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CHAPTER ONE

R.M.R."'shotes
20 May
7 flies, 3 spiders

I've filled many notebook pages and scraps of paper with these daily reckonings. Sometimes | look at
them and they make no senseto me, nothing at al but scratchmarks. 1n more sensible moments, | think
the counting isjust asad form of mental mis-chief. It'saway to avoid thinking about the truly essentia
question, which is, of course, what does asingle housefly mean?

Letter, Miss Mina Murray to Miss Lucy Westenra 20 May
My dearest Lucy,

I am writing thisto you in the happiest of moods. Can you guesswhy? Y es, I've heard from Jonathan
today! He writes from Bistritz, the post-town nearest Castle Dracula-to receive aletter amere two
weeks after it was posted isamiracle, for Transylvania What agreat thing it is, to beliving so closeto
the threshold of the twentieth century! He still has heard little con-cerning his client the Count, save that
he is rumored to keep not one but three beautiful wives. This may be proper form beyond the woods
and east of the Danube, but | know you will agreethat it istwo wivestoo many. I've lwaysfelt that | am
too trugt-ing or too unimaginative to know the pangs of envy. Still, | must admit to amoment of jealousy,
and in my idle dreams these women cannot help but notice how fine aman my Jonathanis.



I know that it would be unreasonable of me to expect Jonathan's business with the Count-the purchase
of property herein England somewhere-to be finished in more than afew days, yet dready | beginto fret
that he has not outdistanced his own letter and arrived on my doorstep beforeit. | will write Mr.
Hawkins, Jonathan's employer, that after Jonathan and | are married, when my husband must travel so on
company business, | must go with him. Naturaly | will tell Mr. Hawkinsthat | can be of great benefit to
his firm with my record-keeping and skill at the typewriter, and further, that the company need not pay
meashilling. | don't know if | could bear another such separation, and | know that Jonathan surely feds
the same-when he can turn his thoughts from the Count's captivating wives.

Widll, dear Lucy, you mentioned that you will be having din-ner soon at Rushbrook House. | have not
met your Dr. John Seward, but you have written that he is handsome and quite out of the ordinary. |
should suppose so. No ordinary man would in-vite ayoung lady to dine at a madhouse.

Your loving, Mina

“Cook says, must she obey every order from that Mr. Blaine? Because if she does, she says she won't
be able to get the chicken on thetablein time.”

Dr. John Seward briefly closed his eyes and didn't even try to imagine what contradictory order given
by the elegant butler Blaine-borrowed for the occasion from the local baronet, Sr Ambrose Poole-would
preclude Mrs. Davies having the chicken ready for dinner with Mrs. Westenraand her daughter.
Ordinar-ily, the maid's question would have intrigued him. (Did he com-mand her to polish the borrowed
Slver tureen that Sir Ambrose brought along with him? To fetch newer and fresher | ettuce-leaves
wherewith to line the platter?) Now it represented yet one more minor monster tusding with his
trouser-leg as he prepared for the magjor encounter of the evening.

Inthe quiet, steady voice hed perfected in adecade of dedl-ing with theinsane, hereplied, "Pleasetell
Mrs. Daviesto use her best judgment, and to refer Mr. Blaineto meif there seemsm be a conflict. Tdll
them both that getting the food on the table for dinner ismy firgt priority.”

The housemaid Mary nodded, the expression in her eyes clearly proclaiming that there was some magjor
portion of Sew-a rd'sinstructions which she hadn't understood, and she darted back through the door of
the little pantry and clattered down the corridor to the kitchen. Seward wondered if he should go &f-ter
her and ascertain what part of hisingtructions were going to be garbled in transmission thistime, but the
chiming of the pantry clock claimed his attention like the salvo of a battle€'s opening guns.

Eight.
Dear God, they would be here any minute.

You've confronted cannibal savages in the South Seas on that round-the-world voyage with Lord
Godalming's daffy brother, Seward reminded himsdf. You've faced of f against Comancherosin
Texas out to murder you and your friends for your boots. Can one respectable English matron out
to secure A Good Match for her daughter be worse?

O f course she can.



As he passed through the dining-room-its faded silk wall-papers and graceful proportions areminder
of the house's patri-cian origins-he encountered Dr. Hennessey, his night surgeon, pouring himsalf what
was clearly histhird or fourth cognac of the evening.

"Cheer up, Johnny," encouraged the older man with arather hazy grin. "This girl-she has money, eh?
And she's pretty? How about this mother of hers, then ... She has money, too?"

Seward blenched at the thought of the fat-bellied and swesty |rishman-the best that Rushbrook
Asylum could get for itsrather limited funds-sidling up to Mrs. Westenra with proposi-tions of adouble
wedding, and said, "'l believe the money isdl secured in an unbreskable trust,” a patent fabrication that
he hoped would hold for the evening. "Asfor Miss Westenra. . ."

The bell peded and the attendant Langmore, bedight in liv-ery borrowed like everything e sefor the
evening from Sir Am-brose, strode through from pantry to hall, shouting, "1'm comin’, then, keep your .

Seward strode ahead of him, cutting him off at the hall door and preceding him into the small and
rather gloomy entryway that had been carved out of what had once been the house'sli-brary. All the
grand roomsin the main block of Rushbrook House had years ago been converted for the use of the
doctors and the patients: the origina dining-room into aclinic with adispensary in the pantry, the
drawing-room into aday-room for the quieter patients, the morning-room for hydrotherapy, and the
billiard-room-rather grimly equipped with severa patent “tranquilizing chairs’ and a Swing. Many of the
rooms of thewing allotted to the Staff had atinkered-with look, where a side door had been given the
trappings of amain entrance and rooms originaly spacious had been divided to approximate anormal
household.

Mrs. Westenrawas taking in al these dterations with a cold blue eye that missed not a halved window
nor asingle square inch where brick had been substituted for marble. "How very cozy," she said as
Seward escorted her and her daughter across the threshold, and through the hall into the rest of the
origind library, now doing duty as drawing-room for the Superintende-nt, i.e. himsdlf. "What avery
clever use of space."

"I think it'scharming.” Lucy shrugged her wrap into Lang-more'swaiting hands, giving the
attendant-cum-footman one of those sweetly dazzling smilesthat, even glancing, had won Seward's heart
the night held first encountered her at aparty at Lord Godaming's. Then she turned the full brightness of
her eyes on him. " Are those hyacinths from the garden here a Rushbrook, Dr. Seward? | thought we
saw agarden, didn't we, Mama, aswe drove up?"

"Y ou did indeed, Miss Westenra. Several of our patients enjoy working with plants and flowers. Not
only enjoy it, but seem to find it caming to their minds and nerves." He took her gloved hand, and guided
her to achair: addicategirl, too thin for her medium height, her flaxen hair dressed in afeathery chignon
that further emphasized this ethered qudlity.

Mrs. Westenra gave an exaggerated shudder. "1 hope you didn't have them coming into this part of the
house and arranging the flowers, too, Dr. Seward." Like her daughter, she was athin woman, her palor
an exaggeration of Lucy's alabaster dd-icacy, her eyesthe chill antithesis of her daughter's hopeful trust.
She glanced pointedly at Langmore. " Or do you use them in your household? | daresay it would take
more courage than | possess, to live never knowing when I'd come through the door and find myself
face-to-face with alunatic.” Sheturned as she said it, and drew back alittle as Dr. Hennessey entered,
red--faced and swaying dightly, anow-full-again glass of cognac in hishand.

"Dr. Hennessey," Seward introduced through dightly clenched teeth, “whoisin charge here a night.”
And sleeps it off during the day. Hennessey wasareative of Lady Poole-upon whose husband's
patronage Rushbrook House depended-and his em-ployment here owed as much to thisfact asto his
willingnessto work for what Seward was able to pay. Seward was familiar with such links. Hisown gtint
of shepherding Lord Godaming's brother, the erratic Harry Holmwood, through South America, Russia,
and the South Seas had resulted in his acquaintance and friendship with his patient's nephew, the
Honorable Arthur Holmwood: the true prize, Seward knew, in the widowed Mrs. Westenras



matrimonia ques.

And why not? hereflected, as Blaine entered to announce din-ner. The Honorable Arthur was as
handsome as a Burne-Jones engraving of Sir Galahad, curly-haired, square-chinned, unfailingly polite
(even to the pavement-nymphs they'd patronized in Tampico, San Antonio, Vladivostok, and Singapore),
and stood to inherit avery large fortune and the title of Viscount Goda-ming. Seward had watched his
young friend's eyes a that party at the Godalming town-house and knew he adored Miss Westenra. The
only problem was that Seward adored her, too. Even at nineteen, she had the tact, taste, and vivacity to
make a perfect London hostess. But she aso, Seward guessed, watching her as he seated her at his|eft
at the cramped dining-room table, had the ingtinctive empathy to be a doctor'swife.

Even amad-doctor's.

As Blaine brought forth the fish course-a sorry turbot adorned with ahaf-lemon carved into a
crown-and Hennessey launched into arambling Nietzschean toast, Seward reflected that it was going to
be along evening.

"m‘?'

It was Langmore, tiptoeing out of the pantry to whisper in his ear. The atendant's livery was mussed,
his old-fashioned stock pulled askew.

"It'sthe big new 'un, sor. He's scarpered.”

Mrs. Westenra was questioning Hennessey-since Seward's answers had proven unsatisfactory-about
the number and vari-ation of patients represented at Rushbrook, turning every now and then to Lucy with
little cries of, "How horrible!" when the Dubliner doctor obliged her with aparticularly bizarre example of
behavior. Unlike many private asylums, Seward had inssted, when held been hired, on treating al
prospective patients, not merely those who were easiest or least troublesome. Hennessey was regaling
the ladies with accounts of Mrs. Strathmore's as-sault on Mrs. Jaimeson with the scissors, and Seward
only hoped he wouldn't go on to detail the more revolting aspects of the notorious "L ord Spotty,” asthe
attendants called him.

"Please excuse me," said Seward, rising. "Therésasmal matter that needs my attention. I'll be back in
amoment.”

Dr. Hennessey, refilling his glass, didn't even think to ask if help was needed. Probably, reflected
Seward, just aswll.

Ashewasleaving, Mrs. Westenra said, "Those cries! Do the poor souls aways howl so?!
Seward paused in histracks, and reflected that he must be wel-fitted to his business. It had been some
time snce held even been aware of the howling.

000

Letter, R. M. Renfield to his wife
(Undated)

My beloved Catherine,
| hopethisletter finds you in excellent health and the most congenid of spirits. I'm aware thet it's been

sometime since I've written to you, and | beg both your understanding and your for-giveness. It's been a
busy timefor me, as| dowly grasp the changed nature of my life. | must accept new ways, puzzling



way's, sometimes inhuman ways-but toward what find design? | do not know.

| have bardy amoment to mysdlf each morning and again each night. That's certainly not enough quiet
time for me to or-der my thoughts and compose such letters as deserve your at-tention. In fact, | was
hoping againgt reason that you would visit me this last week-end. We might have enjoyed some tranquil
time together, you and |, to speak or share the silent moments as we aways did.

It'sspring and the air hereis scented with honeysuckle, the sweetness of England for which | so longed
among the heavy perfumes of foreign lands. But these are not the flowers you tended so carefully, nor the
blossomsthat cheered me nightly when | returned home from the City. Without you dl things have lost
their savor.

Please consder visiting next week-end, or the one theregfter. | will believe that you are arriving soon,
bringing with you every-thing that gives color and freshnessto the dawn, and rest and comfort to the
twilight. And-I need not say this, I'm certain--please tell our precious Vixie that she will dways bethe joy
inmy lifewherever | go, howsoever we are separated, and that she (and you, my dear Catherine) will go
with me everywhere, dways.

Please believe me,
Forever your most loving husband,

R. M. Renfield



Chapter Two

A danted coign of roof sheltered the rear door of the Staff wing of Rushbrook House. Beyond it, rain
that had started during the soup course pattered sadly in the darkness. Rushbrook House stood afew
miles from the last houses of Purfleet, and beyond thewall of the extensive grounds, the Thames marshes
lay asthey had lain Sncetimeimmemoria. Even the grounds, though planted with trees and crossed by
two or three drainage canals discreetly disguised as ornamental brooks, tended to squishy muckiness and
gtanding poolsin the dightest rain.

"How long ago did he escape?’ Seward shrank in spite of himself from the idea of a chase through the
morassin his single presentable evening-suit.

"Just now, Sir, when Hardy wastakin' him his supper.” Lang-more had acquired alantern in one hand,
adrait-jacket rolled up under the other arm. The patient Renfield, though gray-haired, stood over Six feet
tall and was built like an oak-tree.

"Bashed me up againgt thewdll like | wasakid, gr," added Hardy, stepping out the door behind
Seward. Hewas easily Ren-fidld's Size, towering over Seward's five-feet-ten-inch dightness. The side of
his face was purpling where held been struck. "And him so quiet and gentlemanly-like." He shrugged into
an oil-skin mac.

"Likel'stdlin' you, Hardy." Langmore shook his grizzled head. "It's the quiet ones you gotta watch.
Sy, they is." He glanced at Seward, like asoldier waiting for his captain to lead him to battle.

Seward took adeep breath. "Check aong thewall by theroad first,” he said. "Then check the east
wall. That'sthe lowest, and in the worst repair. If he goes over there, hell just find him-sdlf in the grounds
of Carfax. Thank God the place is deserted, and the house well-locked. Blow your whistlesif you need
assistance.”

The two burly night attendants |ooked momentarily non-plussed asit sank in that Seward wasn't going
to go with them, then took a second look at their employer's dinner-jacket and polished shoes, and
nodded, belatedly putting two and two to-gether. Seward supposed, asthey faded into the utter
darkness beyond the thin pools of gadight from Rushbrook'swindows, that if they had even average
intelligence, they would have been able to find employment as something other than hired strong-men at a
madhouse.

Y et having dispatched them to an adventure he consdered himsalf too well-dressed to participatein,
Seward found himsalf unable to smply return to the house. It was his duty to make sure Renfield got
back to hisroom in safety. He had branded himsdlf dready in his own eyes as a shirker by staying here
ontheredivey dry rear step. He could not further betray histrust by settling down to acomfortable
dinner with the girl heloved while one of his patients was |0ose-the more so because he wasfairly certain
that if Renfiedld wasn't found, neither Langmore nor Hardy would interrupt him at his dinner asecond
time.

Damn it. Seward fumbled in his pocket for his cigarette case. Curious, how the mad always had
such fiendish timing in their outbursts. Asif they could tell which were the most important events
in the lives of those around them, and waited for the most utterly disruptive moment to make their
move.



Could they? he wondered. Did they have an extra sensitivity, an extra faculty o f observation?
He shivered, for the night was raw and bitterly cold. Everyone speaks of the connection be-tween
madness and artistic talent-do both states share roots in a greater capacity for perception o f
detail? Hewould, he reflected, have to write to his old teacher in Amsterdam about the matter. Van
Helsng was dways fascinated by such connections.

His heart warmed alittle at the thought of the sturdy old Dutchman, a pleasant recollection washed
away entirely by agust of wind that blew rain over him, soaking the shoulders of hisjacket.

So he might aswell have gone out running through the mire after all.
Good God, what horrors was Hennessey telling Miss West-enra and her mother in his absence?

Lanternsflashed dimly through the trees, jogging up and down asif the men were running. They
vanished then, but Sew-ard's jaw tightened. Along the eastern wall, then, which being built of large sones
rather than bricks madeit far easier to climb. He strained his earsfor the sound of the whistles. If
Ren-field got over the dilapidated barrier that divided Rushbrook's park from that of Carfax, the
long-neglected estate immediately to the eadt, it could easly take them the rest of the night to lo-cate him.
Like Rushbrook, Carfax was an enormous house, but it wasinfinitely older and falling into ruin. When
first héd come to Rushbrook, Seward had gone over the wall himsalf and as-certained that the old house
and its attendant chapel were at least tightly locked. An escapee would have had a hard time go-ing to
earthingde. But its park was ajungle, nearly twenty acres of overgrown groves and woods, mired with
standing pools around asmall lake.

Damn, thought Seward again. Damn, damn, damn ...

Afine future | have to offer poor Miss Westenra. What made me ever think she'd consider my
offer? Herecdled hisown in-ner smile when, afew days ago, hisfriend Quincey Morris had spoken to
him of his own adoration for the ddlicate blonde girl. Quincey was astringy, avkward-handed Texan
whom Seward and the Honorable Arthur had met during their adventurous year of travel in the company
of the Honorable Uncle Harry. Arthur had invited Quincey to spend a season in London with him, and
though the Texan's gpeech il bore the twang of the American plains, his manners were meticulously
good and his saf-made fortune-in land, cattle, and Colorado gold-had made him mar-ginally acceptable
to a certain segment of the more impoverished Society mameas.

Though Seward liked Quincey enormoudy, he had never for amoment considered him genuine
competition for Lucy West-enrals hand. He couldn't imagine that lively, sociable girl agree-ingto golive
inaranch-housein San Antonio, beit never so spacious and comfortable. The memory of hisown
patronizing attitude diced him now likeaflaming whip: And you think she would be any more
likely to revel in "cozy" quarters in Rush-brook House, listening to the screaming of
the mad on still nights?

But the flare of hope waslike alittle white flame somewhere behind his stlernum. She might ...

And the memory of the scent of her hair, and the thoughtful pucker between those ddlicate brows,
warmed him again. She was an exceptiond girl. He would assure her that this Stuation was only
temporary-

Darkness thickened in the darkness, first abumbling outline, then a Laocoon that resolved itself into
three inter-tangled shapes, Renfield's bowed gray head and enormous shoul ders seeming to dominate the
attendants who walked on either side. All three were covered with mud. The lanterns had gone out.
Renfield was strait-jacketed and there was blood on Langmore's lined face, but there was no suggestion
of violence now, only akind of dy petu-lance in Renfield's eyes as he was pushed into the reflected light
near the house.



"I'm not trouble,”" he muttered, twisting his head to ook down at Langmore. "I'm not trouble to
anyone"

"If you're not trouble, mate, I'd liketo seewhat is," retorted the little attendant. "But you come aong
quiet, and well go easy with you thistime. Won't even put you on the Swing, will we, Hardy?*

Renfidd flinched a the mention of the Swing, something Seward noticed with annoyance. Hennessey
swore by the Swing, claiming that the motion of being swooped up and down blind-folded for hours
camed the patients minds. In the six months held been Superintendant, it had not escaped Seward that
for dl Hennessey's claims of thergputic vaue, his colleague had only to threaten its use for most patients
to calm down immedi-ately, in terror a the nausea and disorientation the "calming" device produced.

"Well bekind to you, oh, yes," agreed Hardy, with a bad--tempered look. "First one'sfree, innit?"

"1'm not the one you should be looking for," added Renfield, turning his head over his shoulder to
gpeak to the bigger aten-dant. "I'm not the one.”

"He did come adong quiet, once weld both laid hold on him, sor." Langmore wiped the raindrops from
hiseyestolook at Seward. "Gave us anasty run, though. Y ou want himin acrib for the rest of the
night?'

Seward, watching Renfied's face, again saw the twitch of dread a mention of being locked into what
wasto dl intents and purposes alatticework metal coffin, barely the depth of a man's breast or the width
of his shoulders. Unable to move, un-able to turn over, unable even to reach one arm across to scratch
anitch ...

More humane than chaining, of course, but in Seward's opin-ion, not much more. All very well to
go on about moral treat-ment, lad, Hennessey had said patronizingly, when Seward had begun
making changes in the House's patient routines. You just see how your "moral treatment”
answers when you've got some foaming mooncalf coming at you swinging his bed
round his head like a club. You'll be putting those wall-rings back into the cells quick
enough.

He pushed the soaked hair out of hiseyes. "No, take him to hisroom and strap him to his cot. I'll be
aong inamoment and give him some chlord hydrate. He should deep through 'til morning. Once you've
donethat, please go on back to the dining-room. I'm sure Simmons and Mr. Blaine need your help.”

Langmorée's grin waswry. "Like nuthin' never happened, sor.”

"Exactly." Seward shivered with the cold, and crushed out his cigarette on the wet sone of the
doorstep as he turned back to his recaptured patient. Standing on the step, he was at eye level with the
bigger man. Dark blue eyes, Seward noted again, under an amost anthropoid shelf of brow. Though
Renfield's hair was graying, his heavy eyebrowswere till nearly black. "Mr. Renfield, your family-and
you yourself-have been as-sured that there's nothing to fear from me or from anyone else a Rushbrook
House. Why did you flee?'

Under the dripping brows, the muck-plastered hair, the dark blue gaze was calm and atogether sane.
"My question,” Ren-fidd replied, "is, Why do you not?"

Lucy got quickly to her feet as Seward came back into the dining-room, and would have crossed to
him in the pantry doorway had not her mother hated her with aglare. The girl hesitated, napkin ill in
hand, then asked, "Is everything dl right? Did they find the poor man?

"'Coursethey did, acusbla.” Dr. Hennessey jovidly lifted his glassto Seward in amock toast. "Told



you they would. That Langmore has anose on him like abloodhound. And he's agood tracker besides!™
And he relapsed into gales of inebriated chortles of gppreciation at hisown jest.

Acrossthe curdled remains of the fish course, which had not been removed in the nearly seventy-five
minutes that had el gpsed since Langmore's hesitant summons, Mrs. Westenra regarded Seward with a
gazelikefrozen dag.

"My dear Mrs. Westenral" Seward cried, identifying the im-mediate priority in the Situation, "I am most
terribly sorry! | in-structed Simmonsto carry onin my absence. | cannot imagine what happened . . ." He
held Lucy's chair for her as shere-seated hersdlf. "Y es, Miss Westenra, to answer your question, the
patient was brought back safely and unhurt. I've just come now from giving him asedative injection.. . ."

And changing into gray tweeds that looked hopelessy out of place next to Hennessey's rumpled and
graining dinner clothes, and the expensive silks of thetwo ladies,

"You don't actualy let your patients roam loose about the house, as Dr. Hennessey said?" Lucy looked
timidly up over her shoulder at Seward. "Do you?' To her left, Hennessey grinned drunkenly and winked.

When Langmore and Simmons brought in the Hindle Wakes-a German specidty dightly beyond
Cook's skills-the chicken was stone cold and the lemon-cream sauce had separated.

The rest of the dinner proceeded in Sillence.

" told you how it would be, Lucy," Seward heard Mrs. Westenras voice astheir carriage pulled away.
"I doubt that even that absurd American would have subjected youto. . ."

Rain, darkness, and the doppy squish of hooves and wheels obliterated the rest. Seward quietly closed
the door, made his night rounds of the thirty-six lost souls under his charge-most of them deeping heavily
under the calming magic of laudanum, chlord hydrate, or tincture of Cannabis indica-then returned to
his room, to dictate the account of Renfield's escape and re-capture into the phonographic daybook.
That chore accom-plished, the entire fiasco of the dinner-party began to unfurl itsdlf, likeinfinitely
repesting performances of abad play, across his mind. Of course there had been no question of asking
Lucy's mother for her daughter's hand after deserting her to Hen-nessey's company.

