s that
�f you feel �t necessary to condemn any act of m�ne, you w�ll f�rst cons�der
�t well and be sat�sf�ed that �t does not v�olate your reservat�ons.”



“Agreed!” sa�d Arthur; “that �s only fa�r. And now that the pourparlers
are over, may I ask what �t �s we are to do?”

“I want you to come w�th me, and to come �n secret, to the churchyard at
K�ngstead.”

Arthur’s face fell as he sa�d �n an amazed sort of way:—
“Where poor Lucy �s bur�ed?” The Professor bowed. Arthur went on:

“And when there?”
“To enter the tomb!” Arthur stood up.
“Professor, are you �n earnest; or �t �s some monstrous joke? Pardon me,

I see that you are �n earnest.” He sat down aga�n, but I could see that he sat
f�rmly and proudly, as one who �s on h�s d�gn�ty. There was s�lence unt�l he
asked aga�n:—

“And when �n the tomb?”
“To open the coff�n.”
“Th�s �s too much!” he sa�d, angr�ly r�s�ng aga�n. “I am w�ll�ng to be

pat�ent �n all th�ngs that are reasonable; but �n th�s—th�s desecrat�on of the
grave—of one who——” He fa�rly choked w�th �nd�gnat�on. The Professor
looked p�ty�ngly at h�m.

“If I could spare you one pang, my poor fr�end,” he sa�d, “God knows I
would. But th�s n�ght our feet must tread �n thorny paths; or later, and for
ever, the feet you love must walk �n paths of flame!”

Arthur looked up w�th set wh�te face and sa�d:—
“Take care, s�r, take care!”
“Would �t not be well to hear what I have to say?” sa�d Van Hels�ng.

“And then you w�ll at least know the l�m�t of my purpose. Shall I go on?”
“That’s fa�r enough,” broke �n Morr�s.
After a pause Van Hels�ng went on, ev�dently w�th an effort:—
“M�ss Lucy �s dead; �s �t not so? Yes! Then there can be no wrong to her.

But �f she be not dead——”
Arthur jumped to h�s feet.
“Good God!” he cr�ed. “What do you mean? Has there been any

m�stake; has she been bur�ed al�ve?” He groaned �n angu�sh that not even
hope could soften.



“I d�d not say she was al�ve, my ch�ld; I d�d not th�nk �t. I go no further
than to say that she m�ght be Un-Dead.”

“Un-Dead! Not al�ve! What do you mean? Is th�s all a n�ghtmare, or
what �s �t?”

“There are myster�es wh�ch men can only guess at, wh�ch age by age
they may solve only �n part. Bel�eve me, we are now on the verge of one.
But I have not done. May I cut off the head of dead M�ss Lucy?”

“Heavens and earth, no!” cr�ed Arthur �n a storm of pass�on. “Not for the
w�de world w�ll I consent to any mut�lat�on of her dead body. Dr. Van
Hels�ng, you try me too far. What have I done to you that you should torture
me so? What d�d that poor, sweet g�rl do that you should want to cast such
d�shonour on her grave? Are you mad that speak such th�ngs, or am I mad
to l�sten to them? Don’t dare to th�nk more of such a desecrat�on; I shall not
g�ve my consent to anyth�ng you do. I have a duty to do �n protect�ng her
grave from outrage; and, by God, I shall do �t!”

Van Hels�ng rose up from where he had all the t�me been seated, and
sa�d, gravely and sternly:—

“My Lord Godalm�ng, I, too, have a duty to do, a duty to others, a duty
to you, a duty to the dead; and, by God, I shall do �t! All I ask you now �s
that you come w�th me, that you look and l�sten; and �f when later I make
the same request you do not be more eager for �ts fulf�lment even than I am,
then—then I shall do my duty, whatever �t may seem to me. And then, to
follow of your Lordsh�p’s w�shes I shall hold myself at your d�sposal to
render an account to you, when and where you w�ll.” H�s vo�ce broke a
l�ttle, and he went on w�th a vo�ce full of p�ty:—

“But, I beseech you, do not go forth �n anger w�th me. In a long l�fe of
acts wh�ch were often not pleasant to do, and wh�ch somet�mes d�d wr�ng
my heart, I have never had so heavy a task as now. Bel�eve me that �f the
t�me comes for you to change your m�nd towards me, one look from you
w�ll w�pe away all th�s so sad hour, for I would do what a man can to save
you from sorrow. Just th�nk. For why should I g�ve myself so much of
labour and so much of sorrow? I have come here from my own land to do
what I can of good; at the f�rst to please my fr�end John, and then to help a
sweet young lady, whom, too, I came to love. For her—I am ashamed to say
so much, but I say �t �n k�ndness—I gave what you gave; the blood of my
ve�ns; I gave �t, I, who was not, l�ke you, her lover, but only her phys�c�an



and her fr�end. I gave to her my n�ghts and days—before death, after death;
and �f my death can do her good even now, when she �s the dead Un-Dead,
she shall have �t freely.” He sa�d th�s w�th a very grave, sweet pr�de, and
Arthur was much affected by �t. He took the old man’s hand and sa�d �n a
broken vo�ce:—

“Oh, �t �s hard to th�nk of �t, and I cannot understand; but at least I shall
go w�th you and wa�t.”



CHAPTER XVI

DR. SEWARD’S DIARY—cont�nued

IT was just a quarter before twelve o’clock when we got �nto the churchyard
over the low wall. The n�ght was dark w�th occas�onal gleams of moonl�ght
between the rents of the heavy clouds that scudded across the sky. We all
kept somehow close together, w�th Van Hels�ng sl�ghtly �n front as he led
the way. When we had come close to the tomb I looked well at Arthur, for I
feared that the prox�m�ty to a place laden w�th so sorrowful a memory
would upset h�m; but he bore h�mself well. I took �t that the very mystery of
the proceed�ng was �n some way a counteractant to h�s gr�ef. The Professor
unlocked the door, and see�ng a natural hes�tat�on amongst us for var�ous
reasons, solved the d�ff�culty by enter�ng f�rst h�mself. The rest of us
followed, and he closed the door. He then l�t a dark lantern and po�nted to
the coff�n. Arthur stepped forward hes�tat�ngly; Van Hels�ng sa�d to me:—

“You were w�th me here yesterday. Was the body of M�ss Lucy �n that
coff�n?”

“It was.” The Professor turned to the rest say�ng:—
“You hear; and yet there �s no one who does not bel�eve w�th me.” He

took h�s screwdr�ver and aga�n took off the l�d of the coff�n. Arthur looked
on, very pale but s�lent; when the l�d was removed he stepped forward. He
ev�dently d�d not know that there was a leaden coff�n, or, at any rate, had
not thought of �t. When he saw the rent �n the lead, the blood rushed to h�s
face for an �nstant, but as qu�ckly fell away aga�n, so that he rema�ned of a
ghastly wh�teness; he was st�ll s�lent. Van Hels�ng forced back the leaden
flange, and we all looked �n and reco�led.

The coff�n was empty!
For several m�nutes no one spoke a word. The s�lence was broken by

Qu�ncey Morr�s:—
“Professor, I answered for you. Your word �s all I want. I wouldn’t ask

such a th�ng ord�nar�ly—I wouldn’t so d�shonour you as to �mply a doubt;



but th�s �s a mystery that goes beyond any honour or d�shonour. Is th�s your
do�ng?”

“I swear to you by all that I hold sacred that I have not removed nor
touched her. What happened was th�s: Two n�ghts ago my fr�end Seward
and I came here—w�th good purpose, bel�eve me. I opened that coff�n,
wh�ch was then sealed up, and we found �t, as now, empty. We then wa�ted,
and saw someth�ng wh�te come through the trees. The next day we came
here �n day-t�me, and she lay there. D�d she not, fr�end John?”

“Yes.”
“That n�ght we were just �n t�me. One more so small ch�ld was m�ss�ng,

and we f�nd �t, thank God, unharmed amongst the graves. Yesterday I came
here before sundown, for at sundown the Un-Dead can move. I wa�ted here
all the n�ght t�ll the sun rose, but I saw noth�ng. It was most probable that �t
was because I had la�d over the clamps of those doors garl�c, wh�ch the Un-
Dead cannot bear, and other th�ngs wh�ch they shun. Last n�ght there was no
exodus, so to-n�ght before the sundown I took away my garl�c and other
th�ngs. And so �t �s we f�nd th�s coff�n empty. But bear w�th me. So far there
�s much that �s strange. Wa�t you w�th me outs�de, unseen and unheard, and
th�ngs much stranger are yet to be. So”—here he shut the dark sl�de of h�s
lantern—“now to the outs�de.” He opened the door, and we f�led out, he
com�ng last and lock�ng the door beh�nd h�m.

Oh! but �t seemed fresh and pure �n the n�ght a�r after the terror of that
vault. How sweet �t was to see the clouds race by, and the pass�ng gleams of
the moonl�ght between the scudd�ng clouds cross�ng and pass�ng—l�ke the
gladness and sorrow of a man’s l�fe; how sweet �t was to breathe the fresh
a�r, that had no ta�nt of death and decay; how human�s�ng to see the red
l�ght�ng of the sky beyond the h�ll, and to hear far away the muffled roar
that marks the l�fe of a great c�ty. Each �n h�s own way was solemn and
overcome. Arthur was s�lent, and was, I could see, str�v�ng to grasp the
purpose and the �nner mean�ng of the mystery. I was myself tolerably
pat�ent, and half �ncl�ned aga�n to throw as�de doubt and to accept Van
Hels�ng’s conclus�ons. Qu�ncey Morr�s was phlegmat�c �n the way of a man
who accepts all th�ngs, and accepts them �n the sp�r�t of cool bravery, w�th
hazard of all he has to stake. Not be�ng able to smoke, he cut h�mself a
good-s�zed plug of tobacco and began to chew. As to Van Hels�ng, he was
employed �n a def�n�te way. F�rst he took from h�s bag a mass of what



looked l�ke th�n, wafer-l�ke b�scu�t, wh�ch was carefully rolled up �n a wh�te
napk�n; next he took out a double-handful of some wh�t�sh stuff, l�ke dough
or putty. He crumbled the wafer up f�ne and worked �t �nto the mass
between h�s hands. Th�s he then took, and roll�ng �t �nto th�n str�ps, began to
lay them �nto the crev�ces between the door and �ts sett�ng �n the tomb. I
was somewhat puzzled at th�s, and be�ng close, asked h�m what �t was that
he was do�ng. Arthur and Qu�ncey drew near also, as they too were cur�ous.
He answered:—

“I am clos�ng the tomb, so that the Un-Dead may not enter.”
“And �s that stuff you have put there go�ng to do �t?” asked Qu�ncey.

“Great Scott! Is th�s a game?”
“It �s.”
“What �s that wh�ch you are us�ng?” Th�s t�me the quest�on was by

Arthur. Van Hels�ng reverently l�fted h�s hat as he answered:—
“The Host. I brought �t from Amsterdam. I have an Indulgence.” It was

an answer that appalled the most scept�cal of us, and we felt �nd�v�dually
that �n the presence of such earnest purpose as the Professor’s, a purpose
wh�ch could thus use the to h�m most sacred of th�ngs, �t was �mposs�ble to
d�strust. In respectful s�lence we took the places ass�gned to us close round
the tomb, but h�dden from the s�ght of any one approach�ng. I p�t�ed the
others, espec�ally Arthur. I had myself been apprent�ced by my former v�s�ts
to th�s watch�ng horror; and yet I, who had up to an hour ago repud�ated the
proofs, felt my heart s�nk w�th�n me. Never d�d tombs look so ghastly
wh�te; never d�d cypress, or yew, or jun�per so seem the embod�ment of
funereal gloom; never d�d tree or grass wave or rustle so om�nously; never
d�d bough creak so myster�ously; and never d�d the far-away howl�ng of
dogs send such a woeful presage through the n�ght.

There was a long spell of s�lence, a b�g, ach�ng vo�d, and then from the
Professor a keen “S-s-s-s!” He po�nted; and far down the avenue of yews
we saw a wh�te f�gure advance—a d�m wh�te f�gure, wh�ch held someth�ng
dark at �ts breast. The f�gure stopped, and at the moment a ray of moonl�ght
fell upon the masses of dr�v�ng clouds and showed �n startl�ng prom�nence a
dark-ha�red woman, dressed �n the cerements of the grave. We could not see
the face, for �t was bent down over what we saw to be a fa�r-ha�red ch�ld.
There was a pause and a sharp l�ttle cry, such as a ch�ld g�ves �n sleep, or a
dog as �t l�es before the f�re and dreams. We were start�ng forward, but the



Professor’s warn�ng hand, seen by us as he stood beh�nd a yew-tree, kept us
back; and then as we looked the wh�te f�gure moved forwards aga�n. It was
now near enough for us to see clearly, and the moonl�ght st�ll held. My own
heart grew cold as �ce, and I could hear the gasp of Arthur, as we recogn�sed
the features of Lucy Westenra. Lucy Westenra, but yet how changed. The
sweetness was turned to adamant�ne, heartless cruelty, and the pur�ty to
voluptuous wantonness. Van Hels�ng stepped out, and, obed�ent to h�s
gesture, we all advanced too; the four of us ranged �n a l�ne before the door
of the tomb. Van Hels�ng ra�sed h�s lantern and drew the sl�de; by the
concentrated l�ght that fell on Lucy’s face we could see that the l�ps were
cr�mson w�th fresh blood, and that the stream had tr�ckled over her ch�n and
sta�ned the pur�ty of her lawn death-robe.

We shuddered w�th horror. I could see by the tremulous l�ght that even
Van Hels�ng’s �ron nerve had fa�led. Arthur was next to me, and �f I had not
se�zed h�s arm and held h�m up, he would have fallen.

When Lucy—I call the th�ng that was before us Lucy because �t bore her
shape—saw us she drew back w�th an angry snarl, such as a cat g�ves when
taken unawares; then her eyes ranged over us. Lucy’s eyes �n form and
colour; but Lucy’s eyes unclean and full of hell-f�re, �nstead of the pure,
gentle orbs we knew. At that moment the remnant of my love passed �nto
hate and loath�ng; had she then to be k�lled, I could have done �t w�th
savage del�ght. As she looked, her eyes blazed w�th unholy l�ght, and the
face became wreathed w�th a voluptuous sm�le. Oh, God, how �t made me
shudder to see �t! W�th a careless mot�on, she flung to the ground, callous as
a dev�l, the ch�ld that up to now she had clutched strenuously to her breast,
growl�ng over �t as a dog growls over a bone. The ch�ld gave a sharp cry,
and lay there moan�ng. There was a cold-bloodedness �n the act wh�ch
wrung a groan from Arthur; when she advanced to h�m w�th outstretched
arms and a wanton sm�le he fell back and h�d h�s face �n h�s hands.

She st�ll advanced, however, and w�th a languorous, voluptuous grace,
sa�d:—

“Come to me, Arthur. Leave these others and come to me. My arms are
hungry for you. Come, and we can rest together. Come, my husband,
come!”

There was someth�ng d�abol�cally sweet �n her tones—someth�ng of the
t�ngl�ng of glass when struck—wh�ch rang through the bra�ns even of us



who heard the words addressed to another. As for Arthur, he seemed under
a spell; mov�ng h�s hands from h�s face, he opened w�de h�s arms. She was
leap�ng for them, when Van Hels�ng sprang forward and held between them
h�s l�ttle golden cruc�f�x. She reco�led from �t, and, w�th a suddenly
d�storted face, full of rage, dashed past h�m as �f to enter the tomb.

When w�th�n a foot or two of the door, however, she stopped, as �f
arrested by some �rres�st�ble force. Then she turned, and her face was
shown �n the clear burst of moonl�ght and by the lamp, wh�ch had now no
qu�ver from Van Hels�ng’s �ron nerves. Never d�d I see such baffled mal�ce
on a face; and never, I trust, shall such ever be seen aga�n by mortal eyes.
The beaut�ful colour became l�v�d, the eyes seemed to throw out sparks of
hell-f�re, the brows were wr�nkled as though the folds of the flesh were the
co�ls of Medusa’s snakes, and the lovely, blood-sta�ned mouth grew to an
open square, as �n the pass�on masks of the Greeks and Japanese. If ever a
face meant death—�f looks could k�ll—we saw �t at that moment.

And so for full half a m�nute, wh�ch seemed an etern�ty, she rema�ned
between the l�fted cruc�f�x and the sacred clos�ng of her means of entry. Van
Hels�ng broke the s�lence by ask�ng Arthur:—

“Answer me, oh my fr�end! Am I to proceed �n my work?”
Arthur threw h�mself on h�s knees, and h�d h�s face �n h�s hands, as he

answered:—
“Do as you w�ll, fr�end; do as you w�ll. There can be no horror l�ke th�s

ever any more;” and he groaned �n sp�r�t. Qu�ncey and I s�multaneously
moved towards h�m, and took h�s arms. We could hear the cl�ck of the
clos�ng lantern as Van Hels�ng held �t down; com�ng close to the tomb, he
began to remove from the ch�nks some of the sacred emblem wh�ch he had
placed there. We all looked on �n horr�f�ed amazement as we saw, when he
stood back, the woman, w�th a corporeal body as real at that moment as our
own, pass �n through the �nterst�ce where scarce a kn�fe-blade could have
gone. We all felt a glad sense of rel�ef when we saw the Professor calmly
restor�ng the str�ngs of putty to the edges of the door.

When th�s was done, he l�fted the ch�ld and sa�d:
“Come now, my fr�ends; we can do no more t�ll to-morrow. There �s a

funeral at noon, so here we shall all come before long after that. The fr�ends
of the dead w�ll all be gone by two, and when the sexton lock the gate we
shall rema�n. Then there �s more to do; but not l�ke th�s of to-n�ght. As for



th�s l�ttle one, he �s not much harm, and by to-morrow n�ght he shall be
well. We shall leave h�m where the pol�ce w�ll f�nd h�m, as on the other
n�ght; and then to home.” Com�ng close to Arthur, he sa�d:—

“My fr�end Arthur, you have had a sore tr�al; but after, when you look
back, you w�ll see how �t was necessary. You are now �n the b�tter waters,
my ch�ld. By th�s t�me to-morrow you w�ll, please God, have passed them,
and have drunk of the sweet waters; so do not mourn overmuch. T�ll then I
shall not ask you to forg�ve me.”

Arthur and Qu�ncey came home w�th me, and we tr�ed to cheer each
other on the way. We had left the ch�ld �n safety, and were t�red; so we all
slept w�th more or less real�ty of sleep.

 
29 September, n�ght.—A l�ttle before twelve o’clock we three—Arthur,

Qu�ncey Morr�s, and myself—called for the Professor. It was odd to not�ce
that by common consent we had all put on black clothes. Of course, Arthur
wore black, for he was �n deep mourn�ng, but the rest of us wore �t by
�nst�nct. We got to the churchyard by half-past one, and strolled about,
keep�ng out of off�c�al observat�on, so that when the graved�ggers had
completed the�r task and the sexton under the bel�ef that every one had
gone, had locked the gate, we had the place all to ourselves. Van Hels�ng,
�nstead of h�s l�ttle black bag, had w�th h�m a long leather one, someth�ng
l�ke a cr�cket�ng bag; �t was man�festly of fa�r we�ght.

When we were alone and had heard the last of the footsteps d�e out up
the road, we s�lently, and as �f by ordered �ntent�on, followed the Professor
to the tomb. He unlocked the door, and we entered, clos�ng �t beh�nd us.
Then he took from h�s bag the lantern, wh�ch he l�t, and also two wax
candles, wh�ch, when l�ghted, he stuck, by melt�ng the�r own ends, on other
coff�ns, so that they m�ght g�ve l�ght suff�c�ent to work by. When he aga�n
l�fted the l�d off Lucy’s coff�n we all looked—Arthur trembl�ng l�ke an
aspen—and saw that the body lay there �n all �ts death-beauty. But there
was no love �n my own heart, noth�ng but loath�ng for the foul Th�ng wh�ch
had taken Lucy’s shape w�thout her soul. I could see even Arthur’s face
grow hard as he looked. Presently he sa�d to Van Hels�ng:—

“Is th�s really Lucy’s body, or only a demon �n her shape?”
“It �s her body, and yet not �t. But wa�t a wh�le, and you all see her as she

was, and �s.”



She seemed l�ke a n�ghtmare of Lucy as she lay there; the po�nted teeth,
the bloodsta�ned, voluptuous mouth—wh�ch �t made one shudder to see—
the whole carnal and unsp�r�tual appearance, seem�ng l�ke a dev�l�sh
mockery of Lucy’s sweet pur�ty. Van Hels�ng, w�th h�s usual
method�calness, began tak�ng the var�ous contents from h�s bag and plac�ng
them ready for use. F�rst he took out a solder�ng �ron and some plumb�ng
solder, and then a small o�l-lamp, wh�ch gave out, when l�t �n a corner of the
tomb, gas wh�ch burned at f�erce heat w�th a blue flame; then h�s operat�ng
kn�ves, wh�ch he placed to hand; and last a round wooden stake, some two
and a half or three �nches th�ck and about three feet long. One end of �t was
hardened by charr�ng �n the f�re, and was sharpened to a f�ne po�nt. W�th
th�s stake came a heavy hammer, such as �n households �s used �n the coal-
cellar for break�ng the lumps. To me, a doctor’s preparat�ons for work of
any k�nd are st�mulat�ng and brac�ng, but the effect of these th�ngs on both
Arthur and Qu�ncey was to cause them a sort of consternat�on. They both,
however, kept the�r courage, and rema�ned s�lent and qu�et.

When all was ready, Van Hels�ng sa�d:—
“Before we do anyth�ng, let me tell you th�s; �t �s out of the lore and

exper�ence of the anc�ents and of all those who have stud�ed the powers of
the Un-Dead. When they become such, there comes w�th the change the
curse of �mmortal�ty; they cannot d�e, but must go on age after age add�ng
new v�ct�ms and mult�ply�ng the ev�ls of the world; for all that d�e from the
prey�ng of the Un-Dead becomes themselves Un-Dead, and prey on the�r
k�nd. And so the c�rcle goes on ever w�den�ng, l�ke as the r�pples from a
stone thrown �n the water. Fr�end Arthur, �f you had met that k�ss wh�ch you
know of before poor Lucy d�e; or aga�n, last n�ght when you open your
arms to her, you would �n t�me, when you had d�ed, have become nosferatu,
as they call �t �n Eastern Europe, and would all t�me make more of those
Un-Deads that so have f�ll us w�th horror. The career of th�s so unhappy
dear lady �s but just begun. Those ch�ldren whose blood she suck are not as
yet so much the worse; but �f she l�ve on, Un-Dead, more and more they
lose the�r blood and by her power over them they come to her; and so she
draw the�r blood w�th that so w�cked mouth. But �f she d�e �n truth, then all
cease; the t�ny wounds of the throats d�sappear, and they go back to the�r
plays unknow�ng ever of what has been. But of the most blessed of all,
when th�s now Un-Dead be made to rest as true dead, then the soul of the
poor lady whom we love shall aga�n be free. Instead of work�ng w�ckedness



by n�ght and grow�ng more debased �n the ass�m�lat�ng of �t by day, she
shall take her place w�th the other Angels. So that, my fr�end, �t w�ll be a
blessed hand for her that shall str�ke the blow that sets her free. To th�s I am
w�ll�ng; but �s there none amongst us who has a better r�ght? W�ll �t be no
joy to th�nk of hereafter �n the s�lence of the n�ght when sleep �s not: ‘It was
my hand that sent her to the stars; �t was the hand of h�m that loved her best;
the hand that of all she would herself have chosen, had �t been to her to
choose?’ Tell me �f there be such a one amongst us?”



We all looked at Arthur. He saw, too, what we all d�d, the �nf�n�te
k�ndness wh�ch suggested that h�s should be the hand wh�ch would restore
Lucy to us as a holy, and not an unholy, memory; he stepped forward and
sa�d bravely, though h�s hand trembled, and h�s face was as pale as snow:—

“My true fr�end, from the bottom of my broken heart I thank you. Tell
me what I am to do, and I shall not falter!” Van Hels�ng la�d a hand on h�s
shoulder, and sa�d:—

“Brave lad! A moment’s courage, and �t �s done. Th�s stake must be
dr�ven through her. It w�ll be a fearful ordeal—be not dece�ved �n that—but
�t w�ll be only a short t�me, and you w�ll then rejo�ce more than your pa�n
was great; from th�s gr�m tomb you w�ll emerge as though you tread on a�r.
But you must not falter when once you have begun. Only th�nk that we,
your true fr�ends, are round you, and that we pray for you all the t�me.”

“Go on,” sa�d Arthur hoarsely. “Tell me what I am to do.”
“Take th�s stake �n your left hand, ready to place the po�nt over the heart,

and the hammer �n your r�ght. Then when we beg�n our prayer for the dead
—I shall read h�m, I have here the book, and the others shall follow—str�ke
�n God’s name, that so all may be well w�th the dead that we love and that
the Un-Dead pass away.”

Arthur took the stake and the hammer, and when once h�s m�nd was set
on act�on h�s hands never trembled nor even qu�vered. Van Hels�ng opened
h�s m�ssal and began to read, and Qu�ncey and I followed as well as we
could. Arthur placed the po�nt over the heart, and as I looked I could see �ts
d�nt �n the wh�te flesh. Then he struck w�th all h�s m�ght.

The Th�ng �n the coff�n wr�thed; and a h�deous, blood-curdl�ng screech
came from the opened red l�ps. The body shook and qu�vered and tw�sted �n
w�ld contort�ons; the sharp wh�te teeth champed together t�ll the l�ps were
cut, and the mouth was smeared w�th a cr�mson foam. But Arthur never
faltered. He looked l�ke a f�gure of Thor as h�s untrembl�ng arm rose and
fell, dr�v�ng deeper and deeper the mercy-bear�ng stake, wh�lst the blood
from the p�erced heart welled and spurted up around �t. H�s face was set,
and h�gh duty seemed to sh�ne through �t; the s�ght of �t gave us courage so
that our vo�ces seemed to r�ng through the l�ttle vault.

And then the wr�th�ng and qu�ver�ng of the body became less, and the
teeth seemed to champ, and the face to qu�ver. F�nally �t lay st�ll. The
terr�ble task was over.



The hammer fell from Arthur’s hand. He reeled and would have fallen
had we not caught h�m. The great drops of sweat sprang from h�s forehead,
and h�s breath came �n broken gasps. It had �ndeed been an awful stra�n on
h�m; and had he not been forced to h�s task by more than human
cons�derat�ons he could never have gone through w�th �t. For a few m�nutes
we were so taken up w�th h�m that we d�d not look towards the coff�n.
When we d�d, however, a murmur of startled surpr�se ran from one to the
other of us. We gazed so eagerly that Arthur rose, for he had been seated on
the ground, and came and looked too; and then a glad, strange l�ght broke
over h�s face and d�spelled altogether the gloom of horror that lay upon �t.

There, �n the coff�n lay no longer the foul Th�ng that we had so dreaded
and grown to hate that the work of her destruct�on was y�elded as a
pr�v�lege to the one best ent�tled to �t, but Lucy as we had seen her �n her
l�fe, w�th her face of unequalled sweetness and pur�ty. True that there were
there, as we had seen them �n l�fe, the traces of care and pa�n and waste; but
these were all dear to us, for they marked her truth to what we knew. One
and all we felt that the holy calm that lay l�ke sunsh�ne over the wasted face
and form was only an earthly token and symbol of the calm that was to
re�gn for ever.

Van Hels�ng came and la�d h�s hand on Arthur’s shoulder, and sa�d to
h�m:—

“And now, Arthur my fr�end, dear lad, am I not forg�ven?”
The react�on of the terr�ble stra�n came as he took the old man’s hand �n

h�s, and ra�s�ng �t to h�s l�ps, pressed �t, and sa�d:—
“Forg�ven! God bless you that you have g�ven my dear one her soul

aga�n, and me peace.” He put h�s hands on the Professor’s shoulder, and
lay�ng h�s head on h�s breast, cr�ed for a wh�le s�lently, wh�lst we stood
unmov�ng. When he ra�sed h�s head Van Hels�ng sa�d to h�m:—

“And now, my ch�ld, you may k�ss her. K�ss her dead l�ps �f you w�ll, as
she would have you to, �f for her to choose. For she �s not a gr�nn�ng dev�l
now—not any more a foul Th�ng for all etern�ty. No longer she �s the dev�l’s
Un-Dead. She �s God’s true dead, whose soul �s w�th H�m!”

Arthur bent and k�ssed her, and then we sent h�m and Qu�ncey out of the
tomb; the Professor and I sawed the top off the stake, leav�ng the po�nt of �t
�n the body. Then we cut off the head and f�lled the mouth w�th garl�c. We
soldered up the leaden coff�n, screwed on the coff�n-l�d, and gather�ng up



our belong�ngs, came away. When the Professor locked the door he gave
the key to Arthur.

Outs�de the a�r was sweet, the sun shone, and the b�rds sang, and �t
seemed as �f all nature were tuned to a d�fferent p�tch. There was gladness
and m�rth and peace everywhere, for we were at rest ourselves on one
account, and we were glad, though �t was w�th a tempered joy.

Before we moved away Van Hels�ng sa�d:—
“Now, my fr�ends, one step of our work �s done, one the most harrow�ng

to ourselves. But there rema�ns a greater task: to f�nd out the author of all
th�s our sorrow and to stamp h�m out. I have clues wh�ch we can follow; but
�t �s a long task, and a d�ff�cult, and there �s danger �n �t, and pa�n. Shall you
not all help me? We have learned to bel�eve, all of us—�s �t not so? And
s�nce so, do we not see our duty? Yes! And do we not prom�se to go on to
the b�tter end?”

Each �n turn, we took h�s hand, and the prom�se was made. Then sa�d the
Professor as we moved off:—

“Two n�ghts hence you shall meet w�th me and d�ne together at seven of
the clock w�th fr�end John. I shall entreat two others, two that you know not
as yet; and I shall be ready to all our work show and our plans unfold.
Fr�end John, you come w�th me home, for I have much to consult about,
and you can help me. To-n�ght I leave for Amsterdam, but shall return to-
morrow n�ght. And then beg�ns our great quest. But f�rst I shall have much
to say, so that you may know what �s to do and to dread. Then our prom�se
shall be made to each other anew; for there �s a terr�ble task before us, and
once our feet are on the ploughshare we must not draw back.”



CHAPTER XVII

DR. SEWARD’S DIARY—cont�nued

WHEN we arr�ved at the Berkeley Hotel, Van Hels�ng found a telegram
wa�t�ng for h�m:—

“Am com�ng up by tra�n. Jonathan at Wh�tby. Important news.—M���
H�����.”

The Professor was del�ghted. “Ah, that wonderful Madam M�na,” he
sa�d, “pearl among women! She arr�ve, but I cannot stay. She must go to
your house, fr�end John. You must meet her at the stat�on. Telegraph her en
route, so that she may be prepared.”

When the w�re was despatched he had a cup of tea; over �t he told me of
a d�ary kept by Jonathan Harker when abroad, and gave me a typewr�tten
copy of �t, as also of Mrs. Harker’s d�ary at Wh�tby. “Take these,” he sa�d,
“and study them well. When I have returned you w�ll be master of all the
facts, and we can then better enter on our �nqu�s�t�on. Keep them safe, for
there �s �n them much of treasure. You w�ll need all your fa�th, even you
who have had such an exper�ence as that of to-day. What �s here told,” he
la�d h�s hand heav�ly and gravely on the packet of papers as he spoke, “may
be the beg�nn�ng of the end to you and me and many another; or �t may
sound the knell of the Un-Dead who walk the earth. Read all, I pray you,
w�th the open m�nd; and �f you can add �n any way to the story here told do
so, for �t �s all-�mportant. You have kept d�ary of all these so strange th�ngs;
�s �t not so? Yes! Then we shall go through all these together when we
meet.” He then made ready for h�s departure, and shortly after drove off to
L�verpool Street. I took my way to Padd�ngton, where I arr�ved about
f�fteen m�nutes before the tra�n came �n.

The crowd melted away, after the bustl�ng fash�on common to arr�val
platforms; and I was beg�nn�ng to feel uneasy, lest I m�ght m�ss my guest,
when a sweet-faced, da�nty-look�ng g�rl stepped up to me, and, after a qu�ck
glance, sa�d: “Dr. Seward, �s �t not?”



“And you are Mrs. Harker!” I answered at once; whereupon she held out
her hand.

“I knew you from the descr�pt�on of poor dear Lucy; but——” She
stopped suddenly, and a qu�ck blush overspread her face.

The blush that rose to my own cheeks somehow set us both at ease, for �t
was a tac�t answer to her own. I got her luggage, wh�ch �ncluded a
typewr�ter, and we took the Underground to Fenchurch Street, after I had
sent a w�re to my housekeeper to have a s�tt�ng-room and bedroom prepared
at once for Mrs. Harker.

In due t�me we arr�ved. She knew, of course, that the place was a lunat�c
asylum, but I could see that she was unable to repress a shudder when we
entered.

She told me that, �f she m�ght, she would come presently to my study, as
she had much to say. So here I am f�n�sh�ng my entry �n my phonograph
d�ary wh�lst I awa�t her. As yet I have not had the chance of look�ng at the
papers wh�ch Van Hels�ng left w�th me, though they l�e open before me. I
must get her �nterested �n someth�ng, so that I may have an opportun�ty of
read�ng them. She does not know how prec�ous t�me �s, or what a task we
have �n hand. I must be careful not to fr�ghten her. Here she �s!

M�na Harker’s Journal.
29 September.—After I had t�d�ed myself, I went down to Dr. Seward’s

study. At the door I paused a moment, for I thought I heard h�m talk�ng w�th
some one. As, however, he had pressed me to be qu�ck, I knocked at the
door, and on h�s call�ng out, “Come �n,” I entered.

To my �ntense surpr�se, there was no one w�th h�m. He was qu�te alone,
and on the table oppos�te h�m was what I knew at once from the descr�pt�on
to be a phonograph. I had never seen one, and was much �nterested.

“I hope I d�d not keep you wa�t�ng,” I sa�d; “but I stayed at the door as I
heard you talk�ng, and thought there was some one w�th you.”

“Oh,” he repl�ed w�th a sm�le, “I was only enter�ng my d�ary.”
“Your d�ary?” I asked h�m �n surpr�se.
“Yes,” he answered. “I keep �t �n th�s.” As he spoke he la�d h�s hand on

the phonograph. I felt qu�te exc�ted over �t, and blurted out:—
“Why, th�s beats even shorthand! May I hear �t say someth�ng?”



“Certa�nly,” he repl�ed w�th alacr�ty, and stood up to put �t �n tra�n for
speak�ng. Then he paused, and a troubled look overspread h�s face.

“The fact �s,” he began awkwardly, “I only keep my d�ary �n �t; and as �t
�s ent�rely—almost ent�rely—about my cases, �t may be awkward—that �s, I
mean——” He stopped, and I tr�ed to help h�m out of h�s embarrassment:—

“You helped to attend dear Lucy at the end. Let me hear how she d�ed;
for all that I know of her, I shall be very grateful. She was very, very dear to
me.”

To my surpr�se, he answered, w�th a horrorstruck look �n h�s face:—
“Tell you of her death? Not for the w�de world!”
“Why not?” I asked, for some grave, terr�ble feel�ng was com�ng over

me. Aga�n he paused, and I could see that he was try�ng to �nvent an excuse.
At length he stammered out:—

“You see, I do not know how to p�ck out any part�cular part of the d�ary.”
Even wh�le he was speak�ng an �dea dawned upon h�m, and he sa�d w�th
unconsc�ous s�mpl�c�ty, �n a d�fferent vo�ce, and w�th the naïveté of a ch�ld:
“That’s qu�te true, upon my honour. Honest Ind�an!” I could not but sm�le,
at wh�ch he gr�maced. “I gave myself away that t�me!” he sa�d. “But do you
know that, although I have kept the d�ary for months past, �t never once
struck me how I was go�ng to f�nd any part�cular part of �t �n case I wanted
to look �t up?” By th�s t�me my m�nd was made up that the d�ary of a doctor
who attended Lucy m�ght have someth�ng to add to the sum of our
knowledge of that terr�ble Be�ng, and I sa�d boldly:—

“Then, Dr. Seward, you had better let me copy �t out for you on my
typewr�ter.” He grew to a pos�t�vely deathly pallor as he sa�d:—

“No! no! no! For all the world, I wouldn’t let you know that terr�ble
story!”

Then �t was terr�ble; my �ntu�t�on was r�ght! For a moment I thought, and
as my eyes ranged the room, unconsc�ously look�ng for someth�ng or some
opportun�ty to a�d me, they l�t on a great batch of typewr�t�ng on the table.
H�s eyes caught the look �n m�ne, and, w�thout h�s th�nk�ng, followed the�r
d�rect�on. As they saw the parcel he real�sed my mean�ng.

“You do not know me,” I sa�d. “When you have read those papers—my
own d�ary and my husband’s also, wh�ch I have typed—you w�ll know me
better. I have not faltered �n g�v�ng every thought of my own heart �n th�s



cause; but, of course, you do not know me—yet; and I must not expect you
to trust me so far.”

He �s certa�nly a man of noble nature; poor dear Lucy was r�ght about
h�m. He stood up and opened a large drawer, �n wh�ch were arranged �n
order a number of hollow cyl�nders of metal covered w�th dark wax, and
sa�d:—

“You are qu�te r�ght. I d�d not trust you because I d�d not know you. But
I know you now; and let me say that I should have known you long ago. I
know that Lucy told you of me; she told me of you too. May I make the
only atonement �n my power? Take the cyl�nders and hear them—the f�rst
half-dozen of them are personal to me, and they w�ll not horr�fy you; then
you w�ll know me better. D�nner w�ll by then be ready. In the meant�me I
shall read over some of these documents, and shall be better able to
understand certa�n th�ngs.” He carr�ed the phonograph h�mself up to my
s�tt�ng-room and adjusted �t for me. Now I shall learn someth�ng pleasant, I
am sure; for �t w�ll tell me the other s�de of a true love ep�sode of wh�ch I
know one s�de already....

Dr. Seward’s D�ary.
29 September.—I was so absorbed �n that wonderful d�ary of Jonathan

Harker and that other of h�s w�fe that I let the t�me run on w�thout th�nk�ng.
Mrs. Harker was not down when the ma�d came to announce d�nner, so I
sa�d: “She �s poss�bly t�red; let d�nner wa�t an hour,” and I went on w�th my
work. I had just f�n�shed Mrs. Harker’s d�ary, when she came �n. She looked
sweetly pretty, but very sad, and her eyes were flushed w�th cry�ng. Th�s
somehow moved me much. Of late I have had cause for tears, God knows!
but the rel�ef of them was den�ed me; and now the s�ght of those sweet eyes,
br�ghtened w�th recent tears, went stra�ght to my heart. So I sa�d as gently
as I could:—

“I greatly fear I have d�stressed you.”
“Oh, no, not d�stressed me,” she repl�ed, “but I have been more touched

than I can say by your gr�ef. That �s a wonderful mach�ne, but �t �s cruelly
true. It told me, �n �ts very tones, the angu�sh of your heart. It was l�ke a
soul cry�ng out to Alm�ghty God. No one must hear them spoken ever
aga�n! See, I have tr�ed to be useful. I have cop�ed out the words on my
typewr�ter, and none other need now hear your heart beat, as I d�d.”



“No one need ever know, shall ever know,” I sa�d �n a low vo�ce. She
la�d her hand on m�ne and sa�d very gravely:—

“Ah, but they must!”
“Must! But why?” I asked.
“Because �t �s a part of the terr�ble story, a part of poor dear Lucy’s death

and all that led to �t; because �n the struggle wh�ch we have before us to r�d
the earth of th�s terr�ble monster we must have all the knowledge and all the
help wh�ch we can get. I th�nk that the cyl�nders wh�ch you gave me
conta�ned more than you �ntended me to know; but I can see that there are
�n your record many l�ghts to th�s dark mystery. You w�ll let me help, w�ll
you not? I know all up to a certa�n po�nt; and I see already, though your
d�ary only took me to 7 September, how poor Lucy was beset, and how her
terr�ble doom was be�ng wrought out. Jonathan and I have been work�ng
day and n�ght s�nce Professor Van Hels�ng saw us. He �s gone to Wh�tby to
get more �nformat�on, and he w�ll be here to-morrow to help us. We need
have no secrets amongst us; work�ng together and w�th absolute trust, we
can surely be stronger than �f some of us were �n the dark.” She looked at
me so appeal�ngly, and at the same t�me man�fested such courage and
resolut�on �n her bear�ng, that I gave �n at once to her w�shes. “You shall,” I
sa�d, “do as you l�ke �n the matter. God forg�ve me �f I do wrong! There are
terr�ble th�ngs yet to learn of; but �f you have so far travelled on the road to
poor Lucy’s death, you w�ll not be content, I know, to rema�n �n the dark.
Nay, the end—the very end—may g�ve you a gleam of peace. Come, there
�s d�nner. We must keep one another strong for what �s before us; we have a
cruel and dreadful task. When you have eaten you shall learn the rest, and I
shall answer any quest�ons you ask—�f there be anyth�ng wh�ch you do not
understand, though �t was apparent to us who were present.”

M�na Harker’s Journal.
29 September.—After d�nner I came w�th Dr. Seward to h�s study. He

brought back the phonograph from my room, and I took my typewr�ter. He
placed me �n a comfortable cha�r, and arranged the phonograph so that I
could touch �t w�thout gett�ng up, and showed me how to stop �t �n case I
should want to pause. Then he very thoughtfully took a cha�r, w�th h�s back
to me, so that I m�ght be as free as poss�ble, and began to read. I put the
forked metal to my ears and l�stened.



When the terr�ble story of Lucy’s death, and—and all that followed, was
done, I lay back �n my cha�r powerless. Fortunately I am not of a fa�nt�ng
d�spos�t�on. When Dr. Seward saw me he jumped up w�th a horr�f�ed
exclamat�on, and hurr�edly tak�ng a case-bottle from a cupboard, gave me
some brandy, wh�ch �n a few m�nutes somewhat restored me. My bra�n was
all �n a wh�rl, and only that there came through all the mult�tude of horrors,
the holy ray of l�ght that my dear, dear Lucy was at last at peace, I do not
th�nk I could have borne �t w�thout mak�ng a scene. It �s all so w�ld, and
myster�ous, and strange that �f I had not known Jonathan’s exper�ence �n
Transylvan�a I could not have bel�eved. As �t was, I d�dn’t know what to
bel�eve, and so got out of my d�ff�culty by attend�ng to someth�ng else. I
took the cover off my typewr�ter, and sa�d to Dr. Seward:—

“Let me wr�te th�s all out now. We must be ready for Dr. Van Hels�ng
when he comes. I have sent a telegram to Jonathan to come on here when
he arr�ves �n London from Wh�tby. In th�s matter dates are everyth�ng, and I
th�nk that �f we get all our mater�al ready, and have every �tem put �n
chronolog�cal order, we shall have done much. You tell me that Lord
Godalm�ng and Mr. Morr�s are com�ng too. Let us be able to tell h�m when
they come.” He accord�ngly set the phonograph at a slow pace, and I began
to typewr�te from the beg�nn�ng of the seventh cyl�nder. I used man�fold,
and so took three cop�es of the d�ary, just as I had done w�th all the rest. It
was late when I got through, but Dr. Seward went about h�s work of go�ng
h�s round of the pat�ents; when he had f�n�shed he came back and sat near
me, read�ng, so that I d�d not feel too lonely wh�lst I worked. How good and
thoughtful he �s; the world seems full of good men—even �f there are
monsters �n �t. Before I left h�m I remembered what Jonathan put �n h�s
d�ary of the Professor’s perturbat�on at read�ng someth�ng �n an even�ng
paper at the stat�on at Exeter; so, see�ng that Dr. Seward keeps h�s
newspapers, I borrowed the f�les of “The Westm�nster Gazette” and “The
Pall Mall Gazette,” and took them to my room. I remember how much “The
Da�lygraph” and “The Wh�tby Gazette,” of wh�ch I had made cutt�ngs,
helped us to understand the terr�ble events at Wh�tby when Count Dracula
landed, so I shall look through the even�ng papers s�nce then, and perhaps I
shall get some new l�ght. I am not sleepy, and the work w�ll help to keep me
qu�et.

Dr. Seward’s D�ary.



30 September.—Mr. Harker arr�ved at n�ne o’clock. He had got h�s
w�fe’s w�re just before start�ng. He �s uncommonly clever, �f one can judge
from h�s face, and full of energy. If th�s journal be true—and judg�ng by
one’s own wonderful exper�ences, �t must be—he �s also a man of great
nerve. That go�ng down to the vault a second t�me was a remarkable p�ece
of dar�ng. After read�ng h�s account of �t I was prepared to meet a good
spec�men of manhood, but hardly the qu�et, bus�ness-l�ke gentleman who
came here to-day.

 
Later.—After lunch Harker and h�s w�fe went back to the�r own room,

and as I passed a wh�le ago I heard the cl�ck of the typewr�ter. They are hard
at �t. Mrs. Harker says that they are kn�tt�ng together �n chronolog�cal order
every scrap of ev�dence they have. Harker has got the letters between the
cons�gnee of the boxes at Wh�tby and the carr�ers �n London who took
charge of them. He �s now read�ng h�s w�fe’s typescr�pt of my d�ary. I
wonder what they make out of �t. Here �t �s....

Strange that �t never struck me that the very next house m�ght be the
Count’s h�d�ng-place! Goodness knows that we had enough clues from the
conduct of the pat�ent Renf�eld! The bundle of letters relat�ng to the
purchase of the house were w�th the typescr�pt. Oh, �f we had only had them
earl�er we m�ght have saved poor Lucy! Stop; that way madness l�es!
Harker has gone back, and �s aga�n collat�ng h�s mater�al. He says that by
d�nner-t�me they w�ll be able to show a whole connected narrat�ve. He
th�nks that �n the meant�me I should see Renf�eld, as h�therto he has been a
sort of �ndex to the com�ng and go�ng of the Count. I hardly see th�s yet, but
when I get at the dates I suppose I shall. What a good th�ng that Mrs.
Harker put my cyl�nders �nto type! We never could have found the dates
otherw�se....

I found Renf�eld s�tt�ng plac�dly �n h�s room w�th h�s hands folded,
sm�l�ng ben�gnly. At the moment he seemed as sane as any one I ever saw. I
sat down and talked w�th h�m on a lot of subjects, all of wh�ch he treated
naturally. He then, of h�s own accord, spoke of go�ng home, a subject he has
never ment�oned to my knowledge dur�ng h�s sojourn here. In fact, he spoke
qu�te conf�dently of gett�ng h�s d�scharge at once. I bel�eve that, had I not
had the chat w�th Harker and read the letters and the dates of h�s outbursts, I
should have been prepared to s�gn for h�m after a br�ef t�me of observat�on.



As �t �s, I am darkly susp�c�ous. All those outbreaks were �n some way
l�nked w�th the prox�m�ty of the Count. What then does th�s absolute
content mean? Can �t be that h�s �nst�nct �s sat�sf�ed as to the vamp�re’s
ult�mate tr�umph? Stay; he �s h�mself zoöphagous, and �n h�s w�ld rav�ngs
outs�de the chapel door of the deserted house he always spoke of “master.”
Th�s all seems conf�rmat�on of our �dea. However, after a wh�le I came
away; my fr�end �s just a l�ttle too sane at present to make �t safe to probe
h�m too deep w�th quest�ons. He m�ght beg�n to th�nk, and then—! So I
came away. I m�strust these qu�et moods of h�s; so I have g�ven the
attendant a h�nt to look closely after h�m, and to have a stra�t-wa�stcoat
ready �n case of need.

Jonathan Harker’s Journal.
29 September, �n tra�n to London.—When I rece�ved Mr. B�ll�ngton’s

courteous message that he would g�ve me any �nformat�on �n h�s power I
thought �t best to go down to Wh�tby and make, on the spot, such �nqu�r�es
as I wanted. It was now my object to trace that horr�d cargo of the Count’s
to �ts place �n London. Later, we may be able to deal w�th �t. B�ll�ngton
jun�or, a n�ce lad, met me at the stat�on, and brought me to h�s father’s
house, where they had dec�ded that I must stay the n�ght. They are
hosp�table, w�th true Yorksh�re hosp�tal�ty: g�ve a guest everyth�ng, and
leave h�m free to do as he l�kes. They all knew that I was busy, and that my
stay was short, and Mr. B�ll�ngton had ready �n h�s off�ce all the papers
concern�ng the cons�gnment of boxes. It gave me almost a turn to see aga�n
one of the letters wh�ch I had seen on the Count’s table before I knew of h�s
d�abol�cal plans. Everyth�ng had been carefully thought out, and done
systemat�cally and w�th prec�s�on. He seemed to have been prepared for
every obstacle wh�ch m�ght be placed by acc�dent �n the way of h�s
�ntent�ons be�ng carr�ed out. To use an Amer�can�sm, he had “taken no
chances,” and the absolute accuracy w�th wh�ch h�s �nstruct�ons were
fulf�lled, was s�mply the log�cal result of h�s care. I saw the �nvo�ce, and
took note of �t: “F�fty cases of common earth, to be used for exper�mental
purposes.” Also the copy of letter to Carter Paterson, and the�r reply; of
both of these I got cop�es. Th�s was all the �nformat�on Mr. B�ll�ngton could
g�ve me, so I went down to the port and saw the coastguards, the Customs
off�cers and the harbour-master. They had all someth�ng to say of the
strange entry of the sh�p, wh�ch �s already tak�ng �ts place �n local trad�t�on;



but no one could add to the s�mple descr�pt�on “F�fty cases of common
earth.” I then saw the stat�on-master, who k�ndly put me �n commun�cat�on
w�th the men who had actually rece�ved the boxes. The�r tally was exact
w�th the l�st, and they had noth�ng to add except that the boxes were “ma�n
and mortal heavy,” and that sh�ft�ng them was dry work. One of them added
that �t was hard l�nes that there wasn’t any gentleman “such-l�ke as yourself,
squ�re,” to show some sort of apprec�at�on of the�r efforts �n a l�qu�d form;
another put �n a r�der that the th�rst then generated was such that even the
t�me wh�ch had elapsed had not completely allayed �t. Needless to add, I
took care before leav�ng to l�ft, for ever and adequately, th�s source of
reproach.

 
30 September.—The stat�on-master was good enough to g�ve me a l�ne to

h�s old compan�on the stat�on-master at K�ng’s Cross, so that when I arr�ved
there �n the morn�ng I was able to ask h�m about the arr�val of the boxes.
He, too, put me at once �n commun�cat�on w�th the proper off�c�als, and I
saw that the�r tally was correct w�th the or�g�nal �nvo�ce. The opportun�t�es
of acqu�r�ng an abnormal th�rst had been here l�m�ted; a noble use of them
had, however, been made, and aga�n I was compelled to deal w�th the result
�n an ex post facto manner.

From thence I went on to Carter Paterson’s central off�ce, where I met
w�th the utmost courtesy. They looked up the transact�on �n the�r day-book
and letter-book, and at once telephoned to the�r K�ng’s Cross off�ce for
more deta�ls. By good fortune, the men who d�d the team�ng were wa�t�ng
for work, and the off�c�al at once sent them over, send�ng also by one of
them the way-b�ll and all the papers connected w�th the del�very of the
boxes at Carfax. Here aga�n I found the tally agree�ng exactly; the carr�ers’
men were able to supplement the pauc�ty of the wr�tten words w�th a few
deta�ls. These were, I shortly found, connected almost solely w�th the dusty
nature of the job, and of the consequent th�rst engendered �n the operators.
On my afford�ng an opportun�ty, through the med�um of the currency of the
realm, of the allay�ng, at a later per�od, th�s benef�c�al ev�l, one of the men
remarked:—

“That ’ere ’ouse, guv’nor, �s the rumm�est I ever was �n. Blyme! but �t
a�n’t been touched sence a hundred years. There was dust that th�ck �n the
place that you m�ght have slep’ on �t w�thout ’urt�n’ of yer bones; an’ the



place was that neglected that yer m�ght ’ave smelled ole Jerusalem �n �t. But
the ole chapel—that took the c�ke, that d�d! Me and my mate, we thort we
wouldn’t never g�t out qu�ck enough. Lor’, I wouldn’t take less nor a qu�d a
moment to stay there arter dark.”

Hav�ng been �n the house, I could well bel�eve h�m; but �f he knew what
I know, he would, I th�nk, have ra�sed h�s terms.

Of one th�ng I am now sat�sf�ed: that all the boxes wh�ch arr�ved at
Wh�tby from Varna �n the Demeter were safely depos�ted �n the old chapel
at Carfax. There should be f�fty of them there, unless any have s�nce been
removed—as from Dr. Seward’s d�ary I fear.

I shall try to see the carter who took away the boxes from Carfax when
Renf�eld attacked them. By follow�ng up th�s clue we may learn a good
deal.

 
Later.—M�na and I have worked all day, and we have put all the papers

�nto order.