I'll bein London Tuesday, hetold himsdf. | shall send a note to their house on Chatham Street,
call on them. They aren't leaving for Whitby until next week. Thereis still time to speak to her,
still time to ask her--

Plansfor the future produced more anxiety, if anything, than areview of theimmediate past. At ladt,
Seward went downgtairs to the dark dispensary, made up an injection of chlora hydrate for himself, and
returning to hisroom, joined Renfield and the othersin the rdlief of oblivion and dreams.

Renfield felt the cold, heard the howling of the wolves long be-fore the rest of the dream cameinto
focus.

He shivered. He had aways hated cold, always hated the bleak chill of London, the gray dreary



wintertides in Notting-ham after the thick heat and riotous color of India. Since hisreturn from half a
lifetimein the Eagt, the sounds of England had seemed harsh to him, like dropped money clanking on
stone. Clattering carriages, rattling shoe-heds, nattering nasal voices, after the dower rhythms, the
multifarious voices of bird-cdls, the eternd hum of insects.

His dream was adream of silence. The silence of the dead.

It wasraining there, too, abitter whisper againgt sonewalls. Renfield saw firdight, like handfuls of
jewds, nearly logt in an immense hearth whose overmantle was supported by carved grotesques,
wolf-faces whose shadow-cloaked grins mocked the young man imprisoned in that unknown room.
Renfied knew he was a prisoner because he saw him try the door, not once but many times-saw him
pace like acaged animdl, as he himsdlf, Renfield reflected, had paced for days now in hiscell. When the
young man came near the hearth, he saw hisface, hollow and haunted under atumbled shock of dark
hair.

Saw hisbreath, awhisper of flame-dyed smoke when he walked more than a stride or two from the
fire

Saw him crossto thewindow and jerk aside the velvet cur-tains, reveding an ill-fitting casement of tiny
panes, and beyond it-when he pulled it impatiently open-bars.

The young man struck the wall with the hammer of hisfist, once, twice, the tired motion of aman who
has pounded that wall, who has confronted those bars, for weeks.

Renfield watched dispassonately, knowing what it was, to pound awall.

Firdlight leaking through the window sparkled on shimmer-ing rain, like an infinity of gold and blood.
Therain fell through fog, and in the darkness the fog codesced, until it seemed to Renfield that the forms
of threewomen hung in the air outside the window, their pale dresses and their long hair drifting about
them like seaweed beneath the sea. The young man at the win-dow saw them-Renfield heard the intake
of his bresth-but said nothing. Only gazed, like aman hypnotized or under aspell.

It seemed to Renfield that the eyes of dl three gleamed red in the darkness, catching thefirdight like the
eyesof rats.

Two were dark, the third, luminoudy fair. They stretched out their armsto the prisoner, and it wasthe
fair one who spoke, in avoicelike crysta tapped with asilver spoon. "Jonathan,” she said, " Jonathan, let
me cometo you," and Renfield noted with interest that the language she spoke was the sweetly musica
German of the south.

He thought wonderingly, They are the Valkyries, just asin the opera. And in hisheart the music of
Wagner, god-genius of Bayreuth, stirred like the bresthing of the Earth.

They are the Choosers of the Sain. The ones who lay their hands upon the men who will die.
"l am cdled Nomie, Jonathan. Y ou have only towishit, and | will come.”

The man Jonathan stood now so close to the bars that his face pressed against them, his hands clutched
the wet iron. He was trembling with terror and desire. "1 wish it," he murmured. "Come.”

A noisg, like the crashing of acannon, boomed and echoed through Renfield's dream. Jonathan fell
back a pace from the window but did not-maybe could not-turn around to see what might have been



behind him, and Renfield, too, saw only the three women-Vakyrie, Graces, goddesses, or the
fate-weaving Norns-hanging in the whispering dark. One of the dark-haired women screamed acursein
German, and dowly, flesh and hair and garments didimned once moreinto lightlessmist. Only for atime
thelr red eyesremained, glittering in the night like unholy stars.

Jonathan staggered, asif waking from some terrible dream, and whirled. Renfield saw then what he
saw, that the sound had been the chamber's door, dammed open with stunning violence against the wall.

The doorway was empty. Only darknesslay beyond it.

But the prisoner did not flee. Instead he shrank from the open, empty doorway, his breathing fast with
terror. Though the night wasicy, swest jeweled hisface. For along time he stood, only staring at the
open door, and the thin mist that curled across the flagstones. Then dowly he edged forward, like aman
approach-ing a coiled snake, extended ahand visibly trembling, and with aquick move, dammed his
prison door shut again.

Then he sumbled to the fire and collapsed on his knees on the hearth, hisface buried in his hands.



CHAPTER THREE

R.M.R.'s notes
21 May

8 flies, 1 spider

22 May
9 flies, 2 spiders

| find my facility of patience and focusincreases with practice. Thereisaknack to trapping afly, as
much menta and percep-tud asphysicd. | find myself hampered in my efforts by the abject stupidity of
the attendants here. Like al men of petty in-tellect, they cling to regulations asto sparsin the sorm which
the world appears, to them, to be. | have explained repeatedly the nature of my mission here, yet the man
Langmore persstsin removing the baits| put down, and even in freeing my quarry. Incapable of
perceiving underlying patterns, his system, like those of hisfelows, seems capable only of animd fear,
like buf-falo fleeing a thunderclap because they imagine that the release of atmospheric eectrica tensons
has something to do with them.

Prune madecoine and beef obtain best results

23 May

10 flies, 4 spiders

24 May

10 flies, 3 spiders

25 May
16 flies, 4 spiders

A long talk with Dr. Seward today. Though | explained my busi-nessto him carefully, | came away
with the impression that he understands nothing. He seemsto me aman of good heart but decidedly
mediocre mind. Still, though nearly asrigid-mindedly fearful of change asdl the others, he did agree with
my request that the cook include quantities of honey, sugar, and various confituresin my rations here.



Letter, R. M. Renfield to his wife
25 May
My beloved Catherine,

Simply the writing of your name raises my spirits, setting be-fore me asit does your lovely face. | must
be brief, for | cannot make the fools here understand my need for paper not only to communicate with
you and our lovely Vixie, but aso to pro-ceed with my work. It isamatter | dare not yet take up with
Dr. Seward, the Superintendant, though he and | have begun to come to an understanding regarding the
work itsdlf. | thought, in my conversation with him today, that he appeared downcast.

Rumor among the attendantsis that he has suffered areversein love. If that is so, my heart goes out to
himin pity. What it would have cost me, my dearest one, had your family prevailed in their opposition to
me, and prevented our union, | cannot bring mysdf to think.

Thedreary rains of spring have ceased at last, and the garden here riotswith hyacinth, iris, and the first
swest roses of sum-mer. From my eevated window | ook down on the marshlands beside the river, and
see them gay with wildflowers, spangled with reflected light, and dive with the birds of the air.

| understand the difficulties you are having in getting letters to me here. Better that | should suffer a
pang or two for want of your dear comfort, than that those who seek to keep us apart should learn of
your whereabouts, and so undo al our plansand strivings. Kissmy dearest Vixiefor me, and tell her that
her papa shdl be with her by and by.

| remain forever,

Y our most devoted husband, R. M. Renfidd

"Lady Clayburne." Dr. Seward set down the card that had been sent in, got to hisfeet as Mary showed
hisvigtorsinto the office. "Lady Brough."

The younger of the two, a stylish matron of Mrs. Westenra's type, extended two kid-gloved fingers
with the air of one who hoped Seward would not actually touch them. The elder, erect and disapproving
in extremely stylish mourning weeds, smply folded her thin hands more tightly around the ebony head of
her cane and regarded Seward with areflexive and ingrained con-tempt.

"Please st down." Seward fetched them both chairs. Lady Brough scrutinized the seet of hersasif to
make sure no one had inadvertently eft fresh pig entrails on it, then perched on the edge. Her daughter,
Lady Clayburne, settled alittle more firmly, but Seward had the impression that she, like her mother, had
been carefully schooled that no lady ever let her spine touch the back of any chair she sat on, under pain
of death. His aunts and his sister subscribed to that belief aswell. "Mary, please bring tea."



Asthe housemaid departed, Seward resumed his own seat behind his desk and switched off the
phonograph into which held been dictating his notes. "Y ou are here to see Mr. Renfidd?' He had not had
the impression, when Ryland Renfidd's family brought him to Rushbrook House, that they were the sort
of people who would remain in London past the fashion-able season for their afflicted relative's sake.
"I'm sure he will be most gratified to have vistors."

"We are hereto see you, Dr. Seward, not my brother-in-law." Georgina, Lady Clayburne, folded her
elegantly gloved hands and the permanent grooves of disapprova which bracketed the knife-dit of her
mouth degpened dightly. "l am certain thereislittle to be gained by an interview with Ryland himsif.
How does he here?"

"Much the same as when he was brought in," answered Sew-ard. "On one occasion only he attempted
to escape, but of-fered no resistance when apprehended.” He cringed inwardly at the memory of that
disastrous dinner-party. At the recollection of how Lucy's eyes had filled with tears, when held kndlt to
pro-pose marriage yesterday-had it been only yesterday?-at her mother's villa of Hillingham. How she
had blushed when held asked her, Isthere someone el se?

Knowing full-well that there was.

"Beyond that, he has been the most cooperative of patients. He occupies histime with trapping
fliesspidersand flies, | should say. Did your sister ever mention his keeping such odd pets?!

"My sgter does not hold with pets, Dr. Seward, and never would have them in the house. Asfor flies, |
am shocked that you permit such afilthy pastime.” Shelooked around the of-fice asif expecting to see
assorted tumblers and fruit-jars on every windowsill and in every corner, roaring and buzzing with
captives.

Lady Brough added, in athin harsh voice, "I thought my son-in-law was brought here to restore the
balance of hismind, not to have his crochetsindulged.”

"Of coursethat is 0, Lady Brough," agreed Seward. "But sometimes one cannot discover the key to
madness without ob-serving the tendency of itsdelusons.”

"Nonsense. My second daughter-Lady Norrington, sheis now, and we never thought to make so
respectable a match for her-conceived the notion when shewas agirl that she wasin danger of
contagious infection whenever she went out of her bedroom, and inssted on remaining there and having
her medls sent up. A few sound whippings broke her of that caprice.” The old lady's gaze flicked back to
Seward, a bleached and colorless hazel, and cold as stone. "Has my daughter been here to see her
husband?'

"Asaphyscian," said Seward carefully, "that matter is be-tween my patient and myslf.”

"Don't mouth platitudes, young man,” snapped Her Lady-ship, "asif you were apriest under sedl of the
confessond. Nei-ther my daughter Catherine nor my granddaughter Vivienne has been seen by any
member of the family since Ryland'sincarcer-ation, nearly four weeks ago. Catherine, of course, may do
as she chooses. She dwayshas." There was both contempt and loathing in the old woman'svoice. "But
Georginaand | have arespongbility to Vivienne and we will not beturned aside.”

"It isvery like Catherine," added Lady Clayburne, "to go into hiding in this mel odramatic fashion and
leave my mother and myself to ded with this most unpleasant and awkward situ-ation.” Where Lady
Brough's voice was soft and cold, like the silk of agarrot, her daughter's had the clang of a headsman's
ax. "Completely aside from the outrageous fees demanded in this place’-she gestured impatiently around



her-"there isthe mat-ter of the funds settled upon Catherine by my late father, money which it was
understood was to be used in -educating Vivienne and etablishing her creditably in theworld. This
Catherine--encouraged by her husband-has not done. | blame Ryland en-tirely. What can one expect of
amoney-grubbing merchant who's spent dl hislife in heathan parts among tradesmen?

"Catherinewas dwaysasbad," put in Lady Brough, "With her séances and her Theosophical Society
lectures and her An-cient Music.”

"Of course sheis, Mama," agreed Lady Clayburne quickly. "Y ou are quiteright. But at least one had
some control over Catherine. But Vivienne-Vixie, sheiscdled in the family-is due for her come-out next
year. The poor child has been raised on arubbish of philosophers and economigts, with the result that
when she does come out, unless something is done to take her education in hand, she will be entirely too
outré to make anything resembling arespectable parti. Catherine should have known better, but of
course neither Mother nor | could ever tell her athing. Now that Ryland is, thank goodness, out of the
way, Mother and | agreed that it is the perfect opportunity to take that poor child under our wingsand
make something of her be-foreitistoo late.”

"l see." Seward reflected that if Lady Brough were his grand-mother, hed go into hiding, too.

Mary entered with the tea-tray, and dipped alittle curtsey to the two ladies as she set it down on the
corner of Seward's desk. What there was about the tea things that didn't meet Lady Clay-burne's
standards, Seward had no idea. Neither the cups nor the saucers were visibly chipped, the
bread-and-butter was fresh, no sugar had been spilled, and the milk was wholesome. But Lady
Clayburne's thin mouth compressed till further, as Mrs. West-enra's had when Seward had re-entered
the dining-room the other night in his gray tweeds, and Lady Brough regarded the tea-cup Seward
offered her through her lorgnette for along mo-ment before, reluctantly, acceptingit.

Lady Clayburne demanded, "Has my sister come to see Ryland?!

"It remains amatter between hersalf and me, as Mr. Ren-fied's physician, but no, she has not.” Quite
possibly, guessed Seward, because Mrs. Renfield suspected that her family would attempt to trace her in
precisaly thisfashion. But it was curious, he thought, that Renfield had mentioned to him neither wife nor
child. "Thegirl VivienneisMr. Renfidd'sonly child?'

Lady Clayburne sniffed derisively. "The dear Lord only knowswhat he got up to in India, al the years
hewasthere, but Vivi-enneismy sgter'sonly child.”

"Ryland was married in India." Lady Brough set her tea aside untasted. "My solicitor, Joseph
Wormidge, hasingtituted inquiries among the business and Army communities of Cd cuttaand hasfound
little againgt him save his passion for Wagner. Horrible, dreary racket!" Her pale eyes narrowed.
"Nevertheless, thein-quiry isnot yet concluded.”

"When hisfirst wife died-1 understand she was an invdid for many years-Ryland returned to England to
manage his businessfrom here," went on Lady Clayburne. "He met Catherine at one of those dreadful
theosophical lectures she was pa-tronizing that year. We did everything in our power, Mother and I, to
keep her from throwing herself away on atradesman and aman twenty years older than hersdlf into the
bargain. Well!" Shetook thetiniest sip of her tea, with the air of one making a heroic sacrifice to prevent
her hogt from killing himsdlf with well-deserved chagrin, and set the cup and saucer firmly aside. So
much for THAT. The bread-and-butter she smply ignored.

"Understand me, Dr. Seward. Mother and | have only Vixies good at heart. Goodness knows how



we'reto keep it quiet that thereisinsanity in the family long enough to find her ahusband, even with a
year or two at agood Swiss boarding-school to straighten her out ... the cost of which Mother and | are
quite prepared to shoulder. Once we locate them, of course, we have instructed Wormidge to begin
proceedings to re-claim Father's trust funds, which Catherine has quite clearly misused.”

Seward said nothing. A parson's son who had been raised on the edges of Society, he knew with
deadly exactness what op-tionslay open to awoman once control of her own money was taken out of
her hands.

"Neither Catherine nor Vivienne, as| have said, have com-municated with any member of the family
since Ryland was found wandering the streets of London in what can only be de scribed as confusion.”
Anger glinted in Lady Brough's soft voice. "Their house in Nottingham was closed up, and when
Wormidge effected an entrance, he found their clothing missing, asif for along stay el sewhere. Ryland's
house in London has clearly not been re-opened, but he was aweathy man even before he mar-ried
Catherine and helped himsdlf to her inheritance. Because his solicitor, Mr. Lucius Bolton, dropped out of
gght at the same time, we suspect that Catherine and Vivienne arein hiding somewhere, and using Bolton
as a go-between. We intend to find them.”

The cold determination in her voice, and the self-righteous expression on Lady Clayburne'sface,
reminded Seward of the reminiscences Lucy had shared with him of her one nightmarish year in aFrench
finishing-school. She had begged her mother to at least let her return to England, to go to school with her
friends

Lady Clayburne opened her tiny reticule of jet beads, with-drew acard-case. "A young lady's futureis
at stake, Dr. Seward," she said, and laid acard on the desk. "Please do not make her life more difficult
than it will already be with an impossible tradesman-let aone alunatic-for afather. When she comes
here-if she comes-please do what you can to urge Catherine to return to Mother and myself. In any case,
| expect to be noti-fied of her vigt."

She did asecond card across the desk at him. "Thisis Mr. Wormidge's card-our solicitor, in Bedford
Row. If Ryland should make any reference to Catherine, or say anything that might indicate where
Catherine or Vivienne might be found, please contact either myself or Mr. Wormidge."

Seward murmured, "Of course," and dipped both her card and the solicitor Wormidge'sinto his desk
drawer. It was his duty, as Superintendant, to keep Rushbrook House a paying propostion, entirely
gpart from the fact that his usefulnessto its patients depended on his remaining on good terms with their
families. At least Lady Brough and Lady Clayburne were not ob-vioudy insane themsdves, aswerethe
relatives who had had Lord Alyn locked up.

Hewondered if Vixie Renfield had begged her parents not to send her to "agood Swiss
boarding-schoal” to "straighten her out." Had pleaded to be dlowed to remain in England, with her
friends

Letter, Miss Mina Murray to Miss Lucy Westenra

Dearest Lucy,



No time for more than anote, asthisisthe busiest time of year at the school. The weather has turned
hot here, and damp. How | envy you, waking along the cliffs and downs of Whitby!

It seemslike ayear, ingead of only amonth, until | joinyou. Tel your mother again how much | look
forward to it, and how grateful | am for theinvitation.

One of the dearest aspects of true friendship isthat, in all the years we've played together and worked
together over those dreadful samplersat Mrs. Druggett's school, whenever one of us has been sorrowful
or afraid, the other has been able to cheer her up. Lucy, | am both sorrowful and afraid now. | have had
no letter from Jonathan since the middle of May-nearly two weeks now-and though | know perfectly well
that they do not have the penny post in far parts of theworld, and that | cannot expect him to take time
from hiswork to write to me often, ill I cannot rid myself of the fear that heisin someterrible trouble.

Therel Now tell meI'm being agoose-as | know perfectly well that | am.

So good that your dear Arthur isin civilized parts (or as civ-ilized asIreland ever gets!) and you can
get those daily notes you write of. They do, indeed, bring the sound of the voice, the sght of the face,
before our eyes-as your notesto me have done dl thisweek.

Thank you, my dearest friend, for being my dearest friend. Y ou know and | know that wherever heis,
Jonathan isjudt fine.

All my love, Mina



CHAPTER FOUR

R.M.R.'snotes
5June
14 flies, 1 spider

I knew this would happen. Seward ordered meto "get rid of" my "pets' as he cadlsthem, though | have
explained to him-or thought | explained-the critical importance of what | do. | ob-tained three days
grace. What can one expect, when surrounded by the pettiness of ordinary minds?

Dr. Seward's Journal (kept on phonograph)*
18 June

[Renfield] has turned his mind now to spiders, and has got sev-eral very big fellowsin abox. He keeps
feeding them with hisflies, and the number of thelatter has become sengbly dimin-ished, dthough he has
used hdf hisfood in attracting more flies from outsde to hisroom.

1 July

His spiders are now becoming as grest a nuisance as hisflies, and today | told him that he must get rid
of them. Helooked very sad at this, so | said that he must clear out some of them, at al events. He
cheerfully acquiesced in this, and | gave him the same time as before for the reduction. He disgusted me
much whilewith him, for when ahorrid blow-fly, bloated with some carrion food, buzzed into the room,
he caught it, held it exul-tantly for afew moments between hisfinger and thumb, and, be-fore | knew
what hewas going to do, put it in hismouth and ateit. | scolded him for it, but he argued quietly thet it
was very good and very wholesome; that it waslife, strong life, and gavelifetohim ...

Letter, R. M. Renfield to hiswife
(undated-early July)
My dearest Catherine,

| trust thet this|etter finds you in the best of good hedth, and that you and Vixie are enjoying the
mellow beauty of this En-glish summer. It gives me daily comfort to picture your sweet faces. Though |
now redlize how difficult it would be for you to visit, till | hope and pray that one day you and she may
find away to do so without drawing undue attention to yoursalves, for | missyou sorely.



My work proceeds gpace, though unbelievably hampered by the stupidity of my colleagues here.
Seward iswdl-meaning, but beyond imbecilic. His maniafor regulations has forced me to begin on the
next stage of my efforts prematurely. | pray that noill will come of it, knowing how much depends upon
its suc-cessful progress. His colleague, Hennessey, is not only vend, but dangerous. Only yesterday, in
Dr. Seward's absence, he entered my room with three young gentlemen from one of the London
colleges-not medicd students, but smply young rakes who paid him half-a-crown apiece "to seethe
loonies," asthey put it. When | was moved to protest, he threatened me with the Swing, a most appaling
"trestment” that "calms' through nausea and dizziness. Vauable in dedling with the truly mad, of course,
but as horrifying to anorma man asthe rigors of the Spanish In-quistion.

So | am reduced to accomplishing what | can, with what | have. Y ou know that | would do, quite
literdly, anything, in or-der to assure your safety; that there are no lengthsto which | would not go to
protect our beautiful daughter from harm.

Y our loving husband, forever,

RM.R.

R.M.R.’snotes

3 July

10 flies, 2 spiders, 1 sparrow
-7flies? spiders

-5 spiders ? sparrow

6 July

9flies, 2 spiders, 1 sparrow
-6flies? spiders

-4 spiders ?  sparrows

Seward in Town again today. Hennessey admitted a pair of young gentlemen who wanted to "observe"
the lunatics, in particular, they said, the women, and did any of them rip off their clothing in their fits?1
thought Langmore would object, but he said noth-ing. | have noted that Langmore frequently seemsthe
worse for opium, whose symptoms became tedioudy familiar to mein my years of dealing, not only with
the native Indians and coolie Chinese, but with the colonid clerksand wivesaswell. | have dso
frequently overheard Hardy and Simmons speak of Lang-more's abstractions of chlord hydrate from the
dispensary. If they know of this, Hennessey certainly must.

Oh, to be attempting such awork as mine, and to be sur-rounded by such human detritus!



9 July
8 flies, 3 spiders, 1 sparrow
-9flies? spiders

-12 spiders ?  sparrows

10 July
10 flies, 6 spiders, 2 sparrows
-9flies? spiders

-6 spiders ? sparrows

Letter, R. M. Renfield to hiswife
11 July
My dearest Catherine,

A linein hagte. This afternoon from my window | observed the execrable Hennessey waking along the
tree-lined avenue that leads to the high road, amost unaccustomed exercise for aman who raisesdoth to
an art form. Following him with my gaze, | saw him stand talking by the high-road gate to a short, stout
gentleman in agreen coat, who even &t that distance was clearly recognizable as Lady Brough's solicitor
Wormidge. Though the trees on the avenue prevented my seeing clearly, | thought they talked for some
little time, and that something-papers? money? |etters?-was passed from hand to hand.