M�na Harker’s Journal
30 September.—I am so glad that I hardly know how to conta�n myself.

It �s, I suppose, the react�on from the haunt�ng fear wh�ch I have had: that
th�s terr�ble affa�r and the reopen�ng of h�s old wound m�ght act
detr�mentally on Jonathan. I saw h�m leave for Wh�tby w�th as brave a face
as I could, but I was s�ck w�th apprehens�on. The effort has, however, done
h�m good. He was never so resolute, never so strong, never so full of
volcan�c energy, as at present. It �s just as that dear, good Professor Van
Hels�ng sa�d: he �s true gr�t, and he �mproves under stra�n that would k�ll a
weaker nature. He came back full of l�fe and hope and determ�nat�on; we
have got everyth�ng �n order for to-n�ght. I feel myself qu�te w�ld w�th
exc�tement. I suppose one ought to p�ty any th�ng so hunted as �s the Count.
That �s just �t: th�s Th�ng �s not human—not even beast. To read Dr.
Seward’s account of poor Lucy’s death, and what followed, �s enough to dry
up the spr�ngs of p�ty �n one’s heart.

 
Later.—Lord Godalm�ng and Mr. Morr�s arr�ved earl�er than we

expected. Dr. Seward was out on bus�ness, and had taken Jonathan w�th
h�m, so I had to see them. It was to me a pa�nful meet�ng, for �t brought



back all poor dear Lucy’s hopes of only a few months ago. Of course they
had heard Lucy speak of me, and �t seemed that Dr. Van Hels�ng, too, has
been qu�te “blow�ng my trumpet,” as Mr. Morr�s expressed �t. Poor fellows,
ne�ther of them �s aware that I know all about the proposals they made to
Lucy. They d�d not qu�te know what to say or do, as they were �gnorant of
the amount of my knowledge; so they had to keep on neutral subjects.
However, I thought the matter over, and came to the conclus�on that the best
th�ng I could do would be to post them �n affa�rs r�ght up to date. I knew
from Dr. Seward’s d�ary that they had been at Lucy’s death—her real death
—and that I need not fear to betray any secret before the t�me. So I told
them, as well as I could, that I had read all the papers and d�ar�es, and that
my husband and I, hav�ng typewr�tten them, had just f�n�shed putt�ng them
�n order. I gave them each a copy to read �n the l�brary. When Lord
Godalm�ng got h�s and turned �t over—�t does make a pretty good p�le—he
sa�d:—

“D�d you wr�te all th�s, Mrs. Harker?”
I nodded, and he went on:—
“I don’t qu�te see the dr�ft of �t; but you people are all so good and k�nd,

and have been work�ng so earnestly and so energet�cally, that all I can do �s
to accept your �deas bl�ndfold and try to help you. I have had one lesson
already �n accept�ng facts that should make a man humble to the last hour of
h�s l�fe. Bes�des, I know you loved my poor Lucy—” Here he turned away
and covered h�s face w�th h�s hands. I could hear the tears �n h�s vo�ce. Mr.
Morr�s, w�th �nst�nct�ve del�cacy, just la�d a hand for a moment on h�s
shoulder, and then walked qu�etly out of the room. I suppose there �s
someth�ng �n woman’s nature that makes a man free to break down before
her and express h�s feel�ngs on the tender or emot�onal s�de w�thout feel�ng
�t derogatory to h�s manhood; for when Lord Godalm�ng found h�mself
alone w�th me he sat down on the sofa and gave way utterly and openly. I
sat down bes�de h�m and took h�s hand. I hope he d�dn’t th�nk �t forward of
me, and that �f he ever th�nks of �t afterwards he never w�ll have such a
thought. There I wrong h�m; I know he never w�ll—he �s too true a
gentleman. I sa�d to h�m, for I could see that h�s heart was break�ng:—

“I loved dear Lucy, and I know what she was to you, and what you were
to her. She and I were l�ke s�sters; and now she �s gone, w�ll you not let me
be l�ke a s�ster to you �n your trouble? I know what sorrows you have had,



though I cannot measure the depth of them. If sympathy and p�ty can help
�n your affl�ct�on, won’t you let me be of some l�ttle serv�ce—for Lucy’s
sake?”

In an �nstant the poor dear fellow was overwhelmed w�th gr�ef. It seemed
to me that all that he had of late been suffer�ng �n s�lence found a vent at
once. He grew qu�te hyster�cal, and ra�s�ng h�s open hands, beat h�s palms
together �n a perfect agony of gr�ef. He stood up and then sat down aga�n,
and the tears ra�ned down h�s cheeks. I felt an �nf�n�te p�ty for h�m, and
opened my arms unth�nk�ngly. W�th a sob he la�d h�s head on my shoulder
and cr�ed l�ke a wear�ed ch�ld, wh�lst he shook w�th emot�on.

We women have someth�ng of the mother �n us that makes us r�se above
smaller matters when the mother-sp�r�t �s �nvoked; I felt th�s b�g sorrow�ng
man’s head rest�ng on me, as though �t were that of the baby that some day
may l�e on my bosom, and I stroked h�s ha�r as though he were my own
ch�ld. I never thought at the t�me how strange �t all was.

After a l�ttle b�t h�s sobs ceased, and he ra�sed h�mself w�th an apology,
though he made no d�sgu�se of h�s emot�on. He told me that for days and
n�ghts past—weary days and sleepless n�ghts—he had been unable to speak
w�th any one, as a man must speak �n h�s t�me of sorrow. There was no
woman whose sympathy could be g�ven to h�m, or w�th whom, ow�ng to the
terr�ble c�rcumstance w�th wh�ch h�s sorrow was surrounded, he could
speak freely. “I know now how I suffered,” he sa�d, as he dr�ed h�s eyes,
“but I do not know even yet—and none other can ever know—how much
your sweet sympathy has been to me to-day. I shall know better �n t�me; and
bel�eve me that, though I am not ungrateful now, my grat�tude w�ll grow
w�th my understand�ng. You w�ll let me be l�ke a brother, w�ll you not, for
all our l�ves—for dear Lucy’s sake?”

“For dear Lucy’s sake,” I sa�d as we clasped hands. “Ay, and for your
own sake,” he added, “for �f a man’s esteem and grat�tude are ever worth
the w�nn�ng, you have won m�ne to-day. If ever the future should br�ng to
you a t�me when you need a man’s help, bel�eve me, you w�ll not call �n
va�n. God grant that no such t�me may ever come to you to break the
sunsh�ne of your l�fe; but �f �t should ever come, prom�se me that you w�ll
let me know.” He was so earnest, and h�s sorrow was so fresh, that I felt �t
would comfort h�m, so I sa�d:—

“I prom�se.”



As I came along the corr�dor I saw Mr. Morr�s look�ng out of a w�ndow.
He turned as he heard my footsteps. “How �s Art?” he sa�d. Then not�c�ng
my red eyes, he went on: “Ah, I see you have been comfort�ng h�m. Poor
old fellow! he needs �t. No one but a woman can help a man when he �s �n
trouble of the heart; and he had no one to comfort h�m.”

He bore h�s own trouble so bravely that my heart bled for h�m. I saw the
manuscr�pt �n h�s hand, and I knew that when he read �t he would real�se
how much I knew; so I sa�d to h�m:—

“I w�sh I could comfort all who suffer from the heart. W�ll you let me be
your fr�end, and w�ll you come to me for comfort �f you need �t? You w�ll
know, later on, why I speak.” He saw that I was �n earnest, and stoop�ng,
took my hand, and ra�s�ng �t to h�s l�ps, k�ssed �t. It seemed but poor
comfort to so brave and unself�sh a soul, and �mpuls�vely I bent over and
k�ssed h�m. The tears rose �n h�s eyes, and there was a momentary chok�ng
�n h�s throat; he sa�d qu�te calmly:—

“L�ttle g�rl, you w�ll never regret that true-hearted k�ndness, so long as
ever you l�ve!” Then he went �nto the study to h�s fr�end.

“L�ttle g�rl!”—the very words he had used to Lucy, and oh, but he
proved h�mself a fr�end!



CHAPTER XVIII

DR. SEWARD’S DIARY

30 September.—I got home at f�ve o’clock, and found that Godalm�ng
and Morr�s had not only arr�ved, but had already stud�ed the transcr�pt of
the var�ous d�ar�es and letters wh�ch Harker and h�s wonderful w�fe had
made and arranged. Harker had not yet returned from h�s v�s�t to the
carr�ers’ men, of whom Dr. Hennessey had wr�tten to me. Mrs. Harker gave
us a cup of tea, and I can honestly say that, for the f�rst t�me s�nce I have
l�ved �n �t, th�s old house seemed l�ke home. When we had f�n�shed, Mrs.
Harker sa�d:—

“Dr. Seward, may I ask a favour? I want to see your pat�ent, Mr.
Renf�eld. Do let me see h�m. What you have sa�d of h�m �n your d�ary
�nterests me so much!” She looked so appeal�ng and so pretty that I could
not refuse her, and there was no poss�ble reason why I should; so I took her
w�th me. When I went �nto the room, I told the man that a lady would l�ke
to see h�m; to wh�ch he s�mply answered: “Why?”

“She �s go�ng through the house, and wants to see every one �n �t,” I
answered. “Oh, very well,” he sa�d; “let her come �n, by all means; but just
wa�t a m�nute t�ll I t�dy up the place.” H�s method of t�dy�ng was pecul�ar:
he s�mply swallowed all the fl�es and sp�ders �n the boxes before I could
stop h�m. It was qu�te ev�dent that he feared, or was jealous of, some
�nterference. When he had got through h�s d�sgust�ng task, he sa�d
cheerfully: “Let the lady come �n,” and sat down on the edge of h�s bed
w�th h�s head down, but w�th h�s eyel�ds ra�sed so that he could see her as
she entered. For a moment I thought that he m�ght have some hom�c�dal
�ntent; I remembered how qu�et he had been just before he attacked me �n
my own study, and I took care to stand where I could se�ze h�m at once �f he
attempted to make a spr�ng at her. She came �nto the room w�th an easy
gracefulness wh�ch would at once command the respect of any lunat�c—for
eas�ness �s one of the qual�t�es mad people most respect. She walked over to
h�m, sm�l�ng pleasantly, and held out her hand.



“Good-even�ng, Mr. Renf�eld,” sa�d she. “You see, I know you, for Dr.
Seward has told me of you.” He made no �mmed�ate reply, but eyed her all
over �ntently w�th a set frown on h�s face. Th�s look gave way to one of
wonder, wh�ch merged �n doubt; then, to my �ntense aston�shment, he sa�d:
—

“You’re not the g�rl the doctor wanted to marry, are you? You can’t be,
you know, for she’s dead.” Mrs. Harker sm�led sweetly as she repl�ed:—

“Oh no! I have a husband of my own, to whom I was marr�ed before I
ever saw Dr. Seward, or he me. I am Mrs. Harker.”

“Then what are you do�ng here?”
“My husband and I are stay�ng on a v�s�t w�th Dr. Seward.”
“Then don’t stay.”
“But why not?” I thought that th�s style of conversat�on m�ght not be

pleasant to Mrs. Harker, any more than �t was to me, so I jo�ned �n:—
“How d�d you know I wanted to marry any one?” H�s reply was s�mply

contemptuous, g�ven �n a pause �n wh�ch he turned h�s eyes from Mrs.
Harker to me, �nstantly turn�ng them back aga�n:—

“What an as�n�ne quest�on!”
“I don’t see that at all, Mr. Renf�eld,” sa�d Mrs. Harker, at once

champ�on�ng me. He repl�ed to her w�th as much courtesy and respect as he
had shown contempt to me:—

“You w�ll, of course, understand, Mrs. Harker, that when a man �s so
loved and honoured as our host �s, everyth�ng regard�ng h�m �s of �nterest �n
our l�ttle commun�ty. Dr. Seward �s loved not only by h�s household and h�s
fr�ends, but even by h�s pat�ents, who, be�ng some of them hardly �n mental
equ�l�br�um, are apt to d�stort causes and effects. S�nce I myself have been
an �nmate of a lunat�c asylum, I cannot but not�ce that the soph�st�c
tendenc�es of some of �ts �nmates lean towards the errors of non causa and
�gnorat�o elench�.” I pos�t�vely opened my eyes at th�s new development.
Here was my own pet lunat�c—the most pronounced of h�s type that I had
ever met w�th—talk�ng elemental ph�losophy, and w�th the manner of a
pol�shed gentleman. I wonder �f �t was Mrs. Harker’s presence wh�ch had
touched some chord �n h�s memory. If th�s new phase was spontaneous, or
�n any way due to her unconsc�ous �nfluence, she must have some rare g�ft
or power.



We cont�nued to talk for some t�me; and, see�ng that he was seem�ngly
qu�te reasonable, she ventured, look�ng at me quest�on�ngly as she began, to
lead h�m to h�s favour�te top�c. I was aga�n aston�shed, for he addressed
h�mself to the quest�on w�th the �mpart�al�ty of the completest san�ty; he
even took h�mself as an example when he ment�oned certa�n th�ngs.

“Why, I myself am an �nstance of a man who had a strange bel�ef.
Indeed, �t was no wonder that my fr�ends were alarmed, and �ns�sted on my
be�ng put under control. I used to fancy that l�fe was a pos�t�ve and
perpetual ent�ty, and that by consum�ng a mult�tude of l�ve th�ngs, no matter
how low �n the scale of creat�on, one m�ght �ndef�n�tely prolong l�fe. At
t�mes I held the bel�ef so strongly that I actually tr�ed to take human l�fe.
The doctor here w�ll bear me out that on one occas�on I tr�ed to k�ll h�m for
the purpose of strengthen�ng my v�tal powers by the ass�m�lat�on w�th my
own body of h�s l�fe through the med�um of h�s blood—rely�ng, of course,
upon the Scr�ptural phrase, ‘For the blood �s the l�fe.’ Though, �ndeed, the
vendor of a certa�n nostrum has vulgar�sed the tru�sm to the very po�nt of
contempt. Isn’t that true, doctor?” I nodded assent, for I was so amazed that
I hardly knew what to e�ther th�nk or say; �t was hard to �mag�ne that I had
seen h�m eat up h�s sp�ders and fl�es not f�ve m�nutes before. Look�ng at my
watch, I saw that I should go to the stat�on to meet Van Hels�ng, so I told
Mrs. Harker that �t was t�me to leave. She came at once, after say�ng
pleasantly to Mr. Renf�eld: “Good-bye, and I hope I may see you often,
under ausp�ces pleasanter to yourself,” to wh�ch, to my aston�shment, he
repl�ed:—

“Good-bye, my dear. I pray God I may never see your sweet face aga�n.
May He bless and keep you!”

When I went to the stat�on to meet Van Hels�ng I left the boys beh�nd
me. Poor Art seemed more cheerful than he has been s�nce Lucy f�rst took
�ll, and Qu�ncey �s more l�ke h�s own br�ght self than he has been for many
a long day.

Van Hels�ng stepped from the carr�age w�th the eager n�mbleness of a
boy. He saw me at once, and rushed up to me, say�ng:—

“Ah, fr�end John, how goes all? Well? So! I have been busy, for I come
here to stay �f need be. All affa�rs are settled w�th me, and I have much to
tell. Madam M�na �s w�th you? Yes. And her so f�ne husband? And Arthur
and my fr�end Qu�ncey, they are w�th you, too? Good!”



As I drove to the house I told h�m of what had passed, and of how my
own d�ary had come to be of some use through Mrs. Harker’s suggest�on; at
wh�ch the Professor �nterrupted me:—

“Ah, that wonderful Madam M�na! She has man’s bra�n—a bra�n that a
man should have were he much g�fted—and a woman’s heart. The good
God fash�oned her for a purpose, bel�eve me, when He made that so good
comb�nat�on. Fr�end John, up to now fortune has made that woman of help
to us; after to-n�ght she must not have to do w�th th�s so terr�ble affa�r. It �s
not good that she run a r�sk so great. We men are determ�ned—nay, are we
not pledged?—to destroy th�s monster; but �t �s no part for a woman. Even
�f she be not harmed, her heart may fa�l her �n so much and so many
horrors; and hereafter she may suffer—both �n wak�ng, from her nerves,
and �n sleep, from her dreams. And, bes�des, she �s young woman and not
so long marr�ed; there may be other th�ngs to th�nk of some t�me, �f not
now. You tell me she has wrote all, then she must consult w�th us; but to-
morrow she say good-bye to th�s work, and we go alone.” I agreed heart�ly
w�th h�m, and then I told h�m what we had found �n h�s absence: that the
house wh�ch Dracula had bought was the very next one to my own. He was
amazed, and a great concern seemed to come on h�m. “Oh that we had
known �t before!” he sa�d, “for then we m�ght have reached h�m �n t�me to
save poor Lucy. However, ‘the m�lk that �s sp�lt cr�es not out afterwards,’ as
you say. We shall not th�nk of that, but go on our way to the end.” Then he
fell �nto a s�lence that lasted t�ll we entered my own gateway. Before we
went to prepare for d�nner he sa�d to Mrs. Harker:—

“I am told, Madam M�na, by my fr�end John that you and your husband
have put up �n exact order all th�ngs that have been, up to th�s moment.”

“Not up to th�s moment, Professor,” she sa�d �mpuls�vely, “but up to th�s
morn�ng.”

“But why not up to now? We have seen h�therto how good l�ght all the
l�ttle th�ngs have made. We have told our secrets, and yet no one who has
told �s the worse for �t.”

Mrs. Harker began to blush, and tak�ng a paper from her pockets, she
sa�d:—

“Dr. Van Hels�ng, w�ll you read th�s, and tell me �f �t must go �n. It �s my
record of to-day. I too have seen the need of putt�ng down at present
everyth�ng, however tr�v�al; but there �s l�ttle �n th�s except what �s personal.



Must �t go �n?” The Professor read �t over gravely, and handed �t back,
say�ng:—

“It need not go �n �f you do not w�sh �t; but I pray that �t may. It can but
make your husband love you the more, and all us, your fr�ends, more
honour you—as well as more esteem and love.” She took �t back w�th
another blush and a br�ght sm�le.

And so now, up to th�s very hour, all the records we have are complete
and �n order. The Professor took away one copy to study after d�nner, and
before our meet�ng, wh�ch �s f�xed for n�ne o’clock. The rest of us have
already read everyth�ng; so when we meet �n the study we shall all be
�nformed as to facts, and can arrange our plan of battle w�th th�s terr�ble and
myster�ous enemy.

M�na Harker’s Journal.
30 September.—When we met �n Dr. Seward’s study two hours after

d�nner, wh�ch had been at s�x o’clock, we unconsc�ously formed a sort of
board or comm�ttee. Professor Van Hels�ng took the head of the table, to
wh�ch Dr. Seward mot�oned h�m as he came �nto the room. He made me s�t
next to h�m on h�s r�ght, and asked me to act as secretary; Jonathan sat next
to me. Oppos�te us were Lord Godalm�ng, Dr. Seward, and Mr. Morr�s—
Lord Godalm�ng be�ng next the Professor, and Dr. Seward �n the centre. The
Professor sa�d:—

“I may, I suppose, take �t that we are all acqua�nted w�th the facts that are
�n these papers.” We all expressed assent, and he went on:—

“Then �t were, I th�nk good that I tell you someth�ng of the k�nd of
enemy w�th wh�ch we have to deal. I shall then make known to you
someth�ng of the h�story of th�s man, wh�ch has been ascerta�ned for me. So
we then can d�scuss how we shall act, and can take our measure accord�ng.

“There are such be�ngs as vamp�res; some of us have ev�dence that they
ex�st. Even had we not the proof of our own unhappy exper�ence, the
teach�ngs and the records of the past g�ve proof enough for sane peoples. I
adm�t that at the f�rst I was scept�c. Were �t not that through long years I
have tra�n myself to keep an open m�nd, I could not have bel�eve unt�l such
t�me as that fact thunder on my ear. ‘See! see! I prove; I prove.’ Alas! Had I
known at the f�rst what now I know—nay, had I even guess at h�m—one so
prec�ous l�fe had been spared to many of us who d�d love her. But that �s



gone; and we must so work, that other poor souls per�sh not, wh�lst we can
save. The nosferatu do not d�e l�ke the bee when he st�ng once. He �s only
stronger; and be�ng stronger, have yet more power to work ev�l. Th�s
vamp�re wh�ch �s amongst us �s of h�mself so strong �n person as twenty
men; he �s of cunn�ng more than mortal, for h�s cunn�ng be the growth of
ages; he have st�ll the a�ds of necromancy, wh�ch �s, as h�s etymology �mply,
the d�v�nat�on by the dead, and all the dead that he can come n�gh to are for
h�m at command; he �s brute, and more than brute; he �s dev�l �n callous,
and the heart of h�m �s not; he can, w�th�n l�m�tat�ons, appear at w�ll when,
and where, and �n any of the forms that are to h�m; he can, w�th�n h�s range,
d�rect the elements; the storm, the fog, the thunder; he can command all the
meaner th�ngs: the rat, and the owl, and the bat—the moth, and the fox, and
the wolf; he can grow and become small; and he can at t�mes van�sh and
come unknown. How then are we to beg�n our str�ke to destroy h�m? How
shall we f�nd h�s where; and hav�ng found �t, how can we destroy? My
fr�ends, th�s �s much; �t �s a terr�ble task that we undertake, and there may be
consequence to make the brave shudder. For �f we fa�l �n th�s our f�ght he
must surely w�n; and then where end we? L�fe �s noth�ngs; I heed h�m not.
But to fa�l here, �s not mere l�fe or death. It �s that we become as h�m; that
we henceforward become foul th�ngs of the n�ght l�ke h�m—w�thout heart
or consc�ence, prey�ng on the bod�es and the souls of those we love best. To
us for ever are the gates of heaven shut; for who shall open them to us
aga�n? We go on for all t�me abhorred by all; a blot on the face of God’s
sunsh�ne; an arrow �n the s�de of H�m who d�ed for man. But we are face to
face w�th duty; and �n such case must we shr�nk? For me, I say, no; but then
I am old, and l�fe, w�th h�s sunsh�ne, h�s fa�r places, h�s song of b�rds, h�s
mus�c and h�s love, l�e far beh�nd. You others are young. Some have seen
sorrow; but there are fa�r days yet �n store. What say you?”

Wh�lst he was speak�ng, Jonathan had taken my hand. I feared, oh so
much, that the appall�ng nature of our danger was overcom�ng h�m when I
saw h�s hand stretch out; but �t was l�fe to me to feel �ts touch—so strong,
so self-rel�ant, so resolute. A brave man’s hand can speak for �tself; �t does
not even need a woman’s love to hear �ts mus�c.

When the Professor had done speak�ng my husband looked �n my eyes,
and I �n h�s; there was no need for speak�ng between us.

“I answer for M�na and myself,” he sa�d.



“Count me �n, Professor,” sa�d Mr. Qu�ncey Morr�s, lacon�cally as usual.
“I am w�th you,” sa�d Lord Godalm�ng, “for Lucy’s sake, �f for no other

reason.”
Dr. Seward s�mply nodded. The Professor stood up and, after lay�ng h�s

golden cruc�f�x on the table, held out h�s hand on e�ther s�de. I took h�s r�ght
hand, and Lord Godalm�ng h�s left; Jonathan held my r�ght w�th h�s left and
stretched across to Mr. Morr�s. So as we all took hands our solemn compact
was made. I felt my heart �cy cold, but �t d�d not even occur to me to draw
back. We resumed our places, and Dr. Van Hels�ng went on w�th a sort of
cheerfulness wh�ch showed that the ser�ous work had begun. It was to be
taken as gravely, and �n as bus�nessl�ke a way, as any other transact�on of
l�fe:—

“Well, you know what we have to contend aga�nst; but we, too, are not
w�thout strength. We have on our s�de power of comb�nat�on—a power
den�ed to the vamp�re k�nd; we have sources of sc�ence; we are free to act
and th�nk; and the hours of the day and the n�ght are ours equally. In fact, so
far as our powers extend, they are unfettered, and we are free to use them.
We have self-devot�on �n a cause, and an end to ach�eve wh�ch �s not a
self�sh one. These th�ngs are much.

“Now let us see how far the general powers arrayed aga�nst us are
restr�ct, and how the �nd�v�dual cannot. In f�ne, let us cons�der the
l�m�tat�ons of the vamp�re �n general, and of th�s one �n part�cular.

“All we have to go upon are trad�t�ons and superst�t�ons. These do not at
the f�rst appear much, when the matter �s one of l�fe and death—nay of
more than e�ther l�fe or death. Yet must we be sat�sf�ed; �n the f�rst place
because we have to be—no other means �s at our control—and secondly,
because, after all, these th�ngs—trad�t�on and superst�t�on—are everyth�ng.
Does not the bel�ef �n vamp�res rest for others—though not, alas! for us—
on them? A year ago wh�ch of us would have rece�ved such a poss�b�l�ty, �n
the m�dst of our sc�ent�f�c, scept�cal, matter-of-fact n�neteenth century? We
even scouted a bel�ef that we saw just�f�ed under our very eyes. Take �t,
then, that the vamp�re, and the bel�ef �n h�s l�m�tat�ons and h�s cure, rest for
the moment on the same base. For, let me tell you, he �s known everywhere
that men have been. In old Greece, �n old Rome; he flour�sh �n Germany all
over, �n France, �n Ind�a, even �n the Chernosese; and �n Ch�na, so far from
us �n all ways, there even �s he, and the peoples fear h�m at th�s day. He



have follow the wake of the berserker Icelander, the dev�l-begotten Hun, the
Slav, the Saxon, the Magyar. So far, then, we have all we may act upon; and
let me tell you that very much of the bel�efs are just�f�ed by what we have
seen �n our own so unhappy exper�ence. The vamp�re l�ve on, and cannot
d�e by mere pass�ng of the t�me; he can flour�sh when that he can fatten on
the blood of the l�v�ng. Even more, we have seen amongst us that he can
even grow younger; that h�s v�tal facult�es grow strenuous, and seem as
though they refresh themselves when h�s spec�al pabulum �s plenty. But he
cannot flour�sh w�thout th�s d�et; he eat not as others. Even fr�end Jonathan,
who l�ved w�th h�m for weeks, d�d never see h�m to eat, never! He throws
no shadow; he make �n the m�rror no reflect, as aga�n Jonathan observe. He
has the strength of many of h�s hand—w�tness aga�n Jonathan when he shut
the door aga�nst the wolfs, and when he help h�m from the d�l�gence too. He
can transform h�mself to wolf, as we gather from the sh�p arr�val �n Wh�tby,
when he tear open the dog; he can be as bat, as Madam M�na saw h�m on
the w�ndow at Wh�tby, and as fr�end John saw h�m fly from th�s so near
house, and as my fr�end Qu�ncey saw h�m at the w�ndow of M�ss Lucy. He
can come �n m�st wh�ch he create—that noble sh�p’s capta�n proved h�m of
th�s; but, from what we know, the d�stance he can make th�s m�st �s l�m�ted,
and �t can only be round h�mself. He come on moonl�ght rays as elemental
dust—as aga�n Jonathan saw those s�sters �n the castle of Dracula. He
become so small—we ourselves saw M�ss Lucy, ere she was at peace, sl�p
through a ha�rbreadth space at the tomb door. He can, when once he f�nd h�s
way, come out from anyth�ng or �nto anyth�ng, no matter how close �t be
bound or even fused up w�th f�re—solder you call �t. He can see �n the dark
—no small power th�s, �n a world wh�ch �s one half shut from the l�ght. Ah,
but hear me through. He can do all these th�ngs, yet he �s not free. Nay; he
�s even more pr�soner than the slave of the galley, than the madman �n h�s
cell. He cannot go where he l�sts; he who �s not of nature has yet to obey
some of nature’s laws—why we know not. He may not enter anywhere at
the f�rst, unless there be some one of the household who b�d h�m to come;
though afterwards he can come as he please. H�s power ceases, as does that
of all ev�l th�ngs, at the com�ng of the day. Only at certa�n t�mes can he have
l�m�ted freedom. If he be not at the place wh�ther he �s bound, he can only
change h�mself at noon or at exact sunr�se or sunset. These th�ngs are we
told, and �n th�s record of ours we have proof by �nference. Thus, whereas
he can do as he w�ll w�th�n h�s l�m�t, when he have h�s earth-home, h�s



coff�n-home, h�s hell-home, the place unhallowed, as we saw when he went
to the grave of the su�c�de at Wh�tby; st�ll at other t�me he can only change
when the t�me come. It �s sa�d, too, that he can only pass runn�ng water at
the slack or the flood of the t�de. Then there are th�ngs wh�ch so affl�ct h�m
that he has no power, as the garl�c that we know of; and as for th�ngs sacred,
as th�s symbol, my cruc�f�x, that was amongst us even now when we
resolve, to them he �s noth�ng, but �n the�r presence he take h�s place far off
and s�lent w�th respect. There are others, too, wh�ch I shall tell you of, lest
�n our seek�ng we may need them. The branch of w�ld rose on h�s coff�n
keep h�m that he move not from �t; a sacred bullet f�red �nto the coff�n k�ll
h�m so that he be true dead; and as for the stake through h�m, we know
already of �ts peace; or the cut-off head that g�veth rest. We have seen �t
w�th our eyes.

“Thus when we f�nd the hab�tat�on of th�s man-that-was, we can conf�ne
h�m to h�s coff�n and destroy h�m, �f we obey what we know. But he �s
clever. I have asked my fr�end Arm�n�us, of Buda-Pesth Un�vers�ty, to make
h�s record; and, from all the means that are, he tell me of what he has been.
He must, �ndeed, have been that Vo�vode Dracula who won h�s name
aga�nst the Turk, over the great r�ver on the very front�er of Turkey-land. If
�t be so, then was he no common man; for �n that t�me, and for centur�es
after, he was spoken of as the cleverest and the most cunn�ng, as well as the
bravest of the sons of the ‘land beyond the forest.’ That m�ghty bra�n and
that �ron resolut�on went w�th h�m to h�s grave, and are even now arrayed
aga�nst us. The Draculas were, says Arm�n�us, a great and noble race,
though now and aga�n were sc�ons who were held by the�r coevals to have
had deal�ngs w�th the Ev�l One. They learned h�s secrets �n the
Scholomance, amongst the mounta�ns over Lake Hermanstadt, where the
dev�l cla�ms the tenth scholar as h�s due. In the records are such words as
‘strego�ca’—w�tch, ‘ordog,’ and ‘pokol’—Satan and hell; and �n one
manuscr�pt th�s very Dracula �s spoken of as ‘wampyr,’ wh�ch we all
understand too well. There have been from the lo�ns of th�s very one great
men and good women, and the�r graves make sacred the earth where alone
th�s foulness can dwell. For �t �s not the least of �ts terrors that th�s ev�l th�ng
�s rooted deep �n all good; �n so�l barren of holy memor�es �t cannot rest.”

Wh�lst they were talk�ng Mr. Morr�s was look�ng stead�ly at the w�ndow,
and he now got up qu�etly, and went out of the room. There was a l�ttle
pause, and then the Professor went on:—



“And now we must settle what we do. We have here much data, and we
must proceed to lay out our campa�gn. We know from the �nqu�ry of
Jonathan that from the castle to Wh�tby came f�fty boxes of earth, all of
wh�ch were del�vered at Carfax; we also know that at least some of these
boxes have been removed. It seems to me, that our f�rst step should be to
ascerta�n whether all the rest rema�n �n the house beyond that wall where
we look to-day; or whether any more have been removed. If the latter, we
must trace——”

Here we were �nterrupted �n a very startl�ng way. Outs�de the house
came the sound of a p�stol-shot; the glass of the w�ndow was shattered w�th
a bullet, wh�ch, r�cochett�ng from the top of the embrasure, struck the far
wall of the room. I am afra�d I am at heart a coward, for I shr�eked out. The
men all jumped to the�r feet; Lord Godalm�ng flew over to the w�ndow and
threw up the sash. As he d�d so we heard Mr. Morr�s’s vo�ce w�thout:—

“Sorry! I fear I have alarmed you. I shall come �n and tell you about �t.”
A m�nute later he came �n and sa�d:—

“It was an �d�ot�c th�ng of me to do, and I ask your pardon, Mrs. Harker,
most s�ncerely; I fear I must have fr�ghtened you terr�bly. But the fact �s that
wh�lst the Professor was talk�ng there came a b�g bat and sat on the
w�ndow-s�ll. I have got such a horror of the damned brutes from recent
events that I cannot stand them, and I went out to have a shot, as I have
been do�ng of late of even�ngs, whenever I have seen one. You used to
laugh at me for �t then, Art.”

“D�d you h�t �t?” asked Dr. Van Hels�ng.
“I don’t know; I fancy not, for �t flew away �nto the wood.” W�thout

say�ng any more he took h�s seat, and the Professor began to resume h�s
statement:—

“We must trace each of these boxes; and when we are ready, we must
e�ther capture or k�ll th�s monster �n h�s la�r; or we must, so to speak,
ster�l�se the earth, so that no more he can seek safety �n �t. Thus �n the end
we may f�nd h�m �n h�s form of man between the hours of noon and sunset,
and so engage w�th h�m when he �s at h�s most weak.

“And now for you, Madam M�na, th�s n�ght �s the end unt�l all be well.
You are too prec�ous to us to have such r�sk. When we part to-n�ght, you no
more must quest�on. We shall tell you all �n good t�me. We are men and are



able to bear; but you must be our star and our hope, and we shall act all the
more free that you are not �n the danger, such as we are.”

All the men, even Jonathan, seemed rel�eved; but �t d�d not seem to me
good that they should brave danger and, perhaps, lessen the�r safety—
strength be�ng the best safety—through care of me; but the�r m�nds were
made up, and, though �t was a b�tter p�ll for me to swallow, I could say
noth�ng, save to accept the�r ch�valrous care of me.

Mr. Morr�s resumed the d�scuss�on:—
“As there �s no t�me to lose, I vote we have a look at h�s house r�ght now.

T�me �s everyth�ng w�th h�m; and sw�ft act�on on our part may save another
v�ct�m.”

I own that my heart began to fa�l me when the t�me for act�on came so
close, but I d�d not say anyth�ng, for I had a greater fear that �f I appeared as
a drag or a h�ndrance to the�r work, they m�ght even leave me out of the�r
counsels altogether. They have now gone off to Carfax, w�th means to get
�nto the house.

Manl�ke, they had told me to go to bed and sleep; as �f a woman can
sleep when those she loves are �n danger! I shall l�e down and pretend to
sleep, lest Jonathan have added anx�ety about me when he returns.

Dr. Seward’s D�ary.
1 October, 4 a. m.—Just as we were about to leave the house, an urgent

message was brought to me from Renf�eld to know �f I would see h�m at
once, as he had someth�ng of the utmost �mportance to say to me. I told the
messenger to say that I would attend to h�s w�shes �n the morn�ng; I was
busy just at the moment. The attendant added:—

“He seems very �mportunate, s�r. I have never seen h�m so eager. I don’t
know but what, �f you don’t see h�m soon, he w�ll have one of h�s v�olent
f�ts.” I knew the man would not have sa�d th�s w�thout some cause, so I
sa�d: “All r�ght; I’ll go now”; and I asked the others to wa�t a few m�nutes
for me, as I had to go and see my “pat�ent.”

“Take me w�th you, fr�end John,” sa�d the Professor. “H�s case �n your
d�ary �nterest me much, and �t had bear�ng, too, now and aga�n on our case.
I should much l�ke to see h�m, and espec�al when h�s m�nd �s d�sturbed.”

“May I come also?” asked Lord Godalm�ng.



“Me too?” sa�d Qu�ncey Morr�s. “May I come?” sa�d Harker. I nodded,
and we all went down the passage together.

We found h�m �n a state of cons�derable exc�tement, but far more rat�onal
�n h�s speech and manner than I had ever seen h�m. There was an unusual
understand�ng of h�mself, wh�ch was unl�ke anyth�ng I had ever met w�th �n
a lunat�c; and he took �t for granted that h�s reasons would preva�l w�th
others ent�rely sane. We all four went �nto the room, but none of the others
at f�rst sa�d anyth�ng. H�s request was that I would at once release h�m from
the asylum and send h�m home. Th�s he backed up w�th arguments
regard�ng h�s complete recovery, and adduced h�s own ex�st�ng san�ty. “I
appeal to your fr�ends,” he sa�d, “they w�ll, perhaps, not m�nd s�tt�ng �n
judgment on my case. By the way, you have not �ntroduced me.” I was so
much aston�shed, that the oddness of �ntroduc�ng a madman �n an asylum
d�d not str�ke me at the moment; and, bes�des, there was a certa�n d�gn�ty �n
the man’s manner, so much of the hab�t of equal�ty, that I at once made the
�ntroduct�on: “Lord Godalm�ng; Professor Van Hels�ng; Mr. Qu�ncey
Morr�s, of Texas; Mr. Renf�eld.” He shook hands w�th each of them, say�ng
�n turn:—

“Lord Godalm�ng, I had the honour of second�ng your father at the
W�ndham; I gr�eve to know, by your hold�ng the t�tle, that he �s no more. He
was a man loved and honoured by all who knew h�m; and �n h�s youth was,
I have heard, the �nventor of a burnt rum punch, much patron�sed on Derby
n�ght. Mr. Morr�s, you should be proud of your great state. Its recept�on �nto
the Un�on was a precedent wh�ch may have far-reach�ng effects hereafter,
when the Pole and the Trop�cs may hold all�ance to the Stars and Str�pes.
The power of Treaty may yet prove a vast eng�ne of enlargement, when the
Monroe doctr�ne takes �ts true place as a pol�t�cal fable. What shall any man
say of h�s pleasure at meet�ng Van Hels�ng? S�r, I make no apology for
dropp�ng all forms of convent�onal pref�x. When an �nd�v�dual has
revolut�on�sed therapeut�cs by h�s d�scovery of the cont�nuous evolut�on of
bra�n-matter, convent�onal forms are unf�tt�ng, s�nce they would seem to
l�m�t h�m to one of a class. You, gentlemen, who by nat�onal�ty, by hered�ty,
or by the possess�on of natural g�fts, are f�tted to hold your respect�ve places
�n the mov�ng world, I take to w�tness that I am as sane as at least the
major�ty of men who are �n full possess�on of the�r l�bert�es. And I am sure
that you, Dr. Seward, human�tar�an and med�co-jur�st as well as sc�ent�st,
w�ll deem �t a moral duty to deal w�th me as one to be cons�dered as under



except�onal c�rcumstances.” He made th�s last appeal w�th a courtly a�r of
conv�ct�on wh�ch was not w�thout �ts own charm.

I th�nk we were all staggered. For my own part, I was under the
conv�ct�on, desp�te my knowledge of the man’s character and h�story, that
h�s reason had been restored; and I felt under a strong �mpulse to tell h�m
that I was sat�sf�ed as to h�s san�ty, and would see about the necessary
formal�t�es for h�s release �n the morn�ng. I thought �t better to wa�t,
however, before mak�ng so grave a statement, for of old I knew the sudden
changes to wh�ch th�s part�cular pat�ent was l�able. So I contented myself
w�th mak�ng a general statement that he appeared to be �mprov�ng very
rap�dly; that I would have a longer chat w�th h�m �n the morn�ng, and would
then see what I could do �n the d�rect�on of meet�ng h�s w�shes. Th�s d�d not
at all sat�sfy h�m, for he sa�d qu�ckly:—

“But I fear, Dr. Seward, that you hardly apprehend my w�sh. I des�re to
go at once—here—now—th�s very hour—th�s very moment, �f I may. T�me
presses, and �n our �mpl�ed agreement w�th the old scytheman �t �s of the
essence of the contract. I am sure �t �s only necessary to put before so
adm�rable a pract�t�oner as Dr. Seward so s�mple, yet so momentous a w�sh,
to ensure �ts fulf�lment.” He looked at me keenly, and see�ng the negat�ve �n
my face, turned to the others, and scrut�n�sed them closely. Not meet�ng any
suff�c�ent response, he went on:—

“Is �t poss�ble that I have erred �n my suppos�t�on?”
“You have,” I sa�d frankly, but at the same t�me, as I felt, brutally. There

was a cons�derable pause, and then he sa�d slowly:—
“Then I suppose I must only sh�ft my ground of request. Let me ask for

th�s concess�on—boon, pr�v�lege, what you w�ll. I am content to �mplore �n
such a case, not on personal grounds, but for the sake of others. I am not at
l�berty to g�ve you the whole of my reasons; but you may, I assure you, take
�t from me that they are good ones, sound and unself�sh, and spr�ng from
the h�ghest sense of duty. Could you look, s�r, �nto my heart, you would
approve to the full the sent�ments wh�ch an�mate me. Nay, more, you would
count me amongst the best and truest of your fr�ends.” Aga�n he looked at
us all keenly. I had a grow�ng conv�ct�on that th�s sudden change of h�s
ent�re �ntellectual method was but yet another form or phase of h�s madness,
and so determ�ned to let h�m go on a l�ttle longer, know�ng from exper�ence
that he would, l�ke all lunat�cs, g�ve h�mself away �n the end. Van Hels�ng



was gaz�ng at h�m w�th a look of utmost �ntens�ty, h�s bushy eyebrows
almost meet�ng w�th the f�xed concentrat�on of h�s look. He sa�d to Renf�eld
�n a tone wh�ch d�d not surpr�se me at the t�me, but only when I thought of
�t afterwards—for �t was as of one address�ng an equal:—

“Can you not tell frankly your real reason for w�sh�ng to be free to-
n�ght? I w�ll undertake that �f you w�ll sat�sfy even me—a stranger, w�thout
prejud�ce, and w�th the hab�t of keep�ng an open m�nd—Dr. Seward w�ll
g�ve you, at h�s own r�sk and on h�s own respons�b�l�ty, the pr�v�lege you
seek.” He shook h�s head sadly, and w�th a look of po�gnant regret on h�s
face. The Professor went on:—

“Come, s�r, beth�nk yourself. You cla�m the pr�v�lege of reason �n the
h�ghest degree, s�nce you seek to �mpress us w�th your complete
reasonableness. You do th�s, whose san�ty we have reason to doubt, s�nce
you are not yet released from med�cal treatment for th�s very defect. If you
w�ll not help us �n our effort to choose the w�sest course, how can we
perform the duty wh�ch you yourself put upon us? Be w�se, and help us; and
�f we can we shall a�d you to ach�eve your w�sh.” He st�ll shook h�s head as
he sa�d:—

“Dr. Van Hels�ng, I have noth�ng to say. Your argument �s complete, and
�f I were free to speak I should not hes�tate a moment; but I am not my own
master �n the matter. I can only ask you to trust me. If I am refused, the
respons�b�l�ty does not rest w�th me.” I thought �t was now t�me to end the
scene, wh�ch was becom�ng too com�cally grave, so I went towards the
door, s�mply say�ng:—

“Come, my fr�ends, we have work to do. Good-n�ght.”
As, however, I got near the door, a new change came over the pat�ent. He

moved towards me so qu�ckly that for the moment I feared that he was
about to make another hom�c�dal attack. My fears, however, were
groundless, for he held up h�s two hands �mplor�ngly, and made h�s pet�t�on
�n a mov�ng manner. As he saw that the very excess of h�s emot�on was
m�l�tat�ng aga�nst h�m, by restor�ng us more to our old relat�ons, he became
st�ll more demonstrat�ve. I glanced at Van Hels�ng, and saw my conv�ct�on
reflected �n h�s eyes; so I became a l�ttle more f�xed �n my manner, �f not
more stern, and mot�oned to h�m that h�s efforts were unava�l�ng. I had
prev�ously seen someth�ng of the same constantly grow�ng exc�tement �n
h�m when he had to make some request of wh�ch at the t�me he had thought



much, such, for �nstance, as when he wanted a cat; and I was prepared to
see the collapse �nto the same sullen acqu�escence on th�s occas�on. My
expectat�on was not real�sed, for, when he found that h�s appeal would not
be successful, he got �nto qu�te a frant�c cond�t�on. He threw h�mself on h�s
knees, and held up h�s hands, wr�ng�ng them �n pla�nt�ve suppl�cat�on, and
poured forth a torrent of entreaty, w�th the tears roll�ng down h�s cheeks,
and h�s whole face and form express�ve of the deepest emot�on:—

“Let me entreat you, Dr. Seward, oh, let me �mplore you, to let me out of
th�s house at once. Send me away how you w�ll and where you w�ll; send
keepers w�th me w�th wh�ps and cha�ns; let them take me �n a stra�t-
wa�stcoat, manacled and leg-�roned, even to a gaol; but let me go out of
th�s. You don’t know what you do by keep�ng me here. I am speak�ng from
the depths of my heart—of my very soul. You don’t know whom you
wrong, or how; and I may not tell. Woe �s me! I may not tell. By all you
hold sacred—by all you hold dear—by your love that �s lost—by your hope
that l�ves—for the sake of the Alm�ghty, take me out of th�s and save my
soul from gu�lt! Can’t you hear me, man? Can’t you understand? W�ll you
never learn? Don’t you know that I am sane and earnest now; that I am no
lunat�c �n a mad f�t, but a sane man f�ght�ng for h�s soul? Oh, hear me! hear
me! Let me go! let me go! let me go!”

I thought that the longer th�s went on the w�lder he would get, and so
would br�ng on a f�t; so I took h�m by the hand and ra�sed h�m up.

“Come,” I sa�d sternly, “no more of th�s; we have had qu�te enough
already. Get to your bed and try to behave more d�screetly.”

He suddenly stopped and looked at me �ntently for several moments.
Then, w�thout a word, he rose and mov�ng over, sat down on the s�de of the
bed. The collapse had come, as on former occas�on, just as I had expected.



When I was leav�ng the room, last of our party, he sa�d to me �n a qu�et,
well-bred vo�ce:—

“You w�ll, I trust, Dr. Seward, do me the just�ce to bear �n m�nd, later on,
that I d�d what I could to conv�nce you to-n�ght.”



CHAPTER XIX

JONATHAN HARKER’S JOURNAL

1 October, 5 a. m.—I went w�th the party to the search w�th an easy
m�nd, for I th�nk I never saw M�na so absolutely strong and well. I am so
glad that she consented to hold back and let us men do the work. Somehow,
�t was a dread to me that she was �n th�s fearful bus�ness at all; but now that
her work �s done, and that �t �s due to her energy and bra�ns and fores�ght
that the whole story �s put together �n such a way that every po�nt tells, she
may well feel that her part �s f�n�shed, and that she can henceforth leave the
rest to us. We were, I th�nk, all a l�ttle upset by the scene w�th Mr. Renf�eld.
When we came away from h�s room we were s�lent t�ll we got back to the
study. Then Mr. Morr�s sa�d to Dr. Seward:—

“Say, Jack, �f that man wasn’t attempt�ng a bluff, he �s about the sanest
lunat�c I ever saw. I’m not sure, but I bel�eve that he had some ser�ous
purpose, and �f he had, �t was pretty rough on h�m not to get a chance.”
Lord Godalm�ng and I were s�lent, but Dr. Van Hels�ng added:—

“Fr�end John, you know more of lunat�cs than I do, and I’m glad of �t,
for I fear that �f �t had been to me to dec�de I would before that last
hyster�cal outburst have g�ven h�m free. But we l�ve and learn, and �n our
present task we must take no chance, as my fr�end Qu�ncey would say. All
�s best as they are.” Dr. Seward seemed to answer them both �n a dreamy
k�nd of way:—

“I don’t know but that I agree w�th you. If that man had been an ord�nary
lunat�c I would have taken my chance of trust�ng h�m; but he seems so
m�xed up w�th the Count �n an �ndexy k�nd of way that I am afra�d of do�ng
anyth�ng wrong by help�ng h�s fads. I can’t forget how he prayed w�th
almost equal fervour for a cat, and then tr�ed to tear my throat out w�th h�s
teeth. Bes�des, he called the Count ‘lord and master,’ and he may want to
get out to help h�m �n some d�abol�cal way. That horr�d th�ng has the wolves
and the rats and h�s own k�nd to help h�m, so I suppose he �sn’t above try�ng
to use a respectable lunat�c. He certa�nly d�d seem earnest, though. I only
hope we have done what �s best. These th�ngs, �n conjunct�on w�th the w�ld



work we have �n hand, help to unnerve a man.” The Professor stepped over,
and lay�ng h�s hand on h�s shoulder, sa�d �n h�s grave, k�ndly way:—

“Fr�end John, have no fear. We are try�ng to do our duty �n a very sad
and terr�ble case; we can only do as we deem best. What else have we to
hope for, except the p�ty of the good God?” Lord Godalm�ng had sl�pped
away for a few m�nutes, but now he returned. He held up a l�ttle s�lver
wh�stle, as he remarked:—

“That old place may be full of rats, and �f so, I’ve got an ant�dote on
call.” Hav�ng passed the wall, we took our way to the house, tak�ng care to
keep �n the shadows of the trees on the lawn when the moonl�ght shone out.
When we got to the porch the Professor opened h�s bag and took out a lot of
th�ngs, wh�ch he la�d on the step, sort�ng them �nto four l�ttle groups,
ev�dently one for each. Then he spoke:—

“My fr�ends, we are go�ng �nto a terr�ble danger, and we need arms of
many k�nds. Our enemy �s not merely sp�r�tual. Remember that he has the
strength of twenty men, and that, though our necks or our w�ndp�pes are of
the common k�nd—and therefore breakable or crushable—h�s are not
amenable to mere strength. A stronger man, or a body of men more strong
�n all than h�m, can at certa�n t�mes hold h�m; but they cannot hurt h�m as
we can be hurt by h�m. We must, therefore, guard ourselves from h�s touch.
Keep th�s near your heart”—as he spoke he l�fted a l�ttle s�lver cruc�f�x and
held �t out to me, I be�ng nearest to h�m—“put these flowers round your
neck”—here he handed to me a wreath of w�thered garl�c blossoms—“for
other enem�es more mundane, th�s revolver and th�s kn�fe; and for a�d �n all,
these so small electr�c lamps, wh�ch you can fasten to your breast; and for
all, and above all at the last, th�s, wh�ch we must not desecrate needless.”
Th�s was a port�on of Sacred Wafer, wh�ch he put �n an envelope and
handed to me. Each of the others was s�m�larly equ�pped. “Now,” he sa�d,
“fr�end John, where are the skeleton keys? If so that we can open the door,
we need not break house by the w�ndow, as before at M�ss Lucy’s.”

Dr. Seward tr�ed one or two skeleton keys, h�s mechan�cal dexter�ty as a
surgeon stand�ng h�m �n good stead. Presently he got one to su�t; after a
l�ttle play back and forward the bolt y�elded, and, w�th a rusty clang, shot
back. We pressed on the door, the rusty h�nges creaked, and �t slowly
opened. It was startl�ngly l�ke the �mage conveyed to me �n Dr. Seward’s
d�ary of the open�ng of M�ss Westenra’s tomb; I fancy that the same �dea



seemed to str�ke the others, for w�th one accord they shrank back. The
Professor was the f�rst to move forward, and stepped �nto the open door.

“In manus tuas, Dom�ne!” he sa�d, cross�ng h�mself as he passed over
the threshold. We closed the door beh�nd us, lest when we should have l�t
our lamps we should poss�bly attract attent�on from the road. The Professor
carefully tr�ed the lock, lest we m�ght not be able to open �t from w�th�n
should we be �n a hurry mak�ng our ex�t. Then we all l�t our lamps and
proceeded on our search.

The l�ght from the t�ny lamps fell �n all sorts of odd forms, as the rays
crossed each other, or the opac�ty of our bod�es threw great shadows. I
could not for my l�fe get away from the feel�ng that there was some one else
amongst us. I suppose �t was the recollect�on, so powerfully brought home
to me by the gr�m surround�ngs, of that terr�ble exper�ence �n Transylvan�a.
I th�nk the feel�ng was common to us all, for I not�ced that the others kept
look�ng over the�r shoulders at every sound and every new shadow, just as I
felt myself do�ng.

The whole place was th�ck w�th dust. The floor was seem�ngly �nches
deep, except where there were recent footsteps, �n wh�ch on hold�ng down
my lamp I could see marks of hobna�ls where the dust was cracked. The
walls were fluffy and heavy w�th dust, and �n the corners were masses of
sp�der’s webs, whereon the dust had gathered t�ll they looked l�ke old
tattered rags as the we�ght had torn them partly down. On a table �n the hall
was a great bunch of keys, w�th a t�me-yellowed label on each. They had
been used several t�mes, for on the table were several s�m�lar rents �n the
blanket of dust, s�m�lar to that exposed when the Professor l�fted them. He
turned to me and sa�d:—

“You know th�s place, Jonathan. You have cop�ed maps of �t, and you
know �t at least more than we do. Wh�ch �s the way to the chapel?” I had an
�dea of �ts d�rect�on, though on my former v�s�t I had not been able to get
adm�ss�on to �t; so I led the way, and after a few wrong turn�ngs found
myself oppos�te a low, arched oaken door, r�bbed w�th �ron bands. “Th�s �s
the spot,” sa�d the Professor as he turned h�s lamp on a small map of the
house, cop�ed from the f�le of my or�g�nal correspondence regard�ng the
purchase. W�th a l�ttle trouble we found the key on the bunch and opened
the door. We were prepared for some unpleasantness, for as we were
open�ng the door a fa�nt, malodorous a�r seemed to exhale through the gaps,



but none of us ever expected such an odour as we encountered. None of the
others had met the Count at all at close quarters, and when I had seen h�m
he was e�ther �n the fast�ng stage of h�s ex�stence �n h�s rooms or, when he
was gloated w�th fresh blood, �n a ru�ned bu�ld�ng open to the a�r; but here
the place was small and close, and the long d�suse had made the a�r stagnant
and foul. There was an earthy smell, as of some dry m�asma, wh�ch came
through the fouler a�r. But as to the odour �tself, how shall I descr�be �t? It
was not alone that �t was composed of all the �lls of mortal�ty and w�th the
pungent, acr�d smell of blood, but �t seemed as though corrupt�on had
become �tself corrupt. Faugh! �t s�ckens me to th�nk of �t. Every breath
exhaled by that monster seemed to have clung to the place and �ntens�f�ed
�ts loathsomeness.

Under ord�nary c�rcumstances such a stench would have brought our
enterpr�se to an end; but th�s was no ord�nary case, and the h�gh and terr�ble
purpose �n wh�ch we were �nvolved gave us a strength wh�ch rose above
merely phys�cal cons�derat�ons. After the �nvoluntary shr�nk�ng consequent
on the f�rst nauseous wh�ff, we one and all set about our work as though that
loathsome place were a garden of roses.

We made an accurate exam�nat�on of the place, the Professor say�ng as
we began:—

“The f�rst th�ng �s to see how many of the boxes are left; we must then
exam�ne every hole and corner and cranny and see �f we cannot get some
clue as to what has become of the rest.” A glance was suff�c�ent to show
how many rema�ned, for the great earth chests were bulky, and there was no
m�stak�ng them.

There were only twenty-n�ne left out of the f�fty! Once I got a fr�ght, for,
see�ng Lord Godalm�ng suddenly turn and look out of the vaulted door �nto
the dark passage beyond, I looked too, and for an �nstant my heart stood
st�ll. Somewhere, look�ng out from the shadow, I seemed to see the h�gh
l�ghts of the Count’s ev�l face, the r�dge of the nose, the red eyes, the red
l�ps, the awful pallor. It was only for a moment, for, as Lord Godalm�ng
sa�d, “I thought I saw a face, but �t was only the shadows,” and resumed h�s
�nqu�ry, I turned my lamp �n the d�rect�on, and stepped �nto the passage.
There was no s�gn of any one; and as there were no corners, no doors, no
aperture of any k�nd, but only the sol�d walls of the passage, there could be



no h�d�ng-place even for h�m. I took �t that fear had helped �mag�nat�on, and
sa�d noth�ng.

A few m�nutes later I saw Morr�s step suddenly back from a corner,
wh�ch he was exam�n�ng. We all followed h�s movements w�th our eyes, for
undoubtedly some nervousness was grow�ng on us, and we saw a whole
mass of phosphorescence, wh�ch tw�nkled l�ke stars. We all �nst�nct�vely
drew back. The whole place was becom�ng al�ve w�th rats.

For a moment or two we stood appalled, all save Lord Godalm�ng, who
was seem�ngly prepared for such an emergency. Rush�ng over to the great
�ron-bound oaken door, wh�ch Dr. Seward had descr�bed from the outs�de,
and wh�ch I had seen myself, he turned the key �n the lock, drew the huge
bolts, and swung the door open. Then, tak�ng h�s l�ttle s�lver wh�stle from
h�s pocket, he blew a low, shr�ll call. It was answered from beh�nd Dr.
Seward’s house by the yelp�ng of dogs, and after about a m�nute three
terr�ers came dash�ng round the corner of the house. Unconsc�ously we had
all moved towards the door, and as we moved I not�ced that the dust had
been much d�sturbed: the boxes wh�ch had been taken out had been brought
th�s way. But even �n the m�nute that had elapsed the number of the rats had
vastly �ncreased. They seemed to swarm over the place all at once, t�ll the
lampl�ght, sh�n�ng on the�r mov�ng dark bod�es and gl�tter�ng, baleful eyes,
made the place look l�ke a bank of earth set w�th f�refl�es. The dogs dashed
on, but at the threshold suddenly stopped and snarled, and then,
s�multaneously l�ft�ng the�r noses, began to howl �n most lugubr�ous
fash�on. The rats were mult�ply�ng �n thousands, and we moved out.

Lord Godalm�ng l�fted one of the dogs, and carry�ng h�m �n, placed h�m
on the floor. The �nstant h�s feet touched the ground he seemed to recover
h�s courage, and rushed at h�s natural enem�es. They fled before h�m so fast
that before he had shaken the l�fe out of a score, the other dogs, who had by
now been l�fted �n the same manner, had but small prey ere the whole mass
had van�shed.

W�th the�r go�ng �t seemed as �f some ev�l presence had departed, for the
dogs fr�sked about and barked merr�ly as they made sudden darts at the�r
prostrate foes, and turned them over and over and tossed them �n the a�r
w�th v�c�ous shakes. We all seemed to f�nd our sp�r�ts r�se. Whether �t was
the pur�fy�ng of the deadly atmosphere by the open�ng of the chapel door, or
the rel�ef wh�ch we exper�enced by f�nd�ng ourselves �n the open I know



not; but most certa�nly the shadow of dread seemed to sl�p from us l�ke a
robe, and the occas�on of our com�ng lost someth�ng of �ts gr�m
s�gn�f�cance, though we d�d not slacken a wh�t �n our resolut�on. We closed
the outer door and barred and locked �t, and br�ng�ng the dogs w�th us,
began our search of the house. We found noth�ng throughout except dust �n
extraord�nary proport�ons, and all untouched save for my own footsteps
when I had made my f�rst v�s�t. Never once d�d the dogs exh�b�t any
symptom of uneas�ness, and even when we returned to the chapel they
fr�sked about as though they had been rabb�t-hunt�ng �n a summer wood.

The morn�ng was qu�cken�ng �n the east when we emerged from the
front. Dr. Van Hels�ng had taken the key of the hall-door from the bunch,
and locked the door �n orthodox fash�on, putt�ng the key �nto h�s pocket
when he had done.

“So far,” he sa�d, “our n�ght has been em�nently successful. No harm has
come to us such as I feared m�ght be and yet we have ascerta�ned how many
boxes are m�ss�ng. More than all do I rejo�ce that th�s, our f�rst—and
perhaps our most d�ff�cult and dangerous—step has been accompl�shed
w�thout the br�ng�ng there�nto our most sweet Madam M�na or troubl�ng her
wak�ng or sleep�ng thoughts w�th s�ghts and sounds and smells of horror
wh�ch she m�ght never forget. One lesson, too, we have learned, �f �t be
allowable to argue a part�cular�: that the brute beasts wh�ch are to the
Count’s command are yet themselves not amenable to h�s sp�r�tual power;
for look, these rats that would come to h�s call, just as from h�s castle top he
summon the wolves to your go�ng and to that poor mother’s cry, though
they come to h�m, they run pell-mell from the so l�ttle dogs of my fr�end
Arthur. We have other matters before us, other dangers, other fears; and that
monster—he has not used h�s power over the brute world for the only or the
last t�me to-n�ght. So be �t that he has gone elsewhere. Good! It has g�ven us
opportun�ty to cry ‘check’ �n some ways �n th�s chess game, wh�ch we play
for the stake of human souls. And now let us go home. The dawn �s close at
hand, and we have reason to be content w�th our f�rst n�ght’s work. It may
be orda�ned that we have many n�ghts and days to follow, �f full of per�l; but
we must go on, and from no danger shall we shr�nk.”

The house was s�lent when we got back, save for some poor creature
who was scream�ng away �n one of the d�stant wards, and a low, moan�ng
sound from Renf�eld’s room. The poor wretch was doubtless tortur�ng
h�mself, after the manner of the �nsane, w�th needless thoughts of pa�n.



I came t�ptoe �nto our own room, and found M�na asleep, breath�ng so
softly that I had to put my ear down to hear �t. She looks paler than usual. I
hope the meet�ng to-n�ght has not upset her. I am truly thankful that she �s
to be left out of our future work, and even of our del�berat�ons. It �s too
great a stra�n for a woman to bear. I d�d not th�nk so at f�rst, but I know
better now. Therefore I am glad that �t �s settled. There may be th�ngs wh�ch
would fr�ghten her to hear; and yet to conceal them from her m�ght be
worse than to tell her �f once she suspected that there was any concealment.
Henceforth our work �s to be a sealed book to her, t�ll at least such t�me as
we can tell her that all �s f�n�shed, and the earth free from a monster of the
nether world. I daresay �t w�ll be d�ff�cult to beg�n to keep s�lence after such
conf�dence as ours; but I must be resolute, and to-morrow I shall keep dark
over to-n�ght’s do�ngs, and shall refuse to speak of anyth�ng that has
happened. I rest on the sofa, so as not to d�sturb her.

 
1 October, later.—I suppose �t was natural that we should have all

overslept ourselves, for the day was a busy one, and the n�ght had no rest at
all. Even M�na must have felt �ts exhaust�on, for though I slept t�ll the sun
was h�gh, I was awake before her, and had to call two or three t�mes before
she awoke. Indeed, she was so sound asleep that for a few seconds she d�d
not recogn�ze me, but looked at me w�th a sort of blank terror, as one looks
who has been waked out of a bad dream. She compla�ned a l�ttle of be�ng
t�red, and I let her rest t�ll later �n the day. We now know of twenty-one
boxes hav�ng been removed, and �f �t be that several were taken �n any of
these removals we may be able to trace them all. Such w�ll, of course,
�mmensely s�mpl�fy our labour, and the sooner the matter �s attended to the
better. I shall look up Thomas Snell�ng to-day.

Dr. Seward’s D�ary.
1 October.—It was towards noon when I was awakened by the Professor

walk�ng �nto my room. He was more jolly and cheerful than usual, and �t �s
qu�te ev�dent that last n�ght’s work has helped to take some of the brood�ng
we�ght off h�s m�nd. After go�ng over the adventure of the n�ght he
suddenly sa�d:—

“Your pat�ent �nterests me much. May �t be that w�th you I v�s�t h�m th�s
morn�ng? Or �f that you are too occupy, I can go alone �f �t may be. It �s a
new exper�ence to me to f�nd a lunat�c who talk ph�losophy, and reason so



sound.” I had some work to do wh�ch pressed, so I told h�m that �f he would
go alone I would be glad, as then I should not have to keep h�m wa�t�ng; so
I called an attendant and gave h�m the necessary �nstruct�ons. Before the
Professor left the room I caut�oned h�m aga�nst gett�ng any false �mpress�on
from my pat�ent. “But,” he answered, “I want h�m to talk of h�mself and of
h�s delus�on as to consum�ng l�ve th�ngs. He sa�d to Madam M�na, as I see
�n your d�ary of yesterday, that he had once had such a bel�ef. Why do you
sm�le, fr�end John?”

“Excuse me,” I sa�d, “but the answer �s here.” I la�d my hand on the
type-wr�tten matter. “When our sane and learned lunat�c made that very
statement of how he used to consume l�fe, h�s mouth was actually nauseous
w�th the fl�es and sp�ders wh�ch he had eaten just before Mrs. Harker
entered the room.” Van Hels�ng sm�led �n turn. “Good!” he sa�d. “Your
memory �s true, fr�end John. I should have remembered. And yet �t �s th�s
very obl�qu�ty of thought and memory wh�ch makes mental d�sease such a
fasc�nat�ng study. Perhaps I may ga�n more knowledge out of the folly of
th�s madman than I shall from the teach�ng of the most w�se. Who knows?”
I went on w�th my work, and before long was through that �n hand. It
seemed that the t�me had been very short �ndeed, but there was Van Hels�ng
back �n the study. “Do I �nterrupt?” he asked pol�tely as he stood at the door.

“Not at all,” I answered. “Come �n. My work �s f�n�shed, and I am free. I
can go w�th you now, �f you l�ke.

“It �s needless; I have seen h�m!”
“Well?”
“I fear that he does not appra�se me at much. Our �nterv�ew was short.

When I entered h�s room he was s�tt�ng on a stool �n the centre, w�th h�s
elbows on h�s knees, and h�s face was the p�cture of sullen d�scontent. I
spoke to h�m as cheerfully as I could, and w�th such a measure of respect as
I could assume. He made no reply whatever. “Don’t you know me?” I
asked. H�s answer was not reassur�ng: “I know you well enough; you are
the old fool Van Hels�ng. I w�sh you would take yourself and your �d�ot�c
bra�n theor�es somewhere else. Damn all th�ck-headed Dutchmen!” Not a
word more would he say, but sat �n h�s �mplacable sullenness as �nd�fferent
to me as though I had not been �n the room at all. Thus departed for th�s
t�me my chance of much learn�ng from th�s so clever lunat�c; so I shall go,
�f I may, and cheer myself w�th a few happy words w�th that sweet soul



Madam M�na. Fr�end John, �t does rejo�ce me unspeakable that she �s no
more to be pa�ned, no more to be worr�ed w�th our terr�ble th�ngs. Though
we shall much m�ss her help, �t �s better so.”

“I agree w�th you w�th all my heart,” I answered earnestly, for I d�d not
want h�m to weaken �n th�s matter. “Mrs. Harker �s better out of �t. Th�ngs
are qu�te bad enough for us, all men of the world, and who have been �n
many t�ght places �n our t�me; but �t �s no place for a woman, and �f she had
rema�ned �n touch w�th the affa�r, �t would �n t�me �nfall�bly have wrecked
her.”

So Van Hels�ng has gone to confer w�th Mrs. Harker and Harker;
Qu�ncey and Art are all out follow�ng up the clues as to the earth-boxes. I
shall f�n�sh my round of work and we shall meet to-n�ght.

M�na Harker’s Journal.
1 October.—It �s strange to me to be kept �n the dark as I am to-day;

after Jonathan’s full conf�dence for so many years, to see h�m man�festly
avo�d certa�n matters, and those the most v�tal of all. Th�s morn�ng I slept
late after the fat�gues of yesterday, and though Jonathan was late too, he
was the earl�er. He spoke to me before he went out, never more sweetly or
tenderly, but he never ment�oned a word of what had happened �n the v�s�t
to the Count’s house. And yet he must have known how terr�bly anx�ous I
was. Poor dear fellow! I suppose �t must have d�stressed h�m even more
than �t d�d me. They all agreed that �t was best that I should not be drawn
further �nto th�s awful work, and I acqu�esced. But to th�nk that he keeps
anyth�ng from me! And now I am cry�ng l�ke a s�lly fool, when I know �t
comes from my husband’s great love and from the good, good w�shes of
those other strong men.

That has done me good. Well, some day Jonathan w�ll tell me all; and
lest �t should ever be that he should th�nk for a moment that I kept anyth�ng
from h�m, I st�ll keep my journal as usual. Then �f he has feared of my trust
I shall show �t to h�m, w�th every thought of my heart put down for h�s dear
eyes to read. I feel strangely sad and low-sp�r�ted to-day. I suppose �t �s the
react�on from the terr�ble exc�tement.

Last n�ght I went to bed when the men had gone, s�mply because they
told me to. I d�dn’t feel sleepy, and I d�d feel full of devour�ng anx�ety. I
kept th�nk�ng over everyth�ng that has been ever s�nce Jonathan came to see
me �n London, and �t all seems l�ke a horr�ble tragedy, w�th fate press�ng on



relentlessly to some dest�ned end. Everyth�ng that one does seems, no
matter how r�ght �t may be, to br�ng on the very th�ng wh�ch �s most to be
deplored. If I hadn’t gone to Wh�tby, perhaps poor dear Lucy would be w�th
us now. She hadn’t taken to v�s�t�ng the churchyard t�ll I came, and �f she
hadn’t come there �n the day-t�me w�th me she wouldn’t have walked there
�n her sleep; and �f she hadn’t gone there at n�ght and asleep, that monster
couldn’t have destroyed her as he d�d. Oh, why d�d I ever go to Wh�tby?
There now, cry�ng aga�n! I wonder what has come over me to-day. I must
h�de �t from Jonathan, for �f he knew that I had been cry�ng tw�ce �n one
morn�ng—I, who never cr�ed on my own account, and whom he has never
caused to shed a tear—the dear fellow would fret h�s heart out. I shall put a
bold face on, and �f I do feel weepy, he shall never see �t. I suppose �t �s one
of the lessons that we poor women have to learn....

I can’t qu�te remember how I fell asleep last n�ght. I remember hear�ng
the sudden bark�ng of the dogs and a lot of queer sounds, l�ke pray�ng on a
very tumultuous scale, from Mr. Renf�eld’s room, wh�ch �s somewhere
under th�s. And then there was s�lence over everyth�ng, s�lence so profound
that �t startled me, and I got up and looked out of the w�ndow. All was dark
and s�lent, the black shadows thrown by the moonl�ght seem�ng full of a
s�lent mystery of the�r own. Not a th�ng seemed to be st�rr�ng, but all to be
gr�m and f�xed as death or fate; so that a th�n streak of wh�te m�st, that crept
w�th almost �mpercept�ble slowness across the grass towards the house,
seemed to have a sent�ence and a v�tal�ty of �ts own. I th�nk that the
d�gress�on of my thoughts must have done me good, for when I got back to
bed I found a lethargy creep�ng over me. I lay a wh�le, but could not qu�te
sleep, so I got out and looked out of the w�ndow aga�n. The m�st was
spread�ng, and was now close up to the house, so that I could see �t ly�ng
th�ck aga�nst the wall, as though �t were steal�ng up to the w�ndows. The
poor man was more loud than ever, and though I could not d�st�ngu�sh a
word he sa�d, I could �n some way recogn�se �n h�s tones some pass�onate
entreaty on h�s part. Then there was the sound of a struggle, and I knew that
the attendants were deal�ng w�th h�m. I was so fr�ghtened that I crept �nto
bed, and pulled the clothes over my head, putt�ng my f�ngers �n my ears. I
was not then a b�t sleepy, at least so I thought; but I must have fallen asleep,
for, except dreams, I do not remember anyth�ng unt�l the morn�ng, when
Jonathan woke me. I th�nk that �t took me an effort and a l�ttle t�me to
real�se where I was, and that �t was Jonathan who was bend�ng over me. My



dream was very pecul�ar, and was almost typ�cal of the way that wak�ng
thoughts become merged �n, or cont�nued �n, dreams.

I thought that I was asleep, and wa�t�ng for Jonathan to come back. I was
very anx�ous about h�m, and I was powerless to act; my feet, and my hands,
and my bra�n were we�ghted, so that noth�ng could proceed at the usual
pace. And so I slept uneas�ly and thought. Then �t began to dawn upon me
that the a�r was heavy, and dank, and cold. I put back the clothes from my
face, and found, to my surpr�se, that all was d�m around. The gasl�ght wh�ch
I had left l�t for Jonathan, but turned down, came only l�ke a t�ny red spark
through the fog, wh�ch had ev�dently grown th�cker and poured �nto the
room. Then �t occurred to me that I had shut the w�ndow before I had come
to bed. I would have got out to make certa�n on the po�nt, but some leaden
lethargy seemed to cha�n my l�mbs and even my w�ll. I lay st�ll and
endured; that was all. I closed my eyes, but could st�ll see through my
eyel�ds. (It �s wonderful what tr�cks our dreams play us, and how
conven�ently we can �mag�ne.) The m�st grew th�cker and th�cker and I
could see now how �t came �n, for I could see �t l�ke smoke—or w�th the
wh�te energy of bo�l�ng water—pour�ng �n, not through the w�ndow, but
through the jo�n�ngs of the door. It got th�cker and th�cker, t�ll �t seemed as
�f �t became concentrated �nto a sort of p�llar of cloud �n the room, through
the top of wh�ch I could see the l�ght of the gas sh�n�ng l�ke a red eye.
Th�ngs began to wh�rl through my bra�n just as the cloudy column was now
wh�rl�ng �n the room, and through �t all came the scr�ptural words “a p�llar
of cloud by day and of f�re by n�ght.” Was �t �ndeed some such sp�r�tual
gu�dance that was com�ng to me �n my sleep? But the p�llar was composed
of both the day and the n�ght-gu�d�ng, for the f�re was �n the red eye, wh�ch
at the thought got a new fasc�nat�on for me; t�ll, as I looked, the f�re
d�v�ded, and seemed to sh�ne on me through the fog l�ke two red eyes, such
as Lucy told me of �n her momentary mental wander�ng when, on the cl�ff,
the dy�ng sunl�ght struck the w�ndows of St. Mary’s Church. Suddenly the
horror burst upon me that �t was thus that Jonathan had seen those awful
women grow�ng �nto real�ty through the wh�rl�ng m�st �n the moonl�ght, and
�n my dream I must have fa�nted, for all became black darkness. The last
consc�ous effort wh�ch �mag�nat�on made was to show me a l�v�d wh�te face
bend�ng over me out of the m�st. I must be careful of such dreams, for they
would unseat one’s reason �f there were too much of them. I would get Dr.
Van Hels�ng or Dr. Seward to prescr�be someth�ng for me wh�ch would



make me sleep, only that I fear to alarm them. Such a dream at the present
t�me would become woven �nto the�r fears for me. To-n�ght I shall str�ve
hard to sleep naturally. If I do not, I shall to-morrow n�ght get them to g�ve
me a dose of chloral; that cannot hurt me for once, and �t w�ll g�ve me a
good n�ght’s sleep. Last n�ght t�red me more than �f I had not slept at all.

 
2 October 10 p. m.—Last n�ght I slept, but d�d not dream. I must have

slept soundly, for I was not waked by Jonathan com�ng to bed; but the sleep
has not refreshed me, for to-day I feel terr�bly weak and sp�r�tless. I spent
all yesterday try�ng to read, or ly�ng down doz�ng. In the afternoon Mr.
Renf�eld asked �f he m�ght see me. Poor man, he was very gentle, and when
I came away he k�ssed my hand and bade God bless me. Some way �t
affected me much; I am cry�ng when I th�nk of h�m. Th�s �s a new
weakness, of wh�ch I must be careful. Jonathan would be m�serable �f he
knew I had been cry�ng. He and the others were out t�ll d�nner-t�me, and
they all came �n t�red. I d�d what I could to br�ghten them up, and I suppose
that the effort d�d me good, for I forgot how t�red I was. After d�nner they
sent me to bed, and all went off to smoke together, as they sa�d, but I knew
that they wanted to tell each other of what had occurred to each dur�ng the
day; I could see from Jonathan’s manner that he had someth�ng �mportant to
commun�cate. I was not so sleepy as I should have been; so before they
went I asked Dr. Seward to g�ve me a l�ttle op�ate of some k�nd, as I had not
slept well the n�ght before. He very k�ndly made me up a sleep�ng draught,
wh�ch he gave to me, tell�ng me that �t would do me no harm, as �t was very
m�ld.... I have taken �t, and am wa�t�ng for sleep, wh�ch st�ll keeps aloof. I
hope I have not done wrong, for as sleep beg�ns to fl�rt w�th me, a new fear
comes: that I may have been fool�sh �n thus depr�v�ng myself of the power
of wak�ng. I m�ght want �t. Here comes sleep. Good-n�ght.



CHAPTER XX

JONATHAN HARKER’S JOURNAL

1 October, even�ng.—I found Thomas Snell�ng �n h�s house at Bethnal
Green, but unhapp�ly he was not �n a cond�t�on to remember anyth�ng. The
very prospect of beer wh�ch my expected com�ng had opened to h�m had
proved too much, and he had begun too early on h�s expected debauch. I
learned, however, from h�s w�fe, who seemed a decent, poor soul, that he
was only the ass�stant to Smollet, who of the two mates was the respons�ble
person. So off I drove to Walworth, and found Mr. Joseph Smollet at home
and �n h�s sh�rtsleeves, tak�ng a late tea out of a saucer. He �s a decent,
�ntell�gent fellow, d�st�nctly a good, rel�able type of workman, and w�th a
headp�ece of h�s own. He remembered all about the �nc�dent of the boxes,
and from a wonderful dog’s-eared notebook, wh�ch he produced from some
myster�ous receptacle about the seat of h�s trousers, and wh�ch had
h�eroglyph�cal entr�es �n th�ck, half-obl�terated penc�l, he gave me the
dest�nat�ons of the boxes. There were, he sa�d, s�x �n the cartload wh�ch he
took from Carfax and left at 197, Ch�cksand Street, M�le End New Town,
and another s�x wh�ch he depos�ted at Jama�ca Lane, Bermondsey. If then
the Count meant to scatter these ghastly refuges of h�s over London, these
places were chosen as the f�rst of del�very, so that later he m�ght d�str�bute
more fully. The systemat�c manner �n wh�ch th�s was done made me th�nk
that he could not mean to conf�ne h�mself to two s�des of London. He was
now f�xed on the far east of the northern shore, on the east of the southern
shore, and on the south. The north and west were surely never meant to be
left out of h�s d�abol�cal scheme—let alone the C�ty �tself and the very heart
of fash�onable London �n the south-west and west. I went back to Smollet,
and asked h�m �f he could tell us �f any other boxes had been taken from
Carfax.

He repl�ed:—
“Well, guv’nor, you’ve treated me wery ’an’some”—I had g�ven h�m

half a sovere�gn—“an’ I’ll tell yer all I know. I heard a man by the name of
Bloxam say four n�ghts ago �n the ’Are an’ ’Ounds, �n P�ncher’s Alley, as



’ow he an’ h�s mate ’ad ’ad a rare dusty job �n a old ’ouse at Purfect. There
a�n’t a-many such jobs as th�s ’ere, an’ I’m th�nk�n’ that maybe Sam
Bloxam could tell ye summut.” I asked �f he could tell me where to f�nd
h�m. I told h�m that �f he could get me the address �t would be worth another
half-sovere�gn to h�m. So he gulped down the rest of h�s tea and stood up,
say�ng that he was go�ng to beg�n the search then and there. At the door he
stopped, and sa�d:—

“Look ’ere, guv’nor, there a�n’t no sense �n me a-keep�n’ you ’ere. I may
f�nd Sam soon, or I mayn’t; but anyhow he a�n’t l�ke to be �n a way to tell
ye much to-n�ght. Sam �s a rare one when he starts on the booze. If you can
g�ve me a envelope w�th a stamp on �t, and put yer address on �t, I’ll f�nd
out where Sam �s to be found and post �t ye to-n�ght. But ye’d better be up
arter ’�m soon �n the morn�n’, or maybe ye won’t ketch ’�m; for Sam gets
off ma�n early, never m�nd the booze the n�ght afore.”

Th�s was all pract�cal, so one of the ch�ldren went off w�th a penny to
buy an envelope and a sheet of paper, and to keep the change. When she
came back, I addressed the envelope and stamped �t, and when Smollet had
aga�n fa�thfully prom�sed to post the address when found, I took my way to
home. We’re on the track anyhow. I am t�red to-n�ght, and want sleep. M�na
�s fast asleep, and looks a l�ttle too pale; her eyes look as though she had
been cry�ng. Poor dear, I’ve no doubt �t frets her to be kept �n the dark, and
�t may make her doubly anx�ous about me and the others. But �t �s best as �t
�s. It �s better to be d�sappo�nted and worr�ed �n such a way now than to
have her nerve broken. The doctors were qu�te r�ght to �ns�st on her be�ng
kept out of th�s dreadful bus�ness. I must be f�rm, for on me th�s part�cular
burden of s�lence must rest. I shall not ever enter on the subject w�th her
under any c�rcumstances. Indeed, �t may not be a hard task, after all, for she
herself has become ret�cent on the subject, and has not spoken of the Count
or h�s do�ngs ever s�nce we told her of our dec�s�on.

 
2 October, even�ng.—A long and try�ng and exc�t�ng day. By the f�rst

post I got my d�rected envelope w�th a d�rty scrap of paper enclosed, on
wh�ch was wr�tten w�th a carpenter’s penc�l �n a sprawl�ng hand:—

“Sam Bloxam, Korkrans, 4, Poters Cort, Bartel Street, Walworth. Arsk
for the dep�te.”



I got the letter �n bed, and rose w�thout wak�ng M�na. She looked heavy
and sleepy and pale, and far from well. I determ�ned not to wake her, but
that, when I should return from th�s new search, I would arrange for her
go�ng back to Exeter. I th�nk she would be happ�er �n our own home, w�th
her da�ly tasks to �nterest her, than �n be�ng here amongst us and �n
�gnorance. I only saw Dr. Seward for a moment, and told h�m where I was
off to, prom�s�ng to come back and tell the rest so soon as I should have
found out anyth�ng. I drove to Walworth and found, w�th some d�ff�culty,
Potter’s Court. Mr. Smollet’s spell�ng m�sled me, as I asked for Poter’s
Court �nstead of Potter’s Court. However, when I had found the court, I had
no d�ff�culty �n d�scover�ng Corcoran’s lodg�ng-house. When I asked the
man who came to the door for the “dep�te,” he shook h�s head, and sa�d: “I
dunno ’�m. There a�n’t no such a person ’ere; I never ’eard of ’�m �n all my
bloom�n’ days. Don’t bel�eve there a�n’t nobody of that k�nd l�v�n’ ere or
anywheres.” I took out Smollet’s letter, and as I read �t �t seemed to me that
the lesson of the spell�ng of the name of the court m�ght gu�de me. “What
are you?” I asked.

“I’m the dep�ty,” he answered. I saw at once that I was on the r�ght track;
phonet�c spell�ng had aga�n m�sled me. A half-crown t�p put the deputy’s
knowledge at my d�sposal, and I learned that Mr. Bloxam, who had slept off
the rema�ns of h�s beer on the prev�ous n�ght at Corcoran’s, had left for h�s
work at Poplar at f�ve o’clock that morn�ng. He could not tell me where the
place of work was s�tuated, but he had a vague �dea that �t was some k�nd of
a “new-fangled ware’us”; and w�th th�s slender clue I had to start for Poplar.
It was twelve o’clock before I got any sat�sfactory h�nt of such a bu�ld�ng,
and th�s I got at a coffee-shop, where some workmen were hav�ng the�r
d�nner. One of these suggested that there was be�ng erected at Cross Angel
Street a new “cold storage” bu�ld�ng; and as th�s su�ted the cond�t�on of a
“new-fangled ware’us,” I at once drove to �t. An �nterv�ew w�th a surly
gatekeeper and a surl�er foreman, both of whom were appeased w�th the
co�n of the realm, put me on the track of Bloxam; he was sent for on my
suggest�ng that I was w�ll�ng to pay h�s day’s wages to h�s foreman for the
pr�v�lege of ask�ng h�m a few quest�ons on a pr�vate matter. He was a smart
enough fellow, though rough of speech and bear�ng. When I had prom�sed
to pay for h�s �nformat�on and g�ven h�m an earnest, he told me that he had
made two journeys between Carfax and a house �n P�ccad�lly, and had taken
from th�s house to the latter n�ne great boxes—“ma�n heavy ones”—w�th a



horse and cart h�red by h�m for th�s purpose. I asked h�m �f he could tell me
the number of the house �n P�ccad�lly, to wh�ch he repl�ed:—

“Well, guv’nor, I forg�ts the number, but �t was only a few doors from a
b�g wh�te church or someth�nk of the k�nd, not long bu�lt. It was a dusty old
’ouse, too, though noth�n’ to the dust�ness of the ’ouse we tooked the
bloom�n’ boxes from.”

“How d�d you get �nto the houses �f they were both empty?”
“There was the old party what engaged me a-wa�t�n’ �n the ’ouse at

Purfleet. He ’elped me to l�ft the boxes and put them �n the dray. Curse me,
but he was the strongest chap I ever struck, an’ h�m a old feller, w�th a
wh�te moustache, one that th�n you would th�nk he couldn’t throw a
shadder.”

How th�s phrase thr�lled through me!
“Why, ’e took up ’�s end o’ the boxes l�ke they was pounds of tea, and

me a-puff�n’ an’ a-blow�n’ afore I could up-end m�ne anyhow—an’ I’m no
ch�cken, ne�ther.”

“How d�d you get �nto the house �n P�ccad�lly?” I asked.
“He was there too. He must ’a’ started off and got there afore me, for

when I rung of the bell he kem an’ opened the door ’�sself an’ ’elped me to
carry the boxes �nto the ’all.”

“The whole n�ne?” I asked.
“Yus; there was f�ve �n the f�rst load an’ four �n the second. It was ma�n

dry work, an’ I don’t so well remember ’ow I got ’ome.” I �nterrupted h�m:
—

“Were the boxes left �n the hall?”
“Yus; �t was a b�g ’all, an’ there was noth�n’ else �n �t.” I made one more

attempt to further matters:—
“You d�dn’t have any key?”
“Never used no key nor noth�nk. The old gent, he opened the door ’�sself

an’ shut �t aga�n when I druv off. I don’t remember the last t�me—but that
was the beer.”

“And you can’t remember the number of the house?”
“No, s�r. But ye needn’t have no d�ff�culty about that. It’s a ’�gh ’un w�th

a stone front w�th a bow on �t, an’ ’�gh steps up to the door. I know them



steps, ’av�n’ ’ad to carry the boxes up w�th three loafers what come round to
earn a copper. The old gent g�ve them sh�ll�n’s, an’ they see�n’ they got so
much, they wanted more; but ’e took one of them by the shoulder and was
l�ke to throw ’�m down the steps, t�ll the lot of them went away cuss�n’.” I
thought that w�th th�s descr�pt�on I could f�nd the house, so, hav�ng pa�d my
fr�end for h�s �nformat�on, I started off for P�ccad�lly. I had ga�ned a new
pa�nful exper�ence; the Count could, �t was ev�dent, handle the earth-boxes
h�mself. If so, t�me was prec�ous; for, now that he had ach�eved a certa�n
amount of d�str�but�on, he could, by choos�ng h�s own t�me, complete the
task unobserved. At P�ccad�lly C�rcus I d�scharged my cab, and walked
westward; beyond the Jun�or Const�tut�onal I came across the house
descr�bed, and was sat�sf�ed that th�s was the next of the la�rs arranged by
Dracula. The house looked as though �t had been long untenanted. The
w�ndows were encrusted w�th dust, and the shutters were up. All the
framework was black w�th t�me, and from the �ron the pa�nt had mostly
scaled away. It was ev�dent that up to lately there had been a large not�ce-
board �n front of the balcony; �t had, however, been roughly torn away, the
upr�ghts wh�ch had supported �t st�ll rema�n�ng. Beh�nd the ra�ls of the
balcony I saw there were some loose boards, whose raw edges looked
wh�te. I would have g�ven a good deal to have been able to see the not�ce-
board �ntact, as �t would, perhaps, have g�ven some clue to the ownersh�p of
the house. I remembered my exper�ence of the �nvest�gat�on and purchase
of Carfax, and I could not but feel that �f I could f�nd the former owner
there m�ght be some means d�scovered of ga�n�ng access to the house.

There was at present noth�ng to be learned from the P�ccad�lly s�de, and
noth�ng could be done; so I went round to the back to see �f anyth�ng could
be gathered from th�s quarter. The mews were act�ve, the P�ccad�lly houses
be�ng mostly �n occupat�on. I asked one or two of the grooms and helpers
whom I saw around �f they could tell me anyth�ng about the empty house.
One of them sa�d that he heard �t had lately been taken, but he couldn’t say
from whom. He told me, however, that up to very lately there had been a
not�ce-board of “For Sale” up, and that perhaps M�tchell, Sons, & Candy,
the house agents, could tell me someth�ng, as he thought he remembered
see�ng the name of that f�rm on the board. I d�d not w�sh to seem too eager,
or to let my �nformant know or guess too much, so, thank�ng h�m �n the
usual manner, I strolled away. It was now grow�ng dusk, and the autumn
n�ght was clos�ng �n, so I d�d not lose any t�me. Hav�ng learned the address



of M�tchell, Sons, & Candy from a d�rectory at the Berkeley, I was soon at
the�r off�ce �n Sackv�lle Street.

The gentleman who saw me was part�cularly suave �n manner, but
uncommun�cat�ve �n equal proport�on. Hav�ng once told me that the
P�ccad�lly house—wh�ch throughout our �nterv�ew he called a “mans�on”—
was sold, he cons�dered my bus�ness as concluded. When I asked who had
purchased �t, he opened h�s eyes a thought w�der, and paused a few seconds
before reply�ng:—

“It �s sold, s�r.”
“Pardon me,” I sa�d, w�th equal pol�teness, “but I have a spec�al reason

for w�sh�ng to know who purchased �t.”
Aga�n he paused longer, and ra�sed h�s eyebrows st�ll more. “It �s sold,

s�r,” was aga�n h�s lacon�c reply.
“Surely,” I sa�d, “you do not m�nd lett�ng me know so much.”
“But I do m�nd,” he answered. “The affa�rs of the�r cl�ents are absolutely

safe �n the hands of M�tchell, Sons, & Candy.” Th�s was man�festly a pr�g
of the f�rst water, and there was no use argu�ng w�th h�m. I thought I had
best meet h�m on h�s own ground, so I sa�d:—

“Your cl�ents, s�r, are happy �n hav�ng so resolute a guard�an of the�r
conf�dence. I am myself a profess�onal man.” Here I handed h�m my card.
“In th�s �nstance I am not prompted by cur�os�ty; I act on the part of Lord
Godalm�ng, who w�shes to know someth�ng of the property wh�ch was, he
understood, lately for sale.” These words put a d�fferent complex�on on
affa�rs. He sa�d:—

“I would l�ke to obl�ge you �f I could, Mr. Harker, and espec�ally would I
l�ke to obl�ge h�s lordsh�p. We once carr�ed out a small matter of rent�ng
some chambers for h�m when he was the Honourable Arthur Holmwood. If
you w�ll let me have h�s lordsh�p’s address I w�ll consult the House on the
subject, and w�ll, �n any case, commun�cate w�th h�s lordsh�p by to-n�ght’s
post. It w�ll be a pleasure �f we can so far dev�ate from our rules as to g�ve
the requ�red �nformat�on to h�s lordsh�p.”

I wanted to secure a fr�end, and not to make an enemy, so I thanked h�m,
gave the address at Dr. Seward’s and came away. It was now dark, and I
was t�red and hungry. I got a cup of tea at the Aërated Bread Company and
came down to Purfleet by the next tra�n.



I found all the others at home. M�na was look�ng t�red and pale, but she
made a gallant effort to be br�ght and cheerful, �t wrung my heart to th�nk
that I had had to keep anyth�ng from her and so caused her �nqu�etude.
Thank God, th�s w�ll be the last n�ght of her look�ng on at our conferences,
and feel�ng the st�ng of our not show�ng our conf�dence. It took all my
courage to hold to the w�se resolut�on of keep�ng her out of our gr�m task.
She seems somehow more reconc�led; or else the very subject seems to
have become repugnant to her, for when any acc�dental allus�on �s made she
actually shudders. I am glad we made our resolut�on �n t�me, as w�th such a
feel�ng as th�s, our grow�ng knowledge would be torture to her.

I could not tell the others of the day’s d�scovery t�ll we were alone; so
after d�nner—followed by a l�ttle mus�c to save appearances even amongst
ourselves—I took M�na to her room and left her to go to bed. The dear g�rl
was more affect�onate w�th me than ever, and clung to me as though she
would deta�n me; but there was much to be talked of and I came away.
Thank God, the ceas�ng of tell�ng th�ngs has made no d�fference between
us.

When I came down aga�n I found the others all gathered round the f�re �n
the study. In the tra�n I had wr�tten my d�ary so far, and s�mply read �t off to
them as the best means of lett�ng them get abreast of my own �nformat�on;
when I had f�n�shed Van Hels�ng sa�d:—

“Th�s has been a great day’s work, fr�end Jonathan. Doubtless we are on
the track of the m�ss�ng boxes. If we f�nd them all �n that house, then our
work �s near the end. But �f there be some m�ss�ng, we must search unt�l we
f�nd them. Then shall we make our f�nal coup, and hunt the wretch to h�s
real death.” We all sat s�lent awh�le and all at once Mr. Morr�s spoke:—

“Say! how are we go�ng to get �nto that house?”
“We got �nto the other,” answered Lord Godalm�ng qu�ckly.
“But, Art, th�s �s d�fferent. We broke house at Carfax, but we had n�ght

and a walled park to protect us. It w�ll be a m�ghty d�fferent th�ng to comm�t
burglary �n P�ccad�lly, e�ther by day or n�ght. I confess I don’t see how we
are go�ng to get �n unless that agency duck can f�nd us a key of some sort;
perhaps we shall know when you get h�s letter �n the morn�ng.” Lord
Godalm�ng’s brows contracted, and he stood up and walked about the room.
By-and-by he stopped and sa�d, turn�ng from one to another of us:—



“Qu�ncey’s head �s level. Th�s burglary bus�ness �s gett�ng ser�ous; we
got off once all r�ght; but we have now a rare job on hand—unless we can
f�nd the Count’s key basket.”

As noth�ng could well be done before morn�ng, and as �t would be at
least adv�sable to wa�t t�ll Lord Godalm�ng should hear from M�tchell’s, we
dec�ded not to take any act�ve step before breakfast t�me. For a good wh�le
we sat and smoked, d�scuss�ng the matter �n �ts var�ous l�ghts and bear�ngs;
I took the opportun�ty of br�ng�ng th�s d�ary r�ght up to the moment. I am
very sleepy and shall go to bed....

Just a l�ne. M�na sleeps soundly and her breath�ng �s regular. Her
forehead �s puckered up �nto l�ttle wr�nkles, as though she th�nks even �n her
sleep. She �s st�ll too pale, but does not look so haggard as she d�d th�s
morn�ng. To-morrow w�ll, I hope, mend all th�s; she w�ll be herself at home
�n Exeter. Oh, but I am sleepy!

Dr. Seward’s D�ary.
1 October.—I am puzzled afresh about Renf�eld. H�s moods change so

rap�dly that I f�nd �t d�ff�cult to keep touch of them, and as they always
mean someth�ng more than h�s own well-be�ng, they form a more than
�nterest�ng study. Th�s morn�ng, when I went to see h�m after h�s repulse of
Van Hels�ng, h�s manner was that of a man command�ng dest�ny. He was, �n
fact, command�ng dest�ny—subject�vely. He d�d not really care for any of
the th�ngs of mere earth; he was �n the clouds and looked down on all the
weaknesses and wants of us poor mortals. I thought I would �mprove the
occas�on and learn someth�ng, so I asked h�m:—

“What about the fl�es these t�mes?” He sm�led on me �n qu�te a super�or
sort of way—such a sm�le as would have become the face of Malvol�o—as
he answered me:—

“The fly, my dear s�r, has one str�k�ng feature; �ts w�ngs are typ�cal of the
aër�al powers of the psych�c facult�es. The anc�ents d�d well when they
typ�f�ed the soul as a butterfly!”

I thought I would push h�s analogy to �ts utmost log�cally, so I sa�d
qu�ckly:—

“Oh, �t �s a soul you are after now, �s �t?” H�s madness fo�led h�s reason,
and a puzzled look spread over h�s face as, shak�ng h�s head w�th a dec�s�on
wh�ch I had but seldom seen �n h�m, he sa�d:—



“Oh, no, oh no! I want no souls. L�fe �s all I want.” Here he br�ghtened
up; “I am pretty �nd�fferent about �t at present. L�fe �s all r�ght; I have all I
want. You must get a new pat�ent, doctor, �f you w�sh to study zoöphagy!”

Th�s puzzled me a l�ttle, so I drew h�m on:—
“Then you command l�fe; you are a god, I suppose?” He sm�led w�th an

�neffably ben�gn super�or�ty.
“Oh no! Far be �t from me to arrogate to myself the attr�butes of the

De�ty. I am not even concerned �n H�s espec�ally sp�r�tual do�ngs. If I may
state my �ntellectual pos�t�on I am, so far as concerns th�ngs purely
terrestr�al, somewhat �n the pos�t�on wh�ch Enoch occup�ed sp�r�tually!”
Th�s was a poser to me. I could not at the moment recall Enoch’s
appos�teness; so I had to ask a s�mple quest�on, though I felt that by so
do�ng I was lower�ng myself �n the eyes of the lunat�c:—

“And why w�th Enoch?”
“Because he walked w�th God.” I could not see the analogy, but d�d not

l�ke to adm�t �t; so I harked back to what he had den�ed:—
“So you don’t care about l�fe and you don’t want souls. Why not?” I put

my quest�on qu�ckly and somewhat sternly, on purpose to d�sconcert h�m.
The effort succeeded; for an �nstant he unconsc�ously relapsed �nto h�s old
serv�le manner, bent low before me, and actually fawned upon me as he
repl�ed:—

“I don’t want any souls, �ndeed, �ndeed! I don’t. I couldn’t use them �f I
had them; they would be no manner of use to me. I couldn’t eat them or
——” He suddenly stopped and the old cunn�ng look spread over h�s face,
l�ke a w�nd-sweep on the surface of the water. “And doctor, as to l�fe, what
�s �t after all? When you’ve got all you requ�re, and you know that you w�ll
never want, that �s all. I have fr�ends—good fr�ends—l�ke you, Dr.
Seward”; th�s was sa�d w�th a leer of �nexpress�ble cunn�ng. “I know that I
shall never lack the means of l�fe!”

I th�nk that through the cloud�ness of h�s �nsan�ty he saw some
antagon�sm �n me, for he at once fell back on the last refuge of such as he—
a dogged s�lence. After a short t�me I saw that for the present �t was useless
to speak to h�m. He was sulky, and so I came away.

Later �n the day he sent for me. Ord�nar�ly I would not have come
w�thout spec�al reason, but just at present I am so �nterested �n h�m that I
would gladly make an effort. Bes�des, I am glad to have anyth�ng to help to



pass the t�me. Harker �s out, follow�ng up clues; and so are Lord Godalm�ng
and Qu�ncey. Van Hels�ng s�ts �n my study por�ng over the record prepared
by the Harkers; he seems to th�nk that by accurate knowledge of all deta�ls
he w�ll l�ght upon some clue. He does not w�sh to be d�sturbed �n the work,
w�thout cause. I would have taken h�m w�th me to see the pat�ent, only I
thought that after h�s last repulse he m�ght not care to go aga�n. There was
also another reason: Renf�eld m�ght not speak so freely before a th�rd
person as when he and I were alone.

I found h�m s�tt�ng out �n the m�ddle of the floor on h�s stool, a pose
wh�ch �s generally �nd�cat�ve of some mental energy on h�s part. When I
came �n, he sa�d at once, as though the quest�on had been wa�t�ng on h�s
l�ps:—

“What about souls?” It was ev�dent then that my surm�se had been
correct. Unconsc�ous cerebrat�on was do�ng �ts work, even w�th the lunat�c.
I determ�ned to have the matter out. “What about them yourself?” I asked.
He d�d not reply for a moment but looked all round h�m, and up and down,
as though he expected to f�nd some �nsp�rat�on for an answer.

“I don’t want any souls!” he sa�d �n a feeble, apologet�c way. The matter
seemed prey�ng on h�s m�nd, and so I determ�ned to use �t—to “be cruel
only to be k�nd.” So I sa�d:—

“You l�ke l�fe, and you want l�fe?”
“Oh yes! but that �s all r�ght; you needn’t worry about that!”
“But,” I asked, “how are we to get the l�fe w�thout gett�ng the soul also?”

Th�s seemed to puzzle h�m, so I followed �t up:—
“A n�ce t�me you’ll have some t�me when you’re fly�ng out there, w�th

the souls of thousands of fl�es and sp�ders and b�rds and cats buzz�ng and
tw�tter�ng and m�au�ng all round you. You’ve got the�r l�ves, you know, and
you must put up w�th the�r souls!” Someth�ng seemed to affect h�s
�mag�nat�on, for he put h�s f�ngers to h�s ears and shut h�s eyes, screw�ng
them up t�ghtly just as a small boy does when h�s face �s be�ng soaped.
There was someth�ng pathet�c �n �t that touched me; �t also gave me a
lesson, for �t seemed that before me was a ch�ld—only a ch�ld, though the
features were worn, and the stubble on the jaws was wh�te. It was ev�dent
that he was undergo�ng some process of mental d�sturbance, and, know�ng
how h�s past moods had �nterpreted th�ngs seem�ngly fore�gn to h�mself, I
thought I would enter �nto h�s m�nd as well as I could and go w�th h�m. The



f�rst step was to restore conf�dence, so I asked h�m, speak�ng pretty loud so
that he would hear me through h�s closed ears:—

“Would you l�ke some sugar to get your fl�es round aga�n?” He seemed
to wake up all at once, and shook h�s head. W�th a laugh he repl�ed:—

“Not much! fl�es are poor th�ngs, after all!” After a pause he added, “But
I don’t want the�r souls buzz�ng round me, all the same.”

“Or sp�ders?” I went on.
“Blow sp�ders! What’s the use of sp�ders? There �sn’t anyth�ng �n them

to eat or”—he stopped suddenly, as though rem�nded of a forb�dden top�c.
“So, so!” I thought to myself, “th�s �s the second t�me he has suddenly

stopped at the word ‘dr�nk’; what does �t mean?” Renf�eld seemed h�mself
aware of hav�ng made a lapse, for he hurr�ed on, as though to d�stract my
attent�on from �t:—

“I don’t take any stock at all �n such matters. ‘Rats and m�ce and such
small deer,’ as Shakespeare has �t, ‘ch�cken-feed of the larder’ they m�ght
be called. I’m past all that sort of nonsense. You m�ght as well ask a man to
eat molecules w�th a pa�r of chop-st�cks, as to try to �nterest me about the
lesser carn�vora, when I know of what �s before me.”

“I see,” I sa�d. “You want b�g th�ngs that you can make your teeth meet
�n? How would you l�ke to breakfast on elephant?”

“What r�d�culous nonsense you are talk�ng!” He was gett�ng too w�de
awake, so I thought I would press h�m hard. “I wonder,” I sa�d reflect�vely,
“what an elephant’s soul �s l�ke!”

The effect I des�red was obta�ned, for he at once fell from h�s h�gh-horse
and became a ch�ld aga�n.

“I don’t want an elephant’s soul, or any soul at all!” he sa�d. For a few
moments he sat despondently. Suddenly he jumped to h�s feet, w�th h�s eyes
blaz�ng and all the s�gns of �ntense cerebral exc�tement. “To hell w�th you
and your souls!” he shouted. “Why do you plague me about souls? Haven’t
I got enough to worry, and pa�n, and d�stract me already, w�thout th�nk�ng of
souls!” He looked so host�le that I thought he was �n for another hom�c�dal
f�t, so I blew my wh�stle. The �nstant, however, that I d�d so he became
calm, and sa�d apologet�cally:—

“Forg�ve me, Doctor; I forgot myself. You do not need any help. I am so
worr�ed �n my m�nd that I am apt to be �rr�table. If you only knew the



problem I have to face, and that I am work�ng out, you would p�ty, and
tolerate, and pardon me. Pray do not put me �n a stra�t-wa�stcoat. I want to
th�nk and I cannot th�nk freely when my body �s conf�ned. I am sure you
w�ll understand!” He had ev�dently self-control; so when the attendants
came I told them not to m�nd, and they w�thdrew. Renf�eld watched them
go; when the door was closed he sa�d, w�th cons�derable d�gn�ty and
sweetness:—

“Dr. Seward, you have been very cons�derate towards me. Bel�eve me
that I am very, very grateful to you!” I thought �t well to leave h�m �n th�s
mood, and so I came away. There �s certa�nly someth�ng to ponder over �n
th�s man’s state. Several po�nts seem to make what the Amer�can
�nterv�ewer calls “a story,” �f one could only get them �n proper order. Here
they are:—

W�ll not ment�on “dr�nk�ng.”
Fears the thought of be�ng burdened w�th the “soul” of anyth�ng.
Has no dread of want�ng “l�fe” �n the future.
Desp�ses the meaner forms of l�fe altogether, though he dreads be�ng

haunted by the�r souls.
Log�cally all these th�ngs po�nt one way! he has assurance of some k�nd

that he w�ll acqu�re some h�gher l�fe. He dreads the consequence—the
burden of a soul. Then �t �s a human l�fe he looks to!

And the assurance—?
Merc�ful God! the Count has been to h�m, and there �s some new scheme

of terror afoot!
 
Later.—I went after my round to Van Hels�ng and told h�m my

susp�c�on. He grew very grave; and, after th�nk�ng the matter over for a
wh�le asked me to take h�m to Renf�eld. I d�d so. As we came to the door
we heard the lunat�c w�th�n s�ng�ng ga�ly, as he used to do �n the t�me wh�ch
now seems so long ago. When we entered we saw w�th amazement that he
had spread out h�s sugar as of old; the fl�es, letharg�c w�th the autumn, were
beg�nn�ng to buzz �nto the room. We tr�ed to make h�m talk of the subject of
our prev�ous conversat�on, but he would not attend. He went on w�th h�s
s�ng�ng, just as though we had not been present. He had got a scrap of paper



and was fold�ng �t �nto a note-book. We had to come away as �gnorant as we
went �n.