The sight filled me with rage and despair. Not so much that | fear your discovery-indeed, the fact that
your mother seeks to trace you through me here reassures me that she has no clue con-cerning thefalse
identities and alternate bank accounts we es-tablished for your conceal ment-but because | understand
that it will be that much more difficult for you to contact me, much lesssee me.

Stll | remain, as Shakespeare says, "rich in hope." Watch and wait, my darling-my darlings-and dl
thingswill be made well.

Forever your loving husband,

R.M.R.



Dr. Seward's Diary (phonograph)*
19 July

We are progressing. My friend has now awhole colony of spar-rows, and hisfliesand spidersare
amogt obliterated. When | camein, heran to me and said he wanted to ask me agrest favor . .. "A
kitten, anicelittle, deek playful kitten, that | can play with and teach, and feed-and feed-and feed!" | was
not unprepared for thisreques, for | had noticed how his pets went on increasing in Size and vivacity, but
| did not carethat his pretty family of tame sparrows should be wiped out in the same manner astheflies
and the spiders ...

10 p.m.-l have visited him again today and found him st-ting in acorner brooding. When | camein, he
threw himself on his knees before me and implored meto let him have a cat; that his salvation depended
upon it. I wasfirm, however, and told him he could not haveit.

20 July

Vidted Renfidd very early, before the attendant went his rounds. Found him up and humming atune.
He was spreading out his sugar, which he had saved, in the window, and was manifestly beginning his
fly-catching again ... | looked around for his birds, and not seeing them, asked him where they were. He
replied, without turning round, that they had al flown away. There were afew feathers about the room
and on his pillow adrop of blood.

11 am.-The attendant has just been to meto say that Ren-field has been very sick and has disgorged a
wholelot of feath-ers. "My bdlief is, Doctor,” he said, "that he has eaten his birds, and that he just took
and ate them raw!"

11 p.m.-l gave Renfield a strong opiate tonight, enough to make even him deep ...

R.M.R.’s notes
21 July

HE IS COMING!!

Letter, R. M. Renfield to hiswife



21 July
My darling Catherine,

Something has happened which aters everything! How well | remember when you used to chide me
for my attitude of materialism-so strange in one who espouses the romantic ideals of Wagner, you said.
And |, in my blind superiority, would reply that romanticism, while al very well to ingpire the heart and
the spirit, cannot put bread and butter on the table. Blind, blind, foolish and blind, to say those very
words!

Y et the gods hear even the maunderings of fools. And some-times, their eterna hearts are moved to
compassion by the very blind stubbornness of those who deny them.

Oh, my beloved, forgive mefor the blindness that continued my work, my mission, in the sdfsame
narrow crevice of scien-tific methodology for which 1 so scorned my poor benighted colleagues herel
That | continued it stubbornly, seeing nothing beyond what | thought was "truth,” while dl thewhilea
greater truth was approaching, like the inexorable descent of thunder-clouds from the Smlahillsto the
plan!

Heiscoming, and wedl of us-you, me, Vixie-will be saved!

Dreams of blood. Dreams of life, like specks of flame, coursing and sparkling through hisveins. Degp
in opiated deep, it seemed to Renfield that he was yet awvake, aware of each separate life in the world,
likeindividuated atcoms of searing light.

When he had taken opium in India, he had had such avison. He had felt himself separately conscious
of every beetle, every monstrous roach, every solitary white ant in the svarmsthat dwelt beneath his
bungaow, every bird in the trees and every snake in the weeds, all of them: aseething mass of life
soul-shaking and wonderful inits hugeness.

Eveninthisthin chilly climate, he was aware. Flies, spiders, sparrows... the brilliant dots of their
individua lives glittered and danced in hisveins. The kitchen cat held seen through the window the other
day, who had fired him with such wild hopes, so cruelly and unnecessarily dashed. Foals, al of them ... !
From the window he'd seen her looking at him, gazing across the space between them with round golden

eyes.

In his dream those eyes returned to him, drawing him to them through darkness. But he saw now that
they were aman's eyes. Cold gripped him, the damp cold to which even eighteen years back in his native
country had not accustomed him. Cold, and the smell of the ocean. In his dream he was standing, and
underfoot the rough boards of aship's hold rocked. He heard the dosh of waves againgt the hull, smelled
the familiar stinks of a cargo-hold, rats and bilge-water and dirty leaether and rope, and above dl elsethe
thick, mouldy smell of earth. The ship was trangporting boxes of dirt-Renfield mentaly caculated the cost
per pound of shipping, and concluded that someone must be both rich and mad. In Rome he had visited
amonastery whose chapels had been floored with earth brought from Jerusalem, that the monkswho
died might be buried in the holiest ground in Christendom without the inconvenience of making an actua
pilgrimage. Wasthere, he wondered sardonicaly, some equally pious coward till at largein England?



How did he know the ship was bound for England?

Then he saw the eyes. Not gold now, but red, gleaming from adark shape which rose up from among
the earth-boxes. A cloaked form, hiding power in thefolds of its garments, like the Pilgrim God in
Wagner's Siegfried: the Wanderer stepping from the shadows, concealing yet unable to conced al of
what heis.

Renfield sank to hisknees. "Who are you?' he whispered, and to hislips came the wordsin German of
Mimethe Dwarf from that opera. "’ Who has tracked me to this retreat?’"

A voice which seemed to emanate less from the column of darkness before him, asfrom the dark at the
back of his mind, whispered, echoing the words of Wagner, "’ Wanderer' the world calls me:
wide are my wanderings; | roam at my will all the earth around.’"

A vast shudder shook Renfield's bones. He managed to breathe the name, "Wotan . . ." but could
make no other sound. The dark shape continued: "’ |'ve mastered much and trea-sured much;
I've told wondrous tales to men. Men have believed Their wisdom great, but it is not
brains that they should treasure. *"

"*| have wit enough,"" Renfidd gasped-Mimegasped. ™’'| want no more ...”" Yetinhismind,
in his heart, he saw the dozens of glasstumblers begged singly from Langmore and | tardy, with his
painstakingly collected flies buzzing beneath them. Saw the crumpled sorry boxes of spiders, the
hard-won fragments of his great work kicked aside by fools and Fate, asin the operathe sword
Nothung had been shattered, beyond his poor power to re-forge.

"’What was good, straightway | gave them,”" murmured that deep, harsh voice from out of
the shadows. "’ Spoke, and strengthened their minds.”"

Renfield whimpered, "Lord . . ."

His head bowed into his hands, he only heard the sough of the great cloak asthat column of darkness
stepped forward-as Wotan the Wanderer, lord of the gods, stepped forward-and smelled the rank,
intoxicating stench of graveyard earth and de-caying blood. The hand that rested on his head was heavy,
cold asthe hand of acorpse.

"’ Behold, the bridegroom cometh,” " said Wotan'svoice, in the dark at the back of Renfield's
mind. All around them the waters surged againgt the boat's wooden hold, but though the lightless space
gtank of rats, not asingle whisper of their skitter-ing did Renfield hear. "’ And ye know not the day
or the hour.” But| come. Then those who are known to me shdl have their reward.”

It seemed to Renfield then that he was back in his bed in Rushbrook House, back in his opiated deep.
But his mind was awake and aware, aware of everything: of the voices of Lang-more and Smmonsas
they played their endless, stupid games of cribbage at the little deal table at the far end of the hdll; of the
kitchen-cat hunting in thelong grass and poor old Lord Alyn in the next room crying and mumbling over
and over to himsaf how he did not deserveto live, how greet his sinswere and how powerless hewasto
stop himsdlf ... Of the soft deadly clinking in the study directly below him, as Dr. Seward made up for
him-saf his now-nightly injection of chlord hydrate, so that he could enjoy the deep he o blithely handed
out to his patients. He was aware of the fog that lay on the marshes, of the boats moving down the broad
estuary to the sea.

He was aware of the sea. Of asmall ship with tattered sails, driven on by storm-winds that moaned in
itsrigging, of the pounding of waves on distant rocks. It seemed to him that he could rise from his bed



and fly on the wings of that slorm-on the crest of that darkness.

Fly to the ship, where Wotan waited ... where the Wanderer God sat in darkness, with al his power
and wisdom gathered into his strong hands, to help those who did ashe willed.

Fly to Catherine...

He saw her, auburn hair haf-untangled from its nightly braid, face peaceful in deep. Likethe Princeina
fairy-tae, hethought he stood over her, her beauty breaking his heart asit dways did, dways had, since
first she'd stood up at that theosophica lecture and questioned the lecturer about the astral plane. So
many nights when she would turn over and deep, after their find good-night kiss, he had smply sat
awake, looking at her dum-bering face by the glow of hislittle reading-lamp, relaxed and so young with
al itssmall daily worries sponged away. Joy be-yond joy.

| will save her, hethought. Wotan will help me. | will make him help me.

Thethought of that terrible dly filled Renfield with dread, for he knew to the marrow of his bonesthat
the thing in the hold of the ship was not to be trusted. | will make him help me, but | cannot, must not,
ever, ever let himknow where Catherine and Vixie are hidden.

He didn't know quite why thiswas S0, or what the nature of the danger was. But the column of shadow
within shadow, dark-nesswithin dark, had glowed with animbus of peril.

I will be clever, hevowed. Clever and strong. | can get his help without his knowing. | can keep
that secret, buried in my heart. Then no one will put my Catherine or our beautiful Vixiein
dan-ger, ever again.



CHAPTER FIVE

Mrs. Violet Westenra Requests the honour of your presence
At the marriage of her daughter
Lucy Marie
To
The Honorable Arthur Holmwood
Saturday, the 8th of October
At twelve o'clock noon

S. George's Church, Hanover Sguare

Breakfast and reception immediately follow
At
Godalming House

Grosvenor Sguare

Dr. Seward turned the invitation over in hisfingers. Even the paper wasrich as creamy velvet inthe
patch of strong August sun-light that lay upon his desk.

It interested him that he felt no pain. Only akind of dull -,hock, asif he had taken amorta hurt but
waan't yet aware that uwould kill him.

A ridiculous conceit, hethought numbly. Of course I'm not going to die of love. | shall recover
fromthis, as| recovered from a rattlesnake bite on the Texas plains and from nearly hav-ing my
head cut off on the Marquesa Islands.

Oh, Lucy. Was thisyour idea, or Art's? Two people he loved equaly-of course they'd both want him
to be there, when they Leave themsalves over wholly into one another's keeping. He recalled how Lucy
had wept when he'd asked for her hand, how she'd blushed when held asked, |Is there someone else?
Of course there was. HEd seen how Art watched the fair-haired girl a that Ball at Godalming House,
how hisyoung friend had maneuvered awaysto be close at hand when she wanted a cup of punch or a
diver of cake. Hed seen, too, the melting approval in Mrs. Westenras chilly eyes, that had turned to
daggers whenever Seward had claimed Lucy's attention.

Get away from my daughter, you ... you mad-doctor. Can't you see she's fascinating the heir to



a Viscount who has twenty thousand a year?

Not for oneingtant did Seward doubt that young Arthur Holmwood loved Lucy Westenrato
distraction. He would make her afine husband, and knowing the man as he did, Seward would take oath
that-pavement-nymphsin Tampico notwithstanding--his friend would never give her the dightest cause
for suspicion or tears.

And at nineteen, Lucy was old enough to know her own mind, Seward recognized.

And yet what returned to histhoughts again and again was Mrs. Westenra's satisfied voice asthe
carriage pulled away into therain: | told you how it would be, Lucy.

And the deprecating contempt in her tone as she looked around the tiny drawing-room: What a clever
use o f space. What €lse had she said to her daughter, to steer her thoughts awvay from aman who had
no fortune, to one who had agreat one? All for Lucy's own good, asthat harridan Lady Clayburne had
gpoken of taking Vivienne Renfield from her mother and sending her to afinishing-school in Switzerland,
50 that she could later make "an digible parti.”

Growing up as he had, with the standards and position of an old family to maintain though the money to
do so waslong since gone, Seward had had a front-row seat on how the ladies of So-ciety could damn
with faint praise, could manipulate the hearts and thoughts of their daughters with that agonizing amagam
of duty, love, and guilt.

Wasthat why, after held recelved the smdl legacy which had raised him from Out of the Question to
modest eligibility, he had never trusted those hopeful lurestossed out by the daugh-ters of the lesser
socid ranks?

Seward sighed, and raised his head, to gaze out the window of his study into the green of thewadled
park. Through the trees he could see the black roof-dates of Carfax Hall. Last week the FOR SALE
sign had been taken down from its rusted gates, and hired men had gone in yesterday to scythe clear the
drive. So the place had found a buyer. Wedlthy, one hoped, for it would cost afortune to put that
dilgpidated pile back into anything resem-bling livable condition.

Through the endless months of June and July, while he had buried himself in work to forget the ache of
hopes raised only to be dashed, he had written to Lucy in Whitby, where she was staying for the summer
with her mother. She had written back once or twice, polite notes about country walkswith her
school-friend Mina, or descriptions of the old churchyard on the East Cliff, where the headstones would
occasionaly tumble down to the sea beneath: copybook exercisesin friendly correspondence that could
have been addressed to anyone.

Y et what did he expect? Declarations of love? He didn't know whether these cordid |etters were
worse, or better, than nothing at al.

Heturned the invitation over again in hisfingers. Octo-ber eighth. Sixty days away. Time enough to
determine whether he could not endure to be there, or could not endure to stay away.

With asigh he leaned across to the cabinet and wound up his phonograph, set the needle on the wax
cylinder, and picked up the smal mouthpiece. If nothing else, there was till work. Though everything
seemed to taste of ashes these days, at least he could do some good for someone, no matter what he
wasfedingindde.

"August seventh. With the prohibition against sparrows in effect, Renfield's mania for flies and



spiders has returned full--force, and hisroomis now filled again with his boxes and jars. In
addition to feeding the flies to the spiders, both Langmore and Hardy have seen Renfield eating
both species, confirming my hypothesis of a new type of mania, zoophagy. For two weeks it has
seemed to me that the man has grown more secretive, and | have come upon him repeatedly with
his face pressed to the window bars, in an attitude of listening. . . "

Letter, R M. Renfield to hiswife
9 August
My dearest one, in haste--

If I have hitherto hoped that you would somehow find away to vist me here, now | must-and you
must-put that thought from our minds.

Wil did the ancients depict their gods bearing saving fire in one hand, and in the other the bow of
desth! Salvation walks side by side with destruction, and wise indeed is the man who can steer the
course between them.

HE ISHERE. Hisfeet tread English soil, and nightly he whis-persin my dreams. | saw asinavison
the ship that bears his degping body driven ashore by the sorm-windsthat are in his keeping. Where he
made landfdl, | do not know. Amid rain and fog | was aware of picturesque smdl houses, of cliffs
looming over the harbor, crowned with atiny church and its tombstones. But through the very ground
beneath this house it seemed to methat | felt the press of hisfoot, somewherein thisidand realm.

And heiscoming here! | know thisas| know my name. And | fear for my very soul.

Guard yoursdlf, my beloved! Compared to him, such crea-tures as your mother and Wormidge are
nothing! Take every precaution againg discovery. Only the knowledge that you are safe-that Vixieis
safe-gives me the strength to carry on.

| am taking what steps | can, to strengthen my soul against his power, that | may not be utterly
swallowed up.

Thelight of hismgesty floodsmy mind, yet | tremble. As| tremble, your nameison my lips. Itisdl,
al, for you.

Forever your beloved husband,

RM.R.

R.M.R.'snotes
9 August



15 flies, 4 spiders

10 August
12 flies, 2 spiders

Attempt to obtain a sparrow interfered with by attendant-fool! | must be more careful. So much
depends upon my strength.

Dreams of moonlight, and of thelong stair that led from the lit-tle coastal town up to the churchyard on
the cliffsabove. Renfidd fdt himsdlf again aware of every living thing in that town, degping now, deeping
deep: each child dreaming of pony-rides or magic pa aces, each man of sammering unprepared through
classroom-lessons unlearned. He saw the dark houses with their windows shuttered, the pretty gardens
robed in darkness. Saw the white dip of movement, asablond girl in anightdress strolled unconcerned
through the town with a degp-waker's un-seeing sare.

Shewas beautiful, and Renfield's heart was touched by her. Where the night-breeze flattened the thin
batiste againgt her body, it showed a shallow breast, the sharp point of atoo dender hip, addicate form
childlike and vulnerable without the womanly defenses of corsetry and draped silk. She was not many
rears older than his daughter. Loosed for deep, her flaxen hair shivered to her hips.

Thegirl climbed the stairs-hundreds of stairs. Sabs of sone, or carved into the living rock of the cliff,
and Renfield knew what waited for her at the top. He wanted to cry out to her, to wake her, to warn her,
but he knew what Wotan would do to him if he did this-Wotan would not be pleased.

Wotan would withhold from him the gift of life that he so desperately needed. Worse, Wotan would
whisper into the dreams of others, of Georgina Clayburne and that stone-faced harridan mother of hers
of where Catherine and Vixie lay degp-ing tonight.

Then dl would beinvain!

Heart pounding, body quaking with pity and with cold, Ren-field watched as the blonde girl walked
past him-for he seemed to be standing on the long stair from the town-and on up to the churchyard on
thediff.

A tomb lay closeto the cliff's grass-grown edge. For amo-ment Renfield thought that the thing that lay
on it wasadog or awolf, but the next moment the dark form rose, e ongating into the unmistakable
shadow of a cloaked man, and red eyes gleamed where they caught the moon's sickly light. From the top
of the steps Renfield watched, as the deep-wa ker passed among the graves with the confidence of a
child. The figure besde the tomb held out its hand. Renfield's ears seemed to befilled with the buzz of
swvarming flies.

Don't do it! hewanted to shout to her. Don't go to him Hewas aware of her face, relaxed in
deep as Catherinédswas al those nights beside him, like Vixieswhen shewaslittle, when hed go into
her room to check on her and see her adeep in the night-light'stiny glow. Please don't hurt her ...



Wotan gathered the girl into hisarm, the white of her night-dress disgppearing in the velvet folds of the
cloak. His hand, huge and coarse, with pointed nailslike claws, cupped the side of her face, turning her
head aside to expose the big blood-vessals of the throat. The roar of flies swamped Renfield's mind and
for atime his dream was only that he was sitting in hisroom at Rushbrook, with the window wide open
and fliesbuzzing in, landing happily on hishands, on hisknees, on the pillow of hisbed, and letting him
edt them like candy while spiderslined up in an expectant file, waiting their turn.

Theglow of life washed over him, filled him, burning, warm-ing, intoxicating. For afew moments every
cdl in hisbody was conscious, and cried dloud with relief from alifdong hunger he had never even
known had weighed upon him so heavily, until that instant of release.

His mouth sang with the metdlic flavor of fresh blood. His brain, with the scent of the girl.
He thought she cried out.

Digtant and dim, asif seeing with someone e se's eyes, he be-came aware of the girl again, lying on the
cliffsde tombstone as if upon abed. Beyond her, the moon shone with a cold pewter gleam on the
shingle-beds of the harbor where the tide had gone out. It made the feathery coils of her hair pde as
ivory, where they lay over the edge of the granite dab, and trailed on the ground. Renfield heard agirl's
voice call softly, "Lucy! and saw asecond girl striding among the graves. Shewas alittletaler and of
sturdier build, hurriedly dressed in shirtwaist and walking-skirt. Her dark hair was aready coming out of
ahagty braid that dapped between her shoulders as sheran.

"Mina?" the blonde girl whispered, as her dark-haired friend sat beside her on the tomb, raised her up
in her arms. The blonde head fell back, turned aside, curtained by that cascade of moon colored silk. Her
breath dragged in thick frantic gasps. The dark girl, with brisk decisiveness, wrapped Lucy in the heavy
figured shawl from around her own shoulders, pinning it at the throat. Then she took the shoes from her
own feet and put them on Lucy's before turning to the task of fully waking her. Renfield heard her voice,
agentle, lovely ato, speaking soft nothings as his consciousness drew back from them. Their image grew
smaler and smdler, tiny in the light of that enormous moon, but just before it winked out, Renfield saw
Minaget Lucy to her feet, and help her back toward the stairway that would lead them down to the
town.

He awoke ravenous, starving, the yellow moonlight aglow-ing shawl dropped on the floor of hisroom.
Hand trembling, he emptied confused flies and deepy spiders from their boxes and tumblersand jars,
devoured them without even stopping to chew. Spiky legs, brittle wings.

Their tiny lives sparkled like eectricity in hisveins. But his hunger was not even touched.



CHAPTER SIX

R.M.R."s notes
12 August
14 flies, 5 spiders, 2slugs (sugar-water dripped on sill)

Must have more. Asked for extra sugar, received it. Know not to try for sparrow. Alwaysthey watch
me. He watches me, too.

"Dr. Seward?' Renfidld spoke for the firgt time during Seward's visit that evening, rousing himsdlf from
his desperate preoccu-pation of mind. He had to be careful, he knew, yet even as he hoped to wrest
from Wotan the additional life that he needed, it might be possible to use Seward, unsuspecting, to obtain
the knowledge that-as Wotan had so accurately said-men treasure.

Renfield reflected that the young doctor was stupid enough be manipul ated into telling him anything.

"What isit, old chap?" Seward turned back from the door, which Renfield noticed Langmore was
quick to lock again. They feared him, did they?

Anger flashed through him. Hed give them causeto fear. The anger must have shonein hisface,
because Seward hesi-tated. Renfield forced his rage down. "As adoctor of the mind, have you-or
anyonein your field-cometo any theory of what dreams are, and why we have them? Are they truly-or
can they be-agents of communication, as even the ancient Stoics ar-gued? Or do you believe, like Freud,
that they are merely the mind'sway of ordering the events of the past, of sorting them into larger mental
categories determined by past experience?’ A spider tiptoed in through the open window, past the bars;
Renfield caught it with the adeptness of long practice and popped it a once into his mouth, dug his
notebook from his shirt-pocket and added it to the tally, then turned back for Seward's reply.

"| believe they can serve the mind as ameans of assmilating experience,”" agreed Seward, his dark
eyeswatchful on Renfidd'sface, asif-which Seward so often did-he sought to guesswhat lay behind the
guestion. Hewent on, "1 have heard-both here and in America, and in the idands of the South
Seas-stories of how dreams do communicate events of the past or present, though asascientist I'm
inclined to wonder how such athing could be proven empiricaly. My old teacher-a Dutchman from
Amsterdam-is of the opinion that the ability to dream devel-oped as human intelligence grew to the point
that men werein danger of harming themselves and others through too exclusive areliance on that
intelligence. That God gave man the ability to dream as achannd to deliver warnings from sources that
can-not be quantified. But he may have been joking." And Seward smiled.

"And if one dreams of thingsthat are taking place far away- evil things, eventsthat bring danger to the
innocent-is there away to warn those one seesin danger? A way to know where these events are taking
place, or whom to warn?"



Seward's eyes narrowed sharply. "What do you mean?' he asked. "Did you dream about your wife,
for instance? Cather-ine, | believe her nameis? Or your daughter?”

Georgina Clayburne has been to see him. Rage seared through Renfield, asif amatch had
been dropped on atrail of kerosene. He felt hisface heat, forced himself to look at the wall beyond
Seward's shoulder. Forced from hismind the ddiciousjoy it would bring him to pick the dightly built
doctor up and smash his brains out againgt thewall, to twist his head from his shoulders.