H�s �s a cur�ous case �ndeed; we must watch h�m to-n�ght.

Letter, M�tchell, Sons and Candy to Lord Godalm�ng.
“1 October.

“My Lord,
“We are at all t�mes only too happy to meet your w�shes. We beg, w�th

regard to the des�re of your Lordsh�p, expressed by Mr. Harker on your
behalf, to supply the follow�ng �nformat�on concern�ng the sale and
purchase of No. 347, P�ccad�lly. The or�g�nal vendors are the executors of
the late Mr. Arch�bald W�nter-Suff�eld. The purchaser �s a fore�gn
nobleman, Count de V�lle, who effected the purchase h�mself pay�ng the
purchase money �n notes ‘over the counter,’ �f your Lordsh�p w�ll pardon us
us�ng so vulgar an express�on. Beyond th�s we know noth�ng whatever of
h�m.

“We are, my Lord,
“Your Lordsh�p’s humble servants,

“M�������, S��� � C����.”

Dr. Seward’s D�ary.
2 October.—I placed a man �n the corr�dor last n�ght, and told h�m to

make an accurate note of any sound he m�ght hear from Renf�eld’s room,
and gave h�m �nstruct�ons that �f there should be anyth�ng strange he was to
call me. After d�nner, when we had all gathered round the f�re �n the study
—Mrs. Harker hav�ng gone to bed—we d�scussed the attempts and
d�scover�es of the day. Harker was the only one who had any result, and we
are �n great hopes that h�s clue may be an �mportant one.

Before go�ng to bed I went round to the pat�ent’s room and looked �n
through the observat�on trap. He was sleep�ng soundly, and h�s heart rose
and fell w�th regular resp�rat�on.

Th�s morn�ng the man on duty reported to me that a l�ttle after m�dn�ght
he was restless and kept say�ng h�s prayers somewhat loudly. I asked h�m �f
that was all; he repl�ed that �t was all he heard. There was someth�ng about
h�s manner so susp�c�ous that I asked h�m po�nt blank �f he had been asleep.



He den�ed sleep, but adm�tted to hav�ng “dozed” for a wh�le. It �s too bad
that men cannot be trusted unless they are watched.

To-day Harker �s out follow�ng up h�s clue, and Art and Qu�ncey are
look�ng after horses. Godalm�ng th�nks that �t w�ll be well to have horses
always �n read�ness, for when we get the �nformat�on wh�ch we seek there
w�ll be no t�me to lose. We must ster�l�se all the �mported earth between
sunr�se and sunset; we shall thus catch the Count at h�s weakest, and
w�thout a refuge to fly to. Van Hels�ng �s off to the Br�t�sh Museum look�ng
up some author�t�es on anc�ent med�c�ne. The old phys�c�ans took account
of th�ngs wh�ch the�r followers do not accept, and the Professor �s search�ng
for w�tch and demon cures wh�ch may be useful to us later.

I somet�mes th�nk we must be all mad and that we shall wake to san�ty �n
stra�t-wa�stcoats.

 
Later.—We have met aga�n. We seem at last to be on the track, and our

work of to-morrow may be the beg�nn�ng of the end. I wonder �f Renf�eld’s
qu�et has anyth�ng to do w�th th�s. H�s moods have so followed the do�ngs
of the Count, that the com�ng destruct�on of the monster may be carr�ed to
h�m �n some subtle way. If we could only get some h�nt as to what passed �n
h�s m�nd, between the t�me of my argument w�th h�m to-day and h�s
resumpt�on of fly-catch�ng, �t m�ght afford us a valuable clue. He �s now
seem�ngly qu�et for a spell.... Is he?—— That w�ld yell seemed to come
from h�s room....

 
The attendant came burst�ng �nto my room and told me that Renf�eld had

somehow met w�th some acc�dent. He had heard h�m yell; and when he
went to h�m found h�m ly�ng on h�s face on the floor, all covered w�th
blood. I must go at once....



CHAPTER XXI

DR. SEWARD’S DIARY

3 October.—Let me put down w�th exactness all that happened, as well
as I can remember �t, s�nce last I made an entry. Not a deta�l that I can recall
must be forgotten; �n all calmness I must proceed.

When I came to Renf�eld’s room I found h�m ly�ng on the floor on h�s
left s�de �n a gl�tter�ng pool of blood. When I went to move h�m, �t became
at once apparent that he had rece�ved some terr�ble �njur�es; there seemed
none of that un�ty of purpose between the parts of the body wh�ch marks
even letharg�c san�ty. As the face was exposed I could see that �t was
horr�bly bru�sed, as though �t had been beaten aga�nst the floor—�ndeed �t
was from the face wounds that the pool of blood or�g�nated. The attendant
who was kneel�ng bes�de the body sa�d to me as we turned h�m over:—

“I th�nk, s�r, h�s back �s broken. See, both h�s r�ght arm and leg and the
whole s�de of h�s face are paralysed.” How such a th�ng could have
happened puzzled the attendant beyond measure. He seemed qu�te
bew�ldered, and h�s brows were gathered �n as he sa�d:—

“I can’t understand the two th�ngs. He could mark h�s face l�ke that by
beat�ng h�s own head on the floor. I saw a young woman do �t once at the
Eversf�eld Asylum before anyone could lay hands on her. And I suppose he
m�ght have broke h�s neck by fall�ng out of bed, �f he got �n an awkward
k�nk. But for the l�fe of me I can’t �mag�ne how the two th�ngs occurred. If
h�s back was broke, he couldn’t beat h�s head; and �f h�s face was l�ke that
before the fall out of bed, there would be marks of �t.” I sa�d to h�m:—

“Go to Dr. Van Hels�ng, and ask h�m to k�ndly come here at once. I want
h�m w�thout an �nstant’s delay.” The man ran off, and w�th�n a few m�nutes
the Professor, �n h�s dress�ng gown and sl�ppers, appeared. When he saw
Renf�eld on the ground, he looked keenly at h�m a moment, and then turned
to me. I th�nk he recogn�sed my thought �n my eyes, for he sa�d very
qu�etly, man�festly for the ears of the attendant:—

“Ah, a sad acc�dent! He w�ll need very careful watch�ng, and much
attent�on. I shall stay w�th you myself; but I shall f�rst dress myself. If you



w�ll rema�n I shall �n a few m�nutes jo�n you.”
The pat�ent was now breath�ng stertorously and �t was easy to see that he

had suffered some terr�ble �njury. Van Hels�ng returned w�th extraord�nary
celer�ty, bear�ng w�th h�m a surg�cal case. He had ev�dently been th�nk�ng
and had h�s m�nd made up; for, almost before he looked at the pat�ent, he
wh�spered to me:—

“Send the attendant away. We must be alone w�th h�m when he becomes
consc�ous, after the operat�on.” So I sa�d:—

“I th�nk that w�ll do now, S�mmons. We have done all that we can at
present. You had better go your round, and Dr. Van Hels�ng w�ll operate.
Let me know �nstantly �f there be anyth�ng unusual anywhere.”

The man w�thdrew, and we went �nto a str�ct exam�nat�on of the pat�ent.
The wounds of the face was superf�c�al; the real �njury was a depressed
fracture of the skull, extend�ng r�ght up through the motor area. The
Professor thought a moment and sa�d:—

“We must reduce the pressure and get back to normal cond�t�ons, as far
as can be; the rap�d�ty of the suffus�on shows the terr�ble nature of h�s
�njury. The whole motor area seems affected. The suffus�on of the bra�n w�ll
�ncrease qu�ckly, so we must treph�ne at once or �t may be too late.” As he
was speak�ng there was a soft tapp�ng at the door. I went over and opened �t
and found �n the corr�dor w�thout, Arthur and Qu�ncey �n pajamas and
sl�ppers: the former spoke:—

“I heard your man call up Dr. Van Hels�ng and tell h�m of an acc�dent.
So I woke Qu�ncey or rather called for h�m as he was not asleep. Th�ngs are
mov�ng too qu�ckly and too strangely for sound sleep for any of us these
t�mes. I’ve been th�nk�ng that to-morrow n�ght w�ll not see th�ngs as they
have been. We’ll have to look back—and forward a l�ttle more than we have
done. May we come �n?” I nodded, and held the door open t�ll they had
entered; then I closed �t aga�n. When Qu�ncey saw the att�tude and state of
the pat�ent, and noted the horr�ble pool on the floor, he sa�d softly:—

“My God! what has happened to h�m? Poor, poor dev�l!” I told h�m
br�efly, and added that we expected he would recover consc�ousness after
the operat�on—for a short t�me, at all events. He went at once and sat down
on the edge of the bed, w�th Godalm�ng bes�de h�m; we all watched �n
pat�ence.



“We shall wa�t,” sa�d Van Hels�ng, “just long enough to f�x the best spot
for treph�n�ng, so that we may most qu�ckly and perfectly remove the blood
clot; for �t �s ev�dent that the hæmorrhage �s �ncreas�ng.”

The m�nutes dur�ng wh�ch we wa�ted passed w�th fearful slowness. I had
a horr�ble s�nk�ng �n my heart, and from Van Hels�ng’s face I gathered that
he felt some fear or apprehens�on as to what was to come. I dreaded the
words that Renf�eld m�ght speak. I was pos�t�vely afra�d to th�nk; but the
conv�ct�on of what was com�ng was on me, as I have read of men who have
heard the death-watch. The poor man’s breath�ng came �n uncerta�n gasps.
Each �nstant he seemed as though he would open h�s eyes and speak; but
then would follow a prolonged stertorous breath, and he would relapse �nto
a more f�xed �nsens�b�l�ty. Inured as I was to s�ck beds and death, th�s
suspense grew, and grew upon me. I could almost hear the beat�ng of my
own heart; and the blood surg�ng through my temples sounded l�ke blows
from a hammer. The s�lence f�nally became agon�s�ng. I looked at my
compan�ons, one after another, and saw from the�r flushed faces and damp
brows that they were endur�ng equal torture. There was a nervous suspense
over us all, as though overhead some dread bell would peal out powerfully
when we should least expect �t.

At last there came a t�me when �t was ev�dent that the pat�ent was
s�nk�ng fast; he m�ght d�e at any moment. I looked up at the Professor and
caught h�s eyes f�xed on m�ne. H�s face was sternly set as he spoke:—

“There �s no t�me to lose. H�s words may be worth many l�ves; I have
been th�nk�ng so, as I stood here. It may be there �s a soul at stake! We shall
operate just above the ear.”

W�thout another word he made the operat�on. For a few moments the
breath�ng cont�nued to be stertorous. Then there came a breath so prolonged
that �t seemed as though �t would tear open h�s chest. Suddenly h�s eyes
opened, and became f�xed �n a w�ld, helpless stare. Th�s was cont�nued for a
few moments; then �t softened �nto a glad surpr�se, and from the l�ps came a
s�gh of rel�ef. He moved convuls�vely, and as he d�d so, sa�d:—

“I’ll be qu�et, Doctor. Tell them to take off the stra�t-wa�stcoat. I have
had a terr�ble dream, and �t has left me so weak that I cannot move. What’s
wrong w�th my face? �t feels all swollen, and �t smarts dreadfully.” He tr�ed
to turn h�s head; but even w�th the effort h�s eyes seemed to grow glassy
aga�n so I gently put �t back. Then Van Hels�ng sa�d �n a qu�et grave tone:—



“Tell us your dream, Mr. Renf�eld.” As he heard the vo�ce h�s face
br�ghtened, through �ts mut�lat�on, and he sa�d:—

“That �s Dr. Van Hels�ng. How good �t �s of you to be here. G�ve me
some water, my l�ps are dry; and I shall try to tell you. I dreamed”—he
stopped and seemed fa�nt�ng, I called qu�etly to Qu�ncey—“The brandy—�t
�s �n my study—qu�ck!” He flew and returned w�th a glass, the decanter of
brandy and a carafe of water. We mo�stened the parched l�ps, and the pat�ent
qu�ckly rev�ved. It seemed, however, that h�s poor �njured bra�n had been
work�ng �n the �nterval, for, when he was qu�te consc�ous, he looked at me
p�erc�ngly w�th an agon�sed confus�on wh�ch I shall never forget, and sa�d:
—

“I must not dece�ve myself; �t was no dream, but all a gr�m real�ty.” Then
h�s eyes roved round the room; as they caught s�ght of the two f�gures
s�tt�ng pat�ently on the edge of the bed he went on:—

“If I were not sure already, I would know from them.” For an �nstant h�s
eyes closed—not w�th pa�n or sleep but voluntar�ly, as though he were
br�ng�ng all h�s facult�es to bear; when he opened them he sa�d, hurr�edly,
and w�th more energy than he had yet d�splayed:—

“Qu�ck, Doctor, qu�ck. I am dy�ng! I feel that I have but a few m�nutes;
and then I must go back to death—or worse! Wet my l�ps w�th brandy
aga�n. I have someth�ng that I must say before I d�e; or before my poor
crushed bra�n d�es anyhow. Thank you! It was that n�ght after you left me,
when I �mplored you to let me go away. I couldn’t speak then, for I felt my
tongue was t�ed; but I was as sane then, except �n that way, as I am now. I
was �n an agony of despa�r for a long t�me after you left me; �t seemed
hours. Then there came a sudden peace to me. My bra�n seemed to become
cool aga�n, and I real�sed where I was. I heard the dogs bark beh�nd our
house, but not where He was!” As he spoke, Van Hels�ng’s eyes never
bl�nked, but h�s hand came out and met m�ne and gr�pped �t hard. He d�d
not, however, betray h�mself; he nodded sl�ghtly and sa�d: “Go on,” �n a low
vo�ce. Renf�eld proceeded:—

“He came up to the w�ndow �n the m�st, as I had seen h�m often before;
but he was sol�d then—not a ghost, and h�s eyes were f�erce l�ke a man’s
when angry. He was laugh�ng w�th h�s red mouth; the sharp wh�te teeth
gl�nted �n the moonl�ght when he turned to look back over the belt of trees,
to where the dogs were bark�ng. I wouldn’t ask h�m to come �n at f�rst,



though I knew he wanted to—just as he had wanted all along. Then he
began prom�s�ng me th�ngs—not �n words but by do�ng them.” He was
�nterrupted by a word from the Professor:—

“How?”
“By mak�ng them happen; just as he used to send �n the fl�es when the

sun was sh�n�ng. Great b�g fat ones w�th steel and sapph�re on the�r w�ngs;
and b�g moths, �n the n�ght, w�th skull and cross-bones on the�r backs.” Van
Hels�ng nodded to h�m as he wh�spered to me unconsc�ously:—

“The Acheront�a A�tetropos of the Sph�nges—what you call the ‘Death’s-
head Moth’?” The pat�ent went on w�thout stopp�ng.

“Then he began to wh�sper: ‘Rats, rats, rats! Hundreds, thousands,
m�ll�ons of them, and every one a l�fe; and dogs to eat them, and cats too.
All l�ves! all red blood, w�th years of l�fe �n �t; and not merely buzz�ng
fl�es!’ I laughed at h�m, for I wanted to see what he could do. Then the dogs
howled, away beyond the dark trees �n H�s house. He beckoned me to the
w�ndow. I got up and looked out, and He ra�sed h�s hands, and seemed to
call out w�thout us�ng any words. A dark mass spread over the grass,
com�ng on l�ke the shape of a flame of f�re; and then He moved the m�st to
the r�ght and left, and I could see that there were thousands of rats w�th the�r
eyes blaz�ng red—l�ke H�s, only smaller. He held up h�s hand, and they all
stopped; and I thought he seemed to be say�ng: ‘All these l�ves w�ll I g�ve
you, ay, and many more and greater, through countless ages, �f you w�ll fall
down and worsh�p me!’ And then a red cloud, l�ke the colour of blood,
seemed to close over my eyes; and before I knew what I was do�ng, I found
myself open�ng the sash and say�ng to H�m: ‘Come �n, Lord and Master!’
The rats were all gone, but He sl�d �nto the room through the sash, though �t
was only open an �nch w�de—just as the Moon herself has often come �n
through the t�n�est crack and has stood before me �n all her s�ze and
splendour.”



H�s vo�ce was weaker, so I mo�stened h�s l�ps w�th the brandy aga�n, and
he cont�nued; but �t seemed as though h�s memory had gone on work�ng �n
the �nterval for h�s story was further advanced. I was about to call h�m back
to the po�nt, but Van Hels�ng wh�spered to me: “Let h�m go on. Do not
�nterrupt h�m; he cannot go back, and maybe could not proceed at all �f once
he lost the thread of h�s thought.” He proceeded:—

“All day I wa�ted to hear from h�m, but he d�d not send me anyth�ng, not
even a blow-fly, and when the moon got up I was pretty angry w�th h�m.
When he sl�d �n through the w�ndow, though �t was shut, and d�d not even
knock, I got mad w�th h�m. He sneered at me, and h�s wh�te face looked out
of the m�st w�th h�s red eyes gleam�ng, and he went on as though he owned
the whole place, and I was no one. He d�dn’t even smell the same as he
went by me. I couldn’t hold h�m. I thought that, somehow, Mrs. Harker had
come �nto the room.”

The two men s�tt�ng on the bed stood up and came over, stand�ng beh�nd
h�m so that he could not see them, but where they could hear better. They
were both s�lent, but the Professor started and qu�vered; h�s face, however,
grew gr�mmer and sterner st�ll. Renf�eld went on w�thout not�c�ng:—

“When Mrs. Harker came �n to see me th�s afternoon she wasn’t the
same; �t was l�ke tea after the teapot had been watered.” Here we all moved,
but no one sa�d a word; he went on:—

“I d�dn’t know that she was here t�ll she spoke; and she d�dn’t look the
same. I don’t care for the pale people; I l�ke them w�th lots of blood �n
them, and hers had all seemed to have run out. I d�dn’t th�nk of �t at the
t�me; but when she went away I began to th�nk, and �t made me mad to
know that He had been tak�ng the l�fe out of her.” I could feel that the rest
qu�vered, as I d�d, but we rema�ned otherw�se st�ll. “So when He came to-
n�ght I was ready for H�m. I saw the m�st steal�ng �n, and I grabbed �t t�ght.
I had heard that madmen have unnatural strength; and as I knew I was a
madman—at t�mes anyhow—I resolved to use my power. Ay, and He felt �t
too, for He had to come out of the m�st to struggle w�th me. I held t�ght; and
I thought I was go�ng to w�n, for I d�dn’t mean H�m to take any more of her
l�fe, t�ll I saw H�s eyes. They burned �nto me, and my strength became l�ke
water. He sl�pped through �t, and when I tr�ed to cl�ng to H�m, He ra�sed me
up and flung me down. There was a red cloud before me, and a no�se l�ke
thunder, and the m�st seemed to steal away under the door.” H�s vo�ce was



becom�ng fa�nter and h�s breath more stertorous. Van Hels�ng stood up
�nst�nct�vely.

“We know the worst now,” he sa�d. “He �s here, and we know h�s
purpose. It may not be too late. Let us be armed—the same as we were the
other n�ght, but lose no t�me; there �s not an �nstant to spare.” There was no
need to put our fear, nay our conv�ct�on, �nto words—we shared them �n
common. We all hurr�ed and took from our rooms the same th�ngs that we
had when we entered the Count’s house. The Professor had h�s ready, and as
we met �n the corr�dor he po�nted to them s�gn�f�cantly as he sa�d:—

“They never leave me; and they shall not t�ll th�s unhappy bus�ness �s
over. Be w�se also, my fr�ends. It �s no common enemy that we deal w�th.
Alas! alas! that that dear Madam M�na should suffer!” He stopped; h�s
vo�ce was break�ng, and I do not know �f rage or terror predom�nated �n my
own heart.

Outs�de the Harkers’ door we paused. Art and Qu�ncey held back, and
the latter sa�d:—

“Should we d�sturb her?”
“We must,” sa�d Van Hels�ng gr�mly. “If the door be locked, I shall break

�t �n.”
“May �t not fr�ghten her terr�bly? It �s unusual to break �nto a lady’s

room!”
Van Hels�ng sa�d solemnly, “You are always r�ght; but th�s �s l�fe and

death. All chambers are al�ke to the doctor; and even were they not they are
all as one to me to-n�ght. Fr�end John, when I turn the handle, �f the door
does not open, do you put your shoulder down and shove; and you too, my
fr�ends. Now!”

He turned the handle as he spoke, but the door d�d not y�eld. We threw
ourselves aga�nst �t; w�th a crash �t burst open, and we almost fell headlong
�nto the room. The Professor d�d actually fall, and I saw across h�m as he
gathered h�mself up from hands and knees. What I saw appalled me. I felt
my ha�r r�se l�ke br�stles on the back of my neck, and my heart seemed to
stand st�ll.

The moonl�ght was so br�ght that through the th�ck yellow bl�nd the
room was l�ght enough to see. On the bed bes�de the w�ndow lay Jonathan
Harker, h�s face flushed and breath�ng heav�ly as though �n a stupor.
Kneel�ng on the near edge of the bed fac�ng outwards was the wh�te-clad



f�gure of h�s w�fe. By her s�de stood a tall, th�n man, clad �n black. H�s face
was turned from us, but the �nstant we saw we all recogn�sed the Count—�n
every way, even to the scar on h�s forehead. W�th h�s left hand he held both
Mrs. Harker’s hands, keep�ng them away w�th her arms at full tens�on; h�s
r�ght hand gr�pped her by the back of the neck, forc�ng her face down on h�s
bosom. Her wh�te n�ghtdress was smeared w�th blood, and a th�n stream
tr�ckled down the man’s bare breast wh�ch was shown by h�s torn-open
dress. The att�tude of the two had a terr�ble resemblance to a ch�ld forc�ng a
k�tten’s nose �nto a saucer of m�lk to compel �t to dr�nk. As we burst �nto the
room, the Count turned h�s face, and the hell�sh look that I had heard
descr�bed seemed to leap �nto �t. H�s eyes flamed red w�th dev�l�sh pass�on;
the great nostr�ls of the wh�te aqu�l�ne nose opened w�de and qu�vered at the
edge; and the wh�te sharp teeth, beh�nd the full l�ps of the blood-dr�pp�ng
mouth, champed together l�ke those of a w�ld beast. W�th a wrench, wh�ch
threw h�s v�ct�m back upon the bed as though hurled from a he�ght, he
turned and sprang at us. But by th�s t�me the Professor had ga�ned h�s feet,
and was hold�ng towards h�m the envelope wh�ch conta�ned the Sacred
Wafer. The Count suddenly stopped, just as poor Lucy had done outs�de the
tomb, and cowered back. Further and further back he cowered, as we,
l�ft�ng our cruc�f�xes, advanced. The moonl�ght suddenly fa�led, as a great
black cloud sa�led across the sky; and when the gasl�ght sprang up under
Qu�ncey’s match, we saw noth�ng but a fa�nt vapour. Th�s, as we looked,
tra�led under the door, wh�ch w�th the reco�l from �ts burst�ng open, had
swung back to �ts old pos�t�on. Van Hels�ng, Art, and I moved forward to
Mrs. Harker, who by th�s t�me had drawn her breath and w�th �t had g�ven a
scream so w�ld, so ear-p�erc�ng, so despa�r�ng that �t seems to me now that �t
w�ll r�ng �n my ears t�ll my dy�ng day. For a few seconds she lay �n her
helpless att�tude and d�sarray. Her face was ghastly, w�th a pallor wh�ch was
accentuated by the blood wh�ch smeared her l�ps and cheeks and ch�n; from
her throat tr�ckled a th�n stream of blood; her eyes were mad w�th terror.
Then she put before her face her poor crushed hands, wh�ch bore on the�r
wh�teness the red mark of the Count’s terr�ble gr�p, and from beh�nd them
came a low desolate wa�l wh�ch made the terr�ble scream seem only the
qu�ck express�on of an endless gr�ef. Van Hels�ng stepped forward and drew
the coverlet gently over her body, wh�lst Art, after look�ng at her face for an
�nstant despa�r�ngly, ran out of the room. Van Hels�ng wh�spered to me:—



“Jonathan �s �n a stupor such as we know the Vamp�re can produce. We
can do noth�ng w�th poor Madam M�na for a few moments t�ll she recovers
herself; I must wake h�m!” He d�pped the end of a towel �n cold water and
w�th �t began to fl�ck h�m on the face, h�s w�fe all the wh�le hold�ng her face
between her hands and sobb�ng �n a way that was heart-break�ng to hear. I
ra�sed the bl�nd, and looked out of the w�ndow. There was much
moonsh�ne; and as I looked I could see Qu�ncey Morr�s run across the lawn
and h�de h�mself �n the shadow of a great yew-tree. It puzzled me to th�nk
why he was do�ng th�s; but at the �nstant I heard Harker’s qu�ck exclamat�on
as he woke to part�al consc�ousness, and turned to the bed. On h�s face, as
there m�ght well be, was a look of w�ld amazement. He seemed dazed for a
few seconds, and then full consc�ousness seemed to burst upon h�m all at
once, and he started up. H�s w�fe was aroused by the qu�ck movement, and
turned to h�m w�th her arms stretched out, as though to embrace h�m;
�nstantly, however, she drew them �n aga�n, and putt�ng her elbows together,
held her hands before her face, and shuddered t�ll the bed beneath her
shook.

“In God’s name what does th�s mean?” Harker cr�ed out. “Dr. Seward,
Dr. Van Hels�ng, what �s �t? What has happened? What �s wrong? M�na,
dear, what �s �t? What does that blood mean? My God, my God! has �t come
to th�s!” and, ra�s�ng h�mself to h�s knees, he beat h�s hands w�ldly together.
“Good God help us! help her! oh, help her!” W�th a qu�ck movement he
jumped from bed, and began to pull on h�s clothes,—all the man �n h�m
awake at the need for �nstant exert�on. “What has happened? Tell me all
about �t!” he cr�ed w�thout paus�ng. “Dr. Van Hels�ng, you love M�na, I
know. Oh, do someth�ng to save her. It cannot have gone too far yet. Guard
her wh�le I look for h�m!” H�s w�fe, through her terror and horror and
d�stress, saw some sure danger to h�m: �nstantly forgett�ng her own gr�ef,
she se�zed hold of h�m and cr�ed out:—

“No! no! Jonathan, you must not leave me. I have suffered enough to-
n�ght, God knows, w�thout the dread of h�s harm�ng you. You must stay
w�th me. Stay w�th these fr�ends who w�ll watch over you!” Her express�on
became frant�c as she spoke; and, he y�eld�ng to her, she pulled h�m down
s�tt�ng on the bed s�de, and clung to h�m f�ercely.

Van Hels�ng and I tr�ed to calm them both. The Professor held up h�s
l�ttle golden cruc�f�x, and sa�d w�th wonderful calmness:—



“Do not fear, my dear. We are here; and wh�lst th�s �s close to you no
foul th�ng can approach. You are safe for to-n�ght; and we must be calm and
take counsel together.” She shuddered and was s�lent, hold�ng down her
head on her husband’s breast. When she ra�sed �t, h�s wh�te n�ght-robe was
sta�ned w�th blood where her l�ps had touched, and where the th�n open
wound �n her neck had sent forth drops. The �nstant she saw �t she drew
back, w�th a low wa�l, and wh�spered, am�dst chok�ng sobs:—

“Unclean, unclean! I must touch h�m or k�ss h�m no more. Oh, that �t
should be that �t �s I who am now h�s worst enemy, and whom he may have
most cause to fear.” To th�s he spoke out resolutely:—

“Nonsense, M�na. It �s a shame to me to hear such a word. I would not
hear �t of you; and I shall not hear �t from you. May God judge me by my
deserts, and pun�sh me w�th more b�tter suffer�ng than even th�s hour, �f by
any act or w�ll of m�ne anyth�ng ever come between us!” He put out h�s
arms and folded her to h�s breast; and for a wh�le she lay there sobb�ng. He
looked at us over her bowed head, w�th eyes that bl�nked damply above h�s
qu�ver�ng nostr�ls; h�s mouth was set as steel. After a wh�le her sobs became
less frequent and more fa�nt, and then he sa�d to me, speak�ng w�th a
stud�ed calmness wh�ch I felt tr�ed h�s nervous power to the utmost:—

“And now, Dr. Seward, tell me all about �t. Too well I know the broad
fact; tell me all that has been.” I told h�m exactly what had happened, and
he l�stened w�th seem�ng �mpass�veness; but h�s nostr�ls tw�tched and h�s
eyes blazed as I told how the ruthless hands of the Count had held h�s w�fe
�n that terr�ble and horr�d pos�t�on, w�th her mouth to the open wound �n h�s
breast. It �nterested me, even at that moment, to see, that, wh�lst the face of
wh�te set pass�on worked convuls�vely over the bowed head, the hands
tenderly and lov�ngly stroked the ruffled ha�r. Just as I had f�n�shed,
Qu�ncey and Godalm�ng knocked at the door. They entered �n obed�ence to
our summons. Van Hels�ng looked at me quest�on�ngly. I understood h�m to
mean �f we were to take advantage of the�r com�ng to d�vert �f poss�ble the
thoughts of the unhappy husband and w�fe from each other and from
themselves; so on nodd�ng acqu�escence to h�m he asked them what they
had seen or done. To wh�ch Lord Godalm�ng answered:—

“I could not see h�m anywhere �n the passage, or �n any of our rooms. I
looked �n the study but, though he had been there, he had gone. He had,



however——” He stopped suddenly, look�ng at the poor droop�ng f�gure on
the bed. Van Hels�ng sa�d gravely:—

“Go on, fr�end Arthur. We want here no more concealments. Our hope
now �s �n know�ng all. Tell freely!” So Art went on:—

“He had been there, and though �t could only have been for a few
seconds, he made rare hay of the place. All the manuscr�pt had been burned,
and the blue flames were fl�cker�ng amongst the wh�te ashes; the cyl�nders
of your phonograph too were thrown on the f�re, and the wax had helped the
flames.” Here I �nterrupted. “Thank God there �s the other copy �n the safe!”
H�s face l�t for a moment, but fell aga�n as he went on: “I ran downsta�rs
then, but could see no s�gn of h�m. I looked �nto Renf�eld’s room; but there
was no trace there except——!” Aga�n he paused. “Go on,” sa�d Harker
hoarsely; so he bowed h�s head and mo�sten�ng h�s l�ps w�th h�s tongue,
added: “except that the poor fellow �s dead.” Mrs. Harker ra�sed her head,
look�ng from one to the other of us she sa�d solemnly:—

“God’s w�ll be done!” I could not but feel that Art was keep�ng back
someth�ng; but, as I took �t that �t was w�th a purpose, I sa�d noth�ng. Van
Hels�ng turned to Morr�s and asked:—

“And you, fr�end Qu�ncey, have you any to tell?”
“A l�ttle,” he answered. “It may be much eventually, but at present I

can’t say. I thought �t well to know �f poss�ble where the Count would go
when he left the house. I d�d not see h�m; but I saw a bat r�se from
Renf�eld’s w�ndow, and flap westward. I expected to see h�m �n some shape
go back to Carfax; but he ev�dently sought some other la�r. He w�ll not be
back to-n�ght; for the sky �s redden�ng �n the east, and the dawn �s close. We
must work to-morrow!”

He sa�d the latter words through h�s shut teeth. For a space of perhaps a
couple of m�nutes there was s�lence, and I could fancy that I could hear the
sound of our hearts beat�ng; then Van Hels�ng sa�d, plac�ng h�s hand very
tenderly on Mrs. Harker’s head:—

“And now, Madam M�na—poor, dear, dear Madam M�na—tell us
exactly what happened. God knows that I do not want that you be pa�ned;
but �t �s need that we know all. For now more than ever has all work to be
done qu�ck and sharp, and �n deadly earnest. The day �s close to us that
must end all, �f �t may be so; and now �s the chance that we may l�ve and
learn.”



The poor, dear lady sh�vered, and I could see the tens�on of her nerves as
she clasped her husband closer to her and bent her head lower and lower
st�ll on h�s breast. Then she ra�sed her head proudly, and held out one hand
to Van Hels�ng who took �t �n h�s, and, after stoop�ng and k�ss�ng �t
reverently, held �t fast. The other hand was locked �n that of her husband,
who held h�s other arm thrown round her protect�ngly. After a pause �n
wh�ch she was ev�dently order�ng her thoughts, she began:—

“I took the sleep�ng draught wh�ch you had so k�ndly g�ven me, but for a
long t�me �t d�d not act. I seemed to become more wakeful, and myr�ads of
horr�ble fanc�es began to crowd �n upon my m�nd—all of them connected
w�th death, and vamp�res; w�th blood, and pa�n, and trouble.” Her husband
�nvoluntar�ly groaned as she turned to h�m and sa�d lov�ngly: “Do not fret,
dear. You must be brave and strong, and help me through the horr�ble task.
If you only knew what an effort �t �s to me to tell of th�s fearful th�ng at all,
you would understand how much I need your help. Well, I saw I must try to
help the med�c�ne to �ts work w�th my w�ll, �f �t was to do me any good, so I
resolutely set myself to sleep. Sure enough sleep must soon have come to
me, for I remember no more. Jonathan com�ng �n had not waked me, for he
lay by my s�de when next I remember. There was �n the room the same th�n
wh�te m�st that I had before not�ced. But I forget now �f you know of th�s;
you w�ll f�nd �t �n my d�ary wh�ch I shall show you later. I felt the same
vague terror wh�ch had come to me before and the same sense of some
presence. I turned to wake Jonathan, but found that he slept so soundly that
�t seemed as �f �t was he who had taken the sleep�ng draught, and not I. I
tr�ed, but I could not wake h�m. Th�s caused me a great fear, and I looked
around terr�f�ed. Then �ndeed, my heart sank w�th�n me: bes�de the bed, as
�f he had stepped out of the m�st—or rather as �f the m�st had turned �nto h�s
f�gure, for �t had ent�rely d�sappeared—stood a tall, th�n man, all �n black. I
knew h�m at once from the descr�pt�on of the others. The waxen face; the
h�gh aqu�l�ne nose, on wh�ch the l�ght fell �n a th�n wh�te l�ne; the parted red
l�ps, w�th the sharp wh�te teeth show�ng between; and the red eyes that I had
seemed to see �n the sunset on the w�ndows of St. Mary’s Church at Wh�tby.
I knew, too, the red scar on h�s forehead where Jonathan had struck h�m.
For an �nstant my heart stood st�ll, and I would have screamed out, only that
I was paralysed. In the pause he spoke �n a sort of keen, cutt�ng wh�sper,
po�nt�ng as he spoke to Jonathan:—



“ ‘S�lence! If you make a sound I shall take h�m and dash h�s bra�ns out
before your very eyes.’ I was appalled and was too bew�ldered to do or say
anyth�ng. W�th a mock�ng sm�le, he placed one hand upon my shoulder and,
hold�ng me t�ght, bared my throat w�th the other, say�ng as he d�d so, ‘F�rst,
a l�ttle refreshment to reward my exert�ons. You may as well be qu�et; �t �s
not the f�rst t�me, or the second, that your ve�ns have appeased my th�rst!’ I
was bew�ldered, and, strangely enough, I d�d not want to h�nder h�m. I
suppose �t �s a part of the horr�ble curse that such �s, when h�s touch �s on
h�s v�ct�m. And oh, my God, my God, p�ty me! He placed h�s reek�ng l�ps
upon my throat!” Her husband groaned aga�n. She clasped h�s hand harder,
and looked at h�m p�ty�ngly, as �f he were the �njured one, and went on:—

“I felt my strength fad�ng away, and I was �n a half swoon. How long
th�s horr�ble th�ng lasted I know not; but �t seemed that a long t�me must
have passed before he took h�s foul, awful, sneer�ng mouth away. I saw �t
dr�p w�th the fresh blood!” The remembrance seemed for a wh�le to
overpower her, and she drooped and would have sunk down but for her
husband’s susta�n�ng arm. W�th a great effort she recovered herself and
went on:—

“Then he spoke to me mock�ngly, ‘And so you, l�ke the others, would
play your bra�ns aga�nst m�ne. You would help these men to hunt me and
frustrate me �n my des�gns! You know now, and they know �n part already,
and w�ll know �n full before long, what �t �s to cross my path. They should
have kept the�r energ�es for use closer to home. Wh�lst they played w�ts
aga�nst me—aga�nst me who commanded nat�ons, and �ntr�gued for them,
and fought for them, hundreds of years before they were born—I was
counterm�n�ng them. And you, the�r best beloved one, are now to me, flesh
of my flesh; blood of my blood; k�n of my k�n; my bount�ful w�ne-press for
a wh�le; and shall be later on my compan�on and my helper. You shall be
avenged �n turn; for not one of them but shall m�n�ster to your needs. But as
yet you are to be pun�shed for what you have done. You have a�ded �n
thwart�ng me; now you shall come to my call. When my bra�n says
“Come!” to you, you shall cross land or sea to do my b�dd�ng; and to that
end th�s!’ W�th that he pulled open h�s sh�rt, and w�th h�s long sharp na�ls
opened a ve�n �n h�s breast. When the blood began to spurt out, he took my
hands �n one of h�s, hold�ng them t�ght, and w�th the other se�zed my neck
and pressed my mouth to the wound, so that I must e�ther suffocate or
swallow some of the—— Oh my God! my God! what have I done? What



have I done to deserve such a fate, I who have tr�ed to walk �n meekness
and r�ghteousness all my days. God p�ty me! Look down on a poor soul �n
worse than mortal per�l; and �n mercy p�ty those to whom she �s dear!”
Then she began to rub her l�ps as though to cleanse them from pollut�on.

As she was tell�ng her terr�ble story, the eastern sky began to qu�cken,
and everyth�ng became more and more clear. Harker was st�ll and qu�et; but
over h�s face, as the awful narrat�ve went on, came a grey look wh�ch
deepened and deepened �n the morn�ng l�ght, t�ll when the f�rst red streak of
the com�ng dawn shot up, the flesh stood darkly out aga�nst the wh�ten�ng
ha�r.

We have arranged that one of us �s to stay w�th�n call of the unhappy pa�r
t�ll we can meet together and arrange about tak�ng act�on.

Of th�s I am sure: the sun r�ses to-day on no more m�serable house �n all
the great round of �ts da�ly course.



CHAPTER XXII

JONATHAN HARKER’S JOURNAL

3 October.—As I must do someth�ng or go mad, I wr�te th�s d�ary. It �s
now s�x o’clock, and we are to meet �n the study �n half an hour and take
someth�ng to eat; for Dr. Van Hels�ng and Dr. Seward are agreed that �f we
do not eat we cannot work our best. Our best w�ll be, God knows, requ�red
to-day. I must keep wr�t�ng at every chance, for I dare not stop to th�nk. All,
b�g and l�ttle, must go down; perhaps at the end the l�ttle th�ngs may teach
us most. The teach�ng, b�g or l�ttle, could not have landed M�na or me
anywhere worse than we are to-day. However, we must trust and hope. Poor
M�na told me just now, w�th the tears runn�ng down her dear cheeks, that �t
�s �n trouble and tr�al that our fa�th �s tested—that we must keep on trust�ng;
and that God w�ll a�d us up to the end. The end! oh my God! what end?...
To work! To work!

When Dr. Van Hels�ng and Dr. Seward had come back from see�ng poor
Renf�eld, we went gravely �nto what was to be done. F�rst, Dr. Seward told
us that when he and Dr. Van Hels�ng had gone down to the room below they
had found Renf�eld ly�ng on the floor, all �n a heap. H�s face was all bru�sed
and crushed �n, and the bones of the neck were broken.

Dr. Seward asked the attendant who was on duty �n the passage �f he had
heard anyth�ng. He sa�d that he had been s�tt�ng down—he confessed to half
doz�ng—when he heard loud vo�ces �n the room, and then Renf�eld had
called out loudly several t�mes, “God! God! God!” after that there was a
sound of fall�ng, and when he entered the room he found h�m ly�ng on the
floor, face down, just as the doctors had seen h�m. Van Hels�ng asked �f he
had heard “vo�ces” or “a vo�ce,” and he sa�d he could not say; that at f�rst �t
had seemed to h�m as �f there were two, but as there was no one �n the room
�t could have been only one. He could swear to �t, �f requ�red, that the word
“God” was spoken by the pat�ent. Dr. Seward sa�d to us, when we were
alone, that he d�d not w�sh to go �nto the matter; the quest�on of an �nquest
had to be cons�dered, and �t would never do to put forward the truth, as no
one would bel�eve �t. As �t was, he thought that on the attendant’s ev�dence



he could g�ve a cert�f�cate of death by m�sadventure �n fall�ng from bed. In
case the coroner should demand �t, there would be a formal �nquest,
necessar�ly to the same result.

When the quest�on began to be d�scussed as to what should be our next
step, the very f�rst th�ng we dec�ded was that M�na should be �n full
conf�dence; that noth�ng of any sort—no matter how pa�nful—should be
kept from her. She herself agreed as to �ts w�sdom, and �t was p�t�ful to see
her so brave and yet so sorrowful, and �n such a depth of despa�r. “There
must be no concealment,” she sa�d, “Alas! we have had too much already.
And bes�des there �s noth�ng �n all the world that can g�ve me more pa�n
than I have already endured—than I suffer now! Whatever may happen, �t
must be of new hope or of new courage to me!” Van Hels�ng was look�ng at
her f�xedly as she spoke, and sa�d, suddenly but qu�etly:—

“But dear Madam M�na, are you not afra�d; not for yourself, but for
others from yourself, after what has happened?” Her face grew set �n �ts
l�nes, but her eyes shone w�th the devot�on of a martyr as she answered:—

“Ah no! for my m�nd �s made up!”
“To what?” he asked gently, wh�lst we were all very st�ll; for each �n our

own way we had a sort of vague �dea of what she meant. Her answer came
w�th d�rect s�mpl�c�ty, as though she were s�mply stat�ng a fact:—

“Because �f I f�nd �n myself—and I shall watch keenly for �t—a s�gn of
harm to any that I love, I shall d�e!”

“You would not k�ll yourself?” he asked, hoarsely.
“I would; �f there were no fr�end who loved me, who would save me

such a pa�n, and so desperate an effort!” She looked at h�m mean�ngly as
she spoke. He was s�tt�ng down; but now he rose and came close to her and
put h�s hand on her head as he sa�d solemnly:

“My ch�ld, there �s such an one �f �t were for your good. For myself I
could hold �t �n my account w�th God to f�nd such an euthanas�a for you,
even at th�s moment �f �t were best. Nay, were �t safe! But my ch�ld——”
For a moment he seemed choked, and a great sob rose �n h�s throat; he
gulped �t down and went on:—

“There are here some who would stand between you and death. You
must not d�e. You must not d�e by any hand; but least of all by your own.
Unt�l the other, who has fouled your sweet l�fe, �s true dead you must not
d�e; for �f he �s st�ll w�th the qu�ck Un-Dead, your death would make you



even as he �s. No, you must l�ve! You must struggle and str�ve to l�ve,
though death would seem a boon unspeakable. You must f�ght Death
h�mself, though he come to you �n pa�n or �n joy; by the day, or the n�ght; �n
safety or �n per�l! On your l�v�ng soul I charge you that you do not d�e—
nay, nor th�nk of death—t�ll th�s great ev�l be past.” The poor dear grew
wh�te as death, and shock and sh�vered, as I have seen a qu�cksand shake
and sh�ver at the �ncom�ng of the t�de. We were all s�lent; we could do
noth�ng. At length she grew more calm and turn�ng to h�m sa�d, sweetly, but
oh! so sorrowfully, as she held out her hand:—

“I prom�se you, my dear fr�end, that �f God w�ll let me l�ve, I shall str�ve
to do so; t�ll, �f �t may be �n H�s good t�me, th�s horror may have passed
away from me.” She was so good and brave that we all felt that our hearts
were strengthened to work and endure for her, and we began to d�scuss
what we were to do. I told her that she was to have all the papers �n the safe,
and all the papers or d�ar�es and phonographs we m�ght hereafter use; and
was to keep the record as she had done before. She was pleased w�th the
prospect of anyth�ng to do—�f “pleased” could be used �n connect�on w�th
so gr�m an �nterest.

As usual Van Hels�ng had thought ahead of everyone else, and was
prepared w�th an exact order�ng of our work.

“It �s perhaps well,” he sa�d, “that at our meet�ng after our v�s�t to Carfax
we dec�ded not to do anyth�ng w�th the earth-boxes that lay there. Had we
done so, the Count must have guessed our purpose, and would doubtless
have taken measures �n advance to frustrate such an effort w�th regard to the
others; but now he does not know our �ntent�ons. Nay, more, �n all
probab�l�ty, he does not know that such a power ex�sts to us as can ster�l�se
h�s la�rs, so that he cannot use them as of old. We are now so much further
advanced �n our knowledge as to the�r d�spos�t�on that, when we have
exam�ned the house �n P�ccad�lly, we may track the very last of them. To-
day, then, �s ours; and �n �t rests our hope. The sun that rose on our sorrow
th�s morn�ng guards us �n �ts course. Unt�l �t sets to-n�ght, that monster must
reta�n whatever form he now has. He �s conf�ned w�th�n the l�m�tat�ons of
h�s earthly envelope. He cannot melt �nto th�n a�r nor d�sappear through
cracks or ch�nks or crann�es. If he go through a doorway, he must open the
door l�ke a mortal. And so we have th�s day to hunt out all h�s la�rs and
ster�l�se them. So we shall, �f we have not yet catch h�m and destroy h�m,
dr�ve h�m to bay �n some place where the catch�ng and the destroy�ng shall



be, �n t�me, sure.” Here I started up for I could not conta�n myself at the
thought that the m�nutes and seconds so prec�ously laden w�th M�na’s l�fe
and happ�ness were fly�ng from us, s�nce wh�lst we talked act�on was
�mposs�ble. But Van Hels�ng held up h�s hand warn�ngly. “Nay, fr�end
Jonathan,” he sa�d, “�n th�s, the qu�ckest way home �s the longest way, so
your proverb say. We shall all act and act w�th desperate qu�ck, when the
t�me has come. But th�nk, �n all probable the key of the s�tuat�on �s �n that
house �n P�ccad�lly. The Count may have many houses wh�ch he has
bought. Of them he w�ll have deeds of purchase, keys and other th�ngs. He
w�ll have paper that he wr�te on; he w�ll have h�s book of cheques. There
are many belong�ngs that he must have somewhere; why not �n th�s place so
central, so qu�et, where he come and go by the front or the back at all hour,
when �n the very vast of the traff�c there �s none to not�ce. We shall go there
and search that house; and when we learn what �t holds, then we do what
our fr�end Arthur call, �n h�s phrases of hunt ‘stop the earths’ and so we run
down our old fox—so? �s �t not?”

“Then let us come at once,” I cr�ed, “we are wast�ng the prec�ous,
prec�ous t�me!” The Professor d�d not move, but s�mply sa�d:—

“And how are we to get �nto that house �n P�ccad�lly?”
“Any way!” I cr�ed. “We shall break �n �f need be.”
“And your pol�ce; where w�ll they be, and what w�ll they say?”
I was staggered; but I knew that �f he w�shed to delay he had a good

reason for �t. So I sa�d, as qu�etly as I could:—
“Don’t wa�t more than need be; you know, I am sure, what torture I am

�n.”
“Ah, my ch�ld, that I do; and �ndeed there �s no w�sh of me to add to

your angu�sh. But just th�nk, what can we do, unt�l all the world be at
movement. Then w�ll come our t�me. I have thought and thought, and �t
seems to me that the s�mplest way �s the best of all. Now we w�sh to get
�nto the house, but we have no key; �s �t not so?” I nodded.

“Now suppose that you were, �n truth, the owner of that house, and could
not st�ll get �t; and th�nk there was to you no consc�ence of the
housebreaker, what would you do?”

“I should get a respectable locksm�th, and set h�m to work to p�ck the
lock for me.”



“And your pol�ce, they would �nterfere, would they not?”
“Oh, no! not �f they knew the man was properly employed.”
“Then,” he looked at me as keenly as he spoke, “all that �s �n doubt �s the

consc�ence of the employer, and the bel�ef of your pol�cemen as to whether
or no that employer has a good consc�ence or a bad one. Your pol�ce must
�ndeed be zealous men and clever—oh, so clever!—�n read�ng the heart,
that they trouble themselves �n such matter. No, no, my fr�end Jonathan,
you go take the lock off a hundred empty house �n th�s your London, or of
any c�ty �n the world; and �f you do �t as such th�ngs are r�ghtly done, and at
the t�me such th�ngs are r�ghtly done, no one w�ll �nterfere. I have read of a
gentleman who owned a so f�ne house �n London, and when he went for
months of summer to Sw�tzerland and lock up h�s house, some burglar
came and broke w�ndow at back and got �n. Then he went and made open
the shutters �n front and walk out and �n through the door, before the very
eyes of the pol�ce. Then he have an auct�on �n that house, and advert�se �t,
and put up b�g not�ce; and when the day come he sell off by a great
auct�oneer all the goods of that other man who own them. Then he go to a
bu�lder, and he sell h�m that house, mak�ng an agreement that he pull �t
down and take all away w�th�n a certa�n t�me. And your pol�ce and other
author�ty help h�m all they can. And when that owner come back from h�s
hol�day �n Sw�tzerland he f�nd only an empty hole where h�s house had
been. Th�s was all done en règle; and �n our work we shall be en règle too.
We shall not go so early that the pol�cemen who have then l�ttle to th�nk of,
shall deem �t strange; but we shall go after ten o’clock, when there are many
about, and such th�ngs would be done were we �ndeed owners of the
house.”

I could not but see how r�ght he was and the terr�ble despa�r of M�na’s
face became relaxed a thought; there was hope �n such good counsel. Van
Hels�ng went on:—

“When once w�th�n that house we may f�nd more clues; at any rate some
of us can rema�n there wh�lst the rest f�nd the other places where there be
more earth-boxes—at Bermondsey and M�le End.”

Lord Godalm�ng stood up. “I can be of some use here,” he sa�d. “I shall
w�re to my people to have horses and carr�ages where they w�ll be most
conven�ent.”



“Look here, old fellow,” sa�d Morr�s, “�t �s a cap�tal �dea to have all
ready �n case we want to go horseback�ng; but don’t you th�nk that one of
your snappy carr�ages w�th �ts herald�c adornments �n a byway of Walworth
or M�le End would attract too much attent�on for our purposes? It seems to
me that we ought to take cabs when we go south or east; and even leave
them somewhere near the ne�ghbourhood we are go�ng to.”

“Fr�end Qu�ncey �s r�ght!” sa�d the Professor. “H�s head �s what you call
�n plane w�th the hor�zon. It �s a d�ff�cult th�ng that we go to do, and we do
not want no peoples to watch us �f so �t may.”

M�na took a grow�ng �nterest �n everyth�ng and I was rejo�ced to see that
the ex�gency of affa�rs was help�ng her to forget for a t�me the terr�ble
exper�ence of the n�ght. She was very, very pale—almost ghastly, and so
th�n that her l�ps were drawn away, show�ng her teeth �n somewhat of
prom�nence. I d�d not ment�on th�s last, lest �t should g�ve her needless pa�n;
but �t made my blood run cold �n my ve�ns to th�nk of what had occurred
w�th poor Lucy when the Count had sucked her blood. As yet there was no
s�gn of the teeth grow�ng sharper; but the t�me as yet was short, and there
was t�me for fear.

When we came to the d�scuss�on of the sequence of our efforts and of the
d�spos�t�on of our forces, there were new sources of doubt. It was f�nally
agreed that before start�ng for P�ccad�lly we should destroy the Count’s la�r
close at hand. In case he should f�nd �t out too soon, we should thus be st�ll
ahead of h�m �n our work of destruct�on; and h�s presence �n h�s purely
mater�al shape, and at h�s weakest, m�ght g�ve us some new clue.

As to the d�sposal of forces, �t was suggested by the Professor that, after
our v�s�t to Carfax, we should all enter the house �n P�ccad�lly; that the two
doctors and I should rema�n there, wh�lst Lord Godalm�ng and Qu�ncey
found the la�rs at Walworth and M�le End and destroyed them. It was
poss�ble, �f not l�kely, the Professor urged, that the Count m�ght appear �n
P�ccad�lly dur�ng the day, and that �f so we m�ght be able to cope w�th h�m
then and there. At any rate, we m�ght be able to follow h�m �n force. To th�s
plan I strenuously objected, and so far as my go�ng was concerned, for I
sa�d that I �ntended to stay and protect M�na, I thought that my m�nd was
made up on the subject; but M�na would not l�sten to my object�on. She sa�d
that there m�ght be some law matter �n wh�ch I could be useful; that
amongst the Count’s papers m�ght be some clue wh�ch I could understand



out of my exper�ence �n Transylvan�a; and that, as �t was, all the strength we
could muster was requ�red to cope w�th the Count’s extraord�nary power. I
had to g�ve �n, for M�na’s resolut�on was f�xed; she sa�d that �t was the last
hope for her that we should all work together. “As for me,” she sa�d, “I
have no fear. Th�ngs have been as bad as they can be; and whatever may
happen must have �n �t some element of hope or comfort. Go, my husband!
God can, �f He w�shes �t, guard me as well alone as w�th any one present.”
So I started up cry�ng out: “Then �n God’s name let us come at once, for we
are los�ng t�me. The Count may come to P�ccad�lly earl�er than we th�nk.”