They would gtrait-jacket him. Put him in the Swing. Give him castor-oil and ipecac to weaken him with
vomiting.

When Wotan came, he would not be ready.

Breathing hard, Renfield said, "1 didn't dream about nobody, sir." He knew he should make up a
convincing tale but he couldn't think. Hismind wasfilled with the roaring buzz of flies. "'l wasjust asking."

When Seward |eft, Renfield returned to the window, pressed his face to the barsto drink in the
evening's cool. Rushbrook House was set a an angle to the road, so that through his window he could
see the gatesto the high-road, aswell asa portion of the crumbling wall and overgrown trees of the
estate next door.

Y esterday he'd seen ahandsome new carriage come through the gates, its team of matched blacks
familiar to him. He had thought the woman inside looked like Georgina Clayburne.

And hedidn't think it was thefirst time shed cometo cal on Seward.

Asking what? What did she know aready? What had she guessed, and what information had she
bought from Hennessey? She had dmost certainly had the house in Nottingham searched. That didn't
trouble Renfield particularly, for he had made sure, when he, Catherine, and Vixie had |ft it, that no trace
of paper remained to tell where they'd gone. The other housesin London, like the bank accounts he and
Catherine had set up, were under other names.

Wasthat why Seward watched him so closdly, took down notes of what he said? Was he sending
every word, every specu-lation, on to Georginaand that ghastly mother, even as Hen-nessey was doing?

He watched the shadow of Rushbrook House stretch out over the garden, reaching toward the dark
wall, the dark trees, of Carfax. The voices of the attendants rose like incongruous bird-calsin theair, as
they began to close up the windows, put up the shutters for the night. From aroom near-by, the woman
the attendants referred to as Queen Anne began her nightly howling. Many of the patients, Renfield had
observed, grew worse at this hour, pounding on thewalls and babbling, or sink-ing into uncontrollable
tears. Footsteps hurried in the hals, to give Her Mgesty the drugs that would silence her, would push her
over the edge into her own dreams.

What if those dreams, like some of his own, were infinitely more dreadful than the waking that she
could not struggle back to no matter how much shetried?



Renfield closed his eyes, and told himsdlf that he must be strong.

That night he dreamed of the girls again, as he had dreamed the night before. Dreamed-as he had last
night-that he wasin their bedroom, looking down on them asthey dept, and their faceswererelaxed in
deep, as sweet and young as Catherine's looked in the mysterious blue radiance of the waxing moon.
Mina, the dark-haired girl, wore alittle pucker between her brows. Though she was probably no older
than her friend, she had the air of ayoung woman who has had to make her own way in theworld. The
nightgown-deeve that lay on the tufted counterpane was plain mudin, and much worn, in contrast to the
fantasia of batiste and lace that swaddled the ddlicate Lucy.

When fear came into the room, and the chilly bresth of the grave, Renfield tried to reach out to Mina,
tried to shake her shoulder-or he thought hetried ... or he wanted to try. He is coming, hethought asthe
air intheroom grew colder and colder and asmall black shadow began to circle erratically out-side the
moon-drenched window. Wotan is coming.

His heart pounded in terror. He had to wake them up, so they could flee.
He had to wake up himsdlf, so that he wouldn't see what would happen.
But he could neither move, nor waken.

Minawhispered, "Jonathan,” in her deep, and sank deeper, amost into the deep of death, Renfield
thought. But Lucy turned on her pillow, her shut eyes seeming to seek the window, and in the moonlight
Renfield could see now that the thing outside was a bat, fluttering and besting itswings at the casement.

He pressed back into the shadows, his hands covering his mouth.

Wotan would see him. And seeing him, would take his ven-geance, not only on him, but on Catherine
and Vixieaswell. Oh, Catherine, Catherine, hethought wildly, if I can seethis, if | can be here, why
can't | be at your sideinstead?

But he shut the thought from his mind like the damming of adoor, lest Wotan hear him and know then
that someone named Catherine even existed.

Lucy rosefrom her bed, her head lolling, and with the pre-ternaturd clarity of dreams Renfield saw the
wound on her neck, the two tiny punctures above the vein, unhealed, white-edged and mangled-looking.
All the moonlight seemed to befailing in the room, and the shadow of the bat grew ill, seeming to swell
insize, so that it covered the whole of the window in itswings. Out of that shadow itsred eyes gleamed,
like the far-off lamps of Hell. When Lucy stumbled to the casement and fumbled open the latch, the dark
form of Wotan stepped through asif he had strode there upon the air of night.

Lucy sagged forward into hisarms. In the moonlight Wotan smiled-or the thing in the ship's hold that
had spoken to Ren-field with Wotan'swords. He could not be Wotan, thought Renfidd muzzily,
for he has two eyes, not one like the Wanderer God: eyes as red and reflective as the
eyes of a rat. But then, when Wotan had spoken those words to Mime the Dwarf, he had not yet
traded his eye for wisdom. His mustaches were long and iron-gray, his face was not the face of agod,
but of a man who has gone beyond what other men are, into some unknown zone of experience.

A face of power. A facelikeiron, that no longer recalswhat it wasto be aman. A face maybe that
never knew in thefirs place.

He cupped the side of Lucy'sfacein his short-fingered pow-erful hand, drew back hislipsfrom long



canineteeth, like an anima'sfangs. Renfield closed his eyes as the blood began to flow down, hid his
mind in thoughts of flies. Big fat horse-fliesthe Sze of lichis, each burgting with the dectricd firesof life.
Hedid not even darethink, Let her alone ...

Wotan-or whatever that thing wastruly caled-would not like that.

Already Renfield understood that what that shadowy deity wanted, maybe more than life, was power.
For him, there could be no didoyalty.

R.M.R."s notes
19 August

The bride-maidens rgjoice the eyes that wait the coming of the bride; but when the bride draweth nigh,
then the maidens shine not in the eyesthat arefilled.

"It'sRenfield, sr." Grizzled little Langmore blinked in the dimmed gas-light of the hall. Hed clearly
expected to find Seward -in bed. "He's escaped.”

Saward had been expecting it. All day Renfield had been rest-less, prowling hisroom by turnswild
with excitement and darkly sullen. When Seward had turned in after hisfind round ,rmong the patients,
though depressed himself, he had elected not to inject the chlora hydrate which had, he realized, become
something of a habit over the past three months. Instead held prepared for bed, but sat up re-reading
| _ucy'slatest note, short and polite though underlain with sadness, for she suspected her mother was far
moreill than shewasletting on ... dl thewhilelistening, asif he knew there would be trouble with
Renfield asthe night grew deeper.

"l seen him not ten minutes ago, when | looked through the Judas, sir." Hardy pushed open the door of
Renfield'sroom as Seward and Langmore came striding down the hal. 'Sy, heis. Layin' on hisbed
lookin' like butter wouldn't melt in hismouth.”

The muggy cool of the night-breeze met them as they entered the room, where the window-sash had
been literaly wrenched from its mooringsin thewal, barsand dl. Seward shivered, thinking of the
strength that would have taken.

A sudden paroxysm of rage or terror? He hoped so. The thought of the madman being actualy that
strong at al times was not a pleasant one. He glanced around the little room, to make sure there wasn't
some clue, but it looked much the samein the light of the attendants lanterns. the narrow cot-like bed
had not been digplaced from its position aong the right-hand wall, the assortment of tumblers, cups, and
boxes that contained Renfidd's living larder were till negtly ranked on the floor op-posite.



Stepping to the window, he caught the pale flash of what might have been anightshirt, dodging among
the trees by the intermittent whisper of the waning moon. The ydlow gleam of alantern told Seward that
Simmonswas dready on thetrail. Heading for Carfax, it looked like.

"Bring aladder and follow usto the east wall," heingtructed Hardy, took his lantern, and hung it on his
belt. With more than adight qualm, he dithered through the torn-out ruin of the window, hung by his

hands from the sill for amoment, then dropped to the ground. Langmore at his heels, he set out through
the darkness on Renfidd'strail.



CHAPTER SEVEN

"Therehe goes, gr," Langmore whispered, and Seward held up his hand. Renfield's hearing was
sharp-heéld demonsirated more than once his ability to track afly by its buzzing above the sound of
conversation-and held be listening for the smallest noise of pursuit. Or would he? Seward had
encountered madmen and madwomen who seemed to think that mere escape was enough; that they
could eude pursuers asif they were birds.

With a heart of furious fancies,

Whereof | am commander; sang the old ballad-
With a burning spear

And a horse of air

To the wilderness | wander ...

Not for thefirgt time he wished his old friend Quincey Mor-riswere with him, Quincey who'd learned
tracking from a cou-ple of Commanche who'd worked on hisfather's Texas ranch. Quincey could be
relied upon to keep quiet and obey orders without question, something Seward wasn't sure he could
count on from most of the attendants.

Thewhite blur of Renfidd's nightshirt shone againgt the dark of the Carfax wall long before the pursuers
were anywhere near him, then vanished as he dropped down the other side.

Seward cursed. In addition to exploring the Carfax park it-self, he'd walked around the perimeter wall,
both outside and in, and knew it to be badly dilapidated, low enough in several placesfor amanto easily
climb. It might take Renfield alittle timeto find such spots, but the thought of chasing him through open
countryside in the dead of a pitch-black night made him shudder.

Thank God at least Hardy had the witsto move quietly, or as quietly asabig man carrying an
eight-foot ladder without alantern might be expected to-

"Stay here," Seward breathed, as Hardy set up the ladder against the wall. "He may think he's safe for
the moment; if he thinkswere on his hedls, hell be away like ahare.” When he put his head over the
fern-grown capstones, he could glimpse Ren-field again, making hisway toward the dark bulk of the
house. "Slip over as quietly as you can and spread out," he whispered, retreating down the ladder afew
steps and looking down at the upturned faces of the three attendants. "Hardy, circle around to the right,
Simmons and Langmore to the left-whatever you do, try to keep him from getting out the gate onto the
high road.”

Had the new tenants-or at any rate the carters who'd lugged in the dozen huge crates of their goods
that afternoon--remembered to lock those rusted gates of oak and iron? Had they been able to make the
crazy old locks work, either on the gates or on the house?



Seward tried to push the thought away. "And for God's sake, keep quiet.” he added. "Keep your
lanterns as dark as you can manage. If you hear me shout, come running." At any rate, thank goodness,
he reflected as he dipped over the wall in what he hoped was an inconspicuous fashion, Carfax wasn't
inhabited yet. He might have to go chasing a semi-naked madman down the highroad and into the
marshes, but at least he wouldn't have to dedl with neighbors enraged or terrified by amidnight
incur-sions. Since the FOR SALE sign had disappeared from the gates, hed watched for signs of
habitation-or even of preparation for habitation, so asto get the address of someone to write to-but so
far there had been nothing. It was asiif, having purchased the place, the buyers had been content to let
Carfax gt inits crum-bling Gothic glory, asit had sat since at least the Napoleonic wars.

Tangled ivy crunched underfoot. Something-fox or rabbit--darted wildly away through the undergrowth
that choked most mf the park. Carfax had clearly begun life asasmall castle, of which part of the keep
and a chape remained, aruinous appen-dix clinging to the sde of afour-square, mostly Tudor dwelling
now largely swallowed up inivy. The gardens were in as poor a state as the house; twice Seward's path
was blocked by tangles of overgrown hedge, and once he found afragment of cotton nightshirt snagged
up on a half-dead rosebush. He could hear Renfield's footsteps, adry harsh rustle in decades of dead
leaves, making still for the house.

| shall have to find the new owners somehow, thought Sew-ard, and speak to them about
having that wall repaired. The house agent must have warned them, in any case, that they were
buying property next door to a lunatic asylum. Thethought of Renfield bresking out again after the
new ownerswere in residence flitted nightmarishly through hismind. Probably no danger to them, but
God help Fido or Pussif he happensto en-counter themin the park.

“..Mager..."
The word breathed in the darkness, and Seward froze. A mutter of speech. Speaking to whom?
Seward could have sworn the house was empty.

He crept nearer, not breathing, straining to listen as he rounded the corner of the black |eaf-shrouded
bulk.

The clouds had parted, letting through athread of moonlight that showed him the haf-circle of the
chapel, the stained but-tresses ragged with ivy and the arched clerstory windows sunken eyeless sockets
inthewall. Therewasadoor set inthewal, flanked by columnar attenuated saints leperous with moss.
Ren-field'swhite nightshirt made a blur in the embrasure.

"l am hereto do your bidding, Magter. | am your dave, and you will reward me, for | shall befaithful."
He brought his hands up, filthy and stained with moss, asif to caressthe iron handle, the padlocked bars.
"I have worshipped you long and afar off. Now that you are near, | await your commands, and you will
not pass me by, will you, dear Magter, in your distribu-tion of good things?!

Selfish old beggar, thought Seward, suddenly amused. He be-lieves he's in the Real
Presence o f God and his first thought is for the loaves and fishes-particularly the
fishes.

Stll, therewas something in the intensity of Renfield's hissing voicethat sst darm-bellsringing in his
mind. Religious maniatook anumber of truly unpleasant forms. He wouldn't want to ded with the
complicationsit would add to the existing obses-son with zoophagy ...

"Who is there?" Renfiedd swung around, his square, lined face convulsed like ademon's.



Lantern-light flashed in the darkness. Langmore, Simmons, and Hardy threw themselves out of the
shrubbery, catching Renfield as he tried to bolt. Seward, who'd sprung forward and seized Renfidd's
arm, was thrown back against the chapel wall asif he had no weight at all. For amoment it seemed to
him, watching the struggling men, that the madman would hurl them al aside and disappear into the night.
Renfield bellowed and cursed, then screamed like an anima as Langmore twisted hisarm, but Seward
thought the madman would have gone on struggling, | etting the attendant break his bones, had not Hardy
struck Renfield astunning blow on the head. The big man sank to his knees; Langmore whipped forward
the arm he held, and Smmonsjammed it, and the other, into the deeves of the strait-jacket they'd

brought.

Whatever momentary fears Seward felt about that blow dis-solved on the way back to Rushbrook
House. Renfield kicked, thrashed, howled like an animal until he was gagged; twisted like aman in the
throes of convulsions. At one point Seward feared that the lunatic would manage to tear himsdlf free of
the gtrait-jacket, and when they got him into the house-with al the other patients setting up a cacophony
in sympathy like the howling of the damned in Hell-ordered extra bindings sirgpped around him before he
was chained to the wall of the padded room.

When Seward returned to his own bedroom, he was shaken to the bones: Dear God, and | once
harbored the delusion that | could bring Lucy to live with me in this place?

He sank down onto the bed, trembling. The transformation of aman whom he'd thought of asbasicaly
harmless, to other human beingsif not to himsdlf or to any fly or bird that came within his reach, brought
home to him what his old teacher Van Helsing had said to him once: "We are the guardians of the frontier
of darkness, my friend. And that means that for the most part, we must stand our watches aone.”

Ah, Lucy, hethought despairingly, you deserve better than this-better than the danger
you would be in, living here with me, no matter what | could do to protect you. |
underestimated the dangers of that dark frontier: | will not do so again.

In the east-facing windows of hisroom, past the irregular darkness of Carfax's broken roof-line, the
summer sky was d-ready saining with first light. Through the wdls of hisroom Seward could hear his
patients howling. And abovetherr cries, apowerful voice bellowed likethat of aTitan in chains:

"| shdl be patient, Magter! It is coming-coming-coming!”

Seward injected himsalf with chlora hydrate and passed out without even removing his clothes.

Letter, R. M. Renfield to his wife
Undated (late August?)
My beloved,

| beg your forgiveness for not having written. | was unavoid-ably prevented, by the stupidity and, |
fear, downright malice of the men with whom | am forced to work in this place. Nothing but the most
urgent consideration would have kept my pen from paper, would have silenced the words of love that



every day dwdl in my heart.
Tel our Vixiethat her pgpaloves her, and will be with her again by-and-by.
Y our own,

RM.R.



CHAPTER EIGHT

Hanging in chains on thewall of the padded cell, Renfield dreamed.

For three days he hung there, raving and sobbing at what he saw, at what he knew was happening,
would happen. They gave him laudanum to quiet him, forcing it down histhroat when he twisted his head
addeinavain effort to refuse further dreams.

Don't send me back there! he wanted to scream at them. He is hunting her, stalking her asa
hunter stalks a doe! Waiting for her to come.

But these words he dared not say doud, for Catherine's sake, for Vixie's and hisown.

Wotan was near. Wotan was present, was there, not just in England but less than haf amile distant,
lying open-eyed in his coffin in the crumbling chape of Carfax, blood-stained hands folded on his breast.

Waiting.

Peace came with nightfall and moonrise, for in those hours Wotan's mind was €l sewhere, occupied with
the business that men occupied themsaves with during the day. The sense of re-lease, of rdlief, was
nearly unbearable. Renfield would lie on the floor of the padded cell each night when at Seward's orders
he was released from his bonds, listening only to the dim howling of the other patients, to the murmur of
Langmore and Smmons asthey played their unceasing games of cribbagein the hdl, to the steedy soft
ticking of the hallway clock. Y et hewas at al times aware of the Traveler, aware of his nearness. Aware
of hispower.

Wotan was there, Wotan who held the gift of lifein his hand. Wotan whose anger infected hisbrain and
drove him to screaming ragesin the daytime, so that he was chained again on thewall.

Watch yourself, traitor, if you betray me now, Wotan had said to Loki, in the shivering music of
Das Rheingold. I, of all the gods your only friend ...

Wotan, too, dreamed. In his dreamsthe Traveler God could hear and see, through those others whom
his mind had touched. His thoughts spread like poisoned mist through the air, making nothing of distance.
Wotan would know what Renfield said, if he shrieked to the guards what he knew, what he saw during
his daytime visions. Wotan would hear, and would not forgive.

| do not want to see the kill!

That first day in the straps he saw the girlsin the train-station. Pretty Lucy looked much better, with a
trace of rosinessreturn-ing to her delicate cheeks, and she hugged her dark-haired friend like asister.
"Y ou have your tickets?'

"Exactly where they were when you asked five minutes ago." Mina patted her handbag, and Lucy



laughed. "Y ou'rein danger of forgetting that 1'm the schoolmistress, you're the giddy young who goes
to parties and is going to be the daughter-in-law of Lord Godaming by thetime | get back."

"Darling!" Lucy giggled, her rosiness degpening, and the ol der woman who accompanied the girls-she
had Lucy's blue eyes, Renfield thought, and Lucy's flawless complexion-folded her gloved handsand
gmiled.

But her smile was wan. There was a haunted shadow in the back of those blue eyes, transforming what
had been the cold face of alady of Society-alady who reminded Renfiedld aarmingly of hissger-in-law
Georgina, Lady Clayburne-into amask of exhaustion and deepest tragedy. She watched the girls w if it
were she, not the dark-haired Mina, who was about to depart, with ahungry longing and aterrible
regret. Her face was both puffy and sunken, with awaxy cast to it that Renfield knew well from long
acquaintance with his countrymen in In-dia's unhealthy clime.

She has had her death-warrant, he thought, his heart aching suddenly for her as he never thought it
could have, not for that species of woman. She knows it, and her daughter does not.

"And this Sister Agatha didn't say what had happened to Jonathan?' Lucy was asking. "Other than that
he had brain-fever?'

"It wasall shesaid." Minareached into the pocket of her jacket-sensible brown linen and, like al her
other clothing, alittleworn, afew years out of fashion-and drew out a much--folded square of yellow
paper. "Only that he rushed into the train-station at Klausenberg shouting for aticket for home.
Klausenberg seemsto be the centra market-town of the Car-pathian plateau, if the atlasis correct and if
Klausenberg isthe same as Cluj. There seemsto be only onetrain per day there from Vienna, at
nine-fifteen in the morning. Since the night-train from Munich arrives at just before seven, that should give
me plenty of time-"

"Y ou and your railway timetables!" laughed Lucy's mother, her weariness dissolving into genuine
pleasure at the dark girl's company, and Lucy hugged her friend again impulsively.

"Oh, darling, you're so brave! Going out like thisto the ends of the world! Not even knowing the

language!™

He iswatching her, thought Renfield, aware of Wotan's mind, Wotan's shadow-aware of those red
eyesgleaming, likearat's eyes, in the shadows of that cheerful provincid train-gtation. Watching her
and waiting for her ... and smiling. Smiling like a damned leering devil in the dark of his coffin.

NO!!

Renfield tried to twist hismind away as he became aware of that grinning, ironic, ancient thought
watching him, too. Enjoy-ing his pity for the sad-faced mother in her stylish walking-dress, deriving
wicked amusement from hisfearsfor that too-fragile, too-paefar-haired girl. Renfield tried to dream
something ese, tried to think of something else: great pools and smears of trea-cle, soread all over the
floor of hiscell, and huge black horseflies roaring through the window to become mired in them, waiting
amilingly for hishand.

Not the sparse and aenemic insects of England at al, but the meaty gargantuan fauna of India. White
ants swarming forth from wood like trails of animate milk, rice-beetles that would blunder and blunder at
the same wall without the witsto go around. Those were insectsindeed!

Hetried to force himsdlf to see them, to force himsdlf to see the yellow buildings of Calcutta, the



market-places aswarm with brown half-naked farmers, with Brahminsin their golden robes und shy-eyed
farm-girls and great white cows making their way through the dung and the dirt and the crowds. Tried to
will himself back to that place, where life dripped with the scents of clar-ified butter and spices and the
painted idols stared out from every street-corner and door.

But it was asif he moved his eyes and the vision dissolved And he was back in that cool neat
train-platform in England, with the smell of the green fieldsin his nodtrils and the taste of the sdlt sea
near-by, and Mina clasping the older woman's hands saying, "Theresno way | can ever repay your
kindnessin buy-ing me my tickets, Mrs. Westenra, and giving me money for the journey. But believe me,
| shall pay you back."

A smiletwitched thewrinkled gray lipsand Mrs. Westenralaid aloving hand on Minas cheek. "My
dear child, do you imagineit'smoney out of my pocket? By the time you come back, Lucy will bethe
daughter-in-law of Lord Godalming, and | shal have gotten the money out of her lord.”

They dl laughed merrily at that, as the conductor began to drone hiscdll for travelersto board; in the
shadows at the back of the platform, Renfield could see the cloaked shadow of the Traveler, red eyes
glinting, whiteteeth glinting as he samiled.

No!

"WEll take your trunk down to London the day after to-morrow. Y ou must bring Jonathan to
Hillingham the very mo-ment heéswell enough to travel. Darling . . ."

"Daling!"

The girlsembraced on the steps of the train, the bright silks and laces of the one like the most fragile of
flowers againgt the earthy brown linen of the other. Somewherein hismind Renfield felt the gloating
greed, the amused pleasure, of the watching Traveler and he began to thrash in his dreaming, to scream,
Let her alone! Let her alone, you devil!

He knew the girlswould never meet again.

Theroaring of fliesfilled hismind, the taste of them in hismouth. A thousand flies, amillion, al miredin
those sweet pools of treacle and al smiling up at him with Lucy Westenrasface.

He is hunting her. He is waiting for her to come.