“Not so!” sa�d Van Hels�ng, hold�ng up h�s hand.
“But why?” I asked.
“Do you forget,” he sa�d, w�th actually a sm�le, “that last n�ght he

banqueted heav�ly, and w�ll sleep late?”
D�d I forget! shall I ever—can I ever! Can any of us ever forget that

terr�ble scene! M�na struggled hard to keep her brave countenance; but the
pa�n overmastered her and she put her hands before her face, and shuddered
wh�lst she moaned. Van Hels�ng had not �ntended to recall her fr�ghtful
exper�ence. He had s�mply lost s�ght of her and her part �n the affa�r �n h�s
�ntellectual effort. When �t struck h�m what he sa�d, he was horr�f�ed at h�s
thoughtlessness and tr�ed to comfort her. “Oh, Madam M�na,” he sa�d,
“dear, dear Madam M�na, alas! that I of all who so reverence you should
have sa�d anyth�ng so forgetful. These stup�d old l�ps of m�ne and th�s
stup�d old head do not deserve so; but you w�ll forget �t, w�ll you not?” He
bent low bes�de her as he spoke; she took h�s hand, and look�ng at h�m
through her tears, sa�d hoarsely:—

“No, I shall not forget, for �t �s well that I remember; and w�th �t I have
so much �n memory of you that �s sweet, that I take �t all together. Now, you
must all be go�ng soon. Breakfast �s ready, and we must all eat that we may
be strong.”

Breakfast was a strange meal to us all. We tr�ed to be cheerful and
encourage each other, and M�na was the br�ghtest and most cheerful of us.
When �t was over, Van Hels�ng stood up and sa�d:—

“Now, my dear fr�ends, we go forth to our terr�ble enterpr�se. Are we all
armed, as we were on that n�ght when f�rst we v�s�ted our enemy’s la�r;
armed aga�nst ghostly as well as carnal attack?” We all assured h�m. “Then
�t �s well. Now, Madam M�na, you are �n any case qu�te safe here unt�l the



sunset; and before then we shall return—�f—— We shall return! But before
we go let me see you armed aga�nst personal attack. I have myself, s�nce
you came down, prepared your chamber by the plac�ng of th�ngs of wh�ch
we know, so that He may not enter. Now let me guard yourself. On your
forehead I touch th�s p�ece of Sacred Wafer �n the name of the Father, the
Son, and——”

There was a fearful scream wh�ch almost froze our hearts to hear. As he
had placed the Wafer on M�na’s forehead, �t had seared �t—had burned �nto
the flesh as though �t had been a p�ece of wh�te-hot metal. My poor
darl�ng’s bra�n had told her the s�gn�f�cance of the fact as qu�ckly as her
nerves rece�ved the pa�n of �t; and the two so overwhelmed her that her
overwrought nature had �ts vo�ce �n that dreadful scream. But the words to
her thought came qu�ckly; the echo of the scream had not ceased to r�ng on
the a�r when there came the react�on, and she sank on her knees on the floor
�n an agony of abasement. Pull�ng her beaut�ful ha�r over her face, as the
leper of old h�s mantle, she wa�led out:—

“Unclean! Unclean! Even the Alm�ghty shuns my polluted flesh! I must
bear th�s mark of shame upon my forehead unt�l the Judgment Day.” They
all paused. I had thrown myself bes�de her �n an agony of helpless gr�ef, and
putt�ng my arms around held her t�ght. For a few m�nutes our sorrowful
hearts beat together, wh�lst the fr�ends around us turned away the�r eyes that
ran tears s�lently. Then Van Hels�ng turned and sa�d gravely; so gravely that
I could not help feel�ng that he was �n some way �nsp�red, and was stat�ng
th�ngs outs�de h�mself:—

“It may be that you may have to bear that mark t�ll God h�mself see f�t,
as He most surely shall, on the Judgment Day, to redress all wrongs of the
earth and of H�s ch�ldren that He has placed thereon. And oh, Madam M�na,
my dear, my dear, may we who love you be there to see, when that red scar,
the s�gn of God’s knowledge of what has been, shall pass away, and leave
your forehead as pure as the heart we know. For so surely as we l�ve, that
scar shall pass away when God sees r�ght to l�ft the burden that �s hard upon
us. T�ll then we bear our Cross, as H�s Son d�d �n obed�ence to H�s W�ll. It
may be that we are chosen �nstruments of H�s good pleasure, and that we
ascend to H�s b�dd�ng as that other through str�pes and shame; through tears
and blood; through doubts and fears, and all that makes the d�fference
between God and man.”



There was hope �n h�s words, and comfort; and they made for
res�gnat�on. M�na and I both felt so, and s�multaneously we each took one
of the old man’s hands and bent over and k�ssed �t. Then w�thout a word we
all knelt down together, and, all hold�ng hands, swore to be true to each
other. We men pledged ourselves to ra�se the ve�l of sorrow from the head
of her whom, each �n h�s own way, we loved; and we prayed for help and
gu�dance �n the terr�ble task wh�ch lay before us.

It was then t�me to start. So I sa�d farewell to M�na, a part�ng wh�ch
ne�ther of us shall forget to our dy�ng day; and we set out.

To one th�ng I have made up my m�nd: �f we f�nd out that M�na must be
a vamp�re �n the end, then she shall not go �nto that unknown and terr�ble
land alone. I suppose �t �s thus that �n old t�mes one vamp�re meant many;
just as the�r h�deous bod�es could only rest �n sacred earth, so the hol�est
love was the recru�t�ng sergeant for the�r ghastly ranks.

We entered Carfax w�thout trouble and found all th�ngs the same as on
the f�rst occas�on. It was hard to bel�eve that amongst so prosa�c
surround�ngs of neglect and dust and decay there was any ground for such
fear as already we knew. Had not our m�nds been made up, and had there
not been terr�ble memor�es to spur us on, we could hardly have proceeded
w�th our task. We found no papers, or any s�gn of use �n the house; and �n
the old chapel the great boxes looked just as we had seen them last. Dr. Van
Hels�ng sa�d to us solemnly as we stood before them:—

“And now, my fr�ends, we have a duty here to do. We must ster�l�se th�s
earth, so sacred of holy memor�es, that he has brought from a far d�stant
land for such fell use. He has chosen th�s earth because �t has been holy.
Thus we defeat h�m w�th h�s own weapon, for we make �t more holy st�ll. It
was sanct�f�ed to such use of man, now we sanct�fy �t to God.” As he spoke
he took from h�s bag a screwdr�ver and a wrench, and very soon the top of
one of the cases was thrown open. The earth smelled musty and close; but
we d�d not somehow seem to m�nd, for our attent�on was concentrated on
the Professor. Tak�ng from h�s box a p�ece of the Sacred Wafer he la�d �t
reverently on the earth, and then shutt�ng down the l�d began to screw �t
home, we a�d�ng h�m as he worked.

One by one we treated �n the same way each of the great boxes, and left
them as we had found them to all appearance; but �n each was a port�on of
the Host.



When we closed the door beh�nd us, the Professor sa�d solemnly:—
“So much �s already done. If �t may be that w�th all the others we can be

so successful, then the sunset of th�s even�ng may sh�ne on Madam M�na’s
forehead all wh�te as �vory and w�th no sta�n!”

As we passed across the lawn on our way to the stat�on to catch our tra�n
we could see the front of the asylum. I looked eagerly, and �n the w�ndow of
my own room saw M�na. I waved my hand to her, and nodded to tell that
our work there was successfully accompl�shed. She nodded �n reply to show
that she understood. The last I saw, she was wav�ng her hand �n farewell. It
was w�th a heavy heart that we sought the stat�on and just caught the tra�n,
wh�ch was steam�ng �n as we reached the platform.

I have wr�tten th�s �n the tra�n.
 
P�ccad�lly, 12:30 o’clock.—Just before we reached Fenchurch Street

Lord Godalm�ng sa�d to me:—
“Qu�ncey and I w�ll f�nd a locksm�th. You had better not come w�th us �n

case there should be any d�ff�culty; for under the c�rcumstances �t wouldn’t
seem so bad for us to break �nto an empty house. But you are a sol�c�tor and
the Incorporated Law Soc�ety m�ght tell you that you should have known
better.” I demurred as to my not shar�ng any danger even of od�um, but he
went on: “Bes�des, �t w�ll attract less attent�on �f there are not too many of
us. My t�tle w�ll make �t all r�ght w�th the locksm�th, and w�th any
pol�ceman that may come along. You had better go w�th Jack and the
Professor and stay �n the Green Park, somewhere �n s�ght of the house; and
when you see the door opened and the sm�th has gone away, do you all
come across. We shall be on the lookout for you, and shall let you �n.”

“The adv�ce �s good!” sa�d Van Hels�ng, so we sa�d no more. Godalm�ng
and Morr�s hurr�ed off �n a cab, we follow�ng �n another. At the corner of
Arl�ngton Street our cont�ngent got out and strolled �nto the Green Park. My
heart beat as I saw the house on wh�ch so much of our hope was centred,
loom�ng up gr�m and s�lent �n �ts deserted cond�t�on amongst �ts more l�vely
and spruce-look�ng ne�ghbours. We sat down on a bench w�th�n good v�ew,
and began to smoke c�gars so as to attract as l�ttle attent�on as poss�ble. The
m�nutes seemed to pass w�th leaden feet as we wa�ted for the com�ng of the
others.



At length we saw a four-wheeler dr�ve up. Out of �t, �n le�surely fash�on,
got Lord Godalm�ng and Morr�s; and down from the box descended a th�ck-
set work�ng man w�th h�s rush-woven basket of tools. Morr�s pa�d the
cabman, who touched h�s hat and drove away. Together the two ascended
the steps, and Lord Godalm�ng po�nted out what he wanted done. The
workman took off h�s coat le�surely and hung �t on one of the sp�kes of the
ra�l, say�ng someth�ng to a pol�ceman who just then sauntered along. The
pol�ceman nodded acqu�escence, and the man kneel�ng down placed h�s bag
bes�de h�m. After search�ng through �t, he took out a select�on of tools
wh�ch he produced to lay bes�de h�m �n orderly fash�on. Then he stood up,
looked �nto the keyhole, blew �nto �t, and turn�ng to h�s employers, made
some remark. Lord Godalm�ng sm�led, and the man l�fted a good-s�zed
bunch of keys; select�ng one of them, he began to probe the lock, as �f
feel�ng h�s way w�th �t. After fumbl�ng about for a b�t he tr�ed a second, and
then a th�rd. All at once the door opened under a sl�ght push from h�m, and
he and the two others entered the hall. We sat st�ll; my own c�gar burnt
fur�ously, but Van Hels�ng’s went cold altogether. We wa�ted pat�ently as we
saw the workman come out and br�ng �n h�s bag. Then he held the door
partly open, steady�ng �t w�th h�s knees, wh�lst he f�tted a key to the lock.
Th�s he f�nally handed to Lord Godalm�ng, who took out h�s purse and gave
h�m someth�ng. The man touched h�s hat, took h�s bag, put on h�s coat and
departed; not a soul took the sl�ghtest not�ce of the whole transact�on.

When the man had fa�rly gone, we three crossed the street and knocked
at the door. It was �mmed�ately opened by Qu�ncey Morr�s, bes�de whom
stood Lord Godalm�ng l�ght�ng a c�gar.

“The place smells so v�lely,” sa�d the latter as we came �n. It d�d �ndeed
smell v�lely—l�ke the old chapel at Carfax—and w�th our prev�ous
exper�ence �t was pla�n to us that the Count had been us�ng the place pretty
freely. We moved to explore the house, all keep�ng together �n case of
attack; for we knew we had a strong and w�ly enemy to deal w�th, and as
yet we d�d not know whether the Count m�ght not be �n the house. In the
d�n�ng-room, wh�ch lay at the back of the hall, we found e�ght boxes of
earth. E�ght boxes only out of the n�ne, wh�ch we sought! Our work was not
over, and would never be unt�l we should have found the m�ss�ng box. F�rst
we opened the shutters of the w�ndow wh�ch looked out across a narrow
stone-flagged yard at the blank face of a stable, po�nted to look l�ke the
front of a m�n�ature house. There were no w�ndows �n �t, so we were not



afra�d of be�ng over-looked. We d�d not lose any t�me �n exam�n�ng the
chests. W�th the tools wh�ch we had brought w�th us we opened them, one
by one, and treated them as we had treated those others �n the old chapel. It
was ev�dent to us that the Count was not at present �n the house, and we
proceeded to search for any of h�s effects.

After a cursory glance at the rest of the rooms, from basement to att�c,
we came to the conclus�on that the d�n�ng-room conta�ned any effects wh�ch
m�ght belong to the Count; and so we proceeded to m�nutely exam�ne them.
They lay �n a sort of orderly d�sorder on the great d�n�ng-room table. There
were t�tle deeds of the P�ccad�lly house �n a great bundle; deeds of the
purchase of the houses at M�le End and Bermondsey; note-paper,
envelopes, and pens and �nk. All were covered up �n th�n wrapp�ng paper to
keep them from the dust. There were also a clothes brush, a brush and
comb, and a jug and bas�n—the latter conta�n�ng d�rty water wh�ch was
reddened as �f w�th blood. Last of all was a l�ttle heap of keys of all sorts
and s�zes, probably those belong�ng to the other houses. When we had
exam�ned th�s last f�nd, Lord Godalm�ng and Qu�ncey Morr�s tak�ng
accurate notes of the var�ous addresses of the houses �n the East and the
South, took w�th them the keys �n a great bunch, and set out to destroy the
boxes �n these places. The rest of us are, w�th what pat�ence we can, wa�t�ng
the�r return—or the com�ng of the Count.



CHAPTER XXIII

DR. SEWARD’S DIARY

3 October.—The t�me seemed terr�ble long wh�lst we were wa�t�ng for
the com�ng of Godalm�ng and Qu�ncey Morr�s. The Professor tr�ed to keep
our m�nds act�ve by us�ng them all the t�me. I could see h�s benef�cent
purpose, by the s�de glances wh�ch he threw from t�me to t�me at Harker.
The poor fellow �s overwhelmed �n a m�sery that �s appall�ng to see. Last
n�ght he was a frank, happy-look�ng man, w�th strong, youthful face, full of
energy, and w�th dark brown ha�r. To-day he �s a drawn, haggard old man,
whose wh�te ha�r matches well w�th the hollow burn�ng eyes and gr�ef-
wr�tten l�nes of h�s face. H�s energy �s st�ll �ntact; �n fact, he �s l�ke a l�v�ng
flame. Th�s may yet be h�s salvat�on, for, �f all go well, �t w�ll t�de h�m over
the despa�r�ng per�od; he w�ll then, �n a k�nd of way, wake aga�n to the
real�t�es of l�fe. Poor fellow, I thought my own trouble was bad enough, but
h�s——! The Professor knows th�s well enough, and �s do�ng h�s best to
keep h�s m�nd act�ve. What he has been say�ng was, under the
c�rcumstances, of absorb�ng �nterest. So well as I can remember, here �t �s:
—

“I have stud�ed, over and over aga�n s�nce they came �nto my hands, all
the papers relat�ng to th�s monster; and the more I have stud�ed, the greater
seems the necess�ty to utterly stamp h�m out. All through there are s�gns of
h�s advance; not only of h�s power, but of h�s knowledge of �t. As I learned
from the researches of my fr�end Arm�nus of Buda-Pesth, he was �n l�fe a
most wonderful man. Sold�er, statesman, and alchem�st—wh�ch latter was
the h�ghest development of the sc�ence-knowledge of h�s t�me. He had a
m�ghty bra�n, a learn�ng beyond compare, and a heart that knew no fear and
no remorse. He dared even to attend the Scholomance, and there was no
branch of knowledge of h�s t�me that he d�d not essay. Well, �n h�m the
bra�n powers surv�ved the phys�cal death; though �t would seem that
memory was not all complete. In some facult�es of m�nd he has been, and
�s, only a ch�ld; but he �s grow�ng, and some th�ngs that were ch�ld�sh at the
f�rst are now of man’s stature. He �s exper�ment�ng, and do�ng �t well; and �f



�t had not been that we have crossed h�s path he would be yet—he may be
yet �f we fa�l—the father or furtherer of a new order of be�ngs, whose road
must lead through Death, not L�fe.”

Harker groaned and sa�d, “And th�s �s all arrayed aga�nst my darl�ng! But
how �s he exper�ment�ng? The knowledge may help us to defeat h�m!”

“He has all along, s�nce h�s com�ng, been try�ng h�s power, slowly but
surely; that b�g ch�ld-bra�n of h�s �s work�ng. Well for us, �t �s, as yet, a
ch�ld-bra�n; for had he dared, at the f�rst, to attempt certa�n th�ngs he would
long ago have been beyond our power. However, he means to succeed, and
a man who has centur�es before h�m can afford to wa�t and to go slow.
Fest�na lente may well be h�s motto.”

“I fa�l to understand,” sa�d Harker wear�ly. “Oh, do be more pla�n to me!
Perhaps gr�ef and trouble are dull�ng my bra�n.”

The Professor la�d h�s hand tenderly on h�s shoulder as he spoke:—
“Ah, my ch�ld, I w�ll be pla�n. Do you not see how, of late, th�s monster

has been creep�ng �nto knowledge exper�mentally. How he has been mak�ng
use of the zoöphagous pat�ent to effect h�s entry �nto fr�end John’s home;
for your Vamp�re, though �n all afterwards he can come when and how he
w�ll, must at the f�rst make entry only when asked thereto by an �nmate. But
these are not h�s most �mportant exper�ments. Do we not see how at the f�rst
all these so great boxes were moved by others. He knew not then but that
must be so. But all the t�me that so great ch�ld-bra�n of h�s was grow�ng,
and he began to cons�der whether he m�ght not h�mself move the box. So he
began to help; and then, when he found that th�s be all-r�ght, he try to move
them all alone. And so he progress, and he scatter these graves of h�m; and
none but he know where they are h�dden. He may have �ntend to bury them
deep �n the ground. So that he only use them �n the n�ght, or at such t�me as
he can change h�s form, they do h�m equal well; and none may know these
are h�s h�d�ng-place! But, my ch�ld, do not despa�r; th�s knowledge come to
h�m just too late! Already all of h�s la�rs but one be ster�l�se as for h�m; and
before the sunset th�s shall be so. Then he have no place where he can move
and h�de. I delayed th�s morn�ng that so we m�ght be sure. Is there not more
at stake for us than for h�m? Then why we not be even more careful than
h�m? By my clock �t �s one hour and already, �f all be well, fr�end Arthur
and Qu�ncey are on the�r way to us. To-day �s our day, and we must go sure,



�f slow, and lose no chance. See! there are f�ve of us when those absent ones
return.”

Wh�lst he was speak�ng we were startled by a knock at the hall door, the
double postman’s knock of the telegraph boy. We all moved out to the hall
w�th one �mpulse, and Van Hels�ng, hold�ng up h�s hand to us to keep
s�lence, stepped to the door and opened �t. The boy handed �n a despatch.
The Professor closed the door aga�n, and, after look�ng at the d�rect�on,
opened �t and read aloud.

“Look out for D. He has just now, 12:45, come from Carfax hurr�edly
and hastened towards the South. He seems to be go�ng the round and may
want to see you: M�na.”

There was a pause, broken by Jonathan Harker’s vo�ce:—
“Now, God be thanked, we shall soon meet!” Van Hels�ng turned to h�m

qu�ckly and sa�d:—
“God w�ll act �n H�s own way and t�me. Do not fear, and do not rejo�ce

as yet; for what we w�sh for at the moment may be our undo�ngs.”
“I care for noth�ng now,” he answered hotly, “except to w�pe out th�s

brute from the face of creat�on. I would sell my soul to do �t!”
“Oh, hush, hush, my ch�ld!” sa�d Van Hels�ng. “God does not purchase

souls �n th�s w�se; and the Dev�l, though he may purchase, does not keep
fa�th. But God �s merc�ful and just, and knows your pa�n and your devot�on
to that dear Madam M�na. Th�nk you, how her pa�n would be doubled, d�d
she but hear your w�ld words. Do not fear any of us, we are all devoted to
th�s cause, and to-day shall see the end. The t�me �s com�ng for act�on; to-
day th�s Vamp�re �s l�m�t to the powers of man, and t�ll sunset he may not
change. It w�ll take h�m t�me to arr�ve here—see, �t �s twenty m�nutes past
one—and there are yet some t�mes before he can h�ther come, be he never
so qu�ck. What we must hope for �s that my Lord Arthur and Qu�ncey arr�ve
f�rst.”

About half an hour after we had rece�ved Mrs. Harker’s telegram, there
came a qu�et, resolute knock at the hall door. It was just an ord�nary knock,
such as �s g�ven hourly by thousands of gentlemen, but �t made the
Professor’s heart and m�ne beat loudly. We looked at each other, and
together moved out �nto the hall; we each held ready to use our var�ous
armaments—the sp�r�tual �n the left hand, the mortal �n the r�ght. Van
Hels�ng pulled back the latch, and, hold�ng the door half open, stood back,



hav�ng both hands ready for act�on. The gladness of our hearts must have
shown upon our faces when on the step, close to the door, we saw Lord
Godalm�ng and Qu�ncey Morr�s. They came qu�ckly �n and closed the door
beh�nd them, the former say�ng, as they moved along the hall:—

“It �s all r�ght. We found both places; s�x boxes �n each and we destroyed
them all!”

“Destroyed?” asked the Professor.
“For h�m!” We were s�lent for a m�nute, and then Qu�ncey sa�d:—
“There’s noth�ng to do but to wa�t here. If, however, he doesn’t turn up

by f�ve o’clock, we must start off; for �t won’t do to leave Mrs. Harker
alone after sunset.”

“He w�ll be here before long now,” sa�d Van Hels�ng, who had been
consult�ng h�s pocket-book. “Nota bene, �n Madam’s telegram he went
south from Carfax, that means he went to cross the r�ver, and he could only
do so at slack of t�de, wh�ch should be someth�ng before one o’clock. That
he went south has a mean�ng for us. He �s as yet only susp�c�ous; and he
went from Carfax f�rst to the place where he would suspect �nterference
least. You must have been at Bermondsey only a short t�me before h�m.
That he �s not here already shows that he went to M�le End next. Th�s took
h�m some t�me; for he would then have to be carr�ed over the r�ver �n some
way. Bel�eve me, my fr�ends, we shall not have long to wa�t now. We
should have ready some plan of attack, so that we may throw away no
chance. Hush, there �s no t�me now. Have all your arms! Be ready!” He held
up a warn�ng hand as he spoke, for we all could hear a key softly �nserted �n
the lock of the hall door.

I could not but adm�re, even at such a moment, the way �n wh�ch a
dom�nant sp�r�t asserted �tself. In all our hunt�ng part�es and adventures �n
d�fferent parts of the world, Qu�ncey Morr�s had always been the one to
arrange the plan of act�on, and Arthur and I had been accustomed to obey
h�m �mpl�c�tly. Now, the old hab�t seemed to be renewed �nst�nct�vely. W�th
a sw�ft glance around the room, he at once la�d out our plan of attack, and,
w�thout speak�ng a word, w�th a gesture, placed us each �n pos�t�on. Van
Hels�ng, Harker, and I were just beh�nd the door, so that when �t was
opened the Professor could guard �t wh�lst we two stepped between the
�ncomer and the door. Godalm�ng beh�nd and Qu�ncey �n front stood just
out of s�ght ready to move �n front of the w�ndow. We wa�ted �n a suspense



that made the seconds pass w�th n�ghtmare slowness. The slow, careful
steps came along the hall; the Count was ev�dently prepared for some
surpr�se—at least he feared �t.

Suddenly w�th a s�ngle bound he leaped �nto the room, w�nn�ng a way
past us before any of us could ra�se a hand to stay h�m. There was
someth�ng so panther-l�ke �n the movement—someth�ng so unhuman, that �t
seemed to sober us all from the shock of h�s com�ng. The f�rst to act was
Harker, who, w�th a qu�ck movement, threw h�mself before the door lead�ng
�nto the room �n the front of the house. As the Count saw us, a horr�ble sort
of snarl passed over h�s face, show�ng the eye-teeth long and po�nted; but
the ev�l sm�le as qu�ckly passed �nto a cold stare of l�on-l�ke d�sda�n. H�s
express�on aga�n changed as, w�th a s�ngle �mpulse, we all advanced upon
h�m. It was a p�ty that we had not some better organ�sed plan of attack, for
even at the moment I wondered what we were to do. I d�d not myself know
whether our lethal weapons would ava�l us anyth�ng. Harker ev�dently
meant to try the matter, for he had ready h�s great Kukr� kn�fe and made a
f�erce and sudden cut at h�m. The blow was a powerful one; only the
d�abol�cal qu�ckness of the Count’s leap back saved h�m. A second less and
the trenchant blade had shorne through h�s heart. As �t was, the po�nt just
cut the cloth of h�s coat, mak�ng a w�de gap whence a bundle of bank-notes
and a stream of gold fell out. The express�on of the Count’s face was so
hell�sh, that for a moment I feared for Harker, though I saw h�m throw the
terr�ble kn�fe aloft aga�n for another stroke. Inst�nct�vely I moved forward
w�th a protect�ve �mpulse, hold�ng the Cruc�f�x and Wafer �n my left hand. I
felt a m�ghty power fly along my arm; and �t was w�thout surpr�se that I saw
the monster cower back before a s�m�lar movement made spontaneously by
each one of us. It would be �mposs�ble to descr�be the express�on of hate
and baffled mal�gn�ty—of anger and hell�sh rage—wh�ch came over the
Count’s face. H�s waxen hue became green�sh-yellow by the contrast of h�s
burn�ng eyes, and the red scar on the forehead showed on the pall�d sk�n
l�ke a palp�tat�ng wound. The next �nstant, w�th a s�nuous d�ve he swept
under Harker’s arm, ere h�s blow could fall, and, grasp�ng a handful of the
money from the floor, dashed across the room, threw h�mself at the w�ndow.
Am�d the crash and gl�tter of the fall�ng glass, he tumbled �nto the flagged
area below. Through the sound of the sh�ver�ng glass I could hear the “t�ng”
of the gold, as some of the sovere�gns fell on the flagg�ng.



We ran over and saw h�m spr�ng unhurt from the ground. He, rush�ng up
the steps, crossed the flagged yard, and pushed open the stable door. There
he turned and spoke to us:—

“You th�nk to baffle me, you—w�th your pale faces all �n a row, l�ke
sheep �n a butcher’s. You shall be sorry yet, each one of you! You th�nk you
have left me w�thout a place to rest; but I have more. My revenge �s just
begun! I spread �t over centur�es, and t�me �s on my s�de. Your g�rls that you
all love are m�ne already; and through them you and others shall yet be
m�ne—my creatures, to do my b�dd�ng and to be my jackals when I want to
feed. Bah!” W�th a contemptuous sneer, he passed qu�ckly through the door,
and we heard the rusty bolt creak as he fastened �t beh�nd h�m. A door
beyond opened and shut. The f�rst of us to speak was the Professor, as,
real�s�ng the d�ff�culty of follow�ng h�m through the stable, we moved
toward the hall.

“We have learnt someth�ng—much! Notw�thstand�ng h�s brave words,
he fears us; he fear t�me, he fear want! For �f not, why he hurry so? H�s very
tone betray h�m, or my ears dece�ve. Why take that money? You follow
qu�ck. You are hunters of w�ld beast, and understand �t so. For me, I make
sure that noth�ng here may be of use to h�m, �f so that he return.” As he
spoke he put the money rema�n�ng �nto h�s pocket; took the t�tle-deeds �n
the bundle as Harker had left them, and swept the rema�n�ng th�ngs �nto the
open f�replace, where he set f�re to them w�th a match.

Godalm�ng and Morr�s had rushed out �nto the yard, and Harker had
lowered h�mself from the w�ndow to follow the Count. He had, however,
bolted the stable door; and by the t�me they had forced �t open there was no
s�gn of h�m. Van Hels�ng and I tr�ed to make �nqu�ry at the back of the
house; but the mews was deserted and no one had seen h�m depart.

It was now late �n the afternoon, and sunset was not far off. We had to
recogn�se that our game was up; w�th heavy hearts we agreed w�th the
Professor when he sa�d:—

“Let us go back to Madam M�na—poor, poor dear Madam M�na. All we
can do just now �s done; and we can there, at least, protect her. But we need
not despa�r. There �s but one more earth-box, and we must try to f�nd �t;
when that �s done all may yet be well.” I could see that he spoke as bravely
as he could to comfort Harker. The poor fellow was qu�te broken down;



now and aga�n he gave a low groan wh�ch he could not suppress—he was
th�nk�ng of h�s w�fe.

W�th sad hearts we came back to my house, where we found Mrs.
Harker wa�t�ng us, w�th an appearance of cheerfulness wh�ch d�d honour to
her bravery and unself�shness. When she saw our faces, her own became as
pale as death: for a second or two her eyes were closed as �f she were �n
secret prayer; and then she sa�d cheerfully:—

“I can never thank you all enough. Oh, my poor darl�ng!” As she spoke,
she took her husband’s grey head �n her hands and k�ssed �t—“Lay your
poor head here and rest �t. All w�ll yet be well, dear! God w�ll protect us �f
He so w�ll �t �n H�s good �ntent.” The poor fellow groaned. There was no
place for words �n h�s subl�me m�sery.

We had a sort of perfunctory supper together, and I th�nk �t cheered us all
up somewhat. It was, perhaps, the mere an�mal heat of food to hungry
people—for none of us had eaten anyth�ng s�nce breakfast—or the sense of
compan�onsh�p may have helped us; but anyhow we were all less m�serable,
and saw the morrow as not altogether w�thout hope. True to our prom�se,
we told Mrs. Harker everyth�ng wh�ch had passed; and although she grew
snowy wh�te at t�mes when danger had seemed to threaten her husband, and
red at others when h�s devot�on to her was man�fested, she l�stened bravely
and w�th calmness. When we came to the part where Harker had rushed at
the Count so recklessly, she clung to her husband’s arm, and held �t t�ght as
though her cl�ng�ng could protect h�m from any harm that m�ght come. She
sa�d noth�ng, however, t�ll the narrat�on was all done, and matters had been
brought r�ght up to the present t�me. Then w�thout lett�ng go her husband’s
hand she stood up amongst us and spoke. Oh, that I could g�ve any �dea of
the scene; of that sweet, sweet, good, good woman �n all the rad�ant beauty
of her youth and an�mat�on, w�th the red scar on her forehead, of wh�ch she
was consc�ous, and wh�ch we saw w�th gr�nd�ng of our teeth—remember�ng
whence and how �t came; her lov�ng k�ndness aga�nst our gr�m hate; her
tender fa�th aga�nst all our fears and doubt�ng; and we, know�ng that so far
as symbols went, she w�th all her goodness and pur�ty and fa�th, was outcast
from God.

“Jonathan,” she sa�d, and the word sounded l�ke mus�c on her l�ps �t was
so full of love and tenderness, “Jonathan dear, and you all my true, true
fr�ends, I want you to bear someth�ng �n m�nd through all th�s dreadful t�me.



I know that you must f�ght—that you must destroy even as you destroyed
the false Lucy so that the true Lucy m�ght l�ve hereafter; but �t �s not a work
of hate. That poor soul who has wrought all th�s m�sery �s the saddest case
of all. Just th�nk what w�ll be h�s joy when he, too, �s destroyed �n h�s
worser part that h�s better part may have sp�r�tual �mmortal�ty. You must be
p�t�ful to h�m, too, though �t may not hold your hands from h�s destruct�on.”

As she spoke I could see her husband’s face darken and draw together, as
though the pass�on �n h�m were shr�vell�ng h�s be�ng to �ts core.
Inst�nct�vely the clasp on h�s w�fe’s hand grew closer, t�ll h�s knuckles
looked wh�te. She d�d not fl�nch from the pa�n wh�ch I knew she must have
suffered, but looked at h�m w�th eyes that were more appeal�ng than ever.
As she stopped speak�ng he leaped to h�s feet, almost tear�ng h�s hand from
hers as he spoke:—

“May God g�ve h�m �nto my hand just for long enough to destroy that
earthly l�fe of h�m wh�ch we are a�m�ng at. If beyond �t I could send h�s soul
for ever and ever to burn�ng hell I would do �t!”

“Oh, hush! oh, hush! �n the name of the good God. Don’t say such
th�ngs, Jonathan, my husband; or you w�ll crush me w�th fear and horror.
Just th�nk, my dear—I have been th�nk�ng all th�s long, long day of �t—that
... perhaps ... some day ... I, too, may need such p�ty; and that some other
l�ke you—and w�th equal cause for anger—may deny �t to me! Oh, my
husband! my husband, �ndeed I would have spared you such a thought had
there been another way; but I pray that God may not have treasured your
w�ld words, except as the heart-broken wa�l of a very lov�ng and sorely
str�cken man. Oh, God, let these poor wh�te ha�rs go �n ev�dence of what he
has suffered, who all h�s l�fe has done no wrong, and on whom so many
sorrows have come.”

We men were all �n tears now. There was no res�st�ng them, and we wept
openly. She wept, too, to see that her sweeter counsels had preva�led. Her
husband flung h�mself on h�s knees bes�de her, and putt�ng h�s arms round
her, h�d h�s face �n the folds of her dress. Van Hels�ng beckoned to us and
we stole out of the room, leav�ng the two lov�ng hearts alone w�th the�r
God.

Before they ret�red the Professor f�xed up the room aga�nst any com�ng
of the Vamp�re, and assured Mrs. Harker that she m�ght rest �n peace. She
tr�ed to school herself to the bel�ef, and, man�festly for her husband’s sake,



tr�ed to seem content. It was a brave struggle; and was, I th�nk and bel�eve,
not w�thout �ts reward. Van Hels�ng had placed at hand a bell wh�ch e�ther
of them was to sound �n case of any emergency. When they had ret�red,
Qu�ncey, Godalm�ng, and I arranged that we should s�t up, d�v�d�ng the
n�ght between us, and watch over the safety of the poor str�cken lady. The
f�rst watch falls to Qu�ncey, so the rest of us shall be off to bed as soon as
we can. Godalm�ng has already turned �n, for h�s �s the second watch. Now
that my work �s done I, too, shall go to bed.

Jonathan Harker’s Journal.
3-4 October, close to m�dn�ght.—I thought yesterday would never end.

There was over me a yearn�ng for sleep, �n some sort of bl�nd bel�ef that to
wake would be to f�nd th�ngs changed, and that any change must now be for
the better. Before we parted, we d�scussed what our next step was to be, but
we could arr�ve at no result. All we knew was that one earth-box rema�ned,
and that the Count alone knew where �t was. If he chooses to l�e h�dden, he
may baffle us for years; and �n the meant�me!—the thought �s too horr�ble, I
dare not th�nk of �t even now. Th�s I know: that �f ever there was a woman
who was all perfect�on, that one �s my poor wronged darl�ng. I love her a
thousand t�mes more for her sweet p�ty of last n�ght, a p�ty that made my
own hate of the monster seem desp�cable. Surely God w�ll not perm�t the
world to be the poorer by the loss of such a creature. Th�s �s hope to me. We
are all dr�ft�ng reefwards now, and fa�th �s our only anchor. Thank God!
M�na �s sleep�ng, and sleep�ng w�thout dreams. I fear what her dreams
m�ght be l�ke, w�th such terr�ble memor�es to ground them �n. She has not
been so calm, w�th�n my see�ng, s�nce the sunset. Then, for a wh�le, there
came over her face a repose wh�ch was l�ke spr�ng after the blasts of March.
I thought at the t�me that �t was the softness of the red sunset on her face,
but somehow now I th�nk �t has a deeper mean�ng. I am not sleepy myself,
though I am weary—weary to death. However, I must try to sleep; for there
�s to-morrow to th�nk of, and there �s no rest for me unt�l....

 
Later.—I must have fallen asleep, for I was awaked by M�na, who was

s�tt�ng up �n bed, w�th a startled look on her face. I could see eas�ly, for we
d�d not leave the room �n darkness; she had placed a warn�ng hand over my
mouth, and now she wh�spered �n my ear:—



“Hush! there �s someone �n the corr�dor!” I got up softly, and cross�ng
the room, gently opened the door.

Just outs�de, stretched on a mattress, lay Mr. Morr�s, w�de awake. He
ra�sed a warn�ng hand for s�lence as he wh�spered to me:—

“Hush! go back to bed; �t �s all r�ght. One of us w�ll be here all n�ght. We
don’t mean to take any chances!”

H�s look and gesture forbade d�scuss�on, so I came back and told M�na.
She s�ghed and pos�t�vely a shadow of a sm�le stole over her poor, pale face
as she put her arms round me and sa�d softly:—

“Oh, thank God for good brave men!” W�th a s�gh she sank back aga�n
to sleep. I wr�te th�s now as I am not sleepy, though I must try aga�n.

 
4 October, morn�ng.—Once aga�n dur�ng the n�ght I was wakened by

M�na. Th�s t�me we had all had a good sleep, for the grey of the com�ng
dawn was mak�ng the w�ndows �nto sharp oblongs, and the gas flame was
l�ke a speck rather than a d�sc of l�ght. She sa�d to me hurr�edly:—

“Go, call the Professor. I want to see h�m at once.”
“Why?” I asked.
“I have an �dea. I suppose �t must have come �n the n�ght, and matured

w�thout my know�ng �t. He must hypnot�se me before the dawn, and then I
shall be able to speak. Go qu�ck, dearest; the t�me �s gett�ng close.” I went
to the door. Dr. Seward was rest�ng on the mattress, and, see�ng me, he
sprang to h�s feet.

“Is anyth�ng wrong?” he asked, �n alarm.
“No,” I repl�ed; “but M�na wants to see Dr. Van Hels�ng at once.”
“I w�ll go,” he sa�d, and hurr�ed �nto the Professor’s room.
In two or three m�nutes later Van Hels�ng was �n the room �n h�s

dress�ng-gown, and Mr. Morr�s and Lord Godalm�ng were w�th Dr. Seward
at the door ask�ng quest�ons. When the Professor saw M�na a sm�le—a
pos�t�ve sm�le ousted the anx�ety of h�s face; he rubbed h�s hands as he sa�d:
—

“Oh, my dear Madam M�na, th�s �s �ndeed a change. See! fr�end
Jonathan, we have got our dear Madam M�na, as of old, back to us to-day!”
Then turn�ng to her, he sa�d, cheerfully: “And what am I do for you? For at
th�s hour you do not want me for noth�ngs.”



“I want you to hypnot�se me!” she sa�d. “Do �t before the dawn, for I feel
that then I can speak, and speak freely. Be qu�ck, for the t�me �s short!”
W�thout a word he mot�oned her to s�t up �n bed.

Look�ng f�xedly at her, he commenced to make passes �n front of her,
from over the top of her head downward, w�th each hand �n turn. M�na
gazed at h�m f�xedly for a few m�nutes, dur�ng wh�ch my own heart beat
l�ke a tr�p hammer, for I felt that some cr�s�s was at hand. Gradually her
eyes closed, and she sat, stock st�ll; only by the gentle heav�ng of her bosom
could one know that she was al�ve. The Professor made a few more passes
and then stopped, and I could see that h�s forehead was covered w�th great
beads of persp�rat�on. M�na opened her eyes; but she d�d not seem the same
woman. There was a far-away look �n her eyes, and her vo�ce had a sad
dream�ness wh�ch was new to me. Ra�s�ng h�s hand to �mpose s�lence, the
Professor mot�oned to me to br�ng the others �n. They came on t�p-toe,
clos�ng the door beh�nd them, and stood at the foot of the bed, look�ng on.
M�na appeared not to see them. The st�llness was broken by Van Hels�ng’s
vo�ce speak�ng �n a low level tone wh�ch would not break the current of her
thoughts:—

“Where are you?” The answer came �n a neutral way:—
“I do not know. Sleep has no place �t can call �ts own.” For several

m�nutes there was s�lence. M�na sat r�g�d, and the Professor stood star�ng at
her f�xedly; the rest of us hardly dared to breathe. The room was grow�ng
l�ghter; w�thout tak�ng h�s eyes from M�na’s face, Dr. Van Hels�ng mot�oned
me to pull up the bl�nd. I d�d so, and the day seemed just upon us. A red
streak shot up, and a rosy l�ght seemed to d�ffuse �tself through the room.
On the �nstant the Professor spoke aga�n:—

“Where are you now?” The answer came dream�ly, but w�th �ntent�on; �t
were as though she were �nterpret�ng someth�ng. I have heard her use the
same tone when read�ng her shorthand notes.

“I do not know. It �s all strange to me!”
“What do you see?”
“I can see noth�ng; �t �s all dark.”
“What do you hear?” I could detect the stra�n �n the Professor’s pat�ent

vo�ce.



“The lapp�ng of water. It �s gurgl�ng by, and l�ttle waves leap. I can hear
them on the outs�de.”

“Then you are on a sh�p?” We all looked at each other, try�ng to glean
someth�ng each from the other. We were afra�d to th�nk. The answer came
qu�ck:—

“Oh, yes!”
“What else do you hear?”
“The sound of men stamp�ng overhead as they run about. There �s the

creak�ng of a cha�n, and the loud t�nkle as the check of the capstan falls �nto
the rachet.”

“What are you do�ng?”
“I am st�ll—oh, so st�ll. It �s l�ke death!” The vo�ce faded away �nto a

deep breath as of one sleep�ng, and the open eyes closed aga�n.
By th�s t�me the sun had r�sen, and we were all �n the full l�ght of day.

Dr. Van Hels�ng placed h�s hands on M�na’s shoulders, and la�d her head
down softly on her p�llow. She lay l�ke a sleep�ng ch�ld for a few moments,
and then, w�th a long s�gh, awoke and stared �n wonder to see us all around
her. “Have I been talk�ng �n my sleep?” was all she sa�d. She seemed,
however, to know the s�tuat�on w�thout tell�ng, though she was eager to
know what she had told. The Professor repeated the conversat�on, and she
sa�d:—

“Then there �s not a moment to lose: �t may not be yet too late!” Mr.
Morr�s and Lord Godalm�ng started for the door but the Professor’s calm
vo�ce called them back:—

“Stay, my fr�ends. That sh�p, wherever �t was, was we�gh�ng anchor
wh�lst she spoke. There are many sh�ps we�gh�ng anchor at the moment �n
your so great Port of London. Wh�ch of them �s �t that you seek? God be
thanked that we have once aga�n a clue, though wh�ther �t may lead us we
know not. We have been bl�nd somewhat; bl�nd after the manner of men,
s�nce when we can look back we see what we m�ght have seen look�ng
forward �f we had been able to see what we m�ght have seen! Alas, but that
sentence �s a puddle; �s �t not? We can know now what was �n the Count’s
m�nd, when he se�ze that money, though Jonathan’s so f�erce kn�fe put h�m
�n the danger that even he dread. He meant escape. Hear me, ESCAPE! He
saw that w�th but one earth-box left, and a pack of men follow�ng l�ke dogs
after a fox, th�s London was no place for h�m. He have take h�s last earth-



box on board a sh�p, and he leave the land. He th�nk to escape, but no! we
follow h�m. Tally Ho! as fr�end Arthur would say when he put on h�s red
frock! Our old fox �s w�ly; oh! so w�ly, and we must follow w�th w�le. I,
too, am w�ly and I th�nk h�s m�nd �n a l�ttle wh�le. In meant�me we may rest
and �n peace, for there are waters between us wh�ch he do not want to pass,
and wh�ch he could not �f he would—unless the sh�p were to touch the land,
and then only at full or slack t�de. See, and the sun �s just rose, and all day
to sunset �s to us. Let us take bath, and dress, and have breakfast wh�ch we
all need, and wh�ch we can eat comfortably s�nce he be not �n the same land
w�th us.” M�na looked at h�m appeal�ngly as she asked:—

“But why need we seek h�m further, when he �s gone away from us?” He
took her hand and patted �t as he repl�ed:—

“Ask me noth�ngs as yet. When we have breakfast, then I answer all
quest�ons.” He would say no more, and we separated to dress.

After breakfast M�na repeated her quest�on. He looked at her gravely for
a m�nute and then sa�d sorrowfully:—

“Because my dear, dear Madam M�na, now more than ever must we f�nd
h�m even �f we have to follow h�m to the jaws of Hell!” She grew paler as
she asked fa�ntly:—

“Why?”
“Because,” he answered solemnly, “he can l�ve for centur�es, and you are

but mortal woman. T�me �s now to be dreaded—s�nce once he put that mark
upon your throat.”

I was just �n t�me to catch her as she fell forward �n a fa�nt.



CHAPTER XXIV

DR. SEWARD’S PHONOGRAPH DIARY, SPOKEN BY VAN HELSING

THIS to Jonathan Harker.
You are to stay w�th your dear Madam M�na. We shall go to make our

search—�f I can call �t so, for �t �s not search but know�ng, and we seek
conf�rmat�on only. But do you stay and take care of her to-day. Th�s �s your
best and most hol�est off�ce. Th�s day noth�ng can f�nd h�m here. Let me tell
you that so you w�ll know what we four know already, for I have tell them.
He, our enemy, have gone away; he have gone back to h�s Castle �n
Transylvan�a. I know �t so well, as �f a great hand of f�re wrote �t on the
wall. He have prepare for th�s �n some way, and that last earth-box was
ready to sh�p somewheres. For th�s he took the money; for th�s he hurry at
the last, lest we catch h�m before the sun go down. It was h�s last hope, save
that he m�ght h�de �n the tomb that he th�nk poor M�ss Lucy, be�ng as he
thought l�ke h�m, keep open to h�m. But there was not of t�me. When that
fa�l he make stra�ght for h�s last resource—h�s last earth-work I m�ght say
d�d I w�sh double entente. He �s clever, oh, so clever! he know that h�s game
here was f�n�sh; and so he dec�de he go back home. He f�nd sh�p go�ng by
the route he came, and he go �n �t. We go off now to f�nd what sh�p, and
wh�ther bound; when we have d�scover that, we come back and tell you all.
Then we w�ll comfort you and poor dear Madam M�na w�th new hope. For
�t w�ll be hope when you th�nk �t over: that all �s not lost. Th�s very creature
that we pursue, he take hundreds of years to get so far as London; and yet �n
one day, when we know of the d�sposal of h�m we dr�ve h�m out. He �s
f�n�te, though he �s powerful to do much harm and suffers not as we do. But
we are strong, each �n our purpose; and we are all more strong together.
Take heart afresh, dear husband of Madam M�na. Th�s battle �s but begun,
and �n the end we shall w�n—so sure as that God s�ts on h�gh to watch over
H�s ch�ldren. Therefore be of much comfort t�ll we return.

V�� H������.

Jonathan Harker’s Journal.



4 October.—When I read to M�na, Van Hels�ng’s message �n the
phonograph, the poor g�rl br�ghtened up cons�derably. Already the certa�nty
that the Count �s out of the country has g�ven her comfort; and comfort �s
strength to her. For my own part, now that h�s horr�ble danger �s not face to
face w�th us, �t seems almost �mposs�ble to bel�eve �n �t. Even my own
terr�ble exper�ences �n Castle Dracula seem l�ke a long-forgotten dream.
Here �n the cr�sp autumn a�r �n the br�ght sunl�ght——

Alas! how can I d�sbel�eve! In the m�dst of my thought my eye fell on
the red scar on my poor darl�ng’s wh�te forehead. Wh�lst that lasts, there can
be no d�sbel�ef. And afterwards the very memory of �t w�ll keep fa�th crystal
clear. M�na and I fear to be �dle, so we have been over all the d�ar�es aga�n
and aga�n. Somehow, although the real�ty seems greater each t�me, the pa�n
and the fear seem less. There �s someth�ng of a gu�d�ng purpose man�fest
throughout, wh�ch �s comfort�ng. M�na says that perhaps we are the
�nstruments of ult�mate good. It may be! I shall try to th�nk as she does. We
have never spoken to each other yet of the future. It �s better to wa�t t�ll we
see the Professor and the others after the�r �nvest�gat�ons.

The day �s runn�ng by more qu�ckly than I ever thought a day could run
for me aga�n. It �s now three o’clock.

M�na Harker’s Journal.
5 October, 5 p. m.—Our meet�ng for report. Present: Professor Van

Hels�ng, Lord Godalm�ng, Dr. Seward, Mr. Qu�ncey Morr�s, Jonathan
Harker, M�na Harker.

Dr. Van Hels�ng descr�bed what steps were taken dur�ng the day to
d�scover on what boat and wh�ther bound Count Dracula made h�s escape:
—

“As I knew that he wanted to get back to Transylvan�a, I felt sure that he
must go by the Danube mouth; or by somewhere �n the Black Sea, s�nce by
that way he come. It was a dreary blank that was before us. Omne �gnotum
pro magn�f�co; and so w�th heavy hearts we start to f�nd what sh�ps leave
for the Black Sea last n�ght. He was �n sa�l�ng sh�p, s�nce Madam M�na tell
of sa�ls be�ng set. These not so �mportant as to go �n your l�st of the
sh�pp�ng �n the T�mes, and so we go, by suggest�on of Lord Godalm�ng, to
your Lloyd’s, where are note of all sh�ps that sa�l, however so small. There
we f�nd that only one Black-Sea-bound sh�p go out w�th the t�de. She �s the
Czar�na Cather�ne, and she sa�l from Dool�ttle’s Wharf for Varna, and



thence on to other parts and up the Danube. ‘Soh!’ sa�d I, ‘th�s �s the sh�p
whereon �s the Count.’ So off we go to Dool�ttle’s Wharf, and there we f�nd
a man �n an off�ce of wood so small that the man look b�gger than the
off�ce. From h�m we �nqu�re of the go�ngs of the Czar�na Cather�ne. He
swear much, and he red face and loud of vo�ce, but he good fellow all the
same; and when Qu�ncey g�ve h�m someth�ng from h�s pocket wh�ch
crackle as he roll �t up, and put �t �n a so small bag wh�ch he have h�d deep
�n h�s cloth�ng, he st�ll better fellow and humble servant to us. He come
w�th us, and ask many men who are rough and hot; these be better fellows
too when they have been no more th�rsty. They say much of blood and
bloom, and of others wh�ch I comprehend not, though I guess what they
mean; but nevertheless they tell us all th�ngs wh�ch we want to know.

“They make known to us among them, how last afternoon at about f�ve
o’clock comes a man so hurry. A tall man, th�n and pale, w�th h�gh nose and
teeth so wh�te, and eyes that seem to be burn�ng. That he be all �n black,
except that he have a hat of straw wh�ch su�t not h�m or the t�me. That he
scatter h�s money �n mak�ng qu�ck �nqu�ry as to what sh�p sa�ls for the
Black Sea and for where. Some took h�m to the off�ce and then to the sh�p,
where he w�ll not go aboard but halt at shore end of gang-plank, and ask
that the capta�n come to h�m. The capta�n come, when told that he w�ll be
pay well; and though he swear much at the f�rst he agree to term. Then the
th�n man go and some one tell h�m where horse and cart can be h�red. He go
there and soon he come aga�n, h�mself dr�v�ng cart on wh�ch a great box;
th�s he h�mself l�ft down, though �t take several to put �t on truck for the
sh�p. He g�ve much talk to capta�n as to how and where h�s box �s to be
place; but the capta�n l�ke �t not and swear at h�m �n many tongues, and tell
h�m that �f he l�ke he can come and see where �t shall be. But he say ‘no’;
that he come not yet, for that he have much to do. Whereupon the capta�n
tell h�m that he had better be qu�ck—w�th blood—for that h�s sh�p w�ll
leave the place—of blood—before the turn of the t�de—w�th blood. Then
the th�n man sm�le and say that of course he must go when he th�nk f�t; but
he w�ll be surpr�se �f he go qu�te so soon. The capta�n swear aga�n, polyglot,
and the th�n man make h�m bow, and thank h�m, and say that he w�ll so far
�ntrude on h�s k�ndness as to come aboard before the sa�l�ng. F�nal the
capta�n, more red than ever, and �n more tongues tell h�m that he doesn’t
want no Frenchmen—w�th bloom upon them and also w�th blood—�n h�s



sh�p—w�th blood on her also. And so, after ask�ng where there m�ght be
close at hand a sh�p where he m�ght purchase sh�p forms, he departed.