In those cool hours of release while the moon flooded Rush-brook's lawns with wan silver, Renfield
tried to tell himsdlf that he knew nothing of the girl Lucy. She might be stuck-up and crudl, as calculating
as her mother. She was, after all, about to marry alord, and that sort of thing surely didn't happen by
ac-cident. But this he could not believe. During the course of his second day of laudanum-induced
visons, of the gloating, grin-ning presence of the Traveer in hismind, he glimpsed Lucy and her mother in
the rock-walled garden of what seemed to be asmall summer cottage, having teawith a golden young
Apolloin Bond Street tailoring. Saw with what exquisite care and tact the girl dealt with her mother,
fetching and carrying for her and laughingly denying that she did so out of worry.



"Nonsense, darling. Arthur told me he liked helpful women and I'm trying very hard to impresshim!”
When she passed his chair, young Arthur's gray-gloved hand sought hers. The look that passed between
his blue eyes and herstore Renfield's heart.

Such prey is the source of his strength, hethought, lying the next night on the thick canvas
flooring of hiscell, thereek of ancient filth and decades of carbolic rising dimly through it from the matted
coir beneath. Without her death, there would be no life in his hands, to give out to
those who serve him.

Renfield pressed hisface to the padded floor and wept. He wanted Catherine desperately, wanted only
to see her smile again, to hear her voice. Where Life flows, Loki had sung-Wagner's music had
sung-in Water, Earth, and Air ... What could a man find, mightier than the wonder o f
a woman's worth? ... In Water, Earth, and Air; the only Will is for love.

How long had it been since her laughter had bubbled in his cars, sweet as spring rainfal? He could not
even recal. Now it was only with terror that he thought of her at dl, fearing that even in these dark hours,
while Wotan's mind was el sewhere, Wotan would somehow learn of her, somehow know where she and
Vixie were hidden.

Fearing that he would find them, as he would find Lucy no matter where she went.

Renfield hugged himsdlf, asif he could crush hisbulky sixteen-stone-plusinto aball the size of an apple,
the size of an apple-seed ... too smdll to be found by those dl-seeing crimson eyes. Hurting for comfort,
he called to mind-just once, like aquick glance at a photograph hastily stowed in hiding again,-

Catherine sface aslast he had seen it, adeep and so peaceful, with her long dark lashes veiling those
pansy-blue eyes and her wd hair unraveled over the pillow.

Beautiful Catherine. Beautiful Vixie, asddlicate as Lucy but ~,vith Miss Minas exquisite darkness,
laughing over some passage in her Latin lesson or holding out her finger in breasthlesswonder asaydlow
butterfly floated in from the garden, landed on it withtiny pricking feet.

Just let me be with them again, Renfield whispered to the God whom he knew Wotan would
never dlow himto peti-tion. | know my sins are many., my offenses rank in your sight, but please,
please, let me finish my task here, and return to their side.

Day was coming. They would strap him up again, pour lau-danum down histhroat. He felt the
Traveler'smind, asthe thing he knew as Wotan drew near to hislair in the rotting chapd at Carfax again,
seeking the bed of earth upon which he must deep. Why earth? he wondered. Why that particular
earth, which he'd brought in such quantity upon the haunted ship? He wanted to ask, but dared not.
He was there only to serve, only to do the bidding of the Master who, for al histerror, was his best and
only hope.



Seward had |eft the door of the padded room unlocked through most of the night-Renfield heard them
whigper about it in the corridor. But beyond aflicker of contempt for such an obvious attempt at trapping
him, hefelt no interest in the matter. The Traveler was abroad in the night; of what use wasiit to knock
upon the door of his empty house? And Renfield was weary, weary unto death, and hungry with a hunger
that he knew could never befilled. No fly, no spider, not the smallest ant crept into the dreary canvas
confines of the padded cell. Only, if helis-tened, degp beneath the matting he could hear the rustle of tiny
creeping beetles, of crawling fleas.

Andthey did himno good at all.

Catherine, my darling, hethought as hefdt the Traveler's mind begin sinking into its day-deep, begin
to burn like creeping fire a the edges of hisown, dream of me now, between your sleep and your
waking. Remember that | love you.

He heard the key turnin the lock.

Not many minutes after that he began to scream.

Letter, Dr. Patrick Hennessey, M.D., M.R.C.S, L.K.Q.C., P.1., etc., Rushbrook House,
to Georgina, Lady Clayburne

22 August

Received your check. Many thanks.

| searched through Seward's correspondence again this week and found no attempt on the part of
Catherine Renfield to get in much with either her husband or Seward. Nor was there any letter in ahand
that matched the sample you sent to me. | will con-tinue to observe.

R.M.R. has been under heavy restraint for two days, after an escape attempt on the 19th, and violent
much of that time. So far as any of the attendants has heard, he has not uttered your sister’ s name, nor
given any clue asto her whereabouts or those of your niece.

| will require another 10 s. per week; if | am to continue to collect information from the attendants.
| remain, dear Madame,

Y our humble etc.

CHAPTER NINE



L etter, the Honorable Arthur Holmwood to Lord Godalming
22 August
Dearest Father,

Please forgive my delay in coming up to Ring. | promised to escort Miss Westenraand her mother
down to London, and if you could see the uncertain state of Mrs. Westenra's hedlth, | am sure you would
agree with my course-nay, command meto it. | hope your own health isimproved?

| cannot wait for you to make Miss Westenra's acquaintance. Y ou will pronounce her-in Uncle Harry's
words-"sound asaroast.” (Oneinevitably wonders what sort of roast he hasin mind?) The two days|
have spent in Whitby with her, walking up to the Abbey on its overhanging dliffs, or rowing on the EK,
have been among the happiest of my life, for she seemsto carry sunlight about with her. Her mother isa
bit of a Tartar-1 kept expecting her to tell me, ala Aunt Maude, that gentlemen do not

wear double-breasted wai stcoats-but good-hearted underneath. f think shefearsto let Lucy go, for
with her own falling hedlth ,he has cometo rely on her in athousand ways.

By the by, the Westenras are not, as Aunt Maude would have at, "nobodies.” Sir Clive Westenra left
Lucy £1100 ayear upon her marriage, a quite respectable sum-to anyone but Aunt Maude! Their
villa-Hillingham-lies near Primrose Hill, avery quiet, countrified place, surrounded by the sort of
old-fashioned garden that makes one think oneis deep in the country indeed. | ingtalled the two ladies
there this afternoon, and spent a peace-ful hour listening to Lucy play the piano. | kept thinking how her
fingers would sound on the keys of your harpsicord at Ring, and hoping some day soon to hear the two
of you talk about Music together. (Her favoriteis Brahms.)

Tomorrow | have promised to take both ladies out on the Thamesin the Guenivere, for it'sbeen far
too long since I've had atiller in my hands. | only wish you could be dong aswell, to wave a thellittle
salling-craft as we steam grandly past!

Unlessyou need me, gir, | shall remain in London until the wedding, which as you know has been
moved up to the 28th September. The change of date has made for agreat deal of busi-ness, and though
Lucy handlesit al as adeptly asamatron of thirty, fill if | can be of serviceto her and her mother here, |
should liketo put mysdlf at their disposal.

I look forward very much to seeing you here on the 20th, if that is till your plan.
Until then,

Y our loving son, Arthur

He knows where she is!

Through the hegt of the endless summer afternoon Renfield twisted in his chains, emerging again and
again from the cloudy delerium of laudanum to the horror of waking knowledge.



He is only waiting for the night, to take her!

He could not say it, could not speak. Wotan in his coffin would hear him, know his betrayd. But he
could not keep slent, and like an animal, trapped in rage and in pain, he screamed, and kicked at that
filthy gnome Langmore, the whiskey-smelling Hennessey, when they came into the padded room, to
dump more laudanum down histhroat.

Don't send me back there! If sheisto die tonight | don't want to see it!

Asif helay naked, chained like Prometheus to the vulture--haunted rocks, Renfield could fed the
passage of the sun across the sky, the inevitable approach of the night.

Someone save her! Someone warn her!

What | do not have yet, Wotan whispered, grinning with his sharp whiteteeth, shall | make
you a present of shameful one? How many flies will you have to devour, my little
Mime, to gain all that one single drink of living blood will bestow?

The blood is the life. You know this.

In India, Renfield remembered, there were sects-whole vil-lagesin places-devoted to Kdli, the
many-handed black-skinned goddess who danced on the corpse of a dead demon, a necklace of human
heads about her throat. They said she was the wife of Shiva, Lord of Change, but there was something in
her that Ren-field sensed was older, deeper, primd as the rotting flesh from which next year's corn
sprouted. HE'd ridden out one night with a sergeant named Morehouse and a couple of Punjabi
policemen to raid the camp of arobber-band along the Grand Trunk: they'd taken two men prisoners,
and killed two othersin thefighting. | lierest had fled. In the camp they'd found the clothes and money of
a least twenty-five travelers, some of whose bodies they'd located in ditches near the road the next day.

Are they leftovers from the Mutiny? Renfield had asked, when the screaming, spitting robbers
had been bound, gagged, loaded into one of their own bullock-carts for transport back to Calcutta and
trid. Even then-thirty years ago almost-the grest uprising against the British rulers had been over for a
decade, but Renfield remembered it dtill: the grilling sun beating down On the empty parade-ground a
Meerut, the horror of blood and hacked-up bodies held seen, when with the relieving troops he'd looked
down the Well at Cawnpore.

Narh, said Morehouse, and spit. They's just robbers.

And one of the Punjabis, aman named Akbar Singh, had said, They existed long before the
uprising, Renfield Sahib. In those days they were called Thugs, and they were better
organized, but it was much the same. Indeed, it was forbidden among them to rob the
Gora-log, the English, proof enough that it was only money that interested them,
though they claimed to have their Goddess's blessing. It is a poor country, Sahib,
and even if a man has a farm, or part of a farm that he shares with many brothers,
he often cannot feed his family. Men of this brotherhood speak of harvesting
travelers, as if they were wheat, standing in fields that the Goddess had given them.
There are many such.

Inhisyearsof living in Indiaafter that, Renfield had found that thiswas so.

Singh'swords came back to him, through that endless day, as he felt the yellow fires of the Traveler
God's hunger seep into hisdreams: harvesting. Harvesting.

And in hisdreams he caught glimpses of her, despite al he could do: running up the stairswith atray of



teaand muffinsfor her mother, who lay yet in bed; having a chat with the housekeeper-"1 worry about
her, Mrs. Dennis, she says shefedsfinebut | know sheisntwell . .." Giving her maid aquick, friendly
hug before she snatched up her broad-brimmed straw hat, skipped down the stairs to meet her
handsome Arthur, wait-ing smiling in the hdl, or sitting beneeth the flgpping sun-shade of asmall
steam-launch that Arthur piloted up theriver.

The sun moved across the sky, and the Earth's concealing shadow crawled over the curve of the
world. Renfield screamed his despair, and in his mind Wotan only laughed.

If you will turn aside from the harvest, will you then turn aside from the living bounty that it
yields?

Hefelt Wotan's waking like the breaking of a strangler's noose. It was dark in the padded room, and
dlent, for once, inthe hal outsde. The smdly air waswarm and thick as dirty wa-ter. Renfield hung for a
time, weeping, in the straps, but twisted his head to one sideto dry hiseyes on his shoulder when he
heard Hardy's footsteps in the corridor. He murmured a pleas-ant, " Good-evening, Hardy-did you
manage to beat Smmons at cribbage today?" and the attendant unlocked the straps, re-leased the metd
catches on the back of the strait-jacket, pulled the heavy garment from Renfidd'sarms.

"There, now, y'old villain, you gonna be good this evenin'?"

"My dear Hardy . . ." Renfield widened his eyes at the big man. "Have | not been good as gold for
three days now? Mali-cious withesses rise up; they ask me of things that | know not / They requite
me evil for good, and my soul isforlorn.”

But Hardy, who did not appear to know more of the Bible than afew names and a Commandment or
two (if that), only shook his head, and took hisleave, to bring, Renfield knew, the usual unpalatable
dinner of tepid stew and bread. So he stood in the corner farthest from the room's tiny barred window,
head down and hands folded in an attitude of passive dejection. When Hardy returned with the plate in
his hand, he was ready for an attack, but Renfield only dodged past him, dammed the door on him, and
shoved the bolt shuit.

The padded cell was on the ground floor: Hardy'swhistle shrilled in Renfield's ears as heran, but he
knew the keeperswould go firgt to the outer doors, not upstairs. He plunged up the small serviceflight,
then dong the hdl, where the door of hisown old room still stood open, awaiting the glaziers who would
fix the casement held torn out. Let them catch him intime, if only he could reach the dark chapd, if only
he could plead with Wotan to find someone ese. Surely there were robbers and mur-derersin England,
Spiritud brothers of the Thugs, upon whom his hunger could feast?

Darkness outsde, the wild smells of summer night and free-dom. Shrubslashed his bare legs, damp
grasslikeacarpet of velvet under his naked feet-it seemed to him dmost that he was flying in adream,
flying likethe Vakyries, with their wild musicin hisears. It would be moonrise soon, moonrise when
Wotan would walk out, would make hisway to Hillingham House, where, Renfield knew, he had marked
the very window of Lucy's bedchamber.

"Master, no!" Hethrew himsdlf againgt theiron-strapped oak of the chapel doors. "Madter, listen!”

The next ingant Seward and his attendants seized him, dragged him back from the door. Renfield
screamed in frustra-tion and rage, turned in their grip, and lunged at Seward. Fool and wor se than fool,
understanding nothing! You will be the death of that innocent girl, who never did you harm! But
the anger that had dl of Renfidd'slife come and gone from his brain overwheimed him in red blindness,
and the sounds that came from his mouth were inchoate howls of fury. His hands closed around the
mad-doctor's skinny throat and he squeezed, twisted, knowing nothing beyond the fact that this man
would thwart him, thwart him from doing what he knew to be right.

And as the madness of anger swept over him, he heard laugh-ter, far back down some dark corridor
of hisburning brain: the laughter of contempt.

Then Wotan was gone.

Renfield stood trembling, shivering, for in the fight his night-shirt had been ripped half off him, and



swest painted his body and soaked hishair. Hardy, Simmons, Hennessey, and Langmore clutched his
arms, while Seward leaned againgt the corner of the chapel wal, gasping and clutching at the collar of his
shirt, which had been al but torn away. These things Renfield noted distantly, of lessimportance than the
black whedling shape of abat, flittering above their headsin the light of the dropped lanterns and the
new-risen crescent moon.

As Renfield looked up, the bat circled overhead, and for one instant Renfield saw the red gleam of its
eyes. Thenit flew away, not erraticaly as such creeturesfly, but straight, like ahoming bird, westward
toward London.

Emptiness swept him, and despair.

Langmore had hiswrist, clamped under his armpit while he pulled the deeve of the Strait-jacket over
Renfield's hand. Ren-field looked around him at the men asif waking from a dream. There was so much
fear, such deadly grimnessin their faces, thet it seemed to him dmost comical, wereit not that he knew
what would happen, must happen, tonight.

"It'sdl right,” hesaid in anormd tone of voice. "Y ou needn't tieme. | shal go quietly.”

Lucy Westenra's Diary*
Hillingham
24 August

Last night | seemed to be dreaming again just as| was a Whitby. Perhapsit isthe change of air, or
getting home again. It was dark and horrid to me, for | can remember nothing; but am full of veguefesr,
and | fed soweak and worn out. When Arthur came to lunch, he looked quite grieved when he saw me,
and | hadn't the heart to try to be cheerful ...



CHAPTER TEN

R.M.R.’snotes
24 August

4flies

25 August
6 flies. Sugar and treacle.

Won treacle from Hardy at riddles.

A good man proclaimed by God and man,

I sit with my family, two daughters, two wives, two sons.
Each daughter with her only son,

Each daughter's son with histwo sisters,

With his father, his uncle, his nephew.

Five chairsthere are round the table

And each has a chair, none stands.

Who am|?
26 August
5flies, 1 spider

Spiders harder to catch in padding.

27 August

10 flies. Prune macedoirae.

28 August



Iflies.
Hisvoiceisdlent. Even when | deep, asl did in today's deep heet, nothing. Heis sated.

Every night | see him, standing on the air outside her win-dow, first asmall darkness, like a bat, red
eyes burning, burning. She comesto the window, degp-waking in her night-dress, blonde hair streaming
down her back and lifted by the bresth of the night. Dear God, how thin shelooks! Her faceisdrawn
and gaunt, her eyes sunk in shadows. Hewalksto her acrossthe air and the face sheraisesto himislike
an exhausted child's, un-comprehending. His cloak covers her; he steps down, and into the dark of her
room.

Treacle pudding at dinner. Won Langmore's from him at crib-bage. Hardy chests.

29 August
12 flies, 1 spider

Wasit Dante who said that the true pain of Hell is exclusion from the beetific vison of God? All the
refinements of torment, therain of fire and the pits of ice, the buffeting winds of the Circle of the
Passionate, dl are only reflections of that fact: that those souls have forgotten God, and are forgotten by
Him.

Wotan the Traveler hasforgotten me.

Oh, Catherine, forgive memy falure! | am utterly on my own.

30 August

Will he never make an end to her?

"John." Lucy rose from thewicker chair among the ferns of the Hillingham conservatory, held out her
hand. "It's good to see you."

In the act of surrendering his hat to the maid, Seward froze. His heart seemed to stall in hischest. Art
had warned him that L ucy looked bad. But nothing could have prepared him for the ghastly whiteness of
her face, the way her stylish pink gown hung now from her attenuated shoulders, the transparent ook to
her hands, and the faint bluenessthat lay like aghost on her lips. Dear God!

Heforced himsdf to say, "And it'saways good to see you, Miss Westenra," hoping his voice would
not betray his shock. He thanked God-and his long-dead nanny-from the bot-tom of his heart for the
exigtence of good manners and small talk, that alowed oneto go on asif nothing unthinkable were

heppening.



"WEell be having lunch out here, if you don't mind." Lucy smiled, gesturing through the conservatory's
glass doors to the white-clothed table, the cheerful blue-and-,yellow china set out among the tubbed
feather-palms, the dark-leaved aspidisiras. "It's so muggy today.” With itslong windows open onto the
walled garden, even the conservatory was warm, but Lucy kept ashawl draped over her shoulders, asif
her own flesh no longer sufficed to protect her bones from chill. From the other white wicker chair, Mrs.
Westenra half-rose with afriendly nod--friendly, reflected Seward, now that there was no danger of
Lucy giving her hand to one so unworthy as amad-doctor who had no better social mannersthan to go
off in pursuit of one of his patients between the fish course and the entree.

"And how are you, Madame?' he asked, holding out his hand to her. Lucy's appearance shocked him,
but her mother's sallow skin and puffy hands only filled him with degpest pity. Even had Arthur not
warned him about that, too, he would have seen the desth-warrant written in her face.

In the awful days following that disastrous dinner, Seward had frequently wished Mrs. Westenraill.
Though he had no su-pergtitious belief that mere sour wishes could bring ill to pass, the recollection of
them twisted within him, not out of guilt, but sorrow at how hastily a disgppointed lover could hope for
fate'svengeance, little redizing that far worse was dready in store.

"I'm quite well, thank you, Dr. Seward." Her own nanny's gtrictly taught good manners allowed her to
smileasshelied. "I'm sorry Mr. Holmwood will not be ableto join us."

"Hisfather wastakenill, at their ancestrd homein Ring." Thetdegram had reached him that morning,
as held been writ-ing up ingtructions for Hennessey to look after various of the more difficult patients.
"Have you been there? It'sin the Lake Didtrict, probably one of the most beautiful old houses I've ever
seen.” He helped Mrs. Westenratto the little table, just asif she hadn't made sniffy remarks about his
quartersin Rushbrook House; held her chair for her and handed her her napkin before seating L ucy, then
himself. "I had occasion to spend afew weeks there, when | wasfirst hired to escort Uncle Harry
Holmwood round the world and make sure he didn't kill himself or anyone elsein the process.”

Tdesof Uncle Harry kept both women entertained through luncheon-traveling with Uncle Harry had
given Seward astock of storiesthat would have lasted him through two monthsin quarantine, and that
was only the repestable ones. Hisill-will againgt Violet Westenra dissolved as though it had never been,
petty in the face of mortality's shadow, and he exerted himsdlf to entertain her. For her part, she met his
effortswith smiling cheer. Sometimes Seward, glancing a Lucy's face, saw dread and con-fusionin her
eyes as shelooked at her mother, but Mrs. West-enra seemed aready to be withdrawing from the world
of theliving. If asked, she would probably agree that Lucy wastoo thin and did not look well. But she
did not seem to see the skull that stared at Seward from benesth Lucy's fragile skin.

"If you young people will excuse me, it'sbecome my customto lie down for alittle after luncheon.. . ."
And they were done.

The last time they had been so was back in May, when Lucy had confessed to him, weeping, that she
loved another: that her heart was not free.

Hewondered if hiswould ever be.

The memory of the scenewas in her eyes as shelooked at him, and Seward said, asif spesking to a
new patient, "So tell me what's troubling you ... Miss Westenra. Or may | yet cal you Lucy, asif you
weremy sster?”

Her fleeting smile showed gums nearly white, and sunken back horribly from her teeth. "1 should like to



have a brother like you, Doctor ... Jack. Oneday . . ."

Themaid cameinto clear up. Lucy glanced Sdelong at her, and said, "Would you much mind coming
to my boudoair, if you're going to look in my eyesand a my tongue and dl that?' She smiled brightly, but
in her eyes Seward saw the same worry that had been there when she'd watched her mother at lunch.

Wondering how much her mother guessed; how much her mother saw.

"Of course." Hefollowed her through the well-remembered front hal, with its Queen Anne chest and
the big Chinese porce-lain bowl that held visitors cards, and up to her room, over looking the back
garden on alittle balcony and painted white and viol&t.

The moment the door was closed, she sank onto achair, her hands pressed to her brow to cover her
eyes, asif dl her strength had deserted her and she had barely made it to refuge. For amo-ment she said
nothing, but Seward could see the tears flowing from benesth her trembling fingers.

"l can't tell you how | loathe talking about mysdlf." Her voice was barely awhisper.

"l understand,” replied Seward softly. "But even were | per-sondly blackguard enough to speak of
what another tells me, adoctor's confidence is sacred. Arthur ismy friend, and grievoudy anxious about
you, but your trouble is no more his business than the sufferings of any of my patientswould be."

"Itisnt that." Lucy raised her head then, shook back the ten-drils of her hair that had come unpinned
around her face. "Tell Arthur everything you choose. It ishisbusiness, and no more than | would tell him
mysdf, were he here.

"Asfor what'swrong ... | don't know what'swrong with me! That'swhat frightensme o. | fed s0
weak, and | havetrouble breething, especidly inthe morning, asif thereisn't enough air intheworld to
fill my lungs. And | have dreams, terrible dreams. . ."

"About what?' Seward asked, though the matter was clearly physica and not in the province of menta
fancies. Lucy ducked her head aside, thefaintest flare of pink staining the ghastly white of her
cheekbones.

"I-1 don't recall." Her breath quickened to a sudden, rag-ged gasp. She got hastily to her feet and went
to the window, the pink cashmere shawl diding from her shouldersin her confusion. Her hands fumbled
with the window-catch and the next moment she gave alittle cry asthe casement jerked up hard. She
pulled her hand back, where acorner of the pane cracked at the impact.

Seward sprang to hisfeet and went to her. She was crying in earnest now, clutching her cut finger, from
weakness, he guessed, rather than genuine pain. Or shame perhaps, he thought, as he took her hand and
made sure that the cut was indeed superficial. He found it curious, how frequently young ladies were
overcome with shame they could not name, when they were exhausted, or hurt.

He said nothing, only took a clean handkerchief from his jacket pocket to tie up the cut. He didn't even
think Lucy noticed that he a so extracted from the same pocket asmall glass pipette, and took init afew
drops of her blood.

"l wish Minawerewith me," Lucy whispered, as Seward guided her back to her chair. "MinaMurray,
who was in the Fourth Form at Mrs. Druggett's School when | wasin the First. Of Course | can speak
to ... to Arthur about anything, but ... but sometimes a girl needs another girl to spesk to."



"Of course,” said Seward. And in agently rallying tone, added, "That's awell-known medica fact,” and
was rewarded by Lucy'shestant smile. "And I'm sorry," he went on more soberly, "that Arthur could not
be here to comfort you. Even were you not affianced, | could name no man better suited to the task.”

And she sighed and relaxed, relieved that Arthur's name was not forbidden between them. She turned
alittleaway from him, groping in her pocket for a handkerchief to wipe her eyes.

"Can your Miss Murray not be sent for?" Seward asked. " She was the friend who went to Whitby with
you, was she not?"

"She was, but she was caled away suddenly, just before Mother and | came home. Her fiancé was
taken ill with brain-fever somewhere in Europe, and she had to go to him."

Speaking of her friend's concerns seemed to steady her, and she held out her hand, and opened her
mouth, for his examina-tion of nailsand gums, with the air of an obedient child. The mucous membranes
were nearly white, as he had observed be-fore. Chlorosis? he wondered, baffled. It was aform of
anaemiathat struck girls of her age, but he'd never known it to come on so swiftly. In May she'd been
delicate-she was always prone to bronchial complaints-but sheld been pink asaroseand lively asa
kitten.

"When did thisstart?' he asked, expecting her to say-as so many did-that she didn't redlly know, that it
had come on her gradualy.

Instead shereplied at once, "In Whitby. | used to deep-wak when | was at schoal, | think | told
you-poor Minawas forever chasing me down the hallwaysin the middle of the night! In Whitby | started
doing so again. One night | went right out of the house where we were staying, and walked clear up to
the churchyard that overlooks the town. Minafound melying on one of the tombstones, like the heroine
of aplay. Wedidn't tell Mama."

Again the hesitation, the shadow of fear crossing her eyes-fear of what she half-guessed, fear that she
would not even spesk of to Seward, and he adoctor. Fear that her fear for her mother wastrue.

Shewent on, "l fdtill right after that. | thought I'd just taken achill, and that it would pass off, and it
did, for aday or two. Then it came back, for three, perhaps four days. | felt better for aday or two just
before Minaleft for Buda-Pesth, and when Arthur was in Whitby, we rode and walked and went
boating, and | thought al waswell. But now . . ."

She lowered her head to her hands again, and began to cry afresh. "A week ago it began again, the
dreams, and the degp-walking, and this horrible feding of being in some terrible danger that | cannot see.
Lagt night | woke up lying on the floor between my bed and the window, gasping asif | were drown-ing
and cold ... so cold! I'vetried asking Mother if | may deep with her and she doesn't want meto. She
says she degps o lightly she's afraid she will disturb me, or | her. | look at myself inthe mirror and | look
like Degth. | see mysdf in Arthur'seyes..."

She broke off, her hands pressed to her mouth, her thin body trembling asif with bitter chill. "What's
wrong with me, jack?" Her voice thinned to barely abreath. "I know thisisn't right. What's happening to
me?'

"What's happening isthat youreill." Seward would have given hisright arm to cup her thin cheek with
his hand; he took her hand instead. Long practice had given him the ability to put into hisvoiceacam
seadinessthat he wasfar from fedling. "All pathol ogies have an explanation: we Smply haven't found the
right one here yet. Y ou show some symptoms of anaemia but the onset isal wrong. Areyou ableto



ea?'
She shook her head. It was true she'd only toyed with her lunch.

"The degp-walking and the dreams may very well have some-thing to do with it, and with your very
natural concern over your mother's heath. In my work with the human mind, I've ob-served many cases
of some mental stress or upset working itsway out in physical symptoms. Thereésagreat dedl of new
work being done on this subject and it's gpparently not at al uncom-mon. Would it bedl right if | came
back for lunch the day after tomorrow, and brought a friend with me? He's the doctor | sud-ied with at
the University of Leyden, an expert in rare diseases. He may be able to take onelook at you and say,
"Ach, itispolly-diddle-itist She has only to bathe in goat's milk and she vill bevell again!™

Lucy burgt into laughter, her whole emaciated face lightening, and she clasped Seward's hand in both of
hers. "Bring whom you will, dear Jack," she said. "Mother will be lunching out; we can be done. And
thank you," she added, as she descended the stairswith him, and walked him to the door. "Thank you
morethan | can say."

Lucy'slaughter, and the brightness that had replaced the frightened lethargy in her eyes, remained with
Seward through the long rattling journey back to Purfleet in the two-horse fly he kept-at rather more
expense than heliked-for such occasions. Smmonswas driving, and came close to tangling axleswith
half a dozen cabs, drays, and carts on the road.

At Rushbrook House he took aquick glance at Hennessey's doppy notes to make sure nothing
untoward had happened in his absence-Emily Strathmore had had to be put in the Swing again, and
"Lord Spotty" was up to hisold tricks-then settled down to write aletter to Arthur Holmwood, and a
telegram to Abraham Van Helsing.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

For nearly three weeks Renfield watched, asif from abarred and distant window, asthething in the
chape at Carfax continued its attacks on Lucy.

When the red-eyed bat had flown from the chape window, leaving him behind in the hands of hisfoes,
he had feared that he must see thekill. He had had no idea, he thought now, of how long that kill would
take, of the drawn-out torment of cat-and--mouse that Wotan played, like amalicious child, with the
fright-ened girl. It was onething, hetold himsdlf, cold with anger, to kill in the delirious uncontrollable
rush of rageor lust (How do | know that? he wondered: why did the brown face of an Indian girl wink
through his consciousness, lying deeping on the char-poi at hisside ... degping with open eyes....) It was
another to kill by inches, to leave Lucy swooning on the floor of her room, to come again another night
and draw her once more to the brink of desth.

Y et he could not speak of what he knew. Wotan held the power of lifein hishand, lifethat Renfield
desperately needed. Not oncein those three weeks did Wotan call upon him or speak his name, but
Renfield did not give up the hope-the certainty--that he would.

"All over, al over, he has deserted me," he said one warm September afternoon when Seward cameto
vigt him-to visit himin hisold room, whose repaired window looked out over the garden and the
tree-lined drive from the gates. He'd spread sugar from histea over the window-sl1, and had caught a
dozen fliesin thefind hour of the day. "No hope for me now unless| do it for mysdlf." Seward, though of
too small amind to com-prehend or even guess at Renfield's mission, sympathized and agreed to provide
an extraration of sugar. It was astonishing, thought Renfield, shaking his head, how easily the man could
be manipulated.

"He's off to vist that sweetheart of his, that's bound to marry alord,” provided Langmore shortly
thereafter, coming in with the extra sugar while Renfield sat at the open window watching Seward's smart
black fly rattle off down the drive and through the gates.

"1s she having second thoughts?" inquired Renfield, and the little keeper hooted with laughter and
dapped histhigh. "Lord, let's hope not! That mother of her'n would ass-assinate himif shethought it!
What agriffinl No-the poor young lady'stook ill." Langmore came over to the window, with a glance of
wary disgust at thelittle buzzing cardboard box a Renfield's elbow, and with his eyesfollowed the black
carriage through the gates, and out onto the London road. By his voice, and the pupils of hiseyes,
Renfield could see the keeper had had atouch of poppy before coming on duty. Not enough to put him
to deep, but enough to make him talkative.

"Funny how aman can be cool and smart asasoldier, when the likes of old Emily Strathmore's tearin'
a him like awildcat, yet snce hisMiss Lucy's been took ill-and her promised to an other man, and that
other man the Doc's best friend-it's like he's aged ten years."

"MissLucy?' Renfield stared a him.

"Miss Lucy Westenra. Pretty as adaffy-down-dilly, | thought, the night she come here to take dinner
with him-with that maof hers standin’ right over her to make sure the pair of 'em didn't have a moment to
theirselvesfor the Doc to pop the question, as| hear he planned to that night. And him borrowin’ a
but-ler and sllverware and what-all se from Sir Ambrose Poole for the t'occasion. Well, ‘tisanill wind
that blows no one good." The grizzled little man cocked an eyebrow at Renfidd. ™Y ou marry amaid, you



marry her ma, and Christ help the man ends up with that old man-trap for amother-in-law. Y ou know
what | mean?'

"Yes," sad Renfidd softly, thinking of cold-eyed Lady Brough ... though of course, Catherine was
nothing &t al like her mother. And that hatchet-faced harridan Georgina Clay-burne, who wanted nothing
more than to re-claim Catherine's share of their father's money for her preciousfamily."

"Yes, | know what you mean.”

Sometimesin deep he could see Catherine, in that London house they'd bought under the name of
Marshmire, dozing by lamplight. Or in his dreams held walk up the stairs of their old housein
Nottingham, as he'd used to years ago, to see Vixiein her nursery, that bright-eyed nymph face relaxed
in deep, ablack curl faling over her forehead. These dreams comforted him deeply, for he missed them
both. Even had they been able to get word to him without Georginaand Lady Brough hearing of it and
finding away to trace them-to take Vixie away--communication was now doubly perilous.

And sometimes hewould dream of Vixie, waking in her nursery room in that house in Nottingham, not
alittle girl but the young lady that she was now, sixteen and beautiful, wearing |_ucy Westenras
night-dress.

In these dreams she would wake, and Sit up in bed, dark eyes wide in the darkness. Outside the
window rain fell through fog, and the tiny glow of her night-light sparkled on it as she got out of bed,
crossed to the window, threw open the casement. Ren-field Would struggle to reach her, struggleto cry
out to her, Vixie, don't!

And Hewas outside her window. Slowly coa escing from the shadow;, asthe three Vakyries had
coaesced from the dark-ness, fog, and rain in Renfidld’ s long-ago dream of the hopel ess prisoner named
Jonathan. Thething in the chapdl, the thing Renfield till sometimes called Wotan, though he knew now
that it was something else, some other Traveler. Wind lifted and stirred Wotan's black cloak, and in the
darkness hiseyes werered asflame, staring into Vixie's.

Vixie, no!

Then Renfield would waken himsdf screaming, and those imbecile attendants would come with their
laudanum and chlo-ral hydrate, like rescuers determined to shove a drowning man back down under the
waves.

And they wondered that he fought them!

Y et more often, Renfield dreamed of Lucy Westenra: dreamed, knowing he participated in the dreams
of thething in the chapd, that could touch Lucy's degping mind. He dreamed of Lucy waking in the
darkness and stumbling to the window, dreamed of the floating shadow, the crimson eyes. Dreamed of
the fangs that pierced her throat, of those coarse hands with their claw-like nails, caressing her asif he
would mould her flesh into what he sought her to be. Once Renfield saw Wotan push back his deeve and
tear open thevein of hisown arm, and press Lucy's white lipsto the wound.

"Drink," Renfidld heard him breathe. "Drink, or you will die."

Haf-swooning, Lucy whispered, "Please ... | dontwant to die. . ." and the dark intruder pulled back
her head by ahand-ful of her fair hair, and held the dripping cut up over her mouth, so that his blood
dropped down onto her lips.



"Then drink, my beautiful, my beloved one. Drink, and you shal never die. For theblood isthelife.”
Droplets of the blood splashed on her cheek, mixing with her tears of terror and shame.

Renfiedld was aware of the old man Seward brought to see Lucy, ashort, sturdy septuagenarian with
long white hair that hung to his shoulders and ajaw like a pugnacious bulldog's. He guessed it was Dr.
Van Helsing, whom Hennessey had spo-ken of as Seward's teacher and master: "Weird old sod, and
studies every spook and fairy-tale like they was Freud and Char-cot,” the Irishman said, when he came
into check on Renfield afew days after Renfield's conversation with Langmore about mothers-in-law.
"Couldn't stick it, mysdlf. Just give me the facts, and keep the metaphysics out of it."

Renfield had read Van Helsing'swork since the Dutchman's origina studies of Chineseand Indian
heding practicesin the forties, and had been deeply impressed. But since Hennessey had never
demonstrated much interest even in such facts as how many grainsof chlord hydrate might be lethal to a
screaming patient, or whether there was any way of dedling with recaci-trance other than the truncheon,
Renfield didn't attempt to answer. He only continued to stare from hiswindow at the dark-ening evening

y.

Hennessey went on, "It's hisidea old John stay with her tonight-she was took bad last night,
seemingly-though the dear Lord knows what he might do if she'stook sick again. Wave abit of incense
about the bed, maybe, or chant awee verse of the Mass?' He shrugged, and scratched his belly, under
the gaudy waistcoat dribbled with food-stains. "It's what you'd ex-pect, of a man who says he's a doctor
of the mind and then goes and marries awoman who's been locked in a padded room for the past
decade. So how'stheflies this evenin'?* He hadn't no-ticed that Renfield had ceased to trap fliesthree
days before, when Wotan's concerted attacks on Lucy had redoubled.

Intoo many dreams had the flieshad Lucy’ sface. Or Vixies.

"In rollicking good hedlth," replied Renfield, which sent Hen-nessey away in peds of laughter and a
strong odor of gin. Renfield returned to hiswindow, gazing out at the darken-ing sky.

Seward was gone al night. Renfield saw the smart black car-riage turn in at the gates with the coming
of dawn. Asluck would haveit, it was one of the dayswhen Farley, one of the charity patientsand a
man of erratic violence, went on the ram-page; Renfield could hear him screaming from the other side of
the building, and the spreading uproar as the other patients be-came frightened and took up the din.
Renfield shook his head, feding nothing but pity for those poor weak-minded souls, and indeed for poor
Dr. Seward, who looked worn to arag when he made rounds early in the afternoon.

But shortly before sunset Seward had his rather pedestrian team of brown geldings harnessed to the fly
again, and Renfield watched him drive off through the gates and along the London road. And hefelt, as
the sun sank, the sullen bail of anger that he knew came from outside himsdlf: Wotan waking in his coffin,
inthe dark of the ruined chapel. Wotan reaching out with his hand, with hismind, with dl hisdark
powers, to take the woman for himsalf.

Seward did not come back that night, nor in the morning. In his dreams Renfield had seen him, deeping
on themauve slk cushions of alittle couch beside a parlor fire, while visble through the doorway in the
next room the shadow of Wotan had bent over the weeping Lucy. And Renfield, too, had wept. When
Seward returned late in the afternoon, and made a con-scientious round of the patients before dark, he
was aswhite and shaky asif the Traveler had drunk hisblood aswell as hers.

Thethought of this possibility filled Renfield with horror. Would Seward, then, be ableto seeinto his



dreams, histhoughts, as Wotan did? Wotan deeping in his coffin, gorged with blood? Renfield dared not
ask.

Seward drove away the following afternoon, and though he returned that evening, after that Renfield
saw little of him, savein the tangled torment of dreams. He saw confused images of Seward operating to
transfuse blood from old Van Helsing'sarm into Lucy's, Lucy who lay white and gasping, like acorpse
al-ready, among abower of garlic-blossoms twined around the posts of her bed. Saw Lucy deeping, her
blonde hair tumbled about her, the white flowers of the garlic-plant filling the room like funerary garlands.
Sometimes Van Helsing, sometimes Sew-ard, dept in the chair at her bedside, and in the darkness of her
flower-draped window a black shape beat againgt the panes.

You must kill him, you know, whispered Wotan in Renfield's ear, as the sun set over London and
Renfield stood at his window, wondering what Catherine and Vixie were doing, and how he could
accomplish hismission and return to them if he did not go back to eating spiders and flies. So far held
managed to hold hishunger at bay.

Wotan was angry. Renfield had felt that anger growing, for four days now. In the darkness he'd seen
the black bat fly from the window of Carfax chapel; hed seen it come back, before the breaking day.
And Wotan was hungry, frantic hunger that Ren-field understood as he understood the hammering of the
blood in his neck-vein. Hunger for life, multiplied beyond Renfie d's own overwheming hunger a
thousand times.

Youmust kill him, said Wotan again, and the hazy autumn evening began to blur around Renfidld. In
his ears throbbed the music of Act Two of Die Walkure, Wotan's voice commanding Brunhilde to day
Sigmund, and somewhere in the degps of his mind he thought he could dso hear the wild howling of a
wolf. What other are you, if not the tool of my power, willing and blind? Then the music faded, and
only that terrible whispering voice remained. Without the glory and the beauty, with only hunger and the
lust for power. | will open the way for you, as | open the ways for all my servants.

You have not been a good master to me, Renfield whispered, and the crimson weight of those dien
thoughts crushed him, hurt him. Darkness with tegth.

A master is not a good master or a bad master-heis Master. And he is obeyed. This man must
not leave this house tonight.

Renfield whispered, No, Master.

And as the sun went down, he dreamed-it had to be adream, he thought later-that WWotan stood
beside himin hiscell, formed up out of the gathering shadows, the last gleams of the reflected light
burning in hisred eyes. And as Renfield knelt to him, Wotan put his hand on Renfield's heed, and
Renfidd felt himsdf transformed into awolf, asit was within Wotan's power to transform himsdlf into a
wolf. Far away he heard another wolf howling, and when he howled in reply, Smmons came run-ning.
With asnarl, Renfield the Wolf sprang on him, knocking him back againgt thewall.

Fleet asawoalf, hungry asawolf, Renfield raced aong the hallway, down the air, to Seward's study,
where he smdlled that the doctor would be. Wild wolf-thoughts dazzled his brain as he dammed the door
open, plunged in, knife in hand that he'd snatched from the dining-room sideboard (No, that's got to be
wrong, hethought. I'ma wolf and | haven't any hands.)

Seward was behind his worktable making entries in the day-book and Renfield crossed the room in
two strides and sprang straight over thetable at him, dashing with hisknife. The dream wasn't very clear,



Renfidd thought later-later when he woke up, in the strait-jacket again and chained to thewall of the
padded cell. Seward took aglancing blow with the knife on hisleft arm, then punched Renfield straight
and hard in the jaw with hisright hand, sending him sprawling backward. Renfield lay, dazed, try-ing to
work out how aman could punch awoalf in the jaw even in adream, watching the blood stream down
Seward's fingers, splatter to the threadbare and rather vulgar Wilton carpet upon which Renfield lay.

Attendants voicesin the hdl. Smmons-the moron! -and Hardy. Seward went to the door to speak to
them, and Renfidd, his hunger overwhelming him, crawled to the side of the table where Seward had
been stting, and licked up the blood. Drink, and you shall never die, Wotan had whispered to Lucy, as
his own blood dribbled down to her chalky lips. The blood is the life. The blood isthe life.



CHAPTER TWELVE

Ashehung on thewall of the padded cell, hisbrain swvimming in afog of chlord hydrate, Renfidd's
dream dtered. He was awolf indeed, running through the streets of London, running free and terrified.
Smells hammered him, soaked his brain in the stenches of dung and cod-smoke, and the smdler curs of
the a-leyways fled yowling from his great swift-moving gray shadow.

He knew where he was going. His Master had commanded, and though he did not understand-though
terror filled him at this unknown noisy terrible place-ill he had to do as hisMas-ter said. What other
are you, if not the tool of my power, willing and blind?

Renfield at least knew the house, for hed seen it in other dreams. Hiswolf-self-or that other, genuine
wolf whose mind he sensed in his dream-loped aong the countrified high road, through the rambling
gardens of thelittlevilla, and Renfield saw the house ahead of him and saw no lights, no movement. He
was aware, however, of the dmogt-silent winnowing of lesthery wingsin the dark behind his head. Was
aware of hisMagter, the Master who had called on him, findly, after weeks of dlence ... The Master
who would not forget him again.

Thetdl French windows that looked onto the garden were draped with flowers of garlic, as Renfidd
had seen in earlier dreams, like the decorations of afunera. He knew their pres-ence enraged his
Master, and he knew that he-the wolf whose dream he shared-was sent to open the way into the house,
to tear down these fragile poisonous weeds so that the Master could pass through. Renfield's mind was
the mind of thewolf, and that mind was clouded with the Master's commands. He smashed through the
glass of the French door, saw with his night-seeing eyes the two women lying on the bed, clutching one
another in terror, the older in the younger'sarms.

The older woman half sat up, white hair streaming down the shoulders of her dressing-gown. Her
mouth opened, but no sound came forth but a sort of gurgling gasp. The wolf--Renfield-howled, and
howled again, and the older woman fell back, the younger pressing her hands to her mouth, staring with
eyes enormous and bruised with loss of blood. Asthe wolf with-drew its head in pain from the shattered
glass, Renfield heard the girl crying, "Mother! Mother!" Her voice was weak, thin, and indescribably
fragilein the sllence of the dark garden, the empty house.

Before the broken window, shorn of its protective wreaths, the whirling motes of moonlight began to
coalesce, Wotan's red eyes burning within the core of their shadow.

In his dreams Renfield began to howl, though so deep was he under the chlora hydrate that even that
could not bring him out of his stupor, could not spare him the dream's inevitable con-clusion.

He woke hanging in the straps of the padded room, sick from the chlord hydrate, the taste of blood
and filth in hismouth. Footstepsin the hall, Hennessey's doppy shuffle and another: "'ere, Dr. Hennessey,
you know Dr. Seward doesn't 'old with strangers comin’ in an' disturbin' the patients.”



"Disgturbing the patients?' Hennessey's fruity chuckle glinted with aknife of hardness undernesth. "My
dear Langmore, those poor souls are so disturbed aready | doubt they'd know the dif-ference between
my good Herr Gelhorn here and yoursdlf, or careif they did know. And there's never been any proof that
it does them a particle of harm, no matter what Seward likesto say." Hisvoice lowered. Renfield could
amos seethe nasty sdelong gleam of hiseyes, and smell thereek of gin on hisbregath. "But if were
going to get into the subject of things Dr. Seward doesn't hold with, I'm sure he has opinions about
keep-erswho help themselves to the laudanum in the dispensary. Opinions just as strong as his crochets
about students of the hu-man condition being admitted to observe the lunatics.”

Keysjangled.

"Now this gentleman, my dear Gelhorn, isasad caseindeed. A true wild man, he spends his days
catching and devouring spi-ders and flies, and sparrows, too, if he can get them. He'sa sort of pet of our
good Dr. Seward, whom he repaid last night by a murderous attack. When the keeperslaid hold of him,
he was crawling on hisbelly, licking up Dr. Seward's blood from the study floor."