“No one knew where he went ‘or bloom�n’ well cared,’ as they sa�d, for
they had someth�ng else to th�nk of—well w�th blood aga�n; for �t soon
became apparent to all that the Czar�na Cather�ne would not sa�l as was
expected. A th�n m�st began to creep up from the r�ver, and �t grew, and
grew; t�ll soon a dense fog enveloped the sh�p and all around her. The
capta�n swore polyglot—very polyglot—polyglot w�th bloom and blood;
but he could do noth�ng. The water rose and rose; and he began to fear that
he would lose the t�de altogether. He was �n no fr�endly mood, when just at
full t�de, the th�n man came up the gang-plank aga�n and asked to see where
h�s box had been stowed. Then the capta�n repl�ed that he w�shed that he
and h�s box—old and w�th much bloom and blood—were �n hell. But the
th�n man d�d not be offend, and went down w�th the mate and saw where �t
was place, and came up and stood awh�le on deck �n fog. He must have
come off by h�mself, for none not�ce h�m. Indeed they thought not of h�m;
for soon the fog beg�n to melt away, and all was clear aga�n. My fr�ends of
the th�rst and the language that was of bloom and blood laughed, as they
told how the capta�n’s swears exceeded even h�s usual polyglot, and was
more than ever full of p�cturesque, when on quest�on�ng other mar�ners who
were on movement up and down on the r�ver that hour, he found that few of
them had seen any of fog at all, except where �t lay round the wharf.
However, the sh�p went out on the ebb t�de; and was doubtless by morn�ng
far down the r�ver mouth. She was by then, when they told us, well out to
sea.

“And so, my dear Madam M�na, �t �s that we have to rest for a t�me, for
our enemy �s on the sea, w�th the fog at h�s command, on h�s way to the
Danube mouth. To sa�l a sh�p takes t�me, go she never so qu�ck; and when
we start we go on land more qu�ck, and we meet h�m there. Our best hope �s
to come on h�m when �n the box between sunr�se and sunset; for then he can
make no struggle, and we may deal w�th h�m as we should. There are days
for us, �n wh�ch we can make ready our plan. We know all about where he
go; for we have seen the owner of the sh�p, who have shown us �nvo�ces
and all papers that can be. The box we seek �s to be landed �n Varna, and to
be g�ven to an agent, one R�st�cs who w�ll there present h�s credent�als; and
so our merchant fr�end w�ll have done h�s part. When he ask �f there be any
wrong, for that so, he can telegraph and have �nqu�ry made at Varna, we say



‘no’; for what �s to be done �s not for pol�ce or of the customs. It must be
done by us alone and �n our own way.”

When Dr. Van Hels�ng had done speak�ng, I asked h�m �f he were certa�n
that the Count had rema�ned on board the sh�p. He repl�ed: “We have the
best proof of that: your own ev�dence, when �n the hypnot�c trance th�s
morn�ng.” I asked h�m aga�n �f �t were really necessary that they should
pursue the Count, for oh! I dread Jonathan leav�ng me, and I know that he
would surely go �f the others went. He answered �n grow�ng pass�on, at f�rst
qu�etly. As he went on, however, he grew more angry and more forceful, t�ll
�n the end we could not but see where�n was at least some of that personal
dom�nance wh�ch made h�m so long a master amongst men:—

“Yes, �t �s necessary—necessary—necessary! For your sake �n the f�rst,
and then for the sake of human�ty. Th�s monster has done much harm
already, �n the narrow scope where he f�nd h�mself, and �n the short t�me
when as yet he was only as a body grop�ng h�s so small measure �n darkness
and not know�ng. All th�s have I told these others; you, my dear Madam
M�na, w�ll learn �t �n the phonograph of my fr�end John, or �n that of your
husband. I have told them how the measure of leav�ng h�s own barren land
—barren of peoples—and com�ng to a new land where l�fe of man teems t�ll
they are l�ke the mult�tude of stand�ng corn, was the work of centur�es.
Were another of the Un-Dead, l�ke h�m, to try to do what he has done,
perhaps not all the centur�es of the world that have been, or that w�ll be,
could a�d h�m. W�th th�s one, all the forces of nature that are occult and
deep and strong must have worked together �n some wondrous way. The
very place, where he have been al�ve, Un-Dead for all these centur�es, �s
full of strangeness of the geolog�c and chem�cal world. There are deep
caverns and f�ssures that reach none know wh�ther. There have been
volcanoes, some of whose open�ngs st�ll send out waters of strange
propert�es, and gases that k�ll or make to v�v�fy. Doubtless, there �s
someth�ng magnet�c or electr�c �n some of these comb�nat�ons of occult
forces wh�ch work for phys�cal l�fe �n strange way; and �n h�mself were
from the f�rst some great qual�t�es. In a hard and warl�ke t�me he was
celebrate that he have more �ron nerve, more subtle bra�n, more braver
heart, than any man. In h�m some v�tal pr�nc�ple have �n strange way found
the�r utmost; and as h�s body keep strong and grow and thr�ve, so h�s bra�n
grow too. All th�s w�thout that d�abol�c a�d wh�ch �s surely to h�m; for �t
have to y�eld to the powers that come from, and are, symbol�c of good. And



now th�s �s what he �s to us. He have �nfect you—oh, forg�ve me, my dear,
that I must say such; but �t �s for good of you that I speak. He �nfect you �n
such w�se, that even �f he do no more, you have only to l�ve—to l�ve �n your
own old, sweet way; and so �n t�me, death, wh�ch �s of man’s common lot
and w�th God’s sanct�on, shall make you l�ke to h�m. Th�s must not be! We
have sworn together that �t must not. Thus are we m�n�sters of God’s own
w�sh: that the world, and men for whom H�s Son d�e, w�ll not be g�ven over
to monsters, whose very ex�stence would defame H�m. He have allowed us
to redeem one soul already, and we go out as the old kn�ghts of the Cross to
redeem more. L�ke them we shall travel towards the sunr�se; and l�ke them,
�f we fall, we fall �n good cause.” He paused and I sa�d:—

“But w�ll not the Count take h�s rebuff w�sely? S�nce he has been dr�ven
from England, w�ll he not avo�d �t, as a t�ger does the v�llage from wh�ch he
has been hunted?”

“Aha!” he sa�d, “your s�m�le of the t�ger good, for me, and I shall adopt
h�m. Your man-eater, as they of Ind�a call the t�ger who has once tasted
blood of the human, care no more for the other prey, but prowl unceas�ng
t�ll he get h�m. Th�s that we hunt from our v�llage �s a t�ger, too, a man-
eater, and he never cease to prowl. Nay, �n h�mself he �s not one to ret�re
and stay afar. In h�s l�fe, h�s l�v�ng l�fe, he go over the Turkey front�er and
attack h�s enemy on h�s own ground; he be beaten back, but d�d he stay?
No! He come aga�n, and aga�n, and aga�n. Look at h�s pers�stence and
endurance. W�th the ch�ld-bra�n that was to h�m he have long s�nce
conce�ve the �dea of com�ng to a great c�ty. What does he do? He f�nd out
the place of all the world most of prom�se for h�m. Then he del�berately set
h�mself down to prepare for the task. He f�nd �n pat�ence just how �s h�s
strength, and what are h�s powers. He study new tongues. He learn new
soc�al l�fe; new env�ronment of old ways, the pol�t�c, the law, the f�nance,
the sc�ence, the hab�t of a new land and a new people who have come to be
s�nce he was. H�s gl�mpse that he have had, whet h�s appet�te only and
enkeen h�s des�re. Nay, �t help h�m to grow as to h�s bra�n; for �t all prove to
h�m how r�ght he was at the f�rst �n h�s surm�ses. He have done th�s alone;
all alone! from a ru�n tomb �n a forgotten land. What more may he not do
when the greater world of thought �s open to h�m. He that can sm�le at
death, as we know h�m; who can flour�sh �n the m�dst of d�seases that k�ll
off whole peoples. Oh, �f such an one was to come from God, and not the
Dev�l, what a force for good m�ght he not be �n th�s old world of ours. But



we are pledged to set the world free. Our to�l must be �n s�lence, and our
efforts all �n secret; for �n th�s enl�ghtened age, when men bel�eve not even
what they see, the doubt�ng of w�se men would be h�s greatest strength. It
would be at once h�s sheath and h�s armour, and h�s weapons to destroy us,
h�s enem�es, who are w�ll�ng to per�l even our own souls for the safety of
one we love—for the good of mank�nd, and for the honour and glory of
God.”

After a general d�scuss�on �t was determ�ned that for to-n�ght noth�ng be
def�n�tely settled; that we should all sleep on the facts, and try to th�nk out
the proper conclus�ons. To-morrow, at breakfast, we are to meet aga�n, and,
after mak�ng our conclus�ons known to one another, we shall dec�de on
some def�n�te cause of act�on.

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .
I feel a wonderful peace and rest to-n�ght. It �s as �f some haunt�ng

presence were removed from me. Perhaps ...
My surm�se was not f�n�shed, could not be; for I caught s�ght �n the

m�rror of the red mark upon my forehead; and I knew that I was st�ll
unclean.

Dr. Seward’s D�ary.
5 October.—We all rose early, and I th�nk that sleep d�d much for each

and all of us. When we met at early breakfast there was more general
cheerfulness than any of us had ever expected to exper�ence aga�n.

It �s really wonderful how much res�l�ence there �s �n human nature. Let
any obstruct�ng cause, no matter what, be removed �n any way—even by
death—and we fly back to f�rst pr�nc�ples of hope and enjoyment. More
than once as we sat around the table, my eyes opened �n wonder whether
the whole of the past days had not been a dream. It was only when I caught
s�ght of the red blotch on Mrs. Harker’s forehead that I was brought back to
real�ty. Even now, when I am gravely revolv�ng the matter, �t �s almost
�mposs�ble to real�se that the cause of all our trouble �s st�ll ex�stent. Even
Mrs. Harker seems to lose s�ght of her trouble for whole spells; �t �s only
now and aga�n, when someth�ng recalls �t to her m�nd, that she th�nks of her
terr�ble scar. We are to meet here �n my study �n half an hour and dec�de on
our course of act�on. I see only one �mmed�ate d�ff�culty, I know �t by
�nst�nct rather than reason: we shall all have to speak frankly; and yet I fear



that �n some myster�ous way poor Mrs. Harker’s tongue �s t�ed. I know that
she forms conclus�ons of her own, and from all that has been I can guess
how br�ll�ant and how true they must be; but she w�ll not, or cannot, g�ve
them utterance. I have ment�oned th�s to Van Hels�ng, and he and I are to
talk �t over when we are alone. I suppose �t �s some of that horr�d po�son
wh�ch has got �nto her ve�ns beg�nn�ng to work. The Count had h�s own
purposes when he gave her what Van Hels�ng called “the Vamp�re’s bapt�sm
of blood.” Well, there may be a po�son that d�st�ls �tself out of good th�ngs;
�n an age when the ex�stence of ptoma�nes �s a mystery we should not
wonder at anyth�ng! One th�ng I know: that �f my �nst�nct be true regard�ng
poor Mrs. Harker’s s�lences, then there �s a terr�ble d�ff�culty—an unknown
danger—�n the work before us. The same power that compels her s�lence
may compel her speech. I dare not th�nk further; for so I should �n my
thoughts d�shonour a noble woman!

Van Hels�ng �s com�ng to my study a l�ttle before the others. I shall try to
open the subject w�th h�m.

 
Later.—When the Professor came �n, we talked over the state of th�ngs. I

could see that he had someth�ng on h�s m�nd wh�ch he wanted to say, but
felt some hes�tancy about broach�ng the subject. After beat�ng about the
bush a l�ttle, he sa�d suddenly:—

“Fr�end John, there �s someth�ng that you and I must talk of alone, just at
the f�rst at any rate. Later, we may have to take the others �nto our
conf�dence”; then he stopped, so I wa�ted; he went on:—

“Madam M�na, our poor, dear Madam M�na �s chang�ng.” A cold sh�ver
ran through me to f�nd my worst fears thus endorsed. Van Hels�ng
cont�nued:—

“W�th the sad exper�ence of M�ss Lucy, we must th�s t�me be warned
before th�ngs go too far. Our task �s now �n real�ty more d�ff�cult than ever,
and th�s new trouble makes every hour of the d�rest �mportance. I can see
the character�st�cs of the vamp�re com�ng �n her face. It �s now but very,
very sl�ght; but �t �s to be seen �f we have eyes to not�ce w�thout to prejudge.
Her teeth are some sharper, and at t�mes her eyes are more hard. But these
are not all, there �s to her the s�lence now often; as so �t was w�th M�ss
Lucy. She d�d not speak, even when she wrote that wh�ch she w�shed to be
known later. Now my fear �s th�s. If �t be that she can, by our hypnot�c



trance, tell what the Count see and hear, �s �t not more true that he who have
hypnot�se her f�rst, and who have dr�nk of her very blood and make her
dr�nk of h�s, should, �f he w�ll, compel her m�nd to d�sclose to h�m that
wh�ch she know?” I nodded acqu�escence; he went on:—

“Then, what we must do �s to prevent th�s; we must keep her �gnorant of
our �ntent, and so she cannot tell what she know not. Th�s �s a pa�nful task!
Oh, so pa�nful that �t heart-break me to th�nk of; but �t must be. When to-
day we meet, I must tell her that for reason wh�ch we w�ll not to speak she
must not more be of our counc�l, but be s�mply guarded by us.” He w�ped
h�s forehead, wh�ch had broken out �n profuse persp�rat�on at the thought of
the pa�n wh�ch he m�ght have to �nfl�ct upon the poor soul already so
tortured. I knew that �t would be some sort of comfort to h�m �f I told h�m
that I also had come to the same conclus�on; for at any rate �t would take
away the pa�n of doubt. I told h�m, and the effect was as I expected.

It �s now close to the t�me of our general gather�ng. Van Hels�ng has
gone away to prepare for the meet�ng, and h�s pa�nful part of �t. I really
bel�eve h�s purpose �s to be able to pray alone.

 
Later.—At the very outset of our meet�ng a great personal rel�ef was

exper�enced by both Van Hels�ng and myself. Mrs. Harker had sent a
message by her husband to say that she would not jo�n us at present, as she
thought �t better that we should be free to d�scuss our movements w�thout
her presence to embarrass us. The Professor and I looked at each other for
an �nstant, and somehow we both seemed rel�eved. For my own part, I
thought that �f Mrs. Harker real�sed the danger herself, �t was much pa�n as
well as much danger averted. Under the c�rcumstances we agreed, by a
quest�on�ng look and answer, w�th f�nger on l�p, to preserve s�lence �n our
susp�c�ons, unt�l we should have been able to confer alone aga�n. We went
at once �nto our Plan of Campa�gn. Van Hels�ng roughly put the facts before
us f�rst:—

“The Czar�na Cather�ne left the Thames yesterday morn�ng. It w�ll take
her at the qu�ckest speed she has ever made at least three weeks to reach
Varna; but we can travel overland to the same place �n three days. Now, �f
we allow for two days less for the sh�p’s voyage, ow�ng to such weather
�nfluences as we know that the Count can br�ng to bear; and �f we allow a
whole day and n�ght for any delays wh�ch may occur to us, then we have a



marg�n of nearly two weeks. Thus, �n order to be qu�te safe, we must leave
here on 17th at latest. Then we shall at any rate be �n Varna a day before the
sh�p arr�ves, and able to make such preparat�ons as may be necessary. Of
course we shall all go armed—armed aga�nst ev�l th�ngs, sp�r�tual as well as
phys�cal.” Here Qu�ncey Morr�s added:—

“I understand that the Count comes from a wolf country, and �t may be
that he shall get there before us. I propose that we add W�nchesters to our
armament. I have a k�nd of bel�ef �n a W�nchester when there �s any trouble
of that sort around. Do you remember, Art, when we had the pack after us at
Tobolsk? What wouldn’t we have g�ven then for a repeater ap�ece!”

“Good!” sa�d Van Hels�ng, “W�nchesters �t shall be. Qu�ncey’s head �s
level at all t�mes, but most so when there �s to hunt, metaphor be more
d�shonour to sc�ence than wolves be of danger to man. In the meant�me we
can do noth�ng here; and as I th�nk that Varna �s not fam�l�ar to any of us,
why not go there more soon? It �s as long to wa�t here as there. To-n�ght and
to-morrow we can get ready, and then, �f all be well, we four can set out on
our journey.”

“We four?” sa�d Harker �nterrogat�vely, look�ng from one to another of
us.

“Of course!” answered the Professor qu�ckly, “you must rema�n to take
care of your so sweet w�fe!” Harker was s�lent for awh�le and then sa�d �n a
hollow vo�ce:—

“Let us talk of that part of �t �n the morn�ng. I want to consult w�th
M�na.” I thought that now was the t�me for Van Hels�ng to warn h�m not to
d�sclose our plans to her; but he took no not�ce. I looked at h�m s�gn�f�cantly
and coughed. For answer he put h�s f�nger on h�s l�ps and turned away.

Jonathan Harker’s Journal.
5 October, afternoon.—For some t�me after our meet�ng th�s morn�ng I

could not th�nk. The new phases of th�ngs leave my m�nd �n a state of
wonder wh�ch allows no room for act�ve thought. M�na’s determ�nat�on not
to take any part �n the d�scuss�on set me th�nk�ng; and as I could not argue
the matter w�th her, I could only guess. I am as far as ever from a solut�on
now. The way the others rece�ved �t, too, puzzled me; the last t�me we
talked of the subject we agreed that there was to be no more concealment of
anyth�ng amongst us. M�na �s sleep�ng now, calmly and sweetly l�ke a l�ttle



ch�ld. Her l�ps are curved and her face beams w�th happ�ness. Thank God,
there are such moments st�ll for her.

 
Later.—How strange �t all �s. I sat watch�ng M�na’s happy sleep, and

came as near to be�ng happy myself as I suppose I shall ever be. As the
even�ng drew on, and the earth took �ts shadows from the sun s�nk�ng lower,
the s�lence of the room grew more and more solemn to me. All at once
M�na opened her eyes, and look�ng at me tenderly, sa�d:—

“Jonathan, I want you to prom�se me someth�ng on your word of honour.
A prom�se made to me, but made hol�ly �n God’s hear�ng, and not to be
broken though I should go down on my knees and �mplore you w�th b�tter
tears. Qu�ck, you must make �t to me at once.”

“M�na,” I sa�d, “a prom�se l�ke that, I cannot make at once. I may have
no r�ght to make �t.”

“But, dear one,” she sa�d, w�th such sp�r�tual �ntens�ty that her eyes were
l�ke pole stars, “�t �s I who w�sh �t; and �t �s not for myself. You can ask Dr.
Van Hels�ng �f I am not r�ght; �f he d�sagrees you may do as you w�ll. Nay,
more, �f you all agree, later, you are absolved from the prom�se.”

“I prom�se!” I sa�d, and for a moment she looked supremely happy;
though to me all happ�ness for her was den�ed by the red scar on her
forehead. She sa�d:—

“Prom�se me that you w�ll not tell me anyth�ng of the plans formed for
the campa�gn aga�nst the Count. Not by word, or �nference, or �mpl�cat�on;
not at any t�me wh�lst th�s rema�ns to me!” and she solemnly po�nted to the
scar. I saw that she was �n earnest, and sa�d solemnly:—

“I prom�se!” and as I sa�d �t I felt that from that �nstant a door had been
shut between us.

 
Later, m�dn�ght.—M�na has been br�ght and cheerful all the even�ng. So

much so that all the rest seemed to take courage, as �f �nfected somewhat
w�th her ga�ety; as a result even I myself felt as �f the pall of gloom wh�ch
we�ghs us down were somewhat l�fted. We all ret�red early. M�na �s now
sleep�ng l�ke a l�ttle ch�ld; �t �s a wonderful th�ng that her faculty of sleep
rema�ns to her �n the m�dst of her terr�ble trouble. Thank God for �t, for then



at least she can forget her care. Perhaps her example may affect me as her
ga�ety d�d to-n�ght. I shall try �t. Oh! for a dreamless sleep.

 
6 October, morn�ng.—Another surpr�se. M�na woke me early, about the

same t�me as yesterday, and asked me to br�ng Dr. Van Hels�ng. I thought
that �t was another occas�on for hypnot�sm, and w�thout quest�on went for
the Professor. He had ev�dently expected some such call, for I found h�m
dressed �n h�s room. H�s door was ajar, so that he could hear the open�ng of
the door of our room. He came at once; as he passed �nto the room, he
asked M�na �f the others m�ght come, too.

“No,” she sa�d qu�te s�mply, “�t w�ll not be necessary. You can tell them
just as well. I must go w�th you on your journey.”

Dr. Van Hels�ng was as startled as I was. After a moment’s pause he
asked:—

“But why?”
“You must take me w�th you. I am safer w�th you, and you shall be safer,

too.”
“But why, dear Madam M�na? You know that your safety �s our

solemnest duty. We go �nto danger, to wh�ch you are, or may be, more l�able
than any of us from—from c�rcumstances—th�ngs that have been.” He
paused, embarrassed.

As she repl�ed, she ra�sed her f�nger and po�nted to her forehead:—
“I know. That �s why I must go. I can tell you now, wh�lst the sun �s

com�ng up; I may not be able aga�n. I know that when the Count w�lls me I
must go. I know that �f he tells me to come �n secret, I must come by w�le;
by any dev�ce to hoodw�nk—even Jonathan.” God saw the look that she
turned on me as she spoke, and �f there be �ndeed a Record�ng Angel that
look �s noted to her everlast�ng honour. I could only clasp her hand. I could
not speak; my emot�on was too great for even the rel�ef of tears. She went
on:—

“You men are brave and strong. You are strong �n your numbers, for you
can defy that wh�ch would break down the human endurance of one who
had to guard alone. Bes�des, I may be of serv�ce, s�nce you can hypnot�se
me and so learn that wh�ch even I myself do not know.” Dr. Van Hels�ng
sa�d very gravely:—



“Madam M�na, you are, as always, most w�se. You shall w�th us come;
and together we shall do that wh�ch we go forth to ach�eve.” When he had
spoken, M�na’s long spell of s�lence made me look at her. She had fallen
back on her p�llow asleep; she d�d not even wake when I had pulled up the
bl�nd and let �n the sunl�ght wh�ch flooded the room. Van Hels�ng mot�oned
to me to come w�th h�m qu�etly. We went to h�s room, and w�th�n a m�nute
Lord Godalm�ng, Dr. Seward, and Mr. Morr�s were w�th us also. He told
them what M�na had sa�d, and went on:—

“In the morn�ng we shall leave for Varna. We have now to deal w�th a
new factor: Madam M�na. Oh, but her soul �s true. It �s to her an agony to
tell us so much as she has done; but �t �s most r�ght, and we are warned �n
t�me. There must be no chance lost, and �n Varna we must be ready to act
the �nstant when that sh�p arr�ves.”

“What shall we do exactly?” asked Mr. Morr�s lacon�cally. The Professor
paused before reply�ng:—

“We shall at the f�rst board that sh�p; then, when we have �dent�f�ed the
box, we shall place a branch of the w�ld rose on �t. Th�s we shall fasten, for
when �t �s there none can emerge; so at least says the superst�t�on. And to
superst�t�on must we trust at the f�rst; �t was man’s fa�th �n the early, and �t
have �ts root �n fa�th st�ll. Then, when we get the opportun�ty that we seek,
when none are near to see, we shall open the box, and—and all w�ll be
well.”

“I shall not wa�t for any opportun�ty,” sa�d Morr�s. “When I see the box I
shall open �t and destroy the monster, though there were a thousand men
look�ng on, and �f I am to be w�ped out for �t the next moment!” I grasped
h�s hand �nst�nct�vely and found �t as f�rm as a p�ece of steel. I th�nk he
understood my look; I hope he d�d.

“Good boy,” sa�d Dr. Van Hels�ng. “Brave boy. Qu�ncey �s all man. God
bless h�m for �t. My ch�ld, bel�eve me none of us shall lag beh�nd or pause
from any fear. I do but say what we may do—what we must do. But,
�ndeed, �ndeed we cannot say what we shall do. There are so many th�ngs
wh�ch may happen, and the�r ways and the�r ends are so var�ous that unt�l
the moment we may not say. We shall all be armed, �n all ways; and when
the t�me for the end has come, our effort shall not be lack. Now let us to-day
put all our affa�rs �n order. Let all th�ngs wh�ch touch on others dear to us,
and who on us depend, be complete; for none of us can tell what, or when,



or how, the end may be. As for me, my own affa�rs are regulate; and as I
have noth�ng else to do, I shall go make arrangements for the travel. I shall
have all t�ckets and so forth for our journey.”

There was noth�ng further to be sa�d, and we parted. I shall now settle up
all my affa�rs of earth, and be ready for whatever may come....

 
Later.—It �s all done; my w�ll �s made, and all complete. M�na �f she

surv�ve �s my sole he�r. If �t should not be so, then the others who have been
so good to us shall have rema�nder.

It �s now draw�ng towards the sunset; M�na’s uneas�ness calls my
attent�on to �t. I am sure that there �s someth�ng on her m�nd wh�ch the t�me
of exact sunset w�ll reveal. These occas�ons are becom�ng harrow�ng t�mes
for us all, for each sunr�se and sunset opens up some new danger—some
new pa�n, wh�ch, however, may �n God’s w�ll be means to a good end. I
wr�te all these th�ngs �n the d�ary s�nce my darl�ng must not hear them now;
but �f �t may be that she can see them aga�n, they shall be ready.

She �s call�ng to me.



CHAPTER XXV

DR. SEWARD’S DIARY

11 October, Even�ng.—Jonathan Harker has asked me to note th�s, as he
says he �s hardly equal to the task, and he wants an exact record kept.

I th�nk that none of us were surpr�sed when we were asked to see Mrs.
Harker a l�ttle before the t�me of sunset. We have of late come to understand
that sunr�se and sunset are to her t�mes of pecul�ar freedom; when her old
self can be man�fest w�thout any controll�ng force subdu�ng or restra�n�ng
her, or �nc�t�ng her to act�on. Th�s mood or cond�t�on beg�ns some half hour
or more before actual sunr�se or sunset, and lasts t�ll e�ther the sun �s h�gh,
or wh�lst the clouds are st�ll aglow w�th the rays stream�ng above the
hor�zon. At f�rst there �s a sort of negat�ve cond�t�on, as �f some t�e were
loosened, and then the absolute freedom qu�ckly follows; when, however,
the freedom ceases the change-back or relapse comes qu�ckly, preceded
only by a spell of warn�ng s�lence.

To-n�ght, when we met, she was somewhat constra�ned, and bore all the
s�gns of an �nternal struggle. I put �t down myself to her mak�ng a v�olent
effort at the earl�est �nstant she could do so. A very few m�nutes, however,
gave her complete control of herself; then, mot�on�ng her husband to s�t
bes�de her on the sofa where she was half recl�n�ng, she made the rest of us
br�ng cha�rs up close. Tak�ng her husband’s hand �n hers began:—

“We are all here together �n freedom, for perhaps the last t�me! I know,
dear; I know that you w�ll always be w�th me to the end.” Th�s was to her
husband whose hand had, as we could see, t�ghtened upon hers. “In the
morn�ng we go out upon our task, and God alone knows what may be �n
store for any of us. You are go�ng to be so good to me as to take me w�th
you. I know that all that brave earnest men can do for a poor weak woman,
whose soul perhaps �s lost—no, no, not yet, but �s at any rate at stake—you
w�ll do. But you must remember that I am not as you are. There �s a po�son
�n my blood, �n my soul, wh�ch may destroy me; wh�ch must destroy me,
unless some rel�ef comes to us. Oh, my fr�ends, you know as well as I do,
that my soul �s at stake; and though I know there �s one way out for me, you



must not and I must not take �t!” She looked appeal�ngly to us all �n turn,
beg�nn�ng and end�ng w�th her husband.

“What �s that way?” asked Van Hels�ng �n a hoarse vo�ce. “What �s that
way, wh�ch we must not—may not—take?”

“That I may d�e now, e�ther by my own hand or that of another, before
the greater ev�l �s ent�rely wrought. I know, and you know, that were I once
dead you could and would set free my �mmortal sp�r�t, even as you d�d my
poor Lucy’s. Were death, or the fear of death, the only th�ng that stood �n
the way I would not shr�nk to d�e here, now, am�dst the fr�ends who love
me. But death �s not all. I cannot bel�eve that to d�e �n such a case, when
there �s hope before us and a b�tter task to be done, �s God’s w�ll. Therefore,
I, on my part, g�ve up here the certa�nty of eternal rest, and go out �nto the
dark where may be the blackest th�ngs that the world or the nether world
holds!” We were all s�lent, for we knew �nst�nct�vely that th�s was only a
prelude. The faces of the others were set and Harker’s grew ashen grey;
perhaps he guessed better than any of us what was com�ng. She cont�nued:
—

“Th�s �s what I can g�ve �nto the hotch-pot.” I could not but note the
qua�nt legal phrase wh�ch she used �n such a place, and w�th all ser�ousness.
“What w�ll each of you g�ve? Your l�ves I know,” she went on qu�ckly, “that
�s easy for brave men. Your l�ves are God’s, and you can g�ve them back to
H�m; but what w�ll you g�ve to me?” She looked aga�n quest�on�ngly, but
th�s t�me avo�ded her husband’s face. Qu�ncey seemed to understand; he
nodded, and her face l�t up. “Then I shall tell you pla�nly what I want, for
there must be no doubtful matter �n th�s connect�on between us now. You
must prom�se me, one and all—even you, my beloved husband—that,
should the t�me come, you w�ll k�ll me.”

“What �s that t�me?” The vo�ce was Qu�ncey’s, but �t was low and
stra�ned.

“When you shall be conv�nced that I am so changed that �t �s better that I
d�e that I may l�ve. When I am thus dead �n the flesh, then you w�ll, w�thout
a moment’s delay, dr�ve a stake through me and cut off my head; or do
whatever else may be want�ng to g�ve me rest!”

Qu�ncey was the f�rst to r�se after the pause. He knelt down before her
and tak�ng her hand �n h�s sa�d solemnly:—



“I’m only a rough fellow, who hasn’t, perhaps, l�ved as a man should to
w�n such a d�st�nct�on, but I swear to you by all that I hold sacred and dear
that, should the t�me ever come, I shall not fl�nch from the duty that you
have set us. And I prom�se you, too, that I shall make all certa�n, for �f I am
only doubtful I shall take �t that the t�me has come!”

“My true fr�end!” was all she could say am�d her fast-fall�ng tears, as,
bend�ng over, she k�ssed h�s hand.

“I swear the same, my dear Madam M�na!” sa�d Van Hels�ng.
“And I!” sa�d Lord Godalm�ng, each of them �n turn kneel�ng to her to

take the oath. I followed, myself. Then her husband turned to her wan-eyed
and w�th a green�sh pallor wh�ch subdued the snowy wh�teness of h�s ha�r,
and asked:—

“And must I, too, make such a prom�se, oh, my w�fe?”
“You too, my dearest,” she sa�d, w�th �nf�n�te yearn�ng of p�ty �n her

vo�ce and eyes. “You must not shr�nk. You are nearest and dearest and all
the world to me; our souls are kn�t �nto one, for all l�fe and all t�me. Th�nk,
dear, that there have been t�mes when brave men have k�lled the�r w�ves and
the�r womenk�nd, to keep them from fall�ng �nto the hands of the enemy.
The�r hands d�d not falter any the more because those that they loved
�mplored them to slay them. It �s men’s duty towards those whom they love,
�n such t�mes of sore tr�al! And oh, my dear, �f �t �s to be that I must meet
death at any hand, let �t be at the hand of h�m that loves me best. Dr. Van
Hels�ng, I have not forgotten your mercy �n poor Lucy’s case to h�m who
loved”—she stopped w�th a fly�ng blush, and changed her phrase—“to h�m
who had best r�ght to g�ve her peace. If that t�me shall come aga�n, I look to
you to make �t a happy memory of my husband’s l�fe that �t was h�s lov�ng
hand wh�ch set me free from the awful thrall upon me.”

“Aga�n I swear!” came the Professor’s resonant vo�ce. Mrs. Harker
sm�led, pos�t�vely sm�led, as w�th a s�gh of rel�ef she leaned back and sa�d:
—

“And now one word of warn�ng, a warn�ng wh�ch you must never forget:
th�s t�me, �f �t ever come, may come qu�ckly and unexpectedly, and �n such
case you must lose no t�me �n us�ng your opportun�ty. At such a t�me I
myself m�ght be—nay! �f the t�me ever comes, shall be—leagued w�th your
enemy aga�nst you.”



“One more request;” she became very solemn as she sa�d th�s, “�t �s not
v�tal and necessary l�ke the other, but I want you to do one th�ng for me, �f
you w�ll.” We all acqu�esced, but no one spoke; there was no need to speak:
—

“I want you to read the Bur�al Serv�ce.” She was �nterrupted by a deep
groan from her husband; tak�ng h�s hand �n hers, she held �t over her heart,
and cont�nued: “You must read �t over me some day. Whatever may be the
�ssue of all th�s fearful state of th�ngs, �t w�ll be a sweet thought to all or
some of us. You, my dearest, w�ll I hope read �t, for then �t w�ll be �n your
vo�ce �n my memory for ever—come what may!”

“But oh, my dear one,” he pleaded, “death �s afar off from you.”
“Nay,” she sa�d, hold�ng up a warn�ng hand. “I am deeper �n death at th�s

moment than �f the we�ght of an earthly grave lay heavy upon me!”
“Oh, my w�fe, must I read �t?” he sa�d, before he began.
“It would comfort me, my husband!” was all she sa�d; and he began to

read when she had got the book ready.
“How can I—how could any one—tell of that strange scene, �ts

solemn�ty, �ts gloom, �ts sadness, �ts horror; and, w�thal, �ts sweetness. Even
a scept�c, who can see noth�ng but a travesty of b�tter truth �n anyth�ng holy
or emot�onal, would have been melted to the heart had he seen that l�ttle
group of lov�ng and devoted fr�ends kneel�ng round that str�cken and
sorrow�ng lady; or heard the tender pass�on of her husband’s vo�ce, as �n
tones so broken w�th emot�on that often he had to pause, he read the s�mple
and beaut�ful serv�ce from the Bur�al of the Dead. I—I cannot go on—
words—and—v-vo�ce—f-fa�l m-me!”

 
She was r�ght �n her �nst�nct. Strange as �t all was, b�zarre as �t may

hereafter seem even to us who felt �ts potent �nfluence at the t�me, �t
comforted us much; and the s�lence, wh�ch showed Mrs. Harker’s com�ng
relapse from her freedom of soul, d�d not seem so full of despa�r to any of
us as we had dreaded.

Jonathan Harker’s Journal.
15 October, Varna.—We left Char�ng Cross on the morn�ng of the 12th,

got to Par�s the same n�ght, and took the places secured for us �n the Or�ent
Express. We travelled n�ght and day, arr�v�ng here at about f�ve o’clock.



Lord Godalm�ng went to the Consulate to see �f any telegram had arr�ved
for h�m, wh�lst the rest of us came on to th�s hotel—“the Odessus.” The
journey may have had �nc�dents; I was, however, too eager to get on, to care
for them. Unt�l the Czar�na Cather�ne comes �nto port there w�ll be no
�nterest for me �n anyth�ng �n the w�de world. Thank God! M�na �s well, and
looks to be gett�ng stronger; her colour �s com�ng back. She sleeps a great
deal; throughout the journey she slept nearly all the t�me. Before sunr�se
and sunset, however, she �s very wakeful and alert; and �t has become a
hab�t for Van Hels�ng to hypnot�se her at such t�mes. At f�rst, some effort
was needed, and he had to make many passes; but now, she seems to y�eld
at once, as �f by hab�t, and scarcely any act�on �s needed. He seems to have
power at these part�cular moments to s�mply w�ll, and her thoughts obey
h�m. He always asks her what she can see and hear. She answers to the f�rst:
—

“Noth�ng; all �s dark.” And to the second:—
“I can hear the waves lapp�ng aga�nst the sh�p, and the water rush�ng by.

Canvas and cordage stra�n and masts and yards creak. The w�nd �s h�gh—I
can hear �t �n the shrouds, and the bow throws back the foam.” It �s ev�dent
that the Czar�na Cather�ne �s st�ll at sea, hasten�ng on her way to Varna.
Lord Godalm�ng has just returned. He had four telegrams, one each day
s�nce we started, and all to the same effect: that the Czar�na Cather�ne had
not been reported to Lloyd’s from anywhere. He had arranged before
leav�ng London that h�s agent should send h�m every day a telegram say�ng
�f the sh�p had been reported. He was to have a message even �f she were
not reported, so that he m�ght be sure that there was a watch be�ng kept at
the other end of the w�re.

We had d�nner and went to bed early. To-morrow we are to see the V�ce-
Consul, and to arrange, �f we can, about gett�ng on board the sh�p as soon as
she arr�ves. Van Hels�ng says that our chance w�ll be to get on the boat
between sunr�se and sunset. The Count, even �f he takes the form of a bat,
cannot cross the runn�ng water of h�s own vol�t�on, and so cannot leave the
sh�p. As he dare not change to man’s form w�thout susp�c�on—wh�ch he
ev�dently w�shes to avo�d—he must rema�n �n the box. If, then, we can
come on board after sunr�se, he �s at our mercy; for we can open the box
and make sure of h�m, as we d�d of poor Lucy, before he wakes. What
mercy he shall get from us w�ll not count for much. We th�nk that we shall
not have much trouble w�th off�c�als or the seamen. Thank God! th�s �s the



country where br�bery can do anyth�ng, and we are well suppl�ed w�th
money. We have only to make sure that the sh�p cannot come �nto port
between sunset and sunr�se w�thout our be�ng warned, and we shall be safe.
Judge Moneybag w�ll settle th�s case, I th�nk!

 
16 October.—M�na’s report st�ll the same: lapp�ng waves and rush�ng

water, darkness and favour�ng w�nds. We are ev�dently �n good t�me, and
when we hear of the Czar�na Cather�ne we shall be ready. As she must pass
the Dardanelles we are sure to have some report.

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .
17 October.—Everyth�ng �s pretty well f�xed now, I th�nk, to welcome

the Count on h�s return from h�s tour. Godalm�ng told the sh�ppers that he
fanc�ed that the box sent aboard m�ght conta�n someth�ng stolen from a
fr�end of h�s, and got a half consent that he m�ght open �t at h�s own r�sk.
The owner gave h�m a paper tell�ng the Capta�n to g�ve h�m every fac�l�ty �n
do�ng whatever he chose on board the sh�p, and also a s�m�lar author�sat�on
to h�s agent at Varna. We have seen the agent, who was much �mpressed
w�th Godalm�ng’s k�ndly manner to h�m, and we are all sat�sf�ed that
whatever he can do to a�d our w�shes w�ll be done. We have already
arranged what to do �n case we get the box open. If the Count �s there, Van
Hels�ng and Seward w�ll cut off h�s head at once and dr�ve a stake through
h�s heart. Morr�s and Godalm�ng and I shall prevent �nterference, even �f we
have to use the arms wh�ch we shall have ready. The Professor says that �f
we can so treat the Count’s body, �t w�ll soon after fall �nto dust. In such
case there would be no ev�dence aga�nst us, �n case any susp�c�on of murder
were aroused. But even �f �t were not, we should stand or fall by our act,
and perhaps some day th�s very scr�pt may be ev�dence to come between
some of us and a rope. For myself, I should take the chance only too
thankfully �f �t were to come. We mean to leave no stone unturned to carry
out our �ntent. We have arranged w�th certa�n off�c�als that the �nstant the
Czar�na Cather�ne �s seen, we are to be �nformed by a spec�al messenger.

 
24 October.—A whole week of wa�t�ng. Da�ly telegrams to Godalm�ng,

but only the same story: “Not yet reported.” M�na’s morn�ng and even�ng
hypnot�c answer �s unvar�ed: lapp�ng waves, rush�ng water, and creak�ng
masts.



Telegram, October 24th.
Rufus Sm�th, Lloyd’s, London, to Lord Godalm�ng, care of H. B. M.

V�ce-Consul, Varna.

“Czar�na Cather�ne reported th�s morn�ng from Dardanelles.”

Dr. Seward’s D�ary.
25 October.—How I m�ss my phonograph! To wr�te d�ary w�th a pen �s

�rksome to me; but Van Hels�ng says I must. We were all w�ld w�th
exc�tement yesterday when Godalm�ng got h�s telegram from Lloyd’s. I
know now what men feel �n battle when the call to act�on �s heard. Mrs.
Harker, alone of our party, d�d not show any s�gns of emot�on. After all, �t �s
not strange that she d�d not; for we took spec�al care not to let her know
anyth�ng about �t, and we all tr�ed not to show any exc�tement when we
were �n her presence. In old days she would, I am sure, have not�ced, no
matter how we m�ght have tr�ed to conceal �t; but �n th�s way she �s greatly
changed dur�ng the past three weeks. The lethargy grows upon her, and
though she seems strong and well, and �s gett�ng back some of her colour,
Van Hels�ng and I are not sat�sf�ed. We talk of her often; we have not,
however, sa�d a word to the others. It would break poor Harker’s heart—
certa�nly h�s nerve—�f he knew that we had even a susp�c�on on the subject.
Van Hels�ng exam�nes, he tells me, her teeth very carefully, wh�lst she �s �n
the hypnot�c cond�t�on, for he says that so long as they do not beg�n to
sharpen there �s no act�ve danger of a change �n her. If th�s change should
come, �t would be necessary to take steps!... We both know what those steps
would have to be, though we do not ment�on our thoughts to each other. We
should ne�ther of us shr�nk from the task—awful though �t be to
contemplate. “Euthanas�a” �s an excellent and a comfort�ng word! I am
grateful to whoever �nvented �t.

It �s only about 24 hours’ sa�l from the Dardanelles to here, at the rate
the Czar�na Cather�ne has come from London. She should therefore arr�ve
some t�me �n the morn�ng; but as she cannot poss�bly get �n before then, we
are all about to ret�re early. We shall get up at one o’clock, so as to be ready.

 
25 October, Noon.—No news yet of the sh�p’s arr�val. Mrs. Harker’s

hypnot�c report th�s morn�ng was the same as usual, so �t �s poss�ble that we



may get news at any moment. We men are all �n a fever of exc�tement,
except Harker, who �s calm; h�s hands are cold as �ce, and an hour ago I
found h�m whett�ng the edge of the great Ghoorka kn�fe wh�ch he now
always carr�es w�th h�m. It w�ll be a bad lookout for the Count �f the edge of
that “Kukr�” ever touches h�s throat, dr�ven by that stern, �ce-cold hand!

Van Hels�ng and I were a l�ttle alarmed about Mrs. Harker to-day. About
noon she got �nto a sort of lethargy wh�ch we d�d not l�ke; although we kept
s�lence to the others, we were ne�ther of us happy about �t. She had been
restless all the morn�ng, so that we were at f�rst glad to know that she was
sleep�ng. When, however, her husband ment�oned casually that she was
sleep�ng so soundly that he could not wake her, we went to her room to see
for ourselves. She was breath�ng naturally and looked so well and peaceful
that we agreed that the sleep was better for her than anyth�ng else. Poor g�rl,
she has so much to forget that �t �s no wonder that sleep, �f �t br�ngs obl�v�on
to her, does her good.

 
Later.—Our op�n�on was just�f�ed, for when after a refresh�ng sleep of

some hours she woke up, she seemed br�ghter and better than she had been
for days. At sunset she made the usual hypnot�c report. Wherever he may be
�n the Black Sea, the Count �s hurry�ng to h�s dest�nat�on. To h�s doom, I
trust!

 
26 October.—Another day and no t�d�ngs of the Czar�na Cather�ne. She

ought to be here by now. That she �s st�ll journey�ng somewhere �s apparent,
for Mrs. Harker’s hypnot�c report at sunr�se was st�ll the same. It �s poss�ble
that the vessel may be ly�ng by, at t�mes, for fog; some of the steamers
wh�ch came �n last even�ng reported patches of fog both to north and south
of the port. We must cont�nue our watch�ng, as the sh�p may now be
s�gnalled any moment.

 
27 October, Noon.—Most strange; no news yet of the sh�p we wa�t for.

Mrs. Harker reported last n�ght and th�s morn�ng as usual: “lapp�ng waves
and rush�ng water,” though she added that “the waves were very fa�nt.” The
telegrams from London have been the same: “no further report.” Van
Hels�ng �s terr�bly anx�ous, and told me just now that he fears the Count �s
escap�ng us. He added s�gn�f�cantly:—



“I d�d not l�ke that lethargy of Madam M�na’s. Souls and memor�es can
do strange th�ngs dur�ng trance.” I was about to ask h�m more, but Harker
just then came �n, and he held up a warn�ng hand. We must try to-n�ght at
sunset to make her speak more fully when �n her hypnot�c state.

 

28 October.—Telegram. Rufus Sm�th, London, to Lord Godalm�ng, care
H. B. M. V�ce Consul, Varna.

“Czar�na Cather�ne reported enter�ng Galatz at one o’clock to-day.”

Dr. Seward’s D�ary.
28 October.—When the telegram came announc�ng the arr�val �n Galatz

I do not th�nk �t was such a shock to any of us as m�ght have been expected.
True, we d�d not know whence, or how, or when, the bolt would come; but I
th�nk we all expected that someth�ng strange would happen. The delay of
arr�val at Varna made us �nd�v�dually sat�sf�ed that th�ngs would not be just
as we had expected; we only wa�ted to learn where the change would occur.
None the less, however, was �t a surpr�se. I suppose that nature works on
such a hopeful bas�s that we bel�eve aga�nst ourselves that th�ngs w�ll be as
they ought to be, not as we should know that they w�ll be.
Transcendental�sm �s a beacon to the angels, even �f �t be a w�ll-o’-the-w�sp
to man. It was an odd exper�ence and we all took �t d�fferently. Van Hels�ng
ra�sed h�s hand over h�s head for a moment, as though �n remonstrance w�th
the Alm�ghty; but he sa�d not a word, and �n a few seconds stood up w�th
h�s face sternly set. Lord Godalm�ng grew very pale, and sat breath�ng
heav�ly. I was myself half stunned and looked �n wonder at one after
another. Qu�ncey Morr�s t�ghtened h�s belt w�th that qu�ck movement wh�ch
I knew so well; �n our old wander�ng days �t meant “act�on.” Mrs. Harker
grew ghastly wh�te, so that the scar on her forehead seemed to burn, but she
folded her hands meekly and looked up �n prayer. Harker sm�led—actually
sm�led—the dark, b�tter sm�le of one who �s w�thout hope; but at the same
t�me h�s act�on bel�ed h�s words, for h�s hands �nst�nct�vely sought the h�lt
of the great Kukr� kn�fe and rested there. “When does the next tra�n start for
Galatz?” sa�d Van Hels�ng to us generally.

“At 6:30 to-morrow morn�ng!” We all started, for the answer came from
Mrs. Harker.

“How on earth do you know?” sa�d Art.



“You forget—or perhaps you do not know, though Jonathan does and so
does Dr. Van Hels�ng—that I am the tra�n f�end. At home �n Exeter I always
used to make up the t�me-tables, so as to be helpful to my husband. I found
�t so useful somet�mes, that I always make a study of the t�me-tables now. I
knew that �f anyth�ng were to take us to Castle Dracula we should go by
Galatz, or at any rate through Bucharest, so I learned the t�mes very
carefully. Unhapp�ly there are not many to learn, as the only tra�n to-
morrow leaves as I say.”

“Wonderful woman!” murmured the Professor.
“Can’t we get a spec�al?” asked Lord Godalm�ng. Van Hels�ng shook h�s

head: “I fear not. Th�s land �s very d�fferent from yours or m�ne; even �f we
d�d have a spec�al, �t would probably not arr�ve as soon as our regular tra�n.
Moreover, we have someth�ng to prepare. We must th�nk. Now let us
organ�ze. You, fr�end Arthur, go to the tra�n and get the t�ckets and arrange
that all be ready for us to go �n the morn�ng. Do you, fr�end Jonathan, go to
the agent of the sh�p and get from h�m letters to the agent �n Galatz, w�th
author�ty to make search the sh�p just as �t was here. Morr�s Qu�ncey, you
see the V�ce-Consul, and get h�s a�d w�th h�s fellow �n Galatz and all he can
do to make our way smooth, so that no t�mes be lost when over the Danube.
John w�ll stay w�th Madam M�na and me, and we shall consult. For so �f
t�me be long you may be delayed; and �t w�ll not matter when the sun set,
s�nce I am here w�th Madam to make report.”

“And I,” sa�d Mrs. Harker br�ghtly, and more l�ke her old self than she
had been for many a long day, “shall try to be of use �n all ways, and shall
th�nk and wr�te for you as I used to do. Someth�ng �s sh�ft�ng from me �n
some strange way, and I feel freer than I have been of late!” The three
younger men looked happ�er at the moment as they seemed to real�se the
s�gn�f�cance of her words; but Van Hels�ng and I, turn�ng to each other, met
each a grave and troubled glance. We sa�d noth�ng at the t�me, however.

When the three men had gone out to the�r tasks Van Hels�ng asked Mrs.
Harker to look up the copy of the d�ar�es and f�nd h�m the part of Harker’s
journal at the Castle. She went away to get �t; when the door was shut upon
her he sa�d to me:—

“We mean the same! speak out!”
“There �s some change. It �s a hope that makes me s�ck, for �t may

dece�ve us.”



“Qu�te so. Do you know why I asked her to get the manuscr�pt?”
“No!” sa�d I, “unless �t was to get an opportun�ty of see�ng me alone.”
“You are �n part r�ght, fr�end John, but only �n part. I want to tell you

someth�ng. And oh, my fr�end, I am tak�ng a great—a terr�ble—r�sk; but I
bel�eve �t �s r�ght. In the moment when Madam M�na sa�d those words that
arrest both our understand�ng, an �nsp�rat�on came to me. In the trance of
three days ago the Count sent her h�s sp�r�t to read her m�nd; or more l�ke he
took her to see h�m �n h�s earth-box �n the sh�p w�th water rush�ng, just as �t
go free at r�se and set of sun. He learn then that we are here; for she have
more to tell �n her open l�fe w�th eyes to see and ears to hear than he, shut,
as he �s, �n h�s coff�n-box. Now he make h�s most effort to escape us. At
present he want her not.

“He �s sure w�th h�s so great knowledge that she w�ll come at h�s call;
but he cut her off—take her, as he can do, out of h�s own power, that so she
come not to h�m. Ah! there I have hope that our man-bra�ns that have been
of man so long and that have not lost the grace of God, w�ll come h�gher
than h�s ch�ld-bra�n that l�e �n h�s tomb for centur�es, that grow not yet to
our stature, and that do only work self�sh and therefore small. Here comes
Madam M�na; not a word to her of her trance! She know �t not; and �t would
overwhelm her and make despa�r just when we want all her hope, all her
courage; when most we want all her great bra�n wh�ch �s tra�ned l�ke man’s
bra�n, but �s of sweet woman and have a spec�al power wh�ch the Count
g�ve her, and wh�ch he may not take away altogether—though he th�nk not
so. Hush! let me speak, and you shall learn. Oh, John, my fr�end, we are �n
awful stra�ts. I fear, as I never feared before. We can only trust the good
God. S�lence! here she comes!”

I thought that the Professor was go�ng to break down and have hyster�cs,
just as he had when Lucy d�ed, but w�th a great effort he controlled h�mself
and was at perfect nervous po�se when Mrs. Harker tr�pped �nto the room,
br�ght and happy-look�ng and, �n the do�ng of work, seem�ngly forgetful of
her m�sery. As she came �n, she handed a number of sheets of typewr�t�ng to
Van Hels�ng. He looked over them gravely, h�s face br�ghten�ng up as he
read. Then hold�ng the pages between h�s f�nger and thumb he sa�d:—

“Fr�end John, to you w�th so much of exper�ence already—and you, too,
dear Madam M�na, that are young—here �s a lesson: do not fear ever to
th�nk. A half-thought has been buzz�ng often �n my bra�n, but I fear to let



h�m loose h�s w�ngs. Here now, w�th more knowledge, I go back to where
that half-thought come from and I f�nd that he be no half-thought at all; that
be a whole thought, though so young that he �s not yet strong to use h�s l�ttle
w�ngs. Nay, l�ke the “Ugly Duck” of my fr�end Hans Andersen, he be no
duck-thought at all, but a b�g swan-thought that sa�l nobly on b�g w�ngs,
when the t�me come for h�m to try them. See I read here what Jonathan
have wr�tten:—

“That other of h�s race who, �n a later age, aga�n and aga�n, brought h�s
forces over The Great R�ver �nto Turkey Land; who, when he was beaten
back, came aga�n, and aga�n, and aga�n, though he had to come alone from
the bloody f�eld where h�s troops were be�ng slaughtered, s�nce he knew
that he alone could ult�mately tr�umph.”