That'salie! Renfield wanted to scream at them, asthe door opened to reveal Hennessey and his latest
paying "friend," aweedy and anaemic-looking young man clothed in the old-fashioned tailoring typicaly
found east of the Rhine. Drunken bastard, it isalie! That was only my dream. How dare you speak
of my dreams?

Y oung Herr Gelhorn stepped back in darm, blinking pae eyes behind the square lenses of his
spectacles. "How he glares," he whispered. "Y ou are right, Herr Doktor Hennessey. It is abeast indeed.”
And helicked his paelips, fascinated.

"He was anabob, an Indiamerchant,” Hennessay went on, with an Irishman's deep delight intelling a
taleto an obvioudy riveted audience. "They say he did murder any number of Hin-doo savages over
there, in hismurderous rages.”

Renfield screamed, "Liar!" and Hennessey's red face beamed at having dlicited aresponse.

"When he was brought in here, having been found wander-ing raving through the streets of London, he
never would say where hiswife and daughter were, nor what had become of them. Hiswifesfamily
comes heretime and again, begging if heswhispered aword of 'em.. . ."

"Lying blackguard!" Renfield hurled himself againgt the straps that bound him, fedling the red haze of
murderous rage surge like an incoming tide around his brain. "Y ou bastard bog Irish, you keep your
tongue off awoman whose shoes you're not fit to lick!"

Both men fell back, but Renfield saw Hennessey's head cock, listening, and a calculating light comeinto
hiseyes. He sees a way to make me speak of Catherine! thought Renfield, with asudden and terrible
clarity. He'll tell Lady Brough every word that | say!

Swalowing hisrage brought aphysca convulsion, twigting in his bonds and damming his head back
againg the padded wall behind him, again and again, trying to blot out Hennessey's satisfied smirk.
Instead he brought to mind the image of his own big hands closing on the man'sthroat, twisting and
tearing. Bet-ter yet, hisown teeth ripping into the man's veins, the gush of blood into his mouth, feding
the buck of Hennessey's gross body beneath his own asthe Irishman began to die. Smelling death,
hearing him gurgle and gasp as Renfield drank his blood.

Renfield went limp in the straps, gasping himsalf. He was adone in the room. Voices retreated down the
hallway, "Is he ever 07" asked the German hesitantly. "I am a poet, you see, as| told you, Herr Doktor



Hennessey, a poet of the Gothic, of madness, of the inner secrets of the mind.”

"Ah, you've seen him at hisbest, laddie! Why, he's attacked me! Torn himsdlf loose from those straps
on thewall and legped upon melike awalf. | thrust him back, and when he would have attacked me
again, | sared him down. | have this gift, you see, of controlling lunatics with the power of my eyes. . ."
Renfield screamed after them, "Liar! Liar!”

If Lucy-and her white-haired mother-had died last night, Seward would be away al the day, maybe
more. Hennessey would be back, taunting him about Catherine, trying to force him into rage so intense he
didn't know what he was saying. Into revealing where they were hiding.

I must be strong. | must be strong.

But he knew he had not consumed life, gained smal increments of life, for nearly two weeks. Without
consuming life, he could not be stirong.

His pity for theflies, for Lucy, would destroy those he most loved.

Heraised hisvoicein an inarticulate wail of despair, asif even those hisribcage would burst from the
effort to make his cry carry through the padding, through the walls, across the distance to Carfax, where
Wotan dept, glutted and smiling, in his chapd. Help me, Master, for | have need of thee!

R.M.R.'snotes
18 September-evening
1 spider

And apdtry, half-dead cregture at that. | had thought that brute Hennessey would |eave me strapped
to the wall of the padded cell for days, araree-show for paying customers-yet better that, than to
torment me with the aim of enraging me so that | will speak of Catherine, of Vixie. Yet | dare not spesk
of it to Seward-so low am | brought.

Seward returned tonight, dazed and shaken-looking; ex-changed a half-dozen words with me and
ordered Langmore to release me and return me to my own room. | could have con-fessed to murdering
the Queen and eating her heart and he would have paid no more heed to the words than he did to those
that | actudly did say. As Langmore locked meinto the room, | heard him ask Seward in the hall, "And
how isMiss Lucy, sor?' and to my surprise Seward responded, "Shelives, but ... sheisin aterrible way.
| must return there tonight, to keep watch beside her.”

IIY&, S:)r_"

Of course, Langmore made no mention of Hennessey turn-ing the ravings of those poor soulsin the
other cellsto hisprofit. With luck, the man will think more of making those little profits-and spending
them-than of subjecting meto menta torments, hoping that in my rage | will reved to him where
Catherineand Vixieare hiding.



How long will thisterrible game of cat and mouse go on? How long will Seward be away, guarding her
with hismaster Van Helsing and, probably, with the girl's other suitors, those trusted friends of whom |
have so often heard him spesk?

How long can | hold out againgt the demon of rage within mysdlf?

19 September
9flies, 4 spiders

Not enough! Not enough! | must consume more, to make up for thetime | havelost in pity and
sentiment. | must be strong!

| pray, yet receive no answer. Y et heisthere, | know it. | feel him.

Has heforgotten me? Or isthisatest of my loydties, my faith?

20 September
Heisgone! He hasleft me! Dear gods, what shal | do?

| was watching the last sparrows of autumn fluttering in the garden trees-not with ulterior motive, but
merely taking joy in the sweetness of their song-when | saw acart on the high road, making for the old
house at Carfax. It stopped at the gates of Rushbrook House and one of the dirty villains a the reins
came up the avenue, to ask the way-stupid bastards could not find their own trouser-buttons without
ingtruction!-yet | knew in my heart that it was Carfax they sought. My anger surged upin meand | began
to rate him for the thieving blackguard that he was, anger borne of terror ... What shal | do, if my Master
departs, leaving me here in the power of such as Hennessey and Seward?

When the men had gone, Hennessey camein, asking what | meant by my anger-blind, puling fool!-and
with terrible effort | concealed my rage, knowing now how he meansto use it against me. He was
half-drunk, having consumed hisusud pints of gin with his dinner, though even stone sober (which he has
not been since the reign of the Prince Regent, | shouldn't imag-ine) he would believe anything anyonetold
him, if it would save him trouble. When he was gone, my rage overcame me, and | ripped the latches
from my window and sprang to the ground, running up the avenue, desperate to catch the cart that |
knew would be returning.

| swarmed over the gate before the porter realized what was happening, leaped down onto the high
road just as those mon-sters, those unspeakable bandits, drove their foul cart past, piled high with the
boxes of earth taken from the Carfax chapel. He wasin one of them, deegping the deep that is not truly
deep, for He hears, He knows.

| beat on the side of the box, crying to him not to leave me among my foes. One of the carters cut at
mewith hiswhip and | dragged him from the box, blind with rage, knowing only that He must not leave
me, He must not go without helping me.

Hardy and Smmons were hard on my hedls down the av-enue, with Hennessey puffing and wheezing
intherear. Asthey dragged me back to my cdll, | cried out in my despair: "Master, | will fight for you!



They shan't kill me by inches! They shan't take you away!"
What shdl | do? He has left me indeed.

What shdl | do?

20 September-night

Itisover.



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Nightmares.

Light rain pattered on the gabled windows of Rushbrook House. John Seward stared at the ceiling of
his bedroom and tried to will himself not to dream.

To sleep, perchance to dream...
ay, there'stherub ...

He hadn't dept in two nights now. His body cried for degp and cried, too, for chlora hydrate-cried,
swested, and shook. But Seward knew from terrible experience that deep after long waking was
particularly fraught with dreams. The thought of the drug holding his eyes sedled shut and his screaming
mind in darkness was more than he could bear.

Wasthiswhat his patients went through? Emaciated Rowena Kilmer, jerking from deep adozen times
anight to howl and heat her head on the walls? Frantic Grayson, trying to crowd himsdlf into the tiniest
corner of the room, barricading himsalf behind the bed againgt the phantoms that only he could see?

Dimly, like the ghostly moaning of the wind, Seward could hear them screaming, somewherein the
house.

It was long past midnight.
| open my eyes and see the ceiling, with stains on its blue--striped paper like old blood.

Blood! Dear God, what happened to Lucy's blood? The drops | took from her that first day of
consultation were nor-mal, without the deformed cell-structure of anaemia. It wasn't anaemia she
died of, but blood-loss. She bled to death, under our very noses, without a drop being spilled on
her pillow. Through the grief that racked his heart cried the betrayed bafflement of alifetime of scientific
Sudy: It shouldn't have hap-pened! It couldn't have happened, not logically, not within the bounds
of any science I've ever known! Thisisthe modern age--we're almost in the twentieth century,
damn it, not back in the twelfth! I should have been able to save her!

Yet dl of them who loved her-young Arthur, and Quincey, and even Van Helsing, with al his
wisdom-had been as power-less as he, to prevent her dezth.

In hismind he saw Quincey Morris bending over Lucy's body, gazing down at her face with mingled
pity and bewilder-ment in hisgray eyes, hisleathery six-foot-plus seeming desper-ately out of placein the
white and violet of her boudoir; saw the sharp sdelong look in the Texan's eyeswhen they sat inthe
breakfast-room. "That poor pretty creature that we all love has had put into her veins the blood of four
strong men! Man dive, her whole body wouldn't hold it! What took it out?"

| open my eyes and all those questions crowd in, questions that have no answers. | close them...
And throw wide the gatesto nightmare,

| have dreams, terrible dreams, Lucy had sad, in that same white-and-violet boudoir, but when
Seward had asked after them, sheld put him off, hurried to occupy hersalf with opening the window.



What would she have told him, he wondered, if sheld spoken the truth?

Images rose to his exhausted mind, images as vivid asredlity, that he could not erase. The cold,
alien-looking gparatus of blood transfusion, that he'd operated, not once but again and again in those
nightmare days, when they'd enter Lucy's room and find her white and gasping on the spotless bed. The
way Van Helsing's breath had hissed, when in adjusting Lucy's pillow he'd didodged the velvet band she
wore around her throat, and reveaed those two pale, mangled puncture-wounds above the vein. The
smell of the garlic the old man had indgsted L ucy wear around her neck and with which held draped the
windows of the room-draperies and necklet they'd found clutched in poor Mrs. Westenras hands, when
they'd found her dead on the morning of the nineteenth.

Images more disturbing ill, ashis mind drifted toward the gates of horn and ivory that poets said
guarded the Realm of Morpheus.

How Lucy, dying, had smiled up at Art Holmwood-L ord Godaming now, with hisfather's sudden
death. Her flaxen hair had seemed fairer sill against the mourning he wore, and she had whispered, Kiss
me, inlanguorous passion, her long canine teeth glinting againgt her bloodless gums. How Van Helsing
had thrust Art away like amadman. And how at the funeral Van Helsing had looked sharply at the
broken and weeping Arthur when Art had whispered over and over that the blood held given to Lucy
had been their marriage-bond, since they were denied any other.

Seward recdlled Van Helsing's indg stence upon leaving agolden cross on Lucy's body, and hisrage
with the maid who'd stolen it. Remembered his appearance, late on the night of her deeth, in Seward's
room at Hillingham House, whispering of the ghastly ritual he wanted to undertake: to cut off her head, to
take out her heart.

Is he mad? Seward wondered dimly. Or am |?

You have for many years trust me; you have believe me for weeks past, when there
be things so strange that you might have well doubt. Believe me yet a little, friend
John ...

And such wasthe urgent intelligence in those coldly bright blue eyes, the warm strength of the
Dutchman's roughened hands, that Seward did believe. Credo sed incredulis ...

Grotesgue interviews with solicitors. Van Helsing'sfit of hys-terica laughter in the carriage after the
funera. Arthur'sface ashe gazed down at Lucy in her coffin: Jack, is she really dead? Andthat
blithe and golden young man, al the world's darling, weeping brokenly in the arms of their tall Texan
friend. Oh Jack, Jack, what shall | do? The whole of life seems gone from me all at
once!

Quincey's face had been ill, like aman bleeding to desth inside.
She is gone. She'sreally gone.

Seward knew he should fed something, and didn't. Only the numbness of exhaustion, and the sweeting
hunger for chlord hydrate.

Lucy wasin her coffin, in her tomb. The quiet tomb of the Westenras on Hampstead Hill, solitary in the
twilight groves with the rain pattering softly against the marble, away from the noise of London. Van
Helsing had returned to Amsterdam, Art-accompanied by Quincey-to Ring, to bury hisfather.



And he, John Seward, had only amadhouse to return to, the madhouse he'd once been insane enough
to think he could bring Lucy to asawife. He had worked hard to come to this position of responsibility,
he reminded himself. These people were his charge and his study: to learn the nature of madness, to help
thoselogt in its nightmare mazes without the hope of get-ting free.

But tonight he could only lie here, sweeting in the dark, listening to the rain and to the lunatics
screaming in the deep S-lences of the night.

Renfidd, too, dreamed of Lucy Westenra, lying in her coffin. And the dream filled him with horror.

Shelooked, in veriest truth, asif she only dept. How he could see, he did not know, for the tomb was
shut and sealed, the lamps and candles of the mournerslong gone. Her lead-lined coffin had been
screwed shut, but he could see her init till, fair hair lying on her shoulders, flesh fine as porcelain and
little lesswhite than the gravecl othes they'd dressed her in. The bloodlesslook sheld had, in those other
visonsduring her long crucifixion on the edge of death, was gone. She was relaxed, smiling dmogt, all
her daytime care dissolved, happy in deep.

There was something about her deep that reminded him of something, something he would rather not
see. That he didn't want to think about.

Then he seemed to be standing in the dark of that stone tomb, looking down at the two coffins-for her
mother was buried bes de her-hearing the whisper of the rain on the roof of the tomb, smelling old
smoke, the clinging remains of incense, the first sickening harbingers of decay. And it seemed to him that
at the feet of those two coffins, the shadows began to solidify, coa-lescing into a column of darkness
blacker than the utter night within the tomb. Red eyes burned within that darkness, and avoice
whispered, Beloved.

Within the coffin, Renfield was conscious of it when Lucy opened her eyes.

He came awake gasping, trembling. Heat and cold flashed through him in waves-shock, terror, despair.
Distantly, he could hear the dim howling of old Lord Alyn, but other than that, the room-the house-was
utterly silent. It was the dead hour of the night, and till.

Renfield stumbled from his bed, staggered to the window of hisroom. Hennessey had had the catch
replaced on the case-ment with a stout metal bolt. Beyond the glass, the garden lay in dim spiky shapes
benesth the pattering rain.

Thetreeswerelosing their leaves, thelast of the flowers were dead. | have been bere since April,
thought Renfield despairingly, and now the year is nearly gone. Oh, Catherine, has it all been for
nothing? He pressed hisforehead to the glass, the cold of it like sweet water in hisbrain. Hefelt



emptier, hungrier, than he could remember feding in hislife.

He rubbed his eyes, blinked, for it ssemed to him that fog drifted above the garden, mingling with the
fitful glimmer of in-termittent moonlight on the rain. For amoment he thought it was only the effect of
tiredness, or perhaps advancing age. But after he rubbed his eyes again, they were till there.,

Taking shape. Growing more solid as he watched.
A dream, hethought, a dream | once had ... When?

Red eyes gleaming in the darkness. Long hair drifting like seaweed beneath the sea. Pae gowns, and
paleforms borne up on the dark air of the night: two dark and onefair.

Vakyries.
Choosars of the Sain.

Graces, goddesses, or the Norns of fate, hanging in the dark air before his window, red eyes|ooking
intohis

"You have only towishit,"” whispered the fair-haired girl in German, the tongue of Wagner, the tongue
of Goethe, the tongue of Kant. ™Y ou have only to wishit, Ryland, and | will come."

Renfidld breathed, "1 wishit." And returning to his bed, he took the thin pillow and wrapped it around
his hand, to protect hisfist as he droveiit through the glass.



CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Letter, R M. Renfield to hiswife
22 September

Catherine, Catherine, we stand balanced upon the blade of ara-zor! Either we triumph, or we are
utterly undone!

Hiswivesare herel Tonight | have learned much, and the knowledge fills me with terror-with the dread
of moreterror yet to come!

They cameto my room, stepped through aholein the glass of the window no bigger than my figt,
though they seemed not to change shape or size. It was indescribable as the things one seesin dreams.

Heis not Wotan, as| saw himin my dreams, but is called Dracula, that was known as The Impaler in
his lifetime, four hundred and fifty yearsago. A great lord and agreat sorcerer, helives on, vampire,
feeding upon the living and making of them the Un-Dead. He has come to London, to England, to hunt,
to make for himself anew life, for the countryside of the Carpathian

Mountains that were his home has grown poor, and the few peasants that remain are wary, and employ
those thingsinimica to him and hiskind: the flowers of the garlic and the whitethorn, the silver that he
cannot touch and the mirrorsthat refuse to re-produce hisimage, the Holy things that burn his demon
flesh aswithfire.

"He has come to make new life here," groused the Countess Elizabeth, the eldest and strongest of his
wives, "and left usthree, aone, in acrumbling castle in ahogtile countryside, without even the service of
the Szgany gypsiesthat are histo command.” Sheisawoman fair as the moon, clear asthe sun, and
terrible as an army with banners, asthe Bible says: dark-haired, Roman--nosed, tall and with aguiline
features, aHungarian princess who in centuries past fought at Dracula s Side againgt theinvading Turks.
"He fleesfrom us, and what does he, before the foam of the sealis even dried upon his clothing, but take
for himsdlf an-other bride, to begin another harem moreto his choosing, more apt to his commands?
Pah!"

Her long canine teeth gleamed againgt bloodlesslips.

"We have served him," said fair Nomie, in her voice like glass chimes tapped with rods of thin silver.
"Surrendered our souls and our willsto him, not once but time and again. For thisat least he owes us
something.” Sheisthe youngest of them, German by her speech, sweet-faced and amost childlikein her
thoughtful beauty, her eyes sky-blue and her hair the color of corn-silk.

Thethird wife, Sarike, only smiled, like an anima with her sharp white teeth.

"He learned to speak English, and how to go on in this country, from asolicitor's clerk whom he had
sent out to himin Transylvania," went on the Countess, pacing up and down my narrow room with her
long black hair hanging down over her shoulders, her pae clinging dresslike a shroud in the moonlight
that came and went through the fleeting clouds. "Our kind can-not cross water, save at the turning of the
tide. Nor do we have the power to read and influence peopl€'s thoughts, nor to come and go aswe
will-aswedo . . ." She gestured with her long hand, pale and ringed in ancient gold, to thetiny holein the
window-glass. ". . . whilethe sunisin the sky. By day we grow deepy, and our minds are dulled. We
can be taken and killed by those who know who we are, what we are. Only at night are we strong.”



"He needs-we need-the earth of our buria-place, if we areto rest.” Nomie turned to the window, asif
she could see through the darkness the thick-clustering trees that surrounded Carfax. "It was an easy
matter for him to purchase property herein England, to have boxes of the earth from the chapel in the
vaults of his castle shipped here. He must deep in it, and re-new his strength as mortal men do, by rest:
that knits, asyour poet says, the ravel'd deeve of care. Sometimes | think your Shakespeare must have
suffered deepless nights himsdlf, for him to write of them so fedlingly as he does.”

"And sometimes | think you would sooner sit and read your precious Shakespeare than hunt for the
blood that keegpsus al dive," retorted the Countess, and her deep voice was edged with scorn. She
turned back to me. "It is an easy thing for aman to hire servants, to pay solicitorsto rent him or buy him
houses, to open bank-accounts so that he is not paying in the gold coins of long-dead Sultans whenever
he wishes his boots blacked. For women it is otherwise. Especidly foreign women."

Her dark eyesfixed upon mine, and had my life depended on doing so, | do not think | could have
turned my gaze away.

Shesad, "You are awedthy man, | understand, Herr Renfield.
The breath seemed to go out of my body, the strength from my knees.
| sammered, "I ... | am aprisoner here, aprisoner like the others.”

"Not quite like the others." They say that tigers purr; | think they speak the truth. ™Y ou have house
property. Many houses, from what the assistant keeper in this place babbled in drink to our servant
Gelhorn. Houses that now stand empty.”

"Gehorn!" | cried. "The German poet Gelhorn, who came here some days ago? Heis your servant?’

"Heisthe servant mostly of opium, and of hisown illu-sons” replied the Countess, with degpest
contempt. "He was on awalking-tour of the Carpathiansin July-, and it took my sistersand | endless
nights of singing to him aswe combed our hair, to wind our images and our words into his drunken
dreams, so0 that hewould find hisway-finally!-to the castle. We convinced him we are spirits of the
mountains and the woods-| never thought | should live to thank Nomiefor dl those silly romances she
reads-and that we must come to England to retrieve magic gold that was stolen so that we could deep

againin peace.

| smiled, and met the girl Nomie's blue eyes. " So he actudly believes heistraveling in company with the
Rhine Maidens?' And her eyestwinkled, suddenly very human, in response. "I think he fees safer
traveling with the Rhine Maidens than with the Vakyries. But it isaterrible bore, to speak only of matters
touched upon by Wagner and the Brothers Grimm.”

And | remembered my own dream of speaking to Wotan the Traveler in the hold of the ship.

"Gdhornisafool,” sneered the Countess. "And fools have their uses-up to apoint. But the man
understands nothing of money, has no concept of how to obtain or even rent property in this country. He
can barely make sense of arailway time-table and he came close to killing the three of us, through his
stupid-ity, adozen times on our journey to England in his company. We traced our lord here-"

She gestured again to the window, and | thought | heard the curl of bitter anger in her voice as she
spoke of their lord.

"Y et before we confront him, we must have our own place of safety, our own refuge in which we may



rest. We could hire no gypsiesto fill up box after box with the earth of our homeland. . ." She glanced
sidelong at Nomie, who cast down her eyes, and | guessed that she, at least, had wed, and died, and
been buried in aland far from her childhood home. "We have each atrunk of such earth, and these we
must guard aswe guard our lives. You will hep us, | think."

All thiswhilel had kndlt before them, and now | looked up, aghast, into those cod-dark eyeswith their
red demon gleam. "These houses that you have. . ."

"Yes, yes, of course!” | cried, springing to my feet. My heart pounded-Catherine, Catherine, forgive
me, but if that imbe-cile Hennessey spoke to their creature Gelhorn about my hold-ing severa different
properties, who knowswhat € se he might have said?1 did not think al those placesthat you and |
bought in secret were known. Y ou were far too clever for that, my beau-tiful one!

But it has been five months, my darling, five monthsin which anything can have happened! | think that if
you and Vixie had been forced for whatever reason to change your hiding-place, or to abandon the
names by which you and | arranged for you to be known, you would have found some way to let me
know. | pray that thisisso, for | could not risk-1 dared not risk-this clever and terrible woman
beginning to make investigations on her own. The thought of you faling into her power-or into the power
of that Thing, that mongter, that these women now tell meisthe vampire Count Dracula-is more than |
can bear!

Forgive me, Catherine, but | told them about the house in Kentish Town, the money we cached there,
and the papersthat would give them introduction to the bank under the name of Moira Tentrees and her
daughter Elaine. | fdt fairly certain that you and Vixie would not have had call to use that particular
refuge-if you were discovered (may God forfend!) by Lady Brough and her minions, you would likelier
have gone to the Cambridge House, or even fled to France (though as | said, | hope you wouldinthat
event have been ableto inform me of it).