“What does th�s tell us? Not much? no! The Count’s ch�ld-thought see
noth�ng; therefore he speak so free. Your man-thought see noth�ng; my
man-thought see noth�ng, t�ll just now. No! But there comes another word
from some one who speak w�thout thought because she, too, know not what
�t mean—what �t m�ght mean. Just as there are elements wh�ch rest, yet
when �n nature’s course they move on the�r way and they touch—then pouf!
and there comes a flash of l�ght, heaven w�de, that bl�nd and k�ll and
destroy some; but that show up all earth below for leagues and leagues. Is �t
not so? Well, I shall expla�n. To beg�n, have you ever study the ph�losophy
of cr�me? ‘Yes’ and ‘No.’ You, John, yes; for �t �s a study of �nsan�ty. You,
no, Madam M�na; for cr�me touch you not—not but once. St�ll, your m�nd
works true, and argues not a part�cular� ad un�versale. There �s th�s
pecul�ar�ty �n cr�m�nals. It �s so constant, �n all countr�es and at all t�mes,
that even pol�ce, who know not much from ph�losophy, come to know �t
emp�r�cally, that �t �s. That �s to be emp�r�c. The cr�m�nal always work at
one cr�me—that �s the true cr�m�nal who seems predest�nate to cr�me, and
who w�ll of none other. Th�s cr�m�nal has not full man-bra�n. He �s clever
and cunn�ng and resourceful; but he be not of man-stature as to bra�n. He be
of ch�ld-bra�n �n much. Now th�s cr�m�nal of ours �s predest�nate to cr�me
also; he, too, have ch�ld-bra�n, and �t �s of the ch�ld to do what he have
done. The l�ttle b�rd, the l�ttle f�sh, the l�ttle an�mal learn not by pr�nc�ple,
but emp�r�cally; and when he learn to do, then there �s to h�m the ground to
start from to do more. ‘Dos pou sto,’ sa�d Arch�medes. ‘G�ve me a fulcrum,
and I shall move the world!’ To do once, �s the fulcrum whereby ch�ld-bra�n
become man-bra�n; and unt�l he have the purpose to do more, he cont�nue to



do the same aga�n every t�me, just as he have done before! Oh, my dear, I
see that your eyes are opened, and that to you the l�ghtn�ng flash show all
the leagues,” for Mrs. Harker began to clap her hands and her eyes
sparkled. He went on:—

“Now you shall speak. Tell us two dry men of sc�ence what you see w�th
those so br�ght eyes.” He took her hand and held �t wh�lst she spoke. H�s
f�nger and thumb closed on her pulse, as I thought �nst�nct�vely and
unconsc�ously, as she spoke:—

“The Count �s a cr�m�nal and of cr�m�nal type. Nordau and Lombroso
would so class�fy h�m, and quâ cr�m�nal he �s of �mperfectly formed m�nd.
Thus, �n a d�ff�culty he has to seek resource �n hab�t. H�s past �s a clue, and
the one page of �t that we know—and that from h�s own l�ps—tells that
once before, when �n what Mr. Morr�s would call a ‘t�ght place,’ he went
back to h�s own country from the land he had tr�ed to �nvade, and thence,
w�thout los�ng purpose, prepared h�mself for a new effort. He came aga�n
better equ�pped for h�s work; and won. So he came to London to �nvade a
new land. He was beaten, and when all hope of success was lost, and h�s
ex�stence �n danger, he fled back over the sea to h�s home; just as formerly
he had fled back over the Danube from Turkey Land.”

“Good, good! oh, you so clever lady!” sa�d Van Hels�ng, enthus�ast�cally,
as he stooped and k�ssed her hand. A moment later he sa�d to me, as calmly
as though we had been hav�ng a s�ck-room consultat�on:—

“Seventy-two only; and �n all th�s exc�tement. I have hope.” Turn�ng to
her aga�n, he sa�d w�th keen expectat�on:—

“But go on. Go on! there �s more to tell �f you w�ll. Be not afra�d; John
and I know. I do �n any case, and shall tell you �f you are r�ght. Speak,
w�thout fear!”

“I w�ll try to; but you w�ll forg�ve me �f I seem egot�st�cal.”
“Nay! fear not, you must be egot�st, for �t �s of you that we th�nk.”
“Then, as he �s cr�m�nal he �s self�sh; and as h�s �ntellect �s small and h�s

act�on �s based on self�shness, he conf�nes h�mself to one purpose. That
purpose �s remorseless. As he fled back over the Danube, leav�ng h�s forces
to be cut to p�eces, so now he �s �ntent on be�ng safe, careless of all. So h�s
own self�shness frees my soul somewhat from the terr�ble power wh�ch he
acqu�red over me on that dreadful n�ght. I felt �t! Oh, I felt �t! Thank God,
for H�s great mercy! My soul �s freer than �t has been s�nce that awful hour;



and all that haunts me �s a fear lest �n some trance or dream he may have
used my knowledge for h�s ends.” The Professor stood up:—

“He has so used your m�nd; and by �t he has left us here �n Varna, wh�lst
the sh�p that carr�ed h�m rushed through envelop�ng fog up to Galatz,
where, doubtless, he had made preparat�on for escap�ng from us. But h�s
ch�ld-m�nd only saw so far; and �t may be that, as ever �s �n God’s
Prov�dence, the very th�ng that the ev�l-doer most reckoned on for h�s
self�sh good, turns out to be h�s ch�efest harm. The hunter �s taken �n h�s
own snare, as the great Psalm�st says. For now that he th�nk he �s free from
every trace of us all, and that he has escaped us w�th so many hours to h�m,
then h�s self�sh ch�ld-bra�n w�ll wh�sper h�m to sleep. He th�nk, too, that as
he cut h�mself off from know�ng your m�nd, there can be no knowledge of
h�m to you; there �s where he fa�l! That terr�ble bapt�sm of blood wh�ch he
g�ve you makes you free to go to h�m �n sp�r�t, as you have as yet done �n
your t�mes of freedom, when the sun r�se and set. At such t�mes you go by
my vol�t�on and not by h�s; and th�s power to good of you and others, as you
have won from your suffer�ng at h�s hands. Th�s �s now all the more
prec�ous that he know �t not, and to guard h�mself have even cut h�mself off
from h�s knowledge of our where. We, however, are not self�sh, and we
bel�eve that God �s w�th us through all th�s blackness, and these many dark
hours. We shall follow h�m; and we shall not fl�nch; even �f we per�l
ourselves that we become l�ke h�m. Fr�end John, th�s has been a great hour;
and �t have done much to advance us on our way. You must be scr�be and
wr�te h�m all down, so that when the others return from the�r work you can
g�ve �t to them; then they shall know as we do.”

And so I have wr�tten �t wh�lst we wa�t the�r return, and Mrs. Harker has
wr�tten w�th her typewr�ter all s�nce she brought the MS. to us.



CHAPTER XXVI

DR. SEWARD’S DIARY

29 October.—Th�s �s wr�tten �n the tra�n from Varna to Galatz. Last n�ght
we all assembled a l�ttle before the t�me of sunset. Each of us had done h�s
work as well as he could; so far as thought, and endeavour, and opportun�ty
go, we are prepared for the whole of our journey, and for our work when we
get to Galatz. When the usual t�me came round Mrs. Harker prepared
herself for her hypnot�c effort; and after a longer and more ser�ous effort on
the part of Van Hels�ng than has been usually necessary, she sank �nto the
trance. Usually she speaks on a h�nt; but th�s t�me the Professor had to ask
her quest�ons, and to ask them pretty resolutely, before we could learn
anyth�ng; at last her answer came:—

“I can see noth�ng; we are st�ll; there are no waves lapp�ng, but only a
steady sw�rl of water softly runn�ng aga�nst the hawser. I can hear men’s
vo�ces call�ng, near and far, and the roll and creak of oars �n the rowlocks.
A gun �s f�red somewhere; the echo of �t seems far away. There �s tramp�ng
of feet overhead, and ropes and cha�ns are dragged along. What �s th�s?
There �s a gleam of l�ght; I can feel the a�r blow�ng upon me.”

Here she stopped. She had r�sen, as �f �mpuls�vely, from where she lay
on the sofa, and ra�sed both her hands, palms upwards, as �f l�ft�ng a we�ght.
Van Hels�ng and I looked at each other w�th understand�ng. Qu�ncey ra�sed
h�s eyebrows sl�ghtly and looked at her �ntently, wh�lst Harker’s hand
�nst�nct�vely closed round the h�lt of h�s Kukr�. There was a long pause. We
all knew that the t�me when she could speak was pass�ng; but we felt that �t
was useless to say anyth�ng. Suddenly she sat up, and, as she opened her
eyes, sa�d sweetly:—

“Would none of you l�ke a cup of tea? You must all be so t�red!” We
could only make her happy, and so acqu�esced. She bustled off to get tea;
when she had gone Van Hels�ng sa�d:—

“You see, my fr�ends. He �s close to land: he has left h�s earth-chest. But
he has yet to get on shore. In the n�ght he may l�e h�dden somewhere; but �f
he be not carr�ed on shore, or �f the sh�p do not touch �t, he cannot ach�eve



the land. In such case he can, �f �t be �n the n�ght, change h�s form and can
jump or fly on shore, as he d�d at Wh�tby. But �f the day come before he get
on shore, then, unless he be carr�ed he cannot escape. And �f he be carr�ed,
then the customs men may d�scover what the box conta�n. Thus, �n f�ne, �f
he escape not on shore to-n�ght, or before dawn, there w�ll be the whole day
lost to h�m. We may then arr�ve �n t�me; for �f he escape not at n�ght we
shall come on h�m �n dayt�me, boxed up and at our mercy; for he dare not
be h�s true self, awake and v�s�ble, lest he be d�scovered.”

There was no more to be sa�d, so we wa�ted �n pat�ence unt�l the dawn;
at wh�ch t�me we m�ght learn more from Mrs. Harker.

Early th�s morn�ng we l�stened, w�th breathless anx�ety, for her response
�n her trance. The hypnot�c stage was even longer �n com�ng than before;
and when �t came the t�me rema�n�ng unt�l full sunr�se was so short that we
began to despa�r. Van Hels�ng seemed to throw h�s whole soul �nto the
effort; at last, �n obed�ence to h�s w�ll she made reply:—

“All �s dark. I hear lapp�ng water, level w�th me, and some creak�ng as of
wood on wood.” She paused, and the red sun shot up. We must wa�t t�ll to-
n�ght.

And so �t �s that we are travell�ng towards Galatz �n an agony of
expectat�on. We are due to arr�ve between two and three �n the morn�ng; but
already, at Bucharest, we are three hours late, so we cannot poss�bly get �n
t�ll well after sun-up. Thus we shall have two more hypnot�c messages from
Mrs. Harker; e�ther or both may poss�bly throw more l�ght on what �s
happen�ng.

 
Later.—Sunset has come and gone. Fortunately �t came at a t�me when

there was no d�stract�on; for had �t occurred wh�lst we were at a stat�on, we
m�ght not have secured the necessary calm and �solat�on. Mrs. Harker
y�elded to the hypnot�c �nfluence even less read�ly than th�s morn�ng. I am
�n fear that her power of read�ng the Count’s sensat�ons may d�e away, just
when we want �t most. It seems to me that her �mag�nat�on �s beg�nn�ng to
work. Wh�lst she has been �n the trance h�therto she has conf�ned herself to
the s�mplest of facts. If th�s goes on �t may ult�mately m�slead us. If I
thought that the Count’s power over her would d�e away equally w�th her
power of knowledge �t would be a happy thought; but I am afra�d that �t
may not be so. When she d�d speak, her words were en�gmat�cal:—



“Someth�ng �s go�ng out; I can feel �t pass me l�ke a cold w�nd. I can
hear, far off, confused sounds—as of men talk�ng �n strange tongues, f�erce-
fall�ng water, and the howl�ng of wolves.” She stopped and a shudder ran
through her, �ncreas�ng �n �ntens�ty for a few seconds, t�ll, at the end, she
shook as though �n a palsy. She sa�d no more, even �n answer to the
Professor’s �mperat�ve quest�on�ng. When she woke from the trance, she
was cold, and exhausted, and langu�d; but her m�nd was all alert. She could
not remember anyth�ng, but asked what she had sa�d; when she was told,
she pondered over �t deeply for a long t�me and �n s�lence.

 
30 October, 7 a. m.—We are near Galatz now, and I may not have t�me

to wr�te later. Sunr�se th�s morn�ng was anx�ously looked for by us all.
Know�ng of the �ncreas�ng d�ff�culty of procur�ng the hypnot�c trance, Van
Hels�ng began h�s passes earl�er than usual. They produced no effect,
however, unt�l the regular t�me, when she y�elded w�th a st�ll greater
d�ff�culty, only a m�nute before the sun rose. The Professor lost no t�me �n
h�s quest�on�ng; her answer came w�th equal qu�ckness:—

“All �s dark. I hear water sw�rl�ng by, level w�th my ears, and the
creak�ng of wood on wood. Cattle low far off. There �s another sound, a
queer one l�ke——” She stopped and grew wh�te, and wh�ter st�ll.

“Go on; go on! Speak, I command you!” sa�d Van Hels�ng �n an
agon�sed vo�ce. At the same t�me there was despa�r �n h�s eyes, for the r�sen
sun was redden�ng even Mrs. Harker’s pale face. She opened her eyes, and
we all started as she sa�d, sweetly and seem�ngly w�th the utmost
unconcern:—

“Oh, Professor, why ask me to do what you know I can’t? I don’t
remember anyth�ng.” Then, see�ng the look of amazement on our faces, she
sa�d, turn�ng from one to the other w�th a troubled look:—

“What have I sa�d? What have I done? I know noth�ng, only that I was
ly�ng here, half asleep, and heard you say go on! speak, I command you!’ It
seemed so funny to hear you order me about, as �f I were a bad ch�ld!”

“Oh, Madam M�na,” he sa�d, sadly, “�t �s proof, �f proof be needed, of
how I love and honour you, when a word for your good, spoken more
earnest than ever, can seem so strange because �t �s to order her whom I am
proud to obey!”



The wh�stles are sound�ng; we are near�ng Galatz. We are on f�re w�th
anx�ety and eagerness.

M�na Harker’s Journal.
30 October.—Mr. Morr�s took me to the hotel where our rooms had been

ordered by telegraph, he be�ng the one who could best be spared, s�nce he
does not speak any fore�gn language. The forces were d�str�buted much as
they had been at Varna, except that Lord Godalm�ng went to the V�ce-
Consul, as h�s rank m�ght serve as an �mmed�ate guarantee of some sort to
the off�c�al, we be�ng �n extreme hurry. Jonathan and the two doctors went
to the sh�pp�ng agent to learn part�culars of the arr�val of the Czar�na
Cather�ne.

 
Later.—Lord Godalm�ng has returned. The Consul �s away, and the

V�ce-Consul s�ck; so the rout�ne work has been attended to by a clerk. He
was very obl�g�ng, and offered to do anyth�ng �n h�s power.

Jonathan Harker’s Journal.
30 October.—At n�ne o’clock Dr. Van Hels�ng, Dr. Seward, and I called

on Messrs. Mackenz�e & Ste�nkoff, the agents of the London f�rm of
Hapgood. They had rece�ved a w�re from London, �n answer to Lord
Godalm�ng’s telegraphed request, ask�ng us to show them any c�v�l�ty �n
the�r power. They were more than k�nd and courteous, and took us at once
on board the Czar�na Cather�ne, wh�ch lay at anchor out �n the r�ver
harbour. There we saw the Capta�n, Donelson by name, who told us of h�s
voyage. He sa�d that �n all h�s l�fe he had never had so favourable a run.

“Man!” he sa�d, “but �t made us afeard, for we expeck�t that we should
have to pay for �t w�’ some rare p�ece o’ �ll luck, so as to keep up the
average. It’s no canny to run frae London to the Black Sea w�’ a w�nd ah�nt
ye, as though the De�l h�mself were blaw�n’ on yer sa�l for h�s a�n purpose.
An’ a’ the t�me we could no speer a th�ng. G�n we were n�gh a sh�p, or a
port, or a headland, a fog fell on us and travelled w�’ us, t�ll when after �t
had l�fted and we looked out, the de�l a th�ng could we see. We ran by
G�braltar w�’oot be�n’ able to s�gnal; an’ t�ll we came to the Dardanelles and
had to wa�t to get our perm�t to pass, we never were w�th�n ha�l o’ aught. At
f�rst I �ncl�ned to slack off sa�l and beat about t�ll the fog was l�fted; but
wh�les, I thocht that �f the De�l was m�nded to get us �nto the Black Sea



qu�ck, he was l�ke to do �t whether we would or no. If we had a qu�ck
voyage �t would be no to our m�scred�t w�’ the owners, or no hurt to our
traff�c; an’ the Old Mon who had served h�s a�n purpose wad be decently
grateful to us for no h�nder�n’ h�m.” Th�s m�xture of s�mpl�c�ty and cunn�ng,
of superst�t�on and commerc�al reason�ng, aroused Van Hels�ng, who sa�d:
—

“M�ne fr�end, that Dev�l �s more clever than he �s thought by some; and
he know when he meet h�s match!” The sk�pper was not d�spleased w�th the
compl�ment, and went on:—

“When we got past the Bosphorus the men began to grumble; some o’
them, the Rouman�ans, came and asked me to heave overboard a b�g box
wh�ch had been put on board by a queer look�n’ old man just before we had
started frae London. I had seen them speer at the fellow, and put out the�r
twa f�ngers when they saw h�m, to guard aga�nst the ev�l eye. Man! but the
supersteet�on of fore�gners �s pa�rfectly r�deeculous! I sent them aboot the�r
bus�ness pretty qu�ck; but as just after a fog closed �n on us I felt a wee b�t
as they d�d anent someth�ng, though I wouldn’t say �t was ag�n the b�g box.
Well, on we went, and as the fog d�dn’t let up for f�ve days I joost let the
w�nd carry us; for �f the De�l wanted to get somewheres—well, he would
fetch �t up a’reet. An’ �f he d�dn’t, well, we’d keep a sharp lookout anyhow.
Sure eneuch, we had a fa�r way and deep water all the t�me; and two days
ago, when the morn�n’ sun came through the fog, we found ourselves just �n
the r�ver oppos�te Galatz. The Rouman�ans were w�ld, and wanted me r�ght
or wrong to take out the box and fl�ng �t �n the r�ver. I had to argy w�’ them
aboot �t w�’ a handsp�ke; an’ when the last o’ them rose off the deck w�’ h�s
head �n h�s hand, I had conv�nced them that, ev�l eye or no ev�l eye, the
property and the trust of my owners were better �n my hands than �n the
r�ver Danube. They had, m�nd ye, taken the box on the deck ready to fl�ng
�n, and as �t was marked Galatz v�a Varna, I thocht I’d let �t l�e t�ll we
d�scharged �n the port an’ get r�d o’t altheg�ther. We d�dn’t do much clear�n’
that day, an’ had to rema�n the n�cht at anchor; but �n the morn�n’, braw an’
a�rly, an hour before sun-up, a man came aboard w�’ an order, wr�tten to
h�m from England, to rece�ve a box marked for one Count Dracula. Sure
eneuch the matter was one ready to h�s hand. He had h�s papers a’ reet, an’
glad I was to be r�d o’ the dam’ th�ng, for I was beg�nn�n’ masel’ to feel
uneasy at �t. If the De�l d�d have any luggage aboord the sh�p, I’m th�nk�n’ �t
was nane �ther than that same!”



“What was the name of the man who took �t?” asked Dr. Van Hels�ng
w�th restra�ned eagerness.

“I’ll be tell�n’ ye qu�ck!” he answered, and, stepp�ng down to h�s cab�n,
produced a rece�pt s�gned “Immanuel H�ldeshe�m.” Burgen-strasse 16 was
the address. We found out that th�s was all the Capta�n knew; so w�th thanks
we came away.

We found H�ldeshe�m �n h�s off�ce, a Hebrew of rather the Adelph�
Theatre type, w�th a nose l�ke a sheep, and a fez. H�s arguments were
po�nted w�th spec�e—we do�ng the punctuat�on—and w�th a l�ttle
barga�n�ng he told us what he knew. Th�s turned out to be s�mple but
�mportant. He had rece�ved a letter from Mr. de V�lle of London, tell�ng h�m
to rece�ve, �f poss�ble before sunr�se so as to avo�d customs, a box wh�ch
would arr�ve at Galatz �n the Czar�na Cather�ne. Th�s he was to g�ve �n
charge to a certa�n Petrof Sk�nsky, who dealt w�th the Slovaks who traded
down the r�ver to the port. He had been pa�d for h�s work by an Engl�sh
bank note, wh�ch had been duly cashed for gold at the Danube Internat�onal
Bank. When Sk�nsky had come to h�m, he had taken h�m to the sh�p and
handed over the box, so as to save porterage. That was all he knew.

We then sought for Sk�nsky, but were unable to f�nd h�m. One of h�s
ne�ghbours, who d�d not seem to bear h�m any affect�on, sa�d that he had
gone away two days before, no one knew wh�ther. Th�s was corroborated by
h�s landlord, who had rece�ved by messenger the key of the house together
w�th the rent due, �n Engl�sh money. Th�s had been between ten and eleven
o’clock last n�ght. We were at a standst�ll aga�n.

Wh�lst we were talk�ng one came runn�ng and breathlessly gasped out
that the body of Sk�nsky had been found �ns�de the wall of the churchyard
of St. Peter, and that the throat had been torn open as �f by some w�ld
an�mal. Those we had been speak�ng w�th ran off to see the horror, the
women cry�ng out “Th�s �s the work of a Slovak!” We hurr�ed away lest we
should have been �n some way drawn �nto the affa�r, and so deta�ned.

As we came home we could arr�ve at no def�n�te conclus�on. We were all
conv�nced that the box was on �ts way, by water, to somewhere; but where
that m�ght be we would have to d�scover. W�th heavy hearts we came home
to the hotel to M�na.

When we met together, the f�rst th�ng was to consult as to tak�ng M�na
aga�n �nto our conf�dence. Th�ngs are gett�ng desperate, and �t �s at least a



chance, though a hazardous one. As a prel�m�nary step, I was released from
my prom�se to her.

M�na Harker’s Journal.
30 October, even�ng.—They were so t�red and worn out and d�sp�r�ted

that there was noth�ng to be done t�ll they had some rest; so I asked them all
to l�e down for half an hour wh�lst I should enter everyth�ng up to the
moment. I feel so grateful to the man who �nvented the “Traveller’s”
typewr�ter, and to Mr. Morr�s for gett�ng th�s one for me. I should have felt
qu�te; astray do�ng the work �f I had to wr�te w�th a pen....

It �s all done; poor dear, dear Jonathan, what he must have suffered, what
must he be suffer�ng now. He l�es on the sofa hardly seem�ng to breathe,
and h�s whole body appears �n collapse. H�s brows are kn�t; h�s face �s
drawn w�th pa�n. Poor fellow, maybe he �s th�nk�ng, and I can see h�s face
all wr�nkled up w�th the concentrat�on of h�s thoughts. Oh! �f I could only
help at all.... I shall do what I can.

I have asked Dr. Van Hels�ng, and he has got me all the papers that I
have not yet seen.... Wh�lst they are rest�ng, I shall go over all carefully, and
perhaps I may arr�ve at some conclus�on. I shall try to follow the
Professor’s example, and th�nk w�thout prejud�ce on the facts before me....

 
I do bel�eve that under God’s prov�dence I have made a d�scovery. I shall

get the maps and look over them....
 
I am more than ever sure that I am r�ght. My new conclus�on �s ready, so

I shall get our party together and read �t. They can judge �t; �t �s well to be
accurate, and every m�nute �s prec�ous.

M�na Harker’s Memorandum.
(Entered �n her Journal.)

Ground of �nqu�ry.—Count Dracula’s problem �s to get back to h�s own
place.

(a) He must be brought back by some one. Th�s �s ev�dent; for had he
power to move h�mself as he w�shed he could go e�ther as man, or wolf, or
bat, or �n some other way. He ev�dently fears d�scovery or �nterference, �n



the state of helplessness �n wh�ch he must be—conf�ned as he �s between
dawn and sunset �n h�s wooden box.

(b) How �s he to be taken?—Here a process of exclus�ons may help us.
By road, by ra�l, by water?

1. By Road.—There are endless d�ff�cult�es, espec�ally �n leav�ng the
c�ty.

(x) There are people; and people are cur�ous, and �nvest�gate. A h�nt, a
surm�se, a doubt as to what m�ght be �n the box, would destroy h�m.

(y) There are, or there may be, customs and octro� off�cers to pass.
(z) H�s pursuers m�ght follow. Th�s �s h�s h�ghest fear; and �n order to

prevent h�s be�ng betrayed he has repelled, so far as he can, even h�s v�ct�m
—me!

2. By Ra�l.—There �s no one �n charge of the box. It would have to take
�ts chance of be�ng delayed; and delay would be fatal, w�th enem�es on the
track. True, he m�ght escape at n�ght; but what would he be, �f left �n a
strange place w�th no refuge that he could fly to? Th�s �s not what he
�ntends; and he does not mean to r�sk �t.

3. By Water.—Here �s the safest way, �n one respect, but w�th most
danger �n another. On the water he �s powerless except at n�ght; even then
he can only summon fog and storm and snow and h�s wolves. But were he
wrecked, the l�v�ng water would engulf h�m, helpless; and he would �ndeed
be lost. He could have the vessel dr�ve to land; but �f �t were unfr�endly
land, where�n he was not free to move, h�s pos�t�on would st�ll be desperate.

We know from the record that he was on the water; so what we have to
do �s to ascerta�n what water.

The f�rst th�ng �s to real�se exactly what he has done as yet; we may,
then, get a l�ght on what h�s later task �s to be.

F�rstly.—We must d�fferent�ate between what he d�d �n London as part
of h�s general plan of act�on, when he was pressed for moments and had to
arrange as best he could.

Secondly we must see, as well as we can surm�se �t from the facts we
know of, what he has done here.

As to the f�rst, he ev�dently �ntended to arr�ve at Galatz, and sent �nvo�ce
to Varna to dece�ve us lest we should ascerta�n h�s means of ex�t from
England; h�s �mmed�ate and sole purpose then was to escape. The proof of



th�s, �s the letter of �nstruct�ons sent to Immanuel H�ldeshe�m to clear and
take away the box before sunr�se. There �s also the �nstruct�on to Petrof
Sk�nsky. These we must only guess at; but there must have been some letter
or message, s�nce Sk�nsky came to H�ldeshe�m.

That, so far, h�s plans were successful we know. The Czar�na Cather�ne
made a phenomenally qu�ck journey—so much so that Capta�n Donelson’s
susp�c�ons were aroused; but h�s superst�t�on un�ted w�th h�s cann�ness
played the Count’s game for h�m, and he ran w�th h�s favour�ng w�nd
through fogs and all t�ll he brought up bl�ndfold at Galatz. That the Count’s
arrangements were well made, has been proved. H�ldeshe�m cleared the
box, took �t off, and gave �t to Sk�nsky. Sk�nsky took �t—and here we lose
the tra�l. We only know that the box �s somewhere on the water, mov�ng
along. The customs and the octro�, �f there be any, have been avo�ded.

Now we come to what the Count must have done after h�s arr�val—on
land, at Galatz.

The box was g�ven to Sk�nsky before sunr�se. At sunr�se the Count could
appear �n h�s own form. Here, we ask why Sk�nsky was chosen at all to a�d
�n the work? In my husband’s d�ary, Sk�nsky �s ment�oned as deal�ng w�th
the Slovaks who trade down the r�ver to the port; and the man’s remark, that
the murder was the work of a Slovak, showed the general feel�ng aga�nst h�s
class. The Count wanted �solat�on.

My surm�se �s, th�s: that �n London the Count dec�ded to get back to h�s
castle by water, as the most safe and secret way. He was brought from the
castle by Szgany, and probably they del�vered the�r cargo to Slovaks who
took the boxes to Varna, for there they were sh�pped for London. Thus the
Count had knowledge of the persons who could arrange th�s serv�ce. When
the box was on land, before sunr�se or after sunset, he came out from h�s
box, met Sk�nsky and �nstructed h�m what to do as to arrang�ng the carr�age
of the box up some r�ver. When th�s was done, and he knew that all was �n
tra�n, he blotted out h�s traces, as he thought, by murder�ng h�s agent.

I have exam�ned the map and f�nd that the r�ver most su�table for the
Slovaks to have ascended �s e�ther the Pruth or the Sereth. I read �n the
typescr�pt that �n my trance I heard cows low and water sw�rl�ng level w�th
my ears and the creak�ng of wood. The Count �n h�s box, then, was on a
r�ver �n an open boat—propelled probably e�ther by oars or poles, for the



banks are near and �t �s work�ng aga�nst stream. There would be no such
sound �f float�ng down stream.

Of course �t may not be e�ther the Sereth or the Pruth, but we may
poss�bly �nvest�gate further. Now of these two, the Pruth �s the more eas�ly
nav�gated, but the Sereth �s, at Fundu, jo�ned by the B�str�tza wh�ch runs up
round the Borgo Pass. The loop �t makes �s man�festly as close to Dracula’s
castle as can be got by water.

M�na Harker’s Journal—cont�nued.
When I had done read�ng, Jonathan took me �n h�s arms and k�ssed me.

The others kept shak�ng me by both hands, and Dr. Van Hels�ng sa�d:—
“Our dear Madam M�na �s once more our teacher. Her eyes have been

where we were bl�nded. Now we are on the track once aga�n, and th�s t�me
we may succeed. Our enemy �s at h�s most helpless; and �f we can come on
h�m by day, on the water, our task w�ll be over. He has a start, but he �s
powerless to hasten, as he may not leave h�s box lest those who carry h�m
may suspect; for them to suspect would be to prompt them to throw h�m �n
the stream where he per�sh. Th�s he knows, and w�ll not. Now men, to our
Counc�l of War; for, here and now, we must plan what each and all shall
do.”

“I shall get a steam launch and follow h�m,” sa�d Lord Godalm�ng.
“And I, horses to follow on the bank lest by chance he land,” sa�d Mr.

Morr�s.
“Good!” sa�d the Professor, “both good. But ne�ther must go alone.

There must be force to overcome force �f need be; the Slovak �s strong and
rough, and he carr�es rude arms.” All the men sm�led, for amongst them
they carr�ed a small arsenal. Sa�d Mr. Morr�s:—

“I have brought some W�nchesters; they are pretty handy �n a crowd, and
there may be wolves. The Count, �f you remember, took some other
precaut�ons; he made some requ�s�t�ons on others that Mrs. Harker could
not qu�te hear or understand. We must be ready at all po�nts.” Dr. Seward
sa�d:—

“I th�nk I had better go w�th Qu�ncey. We have been accustomed to hunt
together, and we two, well armed, w�ll be a match for whatever may come
along. You must not be alone, Art. It may be necessary to f�ght the Slovaks,
and a chance thrust—for I don’t suppose these fellows carry guns—would



undo all our plans. There must be no chances, th�s t�me; we shall, not rest
unt�l the Count’s head and body have been separated, and we are sure that
he cannot re-�ncarnate.” He looked at Jonathan as he spoke, and Jonathan
looked at me. I could see that the poor dear was torn about �n h�s m�nd. Of
course he wanted to be w�th me; but then the boat serv�ce would, most
l�kely, be the one wh�ch would destroy the ... the ... the ... Vamp�re. (Why
d�d I hes�tate to wr�te the word?) He was s�lent awh�le, and dur�ng h�s
s�lence Dr. Van Hels�ng spoke:—

“Fr�end Jonathan, th�s �s to you for tw�ce reasons. F�rst, because you are
young and brave and can f�ght, and all energ�es may be needed at the last;
and aga�n that �t �s your r�ght to destroy h�m—that—wh�ch has wrought
such woe to you and yours. Be not afra�d for Madam M�na; she w�ll be my
care, �f I may. I am old. My legs are not so qu�ck to run as once; and I am
not used to r�de so long or to pursue as need be, or to f�ght w�th lethal
weapons. But I can be of other serv�ce; I can f�ght �n other way. And I can
d�e, �f need be, as well as younger men. Now let me say that what I would �s
th�s: wh�le you, my Lord Godalm�ng and fr�end Jonathan go �n your so
sw�ft l�ttle steamboat up the r�ver, and wh�lst John and Qu�ncey guard the
bank where perchance he m�ght be landed, I w�ll take Madam M�na r�ght
�nto the heart of the enemy’s country. Wh�lst the old fox �s t�ed �n h�s box,
float�ng on the runn�ng stream whence he cannot escape to land—where he
dares not ra�se the l�d of h�s coff�n-box lest h�s Slovak carr�ers should �n
fear leave h�m to per�sh—we shall go �n the track where Jonathan went,—
from B�str�tz over the Borgo, and f�nd our way to the Castle of Dracula.
Here, Madam M�na’s hypnot�c power w�ll surely help, and we shall f�nd our
way—all dark and unknown otherw�se—after the f�rst sunr�se when we are
near that fateful place. There �s much to be done, and other places to be
made sanct�fy, so that that nest of v�pers be obl�terated.” Here Jonathan
�nterrupted h�m hotly:—

“Do you mean to say, Professor Van Hels�ng, that you would br�ng M�na,
�n her sad case and ta�nted as she �s w�th that dev�l’s �llness, r�ght �nto the
jaws of h�s death-trap? Not for the world! Not for Heaven or Hell!” He
became almost speechless for a m�nute, and then went on:—

“Do you know what the place �s? Have you seen that awful den of
hell�sh �nfamy—w�th the very moonl�ght al�ve w�th gr�sly shapes, and every
speck of dust that wh�rls �n the w�nd a devour�ng monster �n embryo? Have
you felt the Vamp�re’s l�ps upon your throat?” Here he turned to me, and as



h�s eyes l�t on my forehead he threw up h�s arms w�th a cry: “Oh, my God,
what have we done to have th�s terror upon us!” and he sank down on the
sofa �n a collapse of m�sery. The Professor’s vo�ce, as he spoke �n clear,
sweet tones, wh�ch seemed to v�brate �n the a�r, calmed us all:—

“Oh, my fr�end, �t �s because I would save Madam M�na from that awful
place that I would go. God forb�d that I should take her �nto that place.
There �s work—w�ld work—to be done there, that her eyes may not see. We
men here, all save Jonathan, have seen w�th the�r own eyes what �s to be
done before that place can be pur�fy. Remember that we are �n terr�ble
stra�ts. If the Count escape us th�s t�me—and he �s strong and subtle and
cunn�ng—he may choose to sleep h�m for a century, and then �n t�me our
dear one”—he took my hand—“would come to h�m to keep h�m company,
and would be as those others that you, Jonathan, saw. You have told us of
the�r gloat�ng l�ps; you heard the�r r�bald laugh as they clutched the mov�ng
bag that the Count threw to them. You shudder; and well may �t be. Forg�ve
me that I make you so much pa�n, but �t �s necessary. My fr�end, �s �t not a
d�re need for the wh�ch I am g�v�ng, poss�bly my l�fe? If �t were that any
one went �nto that place to stay, �t �s I who would have to go to keep them
company.”

“Do as you w�ll,” sa�d Jonathan, w�th a sob that shook h�m all over, “we
are �n the hands of God!”

 
Later.—Oh, �t d�d me good to see the way that these brave men worked.

How can women help lov�ng men when they are so earnest, and so true, and
so brave! And, too, �t made me th�nk of the wonderful power of money!
What can �t not do when �t �s properly appl�ed; and what m�ght �t do when
basely used. I felt so thankful that Lord Godalm�ng �s r�ch, and that both he
and Mr. Morr�s, who also has plenty of money, are w�ll�ng to spend �t so
freely. For �f they d�d not, our l�ttle exped�t�on could not start, e�ther so
promptly or so well equ�pped, as �t w�ll w�th�n another hour. It �s not three
hours s�nce �t was arranged what part each of us was to do; and now Lord
Godalm�ng and Jonathan have a lovely steam launch, w�th steam up ready
to start at a moment’s not�ce. Dr. Seward and Mr. Morr�s have half a dozen
good horses, well appo�nted. We have all the maps and appl�ances of
var�ous k�nds that can be had. Professor Van Hels�ng and I are to leave by
the 11:40 tra�n to-n�ght for Verest�, where we are to get a carr�age to dr�ve to



the Borgo Pass. We are br�ng�ng a good deal of ready money, as we are to
buy a carr�age and horses. We shall dr�ve ourselves, for we have no one
whom we can trust �n the matter. The Professor knows someth�ng of a great
many languages, so we shall get on all r�ght. We have all got arms, even for
me a large-bore revolver; Jonathan would not be happy unless I was armed
l�ke the rest. Alas! I cannot carry one arm that the rest do; the scar on my
forehead forb�ds that. Dear Dr. Van Hels�ng comforts me by tell�ng me that
I am fully armed as there may be wolves; the weather �s gett�ng colder
every hour, and there are snow-flurr�es wh�ch come and go as warn�ngs.

 
Later.—It took all my courage to say good-bye to my darl�ng. We may

never meet aga�n. Courage, M�na! the Professor �s look�ng at you keenly;
h�s look �s a warn�ng. There must be no tears now—unless �t may be that
God w�ll let them fall �n gladness.

Jonathan Harker’s Journal.
October 30. N�ght.—I am wr�t�ng th�s �n the l�ght from the furnace door

of the steam launch: Lord Godalm�ng �s f�r�ng up. He �s an exper�enced
hand at the work, as he has had for years a launch of h�s own on the
Thames, and another on the Norfolk Broads. Regard�ng our plans, we
f�nally dec�ded that M�na’s guess was correct, and that �f any waterway was
chosen for the Count’s escape back to h�s Castle, the Sereth and then the
B�str�tza at �ts junct�on, would be the one. We took �t, that somewhere about
the 47th degree, north lat�tude, would be the place chosen for the cross�ng
the country between the r�ver and the Carpath�ans. We have no fear �n
runn�ng at good speed up the r�ver at n�ght; there �s plenty of water, and the
banks are w�de enough apart to make steam�ng, even �n the dark, easy
enough. Lord Godalm�ng tells me to sleep for a wh�le, as �t �s enough for
the present for one to be on watch. But I cannot sleep—how can I w�th the
terr�ble danger hang�ng over my darl�ng, and her go�ng out �nto that awful
place.... My only comfort �s that we are �n the hands of God. Only for that
fa�th �t would be eas�er to d�e than to l�ve, and so be qu�t of all the trouble.
Mr. Morr�s and Dr. Seward were off on the�r long r�de before we started;
they are to keep up the r�ght bank, far enough off to get on h�gher lands
where they can see a good stretch of r�ver and avo�d the follow�ng of �ts
curves. They have, for the f�rst stages, two men to r�de and lead the�r spare
horses—four �n all, so as not to exc�te cur�os�ty. When they d�sm�ss the



men, wh�ch shall be shortly, they shall themselves look after the horses. It
may be necessary for us to jo�n forces; �f so they can mount our whole
party. One of the saddles has a movable horn, and can be eas�ly adapted for
M�na, �f requ�red.

It �s a w�ld adventure we are on. Here, as we are rush�ng along through
the darkness, w�th the cold from the r�ver seem�ng to r�se up and str�ke us;
w�th all the myster�ous vo�ces of the n�ght around us, �t all comes home. We
seem to be dr�ft�ng �nto unknown places and unknown ways; �nto a whole
world of dark and dreadful th�ngs. Godalm�ng �s shutt�ng the furnace
door....

 
31 October.—St�ll hurry�ng along. The day has come, and Godalm�ng �s

sleep�ng. I am on watch. The morn�ng �s b�tterly cold; the furnace heat �s
grateful, though we have heavy fur coats. As yet we have passed only a few
open boats, but none of them had on board any box or package of anyth�ng
l�ke the s�ze of the one we seek. The men were scared every t�me we turned
our electr�c lamp on them, and fell on the�r knees and prayed.

 
1 November, even�ng.—No news all day; we have found noth�ng of the

k�nd we seek. We have now passed �nto the B�str�tza; and �f we are wrong �n
our surm�se our chance �s gone. We have over-hauled every boat, b�g and
l�ttle. Early th�s morn�ng, one crew took us for a Government boat, and
treated us accord�ngly. We saw �n th�s a way of smooth�ng matters, so at
Fundu, where the B�str�tza runs �nto the Sereth, we got a Rouman�an flag
wh�ch we now fly consp�cuously. W�th every boat wh�ch we have over-
hauled s�nce then th�s tr�ck has succeeded; we have had every deference
shown to us, and not once any object�on to whatever we chose to ask or do.
Some of the Slovaks tell us that a b�g boat passed them, go�ng at more than
usual speed as she had a double crew on board. Th�s was before they came
to Fundu, so they could not tell us whether the boat turned �nto the B�str�tza
or cont�nued on up the Sereth. At Fundu we could not hear of any such
boat, so she must have passed there �n the n�ght. I am feel�ng very sleepy;
the cold �s perhaps beg�nn�ng to tell upon me, and nature must have rest
some t�me. Godalm�ng �ns�sts that he shall keep the f�rst watch. God bless
h�m for all h�s goodness to poor dear M�na and me.

 



2 November, morn�ng.—It �s broad dayl�ght. That good fellow would not
wake me. He says �t would have been a s�n to, for I slept peacefully and was
forgett�ng my trouble. It seems brutally self�sh to me to have slept so long,
and let h�m watch all n�ght; but he was qu�te r�ght. I am a new man th�s
morn�ng; and, as I s�t here and watch h�m sleep�ng, I can do all that �s
necessary both as to m�nd�ng the eng�ne, steer�ng, and keep�ng watch. I can
feel that my strength and energy are com�ng back to me. I wonder where
M�na �s now, and Van Hels�ng. They should have got to Verest� about noon
on Wednesday. It would take them some t�me to get the carr�age and horses;
so �f they had started and travelled hard, they would be about now at the
Borgo Pass. God gu�de and help them! I am afra�d to th�nk what may
happen. If we could only go faster! but we cannot; the eng�nes are
throbb�ng and do�ng the�r utmost. I wonder how Dr. Seward and Mr. Morr�s
are gett�ng on. There seem to be endless streams runn�ng down the
mounta�ns �nto th�s r�ver, but as none of them are very large—at present, at
all events, though they are terr�ble doubtless �n w�nter and when the snow
melts—the horsemen may not have met much obstruct�on. I hope that
before we get to Strasba we may see them; for �f by that t�me we have not
overtaken the Count, �t may be necessary to take counsel together what to
do next.

Dr. Seward’s D�ary.
2 November.—Three days on the road. No news, and no t�me to wr�te �t

�f there had been, for every moment �s prec�ous. We have had only the rest
needful for the horses; but we are both bear�ng �t wonderfully. Those
adventurous days of ours are turn�ng up useful. We must push on; we shall
never feel happy t�ll we get the launch �n s�ght aga�n.

 
3 November.—We heard at Fundu that the launch had gone up the

B�str�tza. I w�sh �t wasn’t so cold. There are s�gns of snow com�ng; and �f �t
falls heavy �t w�ll stop us. In such case we must get a sledge and go on,
Russ�an fash�on.

 
4 November.—To-day we heard of the launch hav�ng been deta�ned by

an acc�dent when try�ng to force a way up the rap�ds. The Slovak boats get
up all r�ght, by a�d of a rope and steer�ng w�th knowledge. Some went up
only a few hours before. Godalm�ng �s an amateur f�tter h�mself, and



ev�dently �t was he who put the launch �n tr�m aga�n. F�nally, they got up the
rap�ds all r�ght, w�th local help, and are off on the chase afresh. I fear that
the boat �s not any better for the acc�dent; the peasantry tell us that after she
got upon smooth water aga�n, she kept stopp�ng every now and aga�n so
long as she was �n s�ght. We must push on harder than ever; our help may
be wanted soon.

M�na Harker’s Journal.
31 October.—Arr�ved at Verest� at noon. The Professor tells me that th�s

morn�ng at dawn he could hardly hypnot�se me at all, and that all I could
say was: “dark and qu�et.” He �s off now buy�ng a carr�age and horses. He
says that he w�ll later on try to buy add�t�onal horses, so that we may be
able to change them on the way. We have someth�ng more than 70 m�les
before us. The country �s lovely, and most �nterest�ng; �f only we were
under d�fferent cond�t�ons, how del�ghtful �t would be to see �t all. If
Jonathan and I were dr�v�ng through �t alone what a pleasure �t would be. To
stop and see people, and learn someth�ng of the�r l�fe, and to f�ll our m�nds
and memor�es w�th all the colour and p�cturesqueness of the whole w�ld,
beaut�ful country and the qua�nt people! But, alas!—

 
Later.—Dr. Van Hels�ng has returned. He has got the carr�age and

horses; we are to have some d�nner, and to start �n an hour. The landlady �s
putt�ng us up a huge basket of prov�s�ons; �t seems enough for a company of
sold�ers. The Professor encourages her, and wh�spers to me that �t may be a
week before we can get any good food aga�n. He has been shopp�ng too,
and has sent home such a wonderful lot of fur coats and wraps, and all sorts
of warm th�ngs. There w�ll not be any chance of our be�ng cold.

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .
We shall soon be off. I am afra�d to th�nk what may happen to us. We are

truly �n the hands of God. He alone knows what may be, and I pray H�m,
w�th all the strength of my sad and humble soul, that He w�ll watch over my
beloved husband; that whatever may happen, Jonathan may know that I
loved h�m and honoured h�m more than I can say, and that my latest and
truest thought w�ll be always for h�m.



CHAPTER XXVII

MINA HARKER’S JOURNAL

1 November.—All day long we have travelled, and at a good speed. The
horses seem to know that they are be�ng k�ndly treated, for they go
w�ll�ngly the�r full stage at best speed. We have now had so many changes
and f�nd the same th�ng so constantly that we are encouraged to th�nk that
the journey w�ll be an easy one. Dr. Van Hels�ng �s lacon�c; he tells the
farmers that he �s hurry�ng to B�str�tz, and pays them well to make the
exchange of horses. We get hot soup, or coffee, or tea; and off we go. It �s a
lovely country; full of beaut�es of all �mag�nable k�nds, and the people are
brave, and strong, and s�mple, and seem full of n�ce qual�t�es. They are very,
very superst�t�ous. In the f�rst house where we stopped, when the woman
who served us saw the scar on my forehead, she crossed herself and put out
two f�ngers towards me, to keep off the ev�l eye. I bel�eve they went to the
trouble of putt�ng an extra amount of garl�c �nto our food; and I can’t ab�de
garl�c. Ever s�nce then I have taken care not to take off my hat or ve�l, and
so have escaped the�r susp�c�ons. We are travell�ng fast, and as we have no
dr�ver w�th us to carry tales, we go ahead of scandal; but I daresay that fear
of the ev�l eye w�ll follow hard beh�nd us all the way. The Professor seems
t�reless; all day he would not take any rest, though he made me sleep for a
long spell. At sunset t�me he hypnot�sed me, and he says that I answered as
usual “darkness, lapp�ng water and creak�ng wood”; so our enemy �s st�ll on
the r�ver. I am afra�d to th�nk of Jonathan, but somehow I have now no fear
for h�m, or for myself. I wr�te th�s wh�lst we wa�t �n a farmhouse for the
horses to be got ready. Dr. Van Hels�ng �s sleep�ng, Poor dear, he looks very
t�red and old and grey, but h�s mouth �s set as f�rmly as a conqueror’s; even
�n h�s sleep he �s �nst�nct w�th resolut�on. When we have well started I must
make h�m rest wh�lst I dr�ve. I shall tell h�m that we have days before us,
and we must not break down when most of all h�s strength w�ll be needed....
All �s ready; we are off shortly.

 



2 November, morn�ng.—I was successful, and we took turns dr�v�ng all
n�ght; now the day �s on us, br�ght though cold. There �s a strange heav�ness
�n the a�r—I say heav�ness for want of a better word; I mean that �t
oppresses us both. It �s very cold, and only our warm furs keep us
comfortable. At dawn Van Hels�ng hypnot�sed me; he says I answered
“darkness, creak�ng wood and roar�ng water,” so the r�ver �s chang�ng as
they ascend. I do hope that my darl�ng w�ll not run any chance of danger—
more than need be; but we are �n God’s hands.

 
2 November, n�ght.—All day long dr�v�ng. The country gets w�lder as we

go, and the great spurs of the Carpath�ans, wh�ch at Verest� seemed so far
from us and so low on the hor�zon, now seem to gather round us and tower
�n front. We both seem �n good sp�r�ts; I th�nk we make an effort each to
cheer the other; �n the do�ng so we cheer ourselves. Dr. Van Hels�ng says
that by morn�ng we shall reach the Borgo Pass. The houses are very few
here now, and the Professor says that the last horse we got w�ll have to go
on w�th us, as we may not be able to change. He got two �n add�t�on to the
two we changed, so that now we have a rude four-�n-hand. The dear horses
are pat�ent and good, and they g�ve us no trouble. We are not worr�ed w�th
other travellers, and so even I can dr�ve. We shall get to the Pass �n
dayl�ght; we do not want to arr�ve before. So we take �t easy, and have each
a long rest �n turn. Oh, what w�ll to-morrow br�ng to us? We go to seek the
place where my poor darl�ng suffered so much. God grant that we may be
gu�ded ar�ght, and that He w�ll de�gn to watch over my husband and those
dear to us both, and who are �n such deadly per�l. As for me, I am not
worthy �n H�s s�ght. Alas! I am unclean to H�s eyes, and shall be unt�l He
may de�gn to let me stand forth �n H�s s�ght as one of those who have not
�ncurred H�s wrath.

Memorandum by Abraham Van Hels�ng.
4 November.—Th�s to my old and true fr�end John Seward, M.D., of

Purfleet, London, �n case I may not see h�m. It may expla�n. It �s morn�ng,
and I wr�te by a f�re wh�ch all the n�ght I have kept al�ve—Madam M�na
a�d�ng me. It �s cold, cold; so cold that the grey heavy sky �s full of snow,
wh�ch when �t falls w�ll settle for all w�nter as the ground �s harden�ng to
rece�ve �t. It seems to have affected Madam M�na; she has been so heavy of
head all day that she was not l�ke herself. She sleeps, and sleeps, and sleeps!



She who �s usual so alert, have done l�terally noth�ng all the day; she even
have lost her appet�te. She make no entry �nto her l�ttle d�ary, she who wr�te
so fa�thful at every pause. Someth�ng wh�sper to me that all �s not well.
However, to-n�ght she �s more v�f. Her long sleep all day have refresh and
restore her, for now she �s all sweet and br�ght as ever. At sunset I try to
hypnot�se her, but alas! w�th no effect; the power has grown less and less
w�th each day, and to-n�ght �t fa�l me altogether. Well, God’s w�ll be done—
whatever �t may be, and wh�thersoever �t may lead!

Now to the h�stor�cal, for as Madam M�na wr�te not �n her stenography, I
must, �n my cumbrous old fash�on, that so each day of us may not go
unrecorded.

We got to the Borgo Pass just after sunr�se yesterday morn�ng. When I
saw the s�gns of the dawn I got ready for the hypnot�sm. We stopped our
carr�age, and got down so that there m�ght be no d�sturbance. I made a
couch w�th furs, and Madam M�na, ly�ng down, y�eld herself as usual, but
more slow and more short t�me than ever, to the hypnot�c sleep. As before,
came the answer: “darkness and the sw�rl�ng of water.” Then she woke,
br�ght and rad�ant and we go on our way and soon reach the Pass. At th�s
t�me and place, she become all on f�re w�th zeal; some new gu�d�ng power
be �n her man�fested, for she po�nt to a road and say:—

“Th�s �s the way.”
“How know you �t?” I ask.
“Of course I know �t,” she answer, and w�th a pause, add: “Have not my

Jonathan travelled �t and wrote of h�s travel?”
At f�rst I th�nk somewhat strange, but soon I see that there be only one

such by-road. It �s used but l�ttle, and very d�fferent from the coach road
from the Bukov�na to B�str�tz, wh�ch �s more w�de and hard, and more of
use.

So we came down th�s road; when we meet other ways—not always
were we sure that they were roads at all, for they be neglect and l�ght snow
have fallen—the horses know and they only. I g�ve re�n to them, and they
go on so pat�ent. By-and-by we f�nd all the th�ngs wh�ch Jonathan have note
�n that wonderful d�ary of h�m. Then we go on for long, long hours and
hours. At the f�rst, I tell Madam M�na to sleep; she try, and she succeed. She
sleep all the t�me; t�ll at the last, I feel myself to susp�c�ous grow, and
attempt to wake her. But she sleep on, and I may not wake her though I try.



I do not w�sh to try too hard lest I harm her; for I know that she have suffer
much, and sleep at t�mes be all-�n-all to her. I th�nk I drowse myself, for all
of sudden I feel gu�lt, as though I have done someth�ng; I f�nd myself bolt
up, w�th the re�ns �n my hand, and the good horses go along jog, jog, just as
ever. I look down and f�nd Madam M�na st�ll sleep. It �s now not far off
sunset t�me, and over the snow the l�ght of the sun flow �n b�g yellow flood,
so that we throw great long shadow on where the mounta�n r�se so steep.
For we are go�ng up, and up; and all �s oh! so w�ld and rocky, as though �t
were the end of the world.

Then I arouse Madam M�na. Th�s t�me she wake w�th not much trouble,
and then I try to put her to hypnot�c sleep. But she sleep not, be�ng as
though I were not. St�ll I try and try, t�ll all at once I f�nd her and myself �n
dark; so I look round, and f�nd that the sun have gone down. Madam M�na
laugh, and I turn and look at her. She �s now qu�te awake, and look so well
as I never saw her s�nce that n�ght at Carfax when we f�rst enter the Count’s
house. I am amaze, and not at ease then; but she �s so br�ght and tender and
thoughtful for me that I forget all fear. I l�ght a f�re, for we have brought
supply of wood w�th us, and she prepare food wh�le I undo the horses and
set them, tethered �n shelter, to feed. Then when I return to the f�re she have
my supper ready. I go to help her; but she sm�le, and tell me that she have
eat already—that she was so hungry that she would not wa�t. I l�ke �t not,
and I have grave doubts; but I fear to affr�ght her, and so I am s�lent of �t.
She help me and I eat alone; and then we wrap �n fur and l�e bes�de the f�re,
and I tell her to sleep wh�le I watch. But presently I forget all of watch�ng;
and when I sudden remember that I watch, I f�nd her ly�ng qu�et, but awake,
and look�ng at me w�th so br�ght eyes. Once, tw�ce more the same occur,
and I get much sleep t�ll before morn�ng. When I wake I try to hypnot�se
her; but alas! though she shut her eyes obed�ent, she may not sleep. The sun
r�se up, and up, and up; and then sleep come to her too late, but so heavy
that she w�ll not wake. I have to l�ft her up, and place her sleep�ng �n the
carr�age when I have harnessed the horses and made all ready. Madam st�ll
sleep, and she look �n her sleep more healthy and more redder than before.
And I l�ke �t not. And I am afra�d, afra�d, afra�d!—I am afra�d of all th�ngs
—even to th�nk but I must go on my way. The stake we play for �s l�fe and
death, or more than these, and we must not fl�nch.

 



5 November, morn�ng.—Let me be accurate �n everyth�ng, for though
you and I have seen some strange th�ngs together, you may at the f�rst th�nk
that I, Van Hels�ng, am mad—that the many horrors and the so long stra�n
on nerves has at the last turn my bra�n.

All yesterday we travel, ever gett�ng closer to the mounta�ns, and
mov�ng �nto a more and more w�ld and desert land. There are great,
frown�ng prec�p�ces and much fall�ng water, and Nature seem to have held
somet�me her carn�val. Madam M�na st�ll sleep and sleep; and though I d�d
have hunger and appeased �t, I could not waken her—even for food. I began
to fear that the fatal spell of the place was upon her, ta�nted as she �s w�th
that Vamp�re bapt�sm. “Well,” sa�d I to myself, “�f �t be that she sleep all the
day, �t shall also be that I do not sleep at n�ght.” As we travel on the rough
road, for a road of an anc�ent and �mperfect k�nd there was, I held down my
head and slept. Aga�n I waked w�th a sense of gu�lt and of t�me passed, and
found Madam M�na st�ll sleep�ng, and the sun low down. But all was �ndeed
changed; the frown�ng mounta�ns seemed further away, and we were near
the top of a steep-r�s�ng h�ll, on summ�t of wh�ch was such a castle as
Jonathan tell of �n h�s d�ary. At once I exulted and feared; for now, for good
or �ll, the end was near.

I woke Madam M�na, and aga�n tr�ed to hypnot�se her; but alas!
unava�l�ng t�ll too late. Then, ere the great dark came upon us—for even
after down-sun the heavens reflected the gone sun on the snow, and all was
for a t�me �n a great tw�l�ght—I took out the horses and fed them �n what
shelter I could. Then I make a f�re; and near �t I make Madam M�na, now
awake and more charm�ng than ever, s�t comfortable am�d her rugs. I got
ready food: but she would not eat, s�mply say�ng that she had not hunger. I
d�d not press her, know�ng her unava�l�ngness. But I myself eat, for I must
needs now be strong for all. Then, w�th the fear on me of what m�ght be, I
drew a r�ng so b�g for her comfort, round where Madam M�na sat; and over
the r�ng I passed some of the wafer, and I broke �t f�ne so that all was well
guarded. She sat st�ll all the t�me—so st�ll as one dead; and she grew wh�ter
and ever wh�ter t�ll the snow was not more pale; and no word she sa�d. But
when I drew near, she clung to me, and I could know that the poor soul
shook her from head to feet w�th a tremor that was pa�n to feel. I sa�d to her
presently, when she had grown more qu�et:—

“W�ll you not come over to the f�re?” for I w�shed to make a test of what
she could. She rose obed�ent, but when she have made a step she stopped,



and stood as one str�cken.
“Why not go on?” I asked. She shook her head, and, com�ng back, sat

down �n her place. Then, look�ng at me w�th open eyes, as of one waked
from sleep, she sa�d s�mply:—

“I cannot!” and rema�ned s�lent. I rejo�ced, for I knew that what she
could not, none of those that we dreaded could. Though there m�ght be
danger to her body, yet her soul was safe!

Presently the horses began to scream, and tore at the�r tethers t�ll I came
to them and qu�eted them. When they d�d feel my hands on them, they
wh�nn�ed low as �n joy, and l�cked at my hands and were qu�et for a t�me.
Many t�mes through the n�ght d�d I come to them, t�ll �t arr�ve to the cold
hour when all nature �s at lowest; and every t�me my com�ng was w�th qu�et
of them. In the cold hour the f�re began to d�e, and I was about stepp�ng
forth to replen�sh �t, for now the snow came �n fly�ng sweeps and w�th �t a
ch�ll m�st. Even �n the dark there was a l�ght of some k�nd, as there ever �s
over snow; and �t seemed as though the snow-flurr�es and the wreaths of
m�st took shape as of women w�th tra�l�ng garments. All was �n dead, gr�m
s�lence only that the horses wh�nn�ed and cowered, as �f �n terror of the
worst. I began to fear—horr�ble fears; but then came to me the sense of
safety �n that r�ng where�n I stood. I began, too, to th�nk that my �mag�n�ngs
were of the n�ght, and the gloom, and the unrest that I have gone through,
and all the terr�ble anx�ety. It was as though my memor�es of all Jonathan’s
horr�d exper�ence were befool�ng me; for the snow flakes and the m�st
began to wheel and c�rcle round, t�ll I could get as though a shadowy
gl�mpse of those women that would have k�ssed h�m. And then the horses
cowered lower and lower, and moaned �n terror as men do �n pa�n. Even the
madness of fr�ght was not to them, so that they could break away. I feared
for my dear Madam M�na when these we�rd f�gures drew near and c�rcled
round. I looked at her, but she sat calm, and sm�led at me; when I would
have stepped to the f�re to replen�sh �t, she caught me and held me back, and
wh�spered, l�ke a vo�ce that one hears �n a dream, so low �t was:—

“No! No! Do not go w�thout. Here you are safe!” I turned to her, and
look�ng �n her eyes, sa�d:—

“But you? It �s for you that I fear!” whereat she laughed—a laugh, low
and unreal, and sa�d:—



“Fear for me! Why fear for me? None safer �n all the world from them
than I am,” and as I wondered at the mean�ng of her words, a puff of w�nd
made the flame leap up, and I see the red scar on her forehead. Then, alas! I
knew. D�d I not, I would soon have learned, for the wheel�ng f�gures of m�st
and snow came closer, but keep�ng ever w�thout the Holy c�rcle. Then they
began to mater�al�se t�ll—�f God have not take away my reason, for I saw �t
through my eyes—there were before me �n actual flesh the same three
women that Jonathan saw �n the room, when they would have k�ssed h�s
throat. I knew the sway�ng round forms, the br�ght hard eyes, the wh�te
teeth, the ruddy colour, the voluptuous l�ps. They sm�led ever at poor dear
Madam M�na; and as the�r laugh came through the s�lence of the n�ght, they
tw�ned the�r arms and po�nted to her, and sa�d �n those so sweet t�ngl�ng
tones that Jonathan sa�d were of the �ntolerable sweetness of the water-
glasses:—



“Come, s�ster. Come to us. Come! Come!” In fear I turned to my poor
Madam M�na, and my heart w�th gladness leapt l�ke flame; for oh! the
terror �n her sweet eyes, the repuls�on, the horror, told a story to my heart
that was all of hope. God be thanked she was not, yet, of them. I se�zed
some of the f�rewood wh�ch was by me, and hold�ng out some of the Wafer,
advanced on them towards the f�re. They drew back before me, and laughed
the�r low horr�d laugh. I fed the f�re, and feared them not; for I knew that
we were safe w�th�n our protect�ons. They could not approach, me, wh�lst
so armed, nor Madam M�na wh�lst she rema�ned w�th�n the r�ng, wh�ch she
could not leave no more than they could enter. The horses had ceased to
moan, and lay st�ll on the ground; the snow fell on them softly, and they
grew wh�ter. I knew that there was for the poor beasts no more of terror.

And so we rema�ned t�ll the red of the dawn to fall through the snow-
gloom. I was desolate and afra�d, and full of woe and terror; but when that
beaut�ful sun began to cl�mb the hor�zon l�fe was to me aga�n. At the f�rst
com�ng of the dawn the horr�d f�gures melted �n the wh�rl�ng m�st and
snow; the wreaths of transparent gloom moved away towards the castle, and
were lost.

Inst�nct�vely, w�th the dawn com�ng, I turned to Madam M�na, �ntend�ng
to hypnot�se her; but she lay �n a deep and sudden sleep, from wh�ch I could
not wake her. I tr�ed to hypnot�se through her sleep, but she made no
response, none at all; and the day broke. I fear yet to st�r. I have made my
f�re and have seen the horses, they are all dead. To-day I have much to do
here, and I keep wa�t�ng t�ll the sun �s up h�gh; for there may be places
where I must go, where that sunl�ght, though snow and m�st obscure �t, w�ll
be to me a safety.

I w�ll strengthen me w�th breakfast, and then I w�ll to my terr�ble work.
Madam M�na st�ll sleeps; and, God be thanked! she �s calm �n her sleep....

Jonathan Harker’s Journal.
4 November, even�ng.—The acc�dent to the launch has been a terr�ble

th�ng for us. Only for �t we should have overtaken the boat long ago; and by
now my dear M�na would have been free. I fear to th�nk of her, off on the
wolds near that horr�d place. We have got horses, and we follow on the
track. I note th�s wh�lst Godalm�ng �s gett�ng ready. We have our arms. The
Szgany must look out �f they mean f�ght. Oh, �f only Morr�s and Seward



were w�th us. We must only hope! If I wr�te no more Good-bye, M�na! God
bless and keep you.

Dr. Seward’s D�ary.
5 November.—W�th the dawn we saw the body of Szgany before us

dash�ng away from the r�ver w�th the�r le�ter-wagon. They surrounded �t �n a
cluster, and hurr�ed along as though beset. The snow �s fall�ng l�ghtly and
there �s a strange exc�tement �n the a�r. It may be our own feel�ngs, but the
depress�on �s strange. Far off I hear the howl�ng of wolves; the snow br�ngs
them down from the mounta�ns, and there are dangers to all of us, and from
all s�des. The horses are nearly ready, and we are soon off. We r�de to death
of some one. God alone knows who, or where, or what, or when, or how �t
may be....

Dr. Van Hels�ng’s Memorandum.
5 November, afternoon.—I am at least sane. Thank God for that mercy at

all events, though the prov�ng �t has been dreadful. When I left Madam
M�na sleep�ng w�th�n the Holy c�rcle, I took my way to the castle. The
blacksm�th hammer wh�ch I took �n the carr�age from Verest� was useful;
though the doors were all open I broke them off the rusty h�nges, lest some
�ll-�ntent or �ll-chance should close them, so that be�ng entered I m�ght not
get out. Jonathan’s b�tter exper�ence served me here. By memory of h�s
d�ary I found my way to the old chapel, for I knew that here my work lay.
The a�r was oppress�ve; �t seemed as �f there was some sulphurous fume,
wh�ch at t�mes made me d�zzy. E�ther there was a roar�ng �n my ears or I
heard afar off the howl of wolves. Then I bethought me of my dear Madam
M�na, and I was �n terr�ble pl�ght. The d�lemma had me between h�s horns.

Her, I had not dare to take �nto th�s place, but left safe from the Vamp�re
�n that Holy c�rcle; and yet even there would be the wolf! I resolve me that
my work lay here, and that as to the wolves we must subm�t, �f �t were
God’s w�ll. At any rate �t was only death and freedom beyond. So d�d I
choose for her. Had �t but been for myself the cho�ce had been easy, the
maw of the wolf were better to rest �n than the grave of the Vamp�re! So I
make my cho�ce to go on w�th my work.

I knew that there were at least three graves to f�nd—graves that are
�nhab�t; so I search, and search, and I f�nd one of them. She lay �n her
Vamp�re sleep, so full of l�fe and voluptuous beauty that I shudder as



though I have come to do murder. Ah, I doubt not that �n old t�me, when
such th�ngs were, many a man who set forth to do such a task as m�ne,
found at the last h�s heart fa�l h�m, and then h�s nerve. So he delay, and
delay, and delay, t�ll the mere beauty and the fasc�nat�on of the wanton Un-
Dead have hypnot�se h�m; and he rema�n on and on, t�ll sunset come, and
the Vamp�re sleep be over. Then the beaut�ful eyes of the fa�r woman open
and look love, and the voluptuous mouth present to a k�ss—and man �s
weak. And there rema�n one more v�ct�m �n the Vamp�re fold; one more to
swell the gr�m and gr�sly ranks of the Un-Dead!...

There �s some fasc�nat�on, surely, when I am moved by the mere
presence of such an one, even ly�ng as she lay �n a tomb fretted w�th age
and heavy w�th the dust of centur�es, though there be that horr�d odour such
as the la�rs of the Count have had. Yes, I was moved—I, Van Hels�ng, w�th
all my purpose and w�th my mot�ve for hate—I was moved to a yearn�ng
for delay wh�ch seemed to paralyse my facult�es and to clog my very soul.
It may have been that the need of natural sleep, and the strange oppress�on
of the a�r were beg�nn�ng to overcome me. Certa�n �t was that I was laps�ng
�nto sleep, the open-eyed sleep of one who y�elds to a sweet fasc�nat�on,
when there came through the snow-st�lled a�r a long, low wa�l, so full of
woe and p�ty that �t woke me l�ke the sound of a clar�on. For �t was the
vo�ce of my dear Madam M�na that I heard.

Then I braced myself aga�n to my horr�d task, and found by wrench�ng
away tomb-tops one other of the s�sters, the other dark one. I dared not
pause to look on her as I had on her s�ster, lest once more I should beg�n to
be enthrall; but I go on search�ng unt�l, presently, I f�nd �n a h�gh great tomb
as �f made to one much beloved that other fa�r s�ster wh�ch, l�ke Jonathan I
had seen to gather herself out of the atoms of the m�st. She was so fa�r to
look on, so rad�antly beaut�ful, so exqu�s�tely voluptuous, that the very
�nst�nct of man �n me, wh�ch calls some of my sex to love and to protect one
of hers, made my head wh�rl w�th new emot�on. But God be thanked, that
soul-wa�l of my dear Madam M�na had not d�ed out of my ears; and, before
the spell could be wrought further upon me, I had nerved myself to my w�ld
work. By th�s t�me I had searched all the tombs �n the chapel, so far as I
could tell; and as there had been only three of these Un-Dead phantoms
around us �n the n�ght, I took �t that there were no more of act�ve Un-Dead
ex�stent. There was one great tomb more lordly than all the rest; huge �t
was, and nobly proport�oned. On �t was but one word



DRACULA.
Th�s then was the Un-Dead home of the K�ng-Vamp�re, to whom so

many more were due. Its empt�ness spoke eloquent to make certa�n what I
knew. Before I began to restore these women to the�r dead selves through
my awful work, I la�d �n Dracula’s tomb some of the Wafer, and so
ban�shed h�m from �t, Un-Dead, for ever.

Then began my terr�ble task, and I dreaded �t. Had �t been but one, �t had
been easy, comparat�ve. But three! To beg�n tw�ce more after I had been
through a deed of horror; for �f �t was terr�ble w�th the sweet M�ss Lucy,
what would �t not be w�th these strange ones who had surv�ved through
centur�es, and who had been strengthened by the pass�ng of the years; who
would, �f they could, have fought for the�r foul l�ves....

Oh, my fr�end John, but �t was butcher work; had I not been nerved by
thoughts of other dead, and of the l�v�ng over whom hung such a pall of
fear, I could not have gone on. I tremble and tremble even yet, though t�ll
all was over, God be thanked, my nerve d�d stand. Had I not seen the repose
�n the f�rst place, and the gladness that stole over �t just ere the f�nal
d�ssolut�on came, as real�sat�on that the soul had been won, I could not have
gone further w�th my butchery. I could not have endured the horr�d
screech�ng as the stake drove home; the plung�ng of wr�th�ng form, and l�ps
of bloody foam. I should have fled �n terror and left my work undone. But �t
�s over! And the poor souls, I can p�ty them now and weep, as I th�nk of
them plac�d each �n her full sleep of death for a short moment ere fad�ng.
For, fr�end John, hardly had my kn�fe severed the head of each, before the
whole body began to melt away and crumble �n to �ts nat�ve dust, as though
the death that should have come centur�es agone had at last assert h�mself
and say at once and loud “I am here!”

Before I left the castle I so f�xed �ts entrances that never more can the
Count enter there Un-Dead.

When I stepped �nto the c�rcle where Madam M�na slept, she woke from
her sleep, and, see�ng, me, cr�ed out �n pa�n that I had endured too much.

“Come!” she sa�d, “come away from th�s awful place! Let us go to meet
my husband who �s, I know, com�ng towards us.” She was look�ng th�n and
pale and weak; but her eyes were pure and glowed w�th fervour. I was glad
to see her paleness and her �llness, for my m�nd was full of the fresh horror
of that ruddy vamp�re sleep.



And so w�th trust and hope, and yet full of fear, we go eastward to meet
our fr�ends—and h�m—whom Madam M�na tell me that she know are
com�ng to meet us.

M�na Harker’s Journal.
6 November.—It was late �n the afternoon when the Professor and I took

our way towards the east whence I knew Jonathan was com�ng. We d�d not
go fast, though the way was steeply downh�ll, for we had to take heavy rugs
and wraps w�th us; we dared not face the poss�b�l�ty of be�ng left w�thout
warmth �n the cold and the snow. We had to take some of our prov�s�ons,
too, for we were �n a perfect desolat�on, and, so far as we could see through
the snowfall, there was not even the s�gn of hab�tat�on. When we had gone
about a m�le, I was t�red w�th the heavy walk�ng and sat down to rest. Then
we looked back and saw where the clear l�ne of Dracula’s castle cut the sky;
for we were so deep under the h�ll whereon �t was set that the angle of
perspect�ve of the Carpath�an mounta�ns was far below �t. We saw �t �n all
�ts grandeur, perched a thousand feet on the summ�t of a sheer prec�p�ce,
and w�th seem�ngly a great gap between �t and the steep of the adjacent
mounta�n on any s�de. There was someth�ng w�ld and uncanny about the
place. We could hear the d�stant howl�ng of wolves. They were far off, but
the sound, even though com�ng muffled through the deaden�ng snowfall,
was full of terror. I knew from the way Dr. Van Hels�ng was search�ng
about that he was try�ng to seek some strateg�c po�nt, where we would be
less exposed �n case of attack. The rough roadway st�ll led downwards; we
could trace �t through the dr�fted snow.

In a l�ttle wh�le the Professor s�gnalled to me, so I got up and jo�ned h�m.
He had found a wonderful spot, a sort of natural hollow �n a rock, w�th an
entrance l�ke a doorway between two boulders. He took me by the hand and
drew me �n: “See!” he sa�d, “here you w�ll be �n shelter; and �f the wolves
do come I can meet them one by one.” He brought �n our furs, and made a
snug nest for me, and got out some prov�s�ons and forced them upon me.
But I could not eat; to even try to do so was repuls�ve to me, and, much as I
would have l�ked to please h�m, I could not br�ng myself to the attempt. He
looked very sad, but d�d not reproach me. Tak�ng h�s f�eld-glasses from the
case, he stood on the top of the rock, and began to search the hor�zon.
Suddenly he called out:—



“Look! Madam M�na, look! look!” I sprang up and stood bes�de h�m on
the rock; he handed me h�s glasses and po�nted. The snow was now fall�ng
more heav�ly, and sw�rled about f�ercely, for a h�gh w�nd was beg�nn�ng to
blow. However, there were t�mes when there were pauses between the snow
flurr�es and I could see a long way round. From the he�ght where we were �t
was poss�ble to see a great d�stance; and far off, beyond the wh�te waste of
snow, I could see the r�ver ly�ng l�ke a black r�bbon �n k�nks and curls as �t
wound �ts way. Stra�ght �n front of us and not far off—�n fact, so near that I
wondered we had not not�ced before—came a group of mounted men
hurry�ng along. In the m�dst of them was a cart, a long le�ter-wagon wh�ch
swept from s�de to s�de, l�ke a dog’s ta�l wagg�ng, w�th each stern �nequal�ty
of the road. Outl�ned aga�nst the snow as they were, I could see from the
men’s clothes that they were peasants or gyps�es of some k�nd.

On the cart was a great square chest. My heart leaped as I saw �t, for I
felt that the end was com�ng. The even�ng was now draw�ng close, and well
I knew that at sunset the Th�ng, wh�ch was t�ll then �mpr�soned there, would
take new freedom and could �n any of many forms elude all pursu�t. In fear
I turned to the Professor; to my consternat�on, however, he was not there.
An �nstant later, I saw h�m below me. Round the rock he had drawn a c�rcle,
such as we had found shelter �n last n�ght. When he had completed �t he
stood bes�de me aga�n, say�ng:—

“At least you shall be safe here from h�m!” He took the glasses from me,
and at the next lull of the snow swept the whole space below us. “See,” he
sa�d, “they come qu�ckly; they are flogg�ng the horses, and gallop�ng as
hard as they can.” He paused and went on �n a hollow vo�ce:—

“They are rac�ng for the sunset. We may be too late. God’s w�ll be
done!” Down came another bl�nd�ng rush of dr�v�ng snow, and the whole
landscape was blotted out. It soon passed, however, and once more h�s
glasses were f�xed on the pla�n. Then came a sudden cry:—

“Look! Look! Look! See, two horsemen follow fast, com�ng up from the
south. It must be Qu�ncey and John. Take the glass. Look before the snow
blots �t all out!” I took �t and looked. The two men m�ght be Dr. Seward and
Mr. Morr�s. I knew at all events that ne�ther of them was Jonathan. At the
same t�me I knew that Jonathan was not far off; look�ng around I saw on the
north s�de of the com�ng party two other men, r�d�ng at break-neck speed.
One of them I knew was Jonathan, and the other I took, of course, to be



Lord Godalm�ng. They, too, were pursu�ng the party w�th the cart. When I
told the Professor he shouted �n glee l�ke a schoolboy, and, after look�ng
�ntently t�ll a snow fall made s�ght �mposs�ble, he la�d h�s W�nchester r�fle
ready for use aga�nst the boulder at the open�ng of our shelter. “They are all
converg�ng,” he sa�d. “When the t�me comes we shall have gyps�es on all
s�des.” I got out my revolver ready to hand, for wh�lst we were speak�ng the
howl�ng of wolves came louder and closer. When the snow storm abated a
moment we looked aga�n. It was strange to see the snow fall�ng �n such
heavy flakes close to us, and beyond, the sun sh�n�ng more and more
br�ghtly as �t sank down towards the far mounta�n tops. Sweep�ng the glass
all around us I could see here and there dots mov�ng s�ngly and �n twos and
threes and larger numbers—the wolves were gather�ng for the�r prey.

Every �nstant seemed an age wh�lst we wa�ted. The w�nd came now �n
f�erce bursts, and the snow was dr�ven w�th fury as �t swept upon us �n
c�rcl�ng edd�es. At t�mes we could not see an arm’s length before us; but at
others, as the hollow-sound�ng w�nd swept by us, �t seemed to clear the a�r-
space around us so that we could see afar off. We had of late been so
accustomed to watch for sunr�se and sunset, that we knew w�th fa�r
accuracy when �t would be; and we knew that before long the sun would
set. It was hard to bel�eve that by our watches �t was less than an hour that
we wa�ted �n that rocky shelter before the var�ous bod�es began to converge
close upon us. The w�nd came now w�th f�ercer and more b�tter sweeps, and
more stead�ly from the north. It seem�ngly had dr�ven the snow clouds from
us, for, w�th only occas�onal bursts, the snow fell. We could d�st�ngu�sh
clearly the �nd�v�duals of each party, the pursued and the pursuers.
Strangely enough those pursued d�d not seem to real�se, or at least to care,
that they were pursued; they seemed, however, to hasten w�th redoubled
speed as the sun dropped lower and lower on the mounta�n tops.

Closer and closer they drew. The Professor and I crouched down beh�nd
our rock, and held our weapons ready; I could see that he was determ�ned
that they should not pass. One and all were qu�te unaware of our presence.

All at once two vo�ces shouted out to: “Halt!” One was my Jonathan’s,
ra�sed �n a h�gh key of pass�on; the other Mr. Morr�s’ strong resolute tone of
qu�et command. The gyps�es may not have known the language, but there
was no m�stak�ng the tone, �n whatever tongue the words were spoken.
Inst�nct�vely they re�ned �n, and at the �nstant Lord Godalm�ng and Jonathan
dashed up at one s�de and Dr. Seward and Mr. Morr�s on the other. The



leader of the gyps�es, a splend�d-look�ng fellow who sat h�s horse l�ke a
centaur, waved them back, and �n a f�erce vo�ce gave to h�s compan�ons
some word to proceed. They lashed the horses wh�ch sprang forward; but
the four men ra�sed the�r W�nchester r�fles, and �n an unm�stakable way
commanded them to stop. At the same moment Dr. Van Hels�ng and I rose
beh�nd the rock and po�nted our weapons at them. See�ng that they were
surrounded the men t�ghtened the�r re�ns and drew up. The leader turned to
them and gave a word at wh�ch every man of the gypsy party drew what
weapon he carr�ed, kn�fe or p�stol, and held h�mself �n read�ness to attack.
Issue was jo�ned �n an �nstant.

The leader, w�th a qu�ck movement of h�s re�n, threw h�s horse out �n
front, and po�nt�ng f�rst to the sun—now close down on the h�ll tops—and
then to the castle, sa�d someth�ng wh�ch I d�d not understand. For answer,
all four men of our party threw themselves from the�r horses and dashed
towards the cart. I should have felt terr�ble fear at see�ng Jonathan �n such
danger, but that the ardour of battle must have been upon me as well as the
rest of them; I felt no fear, but only a w�ld, surg�ng des�re to do someth�ng.
See�ng the qu�ck movement of our part�es, the leader of the gyps�es gave a
command; h�s men �nstantly formed round the cart �n a sort of und�sc�pl�ned
endeavour, each one shoulder�ng and push�ng the other �n h�s eagerness to
carry out the order.

In the m�dst of th�s I could see that Jonathan on one s�de of the r�ng of
men, and Qu�ncey on the other, were forc�ng a way to the cart; �t was
ev�dent that they were bent on f�n�sh�ng the�r task before the sun should set.
Noth�ng seemed to stop or even to h�nder them. Ne�ther the levelled
weapons nor the flash�ng kn�ves of the gyps�es �n front, nor the howl�ng of
the wolves beh�nd, appeared to even attract the�r attent�on. Jonathan’s
�mpetuos�ty, and the man�fest s�ngleness of h�s purpose, seemed to overawe
those �n front of h�m; �nst�nct�vely they cowered, as�de and let h�m pass. In
an �nstant he had jumped upon the cart, and, w�th a strength wh�ch seemed
�ncred�ble, ra�sed the great box, and flung �t over the wheel to the ground. In
the meant�me, Mr. Morr�s had had to use force to pass through h�s s�de of
the r�ng of Szgany. All the t�me I had been breathlessly watch�ng Jonathan I
had, w�th the ta�l of my eye, seen h�m press�ng desperately forward, and had
seen the kn�ves of the gyps�es flash as he won a way through them, and they
cut at h�m. He had parr�ed w�th h�s great bow�e kn�fe, and at f�rst I thought
that he too had come through �n safety; but as he sprang bes�de Jonathan,



who had by now jumped from the cart, I could see that w�th h�s left hand he
was clutch�ng at h�s s�de, and that the blood was spurt�ng through h�s
f�ngers. He d�d not delay notw�thstand�ng th�s, for as Jonathan, w�th
desperate energy, attacked one end of the chest, attempt�ng to pr�ze off the
l�d w�th h�s great Kukr� kn�fe, he attacked the other frant�cally w�th h�s
bow�e. Under the efforts of both men the l�d began to y�eld; the na�ls drew
w�th a qu�ck screech�ng sound, and the top of the box was thrown back.

By th�s t�me the gyps�es, see�ng themselves covered by the W�nchesters,
and at the mercy of Lord Godalm�ng and Dr. Seward, had g�ven �n and
made no res�stance. The sun was almost down on the mounta�n tops, and
the shadows of the whole group fell long upon the snow. I saw the Count
ly�ng w�th�n the box upon the earth, some of wh�ch the rude fall�ng from the
cart had scattered over h�m. He was deathly pale, just l�ke a waxen �mage,
and the red eyes glared w�th the horr�ble v�nd�ct�ve look wh�ch I knew too
well.

As I looked, the eyes saw the s�nk�ng sun, and the look of hate �n them
turned to tr�umph.

But, on the �nstant, came the sweep and flash of Jonathan’s great kn�fe. I
shr�eked as I saw �t shear through the throat; wh�lst at the same moment Mr.
Morr�s’s bow�e kn�fe plunged �nto the heart.

It was l�ke a m�racle; but before our very eyes, and almost �n the draw�ng
of a breath, the whole body crumble �nto dust and passed from our s�ght.

I shall be glad as long as I l�ve that even �n that moment of f�nal
d�ssolut�on, there was �n the face a look of peace, such as I never could have
�mag�ned m�ght have rested there.

The Castle of Dracula now stood out aga�nst the red sky, and every stone
of �ts broken battlements was art�culated aga�nst the l�ght of the sett�ng sun.

The gyps�es, tak�ng us as �n some way the cause of the extraord�nary
d�sappearance of the dead man, turned, w�thout a word, and rode away as �f
for the�r l�ves. Those who were unmounted jumped upon the le�ter-wagon
and shouted to the horsemen not to desert them. The wolves, wh�ch had
w�thdrawn to a safe d�stance, followed �n the�r wake, leav�ng us alone.

Mr. Morr�s, who had sunk to the ground, leaned on h�s elbow, hold�ng
h�s hand pressed to h�s s�de; the blood st�ll gushed through h�s f�ngers. I
flew to h�m, for the Holy c�rcle d�d not now keep me back; so d�d the two
doctors. Jonathan knelt beh�nd h�m and the wounded man la�d back h�s head



on h�s shoulder. W�th a s�gh he took, w�th a feeble effort, my hand �n that of
h�s own wh�ch was unsta�ned. He must have seen the angu�sh of my heart �n
my face, for he sm�led at me and sa�d:—

“I am only too happy to have been of any serv�ce! Oh, God!” he cr�ed
suddenly, struggl�ng up to a s�tt�ng posture and po�nt�ng to me, “It was
worth for th�s to d�e! Look! look!”

The sun was now r�ght down upon the mounta�n top, and the red gleams
fell upon my face, so that �t was bathed �n rosy l�ght. W�th one �mpulse the
men sank on the�r knees and a deep and earnest “Amen” broke from all as
the�r eyes followed the po�nt�ng of h�s f�nger. The dy�ng man spoke:—

“Now God be thanked that all has not been �n va�n! See! the snow �s not
more sta�nless than her forehead! The curse has passed away!”

And, to our b�tter gr�ef, w�th a sm�le and �n s�lence, he d�ed, a gallant
gentleman.



NOTE
Seven years ago we all went through the flames; and the happ�ness of

some of us s�nce then �s, we th�nk, well worth the pa�n we endured. It �s an
added joy to M�na and to me that our boy’s b�rthday �s the same day as that
on wh�ch Qu�ncey Morr�s d�ed. H�s mother holds, I know, the secret bel�ef
that some of our brave fr�end’s sp�r�t has passed �nto h�m. H�s bundle of
names l�nks all our l�ttle band of men together; but we call h�m Qu�ncey.

In the summer of th�s year we made a journey to Transylvan�a, and went
over the old ground wh�ch was, and �s, to us so full of v�v�d and terr�ble
memor�es. It was almost �mposs�ble to bel�eve that the th�ngs wh�ch we had
seen w�th our own eyes and heard w�th our own ears were l�v�ng truths.
Every trace of all that had been was blotted out. The castle stood as before,
reared h�gh above a waste of desolat�on.

When we got home we were talk�ng of the old t�me—wh�ch we could all
look back on w�thout despa�r, for Godalm�ng and Seward are both happ�ly
marr�ed. I took the papers from the safe where they had been ever s�nce our
return so long ago. We were struck w�th the fact, that �n all the mass of
mater�al of wh�ch the record �s composed, there �s hardly one authent�c
document; noth�ng but a mass of typewr�t�ng, except the later note-books of
M�na and Seward and myself, and Van Hels�ng’s memorandum. We could
hardly ask any one, even d�d we w�sh to, to accept these as proofs of so
w�ld a story. Van Hels�ng summed �t all up as he sa�d, w�th our boy on h�s
knee:—

“We want no proofs; we ask none to bel�eve us! Th�s boy w�ll some day
know what a brave and gallant woman h�s mother �s. Already he knows her
sweetness and lov�ng care; later on he w�ll understand how some men so
loved her, that they d�d dare much for her sake.”

J������� H�����.
THE END



There’s More to Follow!
More stor�es of the

sort you l�ke; more,
probably, by the
author of th�s one;
more than 500 t�tles
all told by wr�ters of
world-w�de
reputat�on, �n the
Authors’ Alphabet�cal
L�st wh�ch you w�ll
f�nd on the reverse
s�de of the wrapper of
th�s book. Look �t over
before you lay �t as�de.
There are books here
you are sure to want—
some, poss�bly, that
you have always
wanted.
It �s a selected l�st;

every book �n �t has
ach�eved a certa�n
measure of success.
The Grosset &

Dunlap l�st �s not only
the greatest Index of
Good F�ct�on
ava�lable, �t represents
�n add�t�on a generally
accepted Standard of
Value. It w�ll pay you
to

Look on the Other S�de of the
Wrapper!



In case the wrapper
�s lost wr�te to the
publ�shers for a
complete catalog

DETECTIVE STORIES
BY J. S. FLETCHER

May be had wherever books are sold. Ask
for Grosset & Dunlap’s l�st

THE SECRET OF THE
BARBICAN

THE ANNEXATION
SOCIETY

THE WOLVES AND THE
LAMB

GREEN INK

THE KING versus
WARGRAVE

THE LOST MR.
LINTHWAITE

THE MILL OF MANY
WINDOWS

THE HEAVEN-KISSED HILL

THE MIDDLE TEMPLE
MURDER

RAVENSDENE COURT



THE RAYNER-SLADE
AMALGAMATION

THE SAFETY PIN

THE SECRET WAY

THE VALLEY OF
HEADSTRONG MEN

Ask for Complete free l�st of G. & D.
Popular Copyr�ghted F�ct�on

GROSSET & DUNLAP, Publ�shers,
NEW YORK

Typograph�cal errors corrected by the etext transcr�ber:
�n a very s�mply way=> �n a very s�mple way {pg 68}

“The Westm�n�ster Gazette,” 25 September.=> “The Westm�nster
Gazette,” 25 September. {pg 165}

It have told h�m=> She must have told h�m {pg 169}
from md s�ght=> from my s�ght {pg}184

Goldam�ng=> Godalm�ng {pg 226}
I I d�d not want to h�nder h�m=> I d�d not want to h�nder h�m {pg 267}

They lay �n a sort of or-orderly=> They lay �n a sort of orderly {pg
279}

Translyvan�a=> Transylvan�a {pg 294}
th�s mrrn�ng from Dardanelles=> th�s morn�ng from Dardanelles {pg

313}



End of the Project Gutenberg EBook of Dracula, by Bram Stoker

*** END OF THIS PROJECT GUTENBERG EBOOK DRACULA ***

***** This file should be named 345-h.htm or 345-h.zip *****
This and all associated files of various formats will be found in:
        http://www.gutenberg.org/3/4/345/

Produced by Chuck Greif and the Online Distributed
Proofreading Team at http://www.pgdp.net (This file was
produced from images generously made available by The
Internet Archive)

Updated editions will replace the previous one--the old editions
will be renamed.

Creating the works from public domain print editions means that no
one owns a United States copyright in these works, so the Foundation
(and you!) can copy and distribute it in the United States without
permission and without paying copyright royalties.  Special rules,
set forth in the General Terms of Use part of this license, apply to
copying and distributing Project Gutenberg-tm electronic works to
protect the PROJECT GUTENBERG-tm concept and trademark.  Project
Gutenberg is a registered trademark, and may not be used if you
charge for the eBooks, unless you receive specific permission.  If you
do not charge anything for copies of this eBook, complying with the
rules is very easy.  You may use this eBook for nearly any purpose
such as creation of derivative works, reports, performances and
research.  They may be modified and printed and given away--you may do
practically ANYTHING with public domain eBooks.  Redistribution is
subject to the trademark license, especially commercial
redistribution.

*** START: FULL LICENSE ***

THE FULL PROJECT GUTENBERG LICENSE
PLEASE READ THIS BEFORE YOU DISTRIBUTE OR USE THIS WORK

To protect the Project Gutenberg-tm mission of promoting the free
distribution of electronic works, by using or distributing this work
(or any other work associated in any way with the phrase "Project
Gutenberg"), you agree to comply with all the terms of the Full Project
Gutenberg-tm License (available with this file or online at
http://gutenberg.org/license).

Section 1.  General Terms of Use and Redistributing Project Gutenberg-tm
electronic works

1.A.  By reading or using any part of this Project Gutenberg-tm
electronic work, you indicate that you have read, understand, agree to



and accept all the terms of this license and intellectual property
(trademark/copyright) agreement.  If you do not agree to abide by all
the terms of this agreement, you must cease using and return or destroy
all copies of Project Gutenberg-tm electronic works in your possession.
If you paid a fee for obtaining a copy of or access to a Project
Gutenberg-tm electronic work and you do not agree to be bound by the
terms of this agreement, you may obtain a refund from the person or
entity to whom you paid the fee as set forth in paragraph 1.E.8.

1.B.  "Project Gutenberg" is a registered trademark.  It may only be
used on or associated in any way with an electronic work by people who
agree to be bound by the terms of this agreement.  There are a few
things that you can do with most Project Gutenberg-tm electronic works
even without complying with the full terms of this agreement.  See
paragraph 1.C below.  There are a lot of things you can do with Project
Gutenberg-tm electronic works if you follow the terms of this agreement
and help preserve free future access to Project Gutenberg-tm electronic
works.  See paragraph 1.E below.

1.C.  The Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation ("the Foundation"
or PGLAF), owns a compilation copyright in the collection of Project
Gutenberg-tm electronic works.  Nearly all the individual works in the
collection are in the public domain in the United States.  If an
individual work is in the public domain in the United States and you are
located in the United States, we do not claim a right to prevent you from
copying, distributing, performing, displaying or creating derivative
works based on the work as long as all references to Project Gutenberg
are removed.  Of course, we hope that you will support the Project
Gutenberg-tm mission of promoting free access to electronic works by
freely sharing Project Gutenberg-tm works in compliance with the terms of
this agreement for keeping the Project Gutenberg-tm name associated with
the work.  You can easily comply with the terms of this agreement by
keeping this work in the same format with its attached full Project
Gutenberg-tm License when you share it without charge with others.

1.D.  The copyright laws of the place where you are located also govern
what you can do with this work.  Copyright laws in most countries are in
a constant state of change.  If you are outside the United States, check
the laws of your country in addition to the terms of this agreement
before downloading, copying, displaying, performing, distributing or
creating derivative works based on this work or any other Project
Gutenberg-tm work.  The Foundation makes no representations concerning
the copyright status of any work in any country outside the United
States.

1.E.  Unless you have removed all references to Project Gutenberg:

1.E.1.  The following sentence, with active links to, or other immediate
access to, the full Project Gutenberg-tm License must appear prominently
whenever any copy of a Project Gutenberg-tm work (any work on which the
phrase "Project Gutenberg" appears, or with which the phrase "Project
Gutenberg" is associated) is accessed, displayed, performed, viewed,
copied or distributed:

This eBook is for the use of anyone anywhere at no cost and with
almost no restrictions whatsoever.  You may copy it, give it away or
re-use it under the terms of the Project Gutenberg License included



with this eBook or online at www.gutenberg.org/license

1.E.2.  If an individual Project Gutenberg-tm electronic work is derived
from the public domain (does not contain a notice indicating that it is
posted with permission of the copyright holder), the work can be copied
and distributed to anyone in the United States without paying any fees
or charges.  If you are redistributing or providing access to a work
with the phrase "Project Gutenberg" associated with or appearing on the
work, you must comply either with the requirements of paragraphs 1.E.1
through 1.E.7 or obtain permission for the use of the work and the
Project Gutenberg-tm trademark as set forth in paragraphs 1.E.8 or
1.E.9.

1.E.3.  If an individual Project Gutenberg-tm electronic work is posted
with the permission of the copyright holder, your use and distribution
must comply with both paragraphs 1.E.1 through 1.E.7 and any additional
terms imposed by the copyright holder.  Additional terms will be linked
to the Project Gutenberg-tm License for all works posted with the
permission of the copyright holder found at the beginning of this work.

1.E.4.  Do not unlink or detach or remove the full Project Gutenberg-tm
License terms from this work, or any files containing a part of this
work or any other work associated with Project Gutenberg-tm.

1.E.5.  Do not copy, display, perform, distribute or redistribute this
electronic work, or any part of this electronic work, without
prominently displaying the sentence set forth in paragraph 1.E.1 with
active links or immediate access to the full terms of the Project
Gutenberg-tm License.

1.E.6.  You may convert to and distribute this work in any binary,
compressed, marked up, nonproprietary or proprietary form, including any
word processing or hypertext form.  However, if you provide access to or
distribute copies of a Project Gutenberg-tm work in a format other than
"Plain Vanilla ASCII" or other format used in the official version
posted on the official Project Gutenberg-tm web site (www.gutenberg.org),
you must, at no additional cost, fee or expense to the user, provide a
copy, a means of exporting a copy, or a means of obtaining a copy upon
request, of the work in its original "Plain Vanilla ASCII" or other
form.  Any alternate format must include the full Project Gutenberg-tm
License as specified in paragraph 1.E.1.

1.E.7.  Do not charge a fee for access to, viewing, displaying,
performing, copying or distributing any Project Gutenberg-tm works
unless you comply with paragraph 1.E.8 or 1.E.9.

1.E.8.  You may charge a reasonable fee for copies of or providing
access to or distributing Project Gutenberg-tm electronic works provided
that

- You pay a royalty fee of 20% of the gross profits you derive from
     the use of Project Gutenberg-tm works calculated using the method
     you already use to calculate your applicable taxes.  The fee is
     owed to the owner of the Project Gutenberg-tm trademark, but he
     has agreed to donate royalties under this paragraph to the
     Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation.  Royalty payments
     must be paid within 60 days following each date on which you



     prepare (or are legally required to prepare) your periodic tax
     returns.  Royalty payments should be clearly marked as such and
     sent to the Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation at the
     address specified in Section 4, "Information about donations to
     the Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation."

- You provide a full refund of any money paid by a user who notifies
     you in writing (or by e-mail) within 30 days of receipt that s/he
     does not agree to the terms of the full Project Gutenberg-tm
     License.  You must require such a user to return or
     destroy all copies of the works possessed in a physical medium
     and discontinue all use of and all access to other copies of
     Project Gutenberg-tm works.

- You provide, in accordance with paragraph 1.F.3, a full refund of any
     money paid for a work or a replacement copy, if a defect in the
     electronic work is discovered and reported to you within 90 days
     of receipt of the work.

- You comply with all other terms of this agreement for free
     distribution of Project Gutenberg-tm works.

1.E.9.  If you wish to charge a fee or distribute a Project Gutenberg-tm
electronic work or group of works on different terms than are set
forth in this agreement, you must obtain permission in writing from
both the Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation and Michael
Hart, the owner of the Project Gutenberg-tm trademark.  Contact the
Foundation as set forth in Section 3 below.

1.F.

1.F.1.  Project Gutenberg volunteers and employees expend considerable
effort to identify, do copyright research on, transcribe and proofread
public domain works in creating the Project Gutenberg-tm
collection.  Despite these efforts, Project Gutenberg-tm electronic
works, and the medium on which they may be stored, may contain
"Defects," such as, but not limited to, incomplete, inaccurate or
corrupt data, transcription errors, a copyright or other intellectual
property infringement, a defective or damaged disk or other medium, a
computer virus, or computer codes that damage or cannot be read by
your equipment.

1.F.2.  LIMITED WARRANTY, DISCLAIMER OF DAMAGES - Except for the "Right
of Replacement or Refund" described in paragraph 1.F.3, the Project
Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation, the owner of the Project
Gutenberg-tm trademark, and any other party distributing a Project
Gutenberg-tm electronic work under this agreement, disclaim all
liability to you for damages, costs and expenses, including legal
fees.  YOU AGREE THAT YOU HAVE NO REMEDIES FOR NEGLIGENCE, STRICT
LIABILITY, BREACH OF WARRANTY OR BREACH OF CONTRACT EXCEPT THOSE
PROVIDED IN PARAGRAPH 1.F.3.  YOU AGREE THAT THE FOUNDATION, THE
TRADEMARK OWNER, AND ANY DISTRIBUTOR UNDER THIS AGREEMENT WILL NOT BE
LIABLE TO YOU FOR ACTUAL, DIRECT, INDIRECT, CONSEQUENTIAL, PUNITIVE OR
INCIDENTAL DAMAGES EVEN IF YOU GIVE NOTICE OF THE POSSIBILITY OF SUCH
DAMAGE.

1.F.3.  LIMITED RIGHT OF REPLACEMENT OR REFUND - If you discover a



defect in this electronic work within 90 days of receiving it, you can
receive a refund of the money (if any) you paid for it by sending a
written explanation to the person you received the work from.  If you
received the work on a physical medium, you must return the medium with
your written explanation.  The person or entity that provided you with
the defective work may elect to provide a replacement copy in lieu of a
refund.  If you received the work electronically, the person or entity
providing it to you may choose to give you a second opportunity to
receive the work electronically in lieu of a refund.  If the second copy
is also defective, you may demand a refund in writing without further
opportunities to fix the problem.

1.F.4.  Except for the limited right of replacement or refund set forth
in paragraph 1.F.3, this work is provided to you 'AS-IS' WITH NO OTHER
WARRANTIES OF ANY KIND, EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO
WARRANTIES OF MERCHANTABILITY OR FITNESS FOR ANY PURPOSE.

1.F.5.  Some states do not allow disclaimers of certain implied
warranties or the exclusion or limitation of certain types of damages.
If any disclaimer or limitation set forth in this agreement violates the
law of the state applicable to this agreement, the agreement shall be
interpreted to make the maximum disclaimer or limitation permitted by
the applicable state law.  The invalidity or unenforceability of any
provision of this agreement shall not void the remaining provisions.

1.F.6.  INDEMNITY - You agree to indemnify and hold the Foundation, the
trademark owner, any agent or employee of the Foundation, anyone
providing copies of Project Gutenberg-tm electronic works in accordance
with this agreement, and any volunteers associated with the production,
promotion and distribution of Project Gutenberg-tm electronic works,
harmless from all liability, costs and expenses, including legal fees,
that arise directly or indirectly from any of the following which you do
or cause to occur: (a) distribution of this or any Project Gutenberg-tm
work, (b) alteration, modification, or additions or deletions to any
Project Gutenberg-tm work, and (c) any Defect you cause.

Section  2.  Information about the Mission of Project Gutenberg-tm

Project Gutenberg-tm is synonymous with the free distribution of
electronic works in formats readable by the widest variety of computers
including obsolete, old, middle-aged and new computers.  It exists
because of the efforts of hundreds of volunteers and donations from
people in all walks of life.

Volunteers and financial support to provide volunteers with the
assistance they need, are critical to reaching Project Gutenberg-tm's
goals and ensuring that the Project Gutenberg-tm collection will
remain freely available for generations to come.  In 2001, the Project
Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation was created to provide a secure
and permanent future for Project Gutenberg-tm and future generations.
To learn more about the Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation
and how your efforts and donations can help, see Sections 3 and 4
and the Foundation web page at http://www.pglaf.org.

Section 3.  Information about the Project Gutenberg Literary Archive



Foundation

The Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation is a non profit
501(c)(3) educational corporation organized under the laws of the
state of Mississippi and granted tax exempt status by the Internal
Revenue Service.  The Foundation's EIN or federal tax identification
number is 64-6221541.  Its 501(c)(3) letter is posted at
http://pglaf.org/fundraising.  Contributions to the Project Gutenberg
Literary Archive Foundation are tax deductible to the full extent
permitted by U.S. federal laws and your state's laws.

The Foundation's principal office is located at 4557 Melan Dr. S.
Fairbanks, AK, 99712., but its volunteers and employees are scattered
throughout numerous locations.  Its business office is located at
809 North 1500 West, Salt Lake City, UT 84116, (801) 596-1887, email
business@pglaf.org.  Email contact links and up to date contact
information can be found at the Foundation's web site and official
page at http://pglaf.org

For additional contact information:
     Dr. Gregory B. Newby
     Chief Executive and Director
     gbnewby@pglaf.org

Section 4.  Information about Donations to the Project Gutenberg
Literary Archive Foundation

Project Gutenberg-tm depends upon and cannot survive without wide
spread public support and donations to carry out its mission of
increasing the number of public domain and licensed works that can be
freely distributed in machine readable form accessible by the widest
array of equipment including outdated equipment.  Many small donations
($1 to $5,000) are particularly important to maintaining tax exempt
status with the IRS.

The Foundation is committed to complying with the laws regulating
charities and charitable donations in all 50 states of the United
States.  Compliance requirements are not uniform and it takes a
considerable effort, much paperwork and many fees to meet and keep up
with these requirements.  We do not solicit donations in locations
where we have not received written confirmation of compliance.  To
SEND DONATIONS or determine the status of compliance for any
particular state visit http://pglaf.org

While we cannot and do not solicit contributions from states where we
have not met the solicitation requirements, we know of no prohibition
against accepting unsolicited donations from donors in such states who
approach us with offers to donate.

International donations are gratefully accepted, but we cannot make
any statements concerning tax treatment of donations received from
outside the United States.  U.S. laws alone swamp our small staff.

Please check the Project Gutenberg Web pages for current donation
methods and addresses.  Donations are accepted in a number of other
ways including checks, online payments and credit card donations.



To donate, please visit: http://pglaf.org/donate

Section 5.  General Information About Project Gutenberg-tm electronic
works.

Professor Michael S. Hart is the originator of the Project Gutenberg-tm
concept of a library of electronic works that could be freely shared
with anyone.  For thirty years, he produced and distributed Project
Gutenberg-tm eBooks with only a loose network of volunteer support.

Project Gutenberg-tm eBooks are often created from several printed
editions, all of which are confirmed as Public Domain in the U.S.
unless a copyright notice is included.  Thus, we do not necessarily
keep eBooks in compliance with any particular paper edition.

Most people start at our Web site which has the main PG search facility:

     http://www.gutenberg.org

This Web site includes information about Project Gutenberg-tm,
including how to make donations to the Project Gutenberg Literary
Archive Foundation, how to help produce our new eBooks, and how to
subscribe to our email newsletter to hear about new eBooks.


	D R A C U L A
	CONTENTS

	D R A C U L A
	CHAPTER I JONATHAN HARKER’S JOURNAL
	CHAPTER II JONATHAN HARKER’S JOURNAL—continued
	CHAPTER III JONATHAN HARKER’S JOURNAL—continued
	CHAPTER IV JONATHAN HARKER’S JOURNAL—continued
	CHAPTER V
	CHAPTER VI MINA MURRAY’S JOURNAL
	CHAPTER VII CUTTING FROM “THE DAILYGRAPH,” 8 AUGUST
	CHAPTER VIII MINA MURRAY’S JOURNAL
	CHAPTER IX
	CHAPTER X
	CHAPTER XI
	CHAPTER XII DR. SEWARD’S DIARY
	CHAPTER XIII DR. SEWARD’S DIARY—continued.
	CHAPTER XIV MINA HARKER’S JOURNAL
	CHAPTER XV DR. SEWARD’S DIARY—continued.
	CHAPTER XVI DR. SEWARD’S DIARY—continued
	CHAPTER XVII DR. SEWARD’S DIARY—continued
	CHAPTER XVIII DR. SEWARD’S DIARY
	CHAPTER XIX JONATHAN HARKER’S JOURNAL
	CHAPTER XX JONATHAN HARKER’S JOURNAL
	CHAPTER XXI DR. SEWARD’S DIARY
	CHAPTER XXII JONATHAN HARKER’S JOURNAL
	CHAPTER XXIII DR. SEWARD’S DIARY
	CHAPTER XXIV DR. SEWARD’S PHONOGRAPH DIARY, SPOKEN BY VAN HELSING
	CHAPTER XXV DR. SEWARD’S DIARY
	CHAPTER XXVI DR. SEWARD’S DIARY
	CHAPTER XXVII MINA HARKER’S JOURNAL
	NOTE