Yet | trembled as| gave them the instructions about contact-ing solicitors and bankers-as | tremble
now, & the thought that somehow, the count may learn that | have met with hiswives, and taken their
ddeagang him.

"What do you fear?' demanded the Countess coldly. "He has deserted you, as you said. He has gone
away to London, to bewith hisnew little bride, hislittle blonde snow-maiden.”" Her lifted lip showed the
glint of apointed fang. "In aweek hewill not recall your name."

"If he has not forgotten it aready,” | said. | took a deep breath, and added, "I trust that you ladies will
not amilarly forget?!

"Because you know the truth of who "Moira Tentrees and her "daughter’ are," asked the Countess,
looking up a mewith those cold dark eyes, "and who it iswho will actualy beliving at 15 Prince of
Wales Road?'

Nomiereplied in her soft voice, "Because even as we have the right to demand protection and care of
our lord, so now Ryland hastheright to demand it of hisladies. Isit not s0?"

The Countess Elizabeth raised one brow, black and sharp as a night-moth's antenna, and regarded her
sster-wife with specu-lation, but Nomie did not back down. At length the Countess turned to me and
sad, "Indeed you shdl find thet it is so. We shdl not forget, Ryland Renfield.”

"And you will send methingsto eat?" | pressed. "Hlies, spi-ders, sparrows-anything that haslife, that |
can et and grow strong, even as you grow strong from the drinking of blood.”



She looked gtartled, then smiled sidelong, like the Serpent in the Garden. "Isthat truly your wish?!
| nodded earnestly, and her smile widened, but it was not a pretty smile.

"Wewill befar from you for atime, my servant, but yes, one of uswill come and make sure that you
have your heart'sfill of the vermin of the earth. Does that content you?”

| said, "It does."

They faded then, dissolving into moonlight, and | dropped to my knees on the floor again and remained
there long, shudder-ing with waves of shock and fear. The thought of going againgt Dracula, of playing a
double game with hisrebelious Wives, petrifiesme. Y et he has forgotten me, he has not fulfilled any of
the prayers | have prayed to him.

And | need strength, my beloved, | shal need strength so badly, if dl isto comewd | for usand for our
beloved child! | cannot let her be taken from us, cannot let your mother and your sister drag her awvay
and drink her spirit, vampire-like, un-til like the victims of the vampires she turnsinto one of them!

A curse on money, without which those two hags would have no use for Vixie-without which those
three night-hags who stood here in the moonlight would have no use for me!

Y et they were beautiful, and as | write this, their faces swim before my mind again, two dark and one
fair, and dl perilous asthe Angels of Death.

Oh, Catherine, how | long for your advice in thismatter! | pray | have donewdl, and | think that | can
control them, can obtain from them what | must have! But | have only doneas| mugt, as| could! How |
long only to see your face again, to touch your hands, to hear your voice, the voice of atrue woman
insteed of the cold voices of Draculas demon Wives!

| kissthisletter, begging al the gods above that it should cometo you; praying that when | deep
tonight, it will beyour lovely facethat | seein my dreams.

Y our own, forever,

RM.R.



CHAPTER FIFTEEN

R.M.R.'snotes
23 September

25 flies, 10 spiders, 6 moths

24 September
28 flies, 4 spiders, 10 moths
-16flies? gpiders

Sparrow-Langmore took it from me. What use has he for a sparrow?

25 September
24 flies, 8 spiders
-18flies? spiders

Last night as the spiders came crawling from the cracks of the walls, | chanced to ook down into the
garden and saw Nomie there, golden hair bleached to ivory by moonlight. I think she saw mefor she
lifted her hand.

When | dept, | dreamed of Lucy, rising from her tomb. Her eyes are blank, and glow from within with
the red flame of the demon. She wears her soiled grave-shroud as she moves through the quiet streets
around Hampstead Heath in the darkness, asif unconscious of how she would appear were any to see
her, and she Sings, soft and sweet, to the wretched little children who live in poverty there, whose
parents-if they have parents-are too gone in gin to care whether they comein at night or not. Shetook a
child, aboy of six or so, cradled him in her arms as she bit into his throat. When she walked away,
leaving him under some gorse bushes on the heath, blood spotted the bosom of her white shroud.

No more moths-Seward has had the broken pane repaired.

"What iswrong with her?' Renfield asked, when that night he managed to work the window-bolt
through the bars, and Nomie waked up from the garden-aslight and as casudly upon the air asif
walking up agair-and drifted through the dit and into hisroom. "I see her in my dreams, and sheislikea
deep-walker, arevenant. Y et you and your sisters-and your lord as well--you speak, and act, and



reason.”

"Now | do." Nomie held out her finger, and a huge black--winged moth blundered against the
casement, crawled through the gap. She smiled as Renfield took it by the wings and popped it into his
mouth. "When first | wakened from death into Un--Death, | was much the same as she. A part of me
knew what had happened to me, for during al those terrible months when | was aprisoner in his castle,
helpless, separated from my family while he came to me night after night, | knew what would become of
mein the end. But my mind went into retreat, like the poor souls herein Rushbrook House. | hunted,
mostly children, for they have not an adult's caution and experience to escape. But | do not think | spoke
for dmost ayear.”

"It is not then because children are wesk?' Renfield wiped adust of wing-scadesfrom hislip.

For answer, Nomie reached out and casudly pulled one of the iron bars from the window, then taking
it in her two hands, bent it into ahorseshoe. "Theliving are weak," she said. "But it takes some of ustime
to learn our strength.”

R.M.R. 'snotes
26 September

28 flies, 9 spiders
-20flies? gpiders

Dreamed again of Lucy Westenra. He walked beside her through the dark of Hampstead Heath, a
shadow with burning eyes. Seward seemed better this morning, alittle more of hisold sdif, for which the
gods be thanked. One can have only so much of Hennessey's care. Y et just after noon acab drove up
the av-enue and VVan Helsing sprang out, jaw jutting like abulldog's and a newspaper clutched in one
hand. | felt cold to seeit, cold with gpprehension, knowing what it would mean. When Seward made his
afternoon rounds, he seemed like a man stunned, struck over the head, asif like poor Lucy he had been
wakened into aworld and amanner of life that he could not comprehend.

"Gor blimey, what'd that Dutchman tell him?* | heard Sim-mons whisper in the corridor to Hardy, and
Hardy replied, "Not the foggiest. They was shut up in hisstudy and | heard the Doc hit the tablelike a
gunshot and yell, "Are you mad? but | guess after alittle discusson they cometo the conclusion he
werent, ‘cos they're off to town this evenin'. Good job, too, ‘cos old

Hennessey's got acouple of payin' customers comin' in to have alook at thelooniesat eight.” And thelr
voices drifted away. Later | saw Seward's fly brought round to the front of the house, and Seward and
Van Helang get in, their faces like stone.

27 September



25 flies, 13 spiders, 1 moth

Seward whispered, "My God," asthe coffin lid was removed and the pa e afternoon sunlight fell
through the haf-open door of the tomb and across the face of the girl within.

Y esterday, he recalled-the day VVan Helsing had brought to him the newspaper, had told him that
fantastic tale of the Un--Dead-had been Lucy's birthday. She would have turned twenty.

He breathed, "Isit ajuggle?" For last night, when VVan Helsing had brought him here, the coffin had
been empty. Van Helsing had claimed that the white figure they'd seen among the yew trees at the edge
of the cemetery had been Lucy, and of acertainty they'd found afour-year-old Itdian girl adeep and
half-frozen under the bushes where the white figure had cast its burden aside. But there had been on that
tiny neck no such puncture-wounds as had been found on the throats of the other children that had been
attacked over the past week.

No such puncture-wounds as he had seen on Lucy's throat, in the weeks before she'd died.

They had taken the child to Northern Hospital, and returned to Hampstead Hill Cemetery only in the
golden light of the fol-lowing afternoon.

"Areyou convinced now?" asked Van Helsing softly, and when Seward did not reply, reached into the
coffin and drew back the young woman's delicate lips. "See," he said, "the teeth are even sharper than
before. With thisand this" -the blunt brown finger touched those long canines, upper and lower, likea
wolf'sor acat's- "thelittle children can be bitten. Are you of bdief now, friend John?"

Seward backed away, shaking his head. The newspaper had spoken of children being attacked. Van
Helsing had said it was Lucy. Lucy!

Van Helsing whom he trusted, whom he knew to see farther and deeper into the shadows of the human
mind than any scholar of hisacquaintance ...

"She may have been placed here sincelast night."”

"Indeed? That is so, and by whom?"

"l don't know. Someone. . ."

"And yet she has been dead one week. Most peoplesin that time would not look s0."

No, thought Seward numbly. Most peoples in that time would not. Already, despiteitslining of
lead, the body of Lucy's mother in the coffin beside hers had begun to faintly stink.

His mind raced back and forth against the truth that he could not look at, like arat thrown into arat-pit,
before the dog isturned loose. Beside him, Van Helsing continued to look down at the girl in the coffin,
with grief and akind of curious, hungry longing in hiseyes.

Other than the fact that her breasts did not stir with life's bresth, she looked absolutely asif she were



peacefully adeep. The drawn whiteness of her last few days had vanished. Her lipswerered, her cheeks
faintly stained with pink. Still living, she had resembled a corpse. It was her corpse that had the
gppear-ance of aliving woman.

Dear God, did we bury her alive?

But Seward had seen those bodies, too, after aweek. Few medica students hadn't had some dedlings
with the men of the resurrection trade. They "did not look so" ether.

" She was hitten by the vampire when shewasin atrance, degp-walking," murmured Van Helsing, and
Seward glanced sharply at him, startled that he should know this. "In trance she died, and in trance sheis
Un-Dead, too. Usualy when the Un--Dead deep a home. . ." Hisgesture took in the plastered walls of
thelittle tomb, the seded niches with their marble plagues. "... their face show what they are. But thisso
swest that was when she not Un-Dead, she go back to the nothings of the com-mon dead. Thereisno
malign there. It make it hard that | must kill her in her deep.”

Seward drew a deep breath. The words hit hisbrain like achisal on rock, with a cold sound and a
sharp pain that changes forever the shape of what has been.

If she were dead dready, what would it matter if Van Helsing mutilated her body, as he had proposed
to mutilate it before the funeral-after the cleaning-woman had stolen the golden cross that he had placed
on Lucy'slips"for protection.”

"l shall cut off her head and fill her mouth with garlic,” Van Helsing continued, in answer to Seward's
whispered question. "And | shall drive a stake through her body." That at |east Seward remembered from
the night before the funera, the night when Van Helsing had searched L ucy's room and asked that al her
papers and her mother's be seded, for him to read. This morning, when held met Van Helsing in the
lobby of the Berke-ley Hotel, where both had spent the night, he'd seen his old mas-ter had a satchel
withhim.

But to do thisto Lucy ...

He looked back at that radiant face, deegping so gently. So beautiful was she that he had at first not
seen the dirt and moss-gtains that marked her white grave-clothes, the small brown spots on its bosom.

Then his gaze returned to Van Helsing'sface. To those clear light-blue eyes, filled with tenderness, pity,
longing ... and some-thing else.

Van Helsng tore his gaze from Lucy's face, turned to Seward with an ar of decison. "If | did smply
follow my inclining, | would do now, &t this moment, what isto be done.” Hewet hislips. "But thereare
other thingsto follow, and thingsthat are athousand times more difficult in that them we do not know.
Thisissmple"

He glanced, quick and sidelong, a Lucy'sface again, asif hiseyeswere drawn to her againgt hiswill.

"We may haveto want Arthur,” he said, "and how shdl wetell him of this? If you, who saw the wounds
on Lucy'sthroat, and saw the wounds so smilar on the child's a the hospital; if you, who saw the coffin
empty last night and full today with awoman who have not change only to be more rose and more
beautiful in awhole week, after she die-if you know of thisand know of the white figure who brought the
child to the church-yard, and yet of your own senses you do not believe, how can | expect Arthur, who
know none of those things, to believe?"



Hetore himsdlf asif with physica force from the side of the coffin, paced to the door, shoes crunching
the brown leavesthey had tracked in from outside. "He doubted me when | took him from her kisswhen
shewasdying,” he said, asif speaking to himsdlf, and Seward shivered at the memory of Lucy'sface
then, theway her lips drew back from those long, sharp teeth, the gleam of unholy greed in her eyes. "l
know he hasforgiven me because in some mistaken idea |l have done thingsthat prevent him say
good-by as he ought; and he may think that in some more mistaken idea this woman was buried dive;
and that in most mistake of al we havekilled her. Y et he never can be sure, and that isthe worst of all.”

Yes, thought Seward, looking down at the moss-stain on Lucy's deeve, the blood-spot on her breast.
Not to be sure ... Not to ever be surewho or what that white form wasthat he/d glimpsed last night,
flitting among the graves with the degping child in her ams.

A part of himthought, But Art will never know ...

But he'd nursed troubled minds long enough to be aware that there was no certainty whatever that
Arthur wouldn't cometo thistomb himsdlf. Would snesk here, drawn asif againgt hiswill, too ashamed
to breathe aword of his secret to hisfriends....

And find what?

And what would that do to him, make of him, thereafter? Es-pecially coming, asit did, in tandem with
his father's sudden death from stroke?

All that awarenesswasin Van Helsing's voice, too. "'l know that he must pass through the bitter waters
to reach the sweet,” said the old man softly. "He must have one hour that will make the very face of
heaven grow black to him; then we can act for good al around, and send him peace.”

Seward helped Van Helsing fold the coffin'slead lining back over Lucy'sface and upper body; helped
him replace the heavy lid. He felt numb and strange, asif everyone around him had suddenly begun
speaking aforeign language, and wondered if thiswaswhat it was like for the men and womenin his
charge, when firgt they began to go mad. Since his smallest childhood he had quested to know Why, and
had followed those longings down the road of logic and science. Indeed, only on meeting Lucy had he
begun to doubt that al things could be explained in terms of matter, logic, and the physiology of the
nervous system. Could the Un-Dead be some physical phenomenon unknown as yet to science? Some
illness, some condition of the flesh or the brain?

Van Helang didn't seem to think so.
Was Van Helsing mad? Seward wondered again.

Washe himsdf?



CHAPTER SIXTEEN

Through the night as Van Helsing kept watch in the graveyard, he asked himsdlf the same question.
Am | mad?

He'd asked himsdlf that at intervals throughout hislong life, and had never cometo asatisfactory
concluson.

He leaned his back to one of the pale-barked sychamores that grew near the Westenratomb in
Hampstead Cemetery, touched with uneasy fingersthethick links of silver chain hed wrapped around his
throat. He wore them on hiswrists aswell-awoman in Thibet had ingtructed himin this-and in hishand
he carried n rosary twined with garlic flowers. He did not fear Lucy Westenra so much, for he had
carefully chinked up every crack in the tomb's door with a paste of flour and water, mixed with
frag-ments of a consecrated Host, and had hung another crucifix over the keyhole of the door.

But he guessed that Lucy did not ways hunt aone.
He shuddered, as Lucy's swestly beautiful face returned to hismind.

He had encountered the Un-Dead before, in Egypt, in Con-stantinople, and in Paris; had heard of them
in Indiaand Thibet. Three times had he found himself, looking down into their faces asthey dept after
their kills-one of those had been awoman hed known in life. And dways it wasthe same.

They were S0 beautiful.

He knew what they were. He had seen them kill, and seen the chaos of horror and doubt they left in
their wake. He had seen them prey on those closest to them, those whose grief made them willing to
believe whatever their returning beloveds told them. He had seen them make others of their own kind,
through an exchange of blood with chosen victims, victims who did not merely die but became predators
intheir turn. He had seen their callousness and absol ute salfishness as they chose the degth of others over
their own discomfort, their own craving for blood.

It was ungpeakable, that he should look on the faces of vam-pire women, and fed what he felt.
Desire so overwhelming asto amost blot out thought.

He closed his eyes, then opened them again dmost a once. Fool, these thoughts will only weaken
you. You close your eyes, you open them to see Him, to see Dracula, this Dracula that Jonathan
Harker write of, Jonathan Harker that marry the sweet Madame Mina, who share with me the
letters Miss Lucy write. Hetried to push from his mind the admission of wanting Lucy, to bury it under
loathing of what she had become, under ironic amusement at the recollection of poor Arthur
Holm-wood's passionate ramblings about how the transfusion of hisblood into Lucy's veins had made
them husband and wifein the sight of God.

And am [, then, too, her husband? And your friends John and Quincey? Are we all co-husbands
together in a harem?

Hetried to picture Lucy as he knew she must be now, abeau-tiful body inhabited by ademon, a
damned soul, that lured chil-dren to her and drank their blood. That would not stop with children; that



was growing stronger each night.

It did not drive from his mind the white-hot flash of desire that had pierced him like aswordblade,
when she'd opened those smoky demon eyes and smiled at Arthur on her deathbed: Oh my love, | am
so glad you have come! Kissme....

It did not drive from hismind his utter loathing at himsdif. It did not root out his fear that one day that
blind lust would prove too much for his strength, and would lead him, too, in ;pite of al he knew, into the
red nightmare of Un-Degth.

And that hewould enjoy it.

He drew in deep breaths of the cold air. It was autumn, the threshold of winter. Though Hampstead
Hill lay far from the Thames, the sooty reek of itsfogs drifted through the graveyard, and through the
trees southward he could see the dull glow of the city's gas-lamps. Herein the cemetery it was quiet, the
bird-less quiet of winter, save for the soft, terrible scratching at the marble door of the tomb.

Man is born to Sn, as the sparks fly upward. His friend and student John, who did such good work
among those troubled in their minds, might have been able to explain this curious, des-perate lust that
seemed to operate in tandem with his genuine affection for Lucy and for her friends, his deep horror and
pity I<,r the Stuation in which they al found themsalves. John had proclaimed often that he held no belief
in Sin, nor in the doc-trines of Predestination and Fate.

Charcot was hisgod, and Bernheim and that young Austrian Freud. In them he would doubtless have
found some rational ex-planation for the fedingsthat, despite al he could do, scorched Van Helsing with
shame.

Or perhaps, hethought, | am only mad.

But mad or sane, it did not change what he knew to be facts, which others these days ignored, or
walked inignorance of . That humankind was not aone upon the Earth.

That there were indeed more thingsin Heaven and Earth than were dreamt of in the philosophy of
Hamlet'sfriend Hora-tio or of anyone else: hidden powers whose aims and percep-tions were as
different from those of humankind as humans were from those of the sponges benegth the sea.

That the Un-Dead walked, asthey had long walked. And that their bite would spread their condition to
others, if they were not stopped.

R.M.R.’snotes
28 September
27 flies, 9 spiders, 4 moths, 1 mouse

-19flies, 4 moths ? gpiders



-12 spiders ? mouse

Seward back, but so distracted asto be completely unaware of the mouse (a gift, | am sure, from
Nomie, my faithful little Nomie.) Heis gray-faced and shaken, like aman who haslooked down into
Hdll.

How can Hell have shaken him?Herulesone of itstinier Circles. Does he not yet know this?

28 September-night

Seward departed shortly before nine.

In the darkness of his dream, Renfield saw again Lucy Westenra stomb. Night lay thick on London,
thicker till on this sub-urban wilderness of headstones and tombs. He could smell the soot-laden fog,
hear the whooping screech of the owl, the fran-tic squesk of the mouseit seized. Taste the blood.

Four men came over the cemetery wall, Seward and old Van Helsing and two others. The younger of
these two-the youngest of the four-followed hard on Van Helsing's hedls as the old mail unlocked the
marble door of that ghostly pillared sepul-chre, a golden-haired godling in black, like ayoung Siegfried.
Helooked inquiringly at the old professor as they gathered around the twin coffins, then at Seward. To
Seward, Van Helsing said, 'Y ou were with me here yesterday. Wasthe body of Miss Lucy in that
ooffin?'

"It was"

"You hear." Van Helsing turned to the other two, Siegfried and atal, stringy man with the faded
remains of adeep tan on hislong-jawed face, along sandy mustache and arough blue greatcoat such as
Renfield had seen Americans wear, who got them second-hand from their Army. "And yet thereisno
onewho does not believe with me." With that rather confusing dou-ble negative, Van Helsing took his
screwdriver, and unfastened thelid of the coffin. Siegfried-who was, Renfield guessed, Sew-ard's good
friend and successful riva Arthur Holmwood, the new Lord Goda ming-and the American both backed
away agep, and in the glow of the dark-lantern the American bore, Renfield could see they were
stedling themselves for the stink of abody ten days dead.

He could see their faces change when they smelled no such thing, even before they stepped forward to
look.

"Professor, | answered for you," said the American. ™Y our word isdl | want. | wouldn't ask such a
thing ordinarily-1 wouldn't so dishonor you asto imply adoubt; but thisisamystery that goes beyond any
honor or dishonor. Isthisyour doing?’

Van Helsing replied, with no more emation in hisvoice than if the question had been one of hat-size
rather than honor, "I swear to you by dl that | hold sacred that | have not removed nor touched her."
And he explained, with the cam of aman in the witness-box, the events of two nights before. "Last night



there was no exodus, so tonight before the sundown | took away my garlic and other things. And soiitis
we find this coffin empty. So" -he shut the dide of hislantern, leaving them in the dark -"now to the
outsde.

Renfield turned in his deep, whimpered with fright. Someone was watching, someone waslistening,
someone standing very near them in the darkness. Someone who could smell the blood in the veins of the
four men, who could see them clearly, even when the heavy scudding clouds conced ed the moon.

Someone who drew back, even as Godalming and the Amer-ican leaned forward to see what Van
Helsng was doing as he worked his flour paste through hisfingers again, caulked up the chinksin the
door. "Gresat Scott,” said the American, pulling afoot-long bowie knife from a sheath at his belt to cut
tobacco for himsdlf, "isthisagame?’

Illt iS,"

"What isthat which you are using?' asked Godaming, and Van Helsing reverently lifted hishat ashe
answered.

"TheHod. | brought it from Amsterdam. | have an Indul-gence."

You mean you have a priest who believes, like you, in the power of the Un-Dead,
thought Renfield. He knew perfectly well that no Pope, nor any member of the organized Church, would
issue an Indulgence for such use of the consecrated wafer. By their silence-Goda ming, as atrue-blooded
scion of an En-glish noble house, was by definition Church of England, and most Americans couldn't
have described the difference between :I Catholic and a Druid-both men were struck dumb with
su-perdtitious reverence: the American even endeavored to spit histobacco in aquiet and seemly
manner. In the darkness the watcher-watchers, Renfield could fed their minds-stirred, then stilled. They
could fed Lucy's approach long before Van Helsing whispered, " Ach!”

Moonlight flickered on something whitein the avenue of yews. A child cried out, in fear or pain. Or
perhaps, thought Renfield, deep in the well of deep, it washisown cry that he heard. Thelight of Van
Helsing'slantern fell on Lucy'sface, on the crimson glisten of blood on her mouth, which trailled down to
dribble her white gown.

"Arthur.” With acasua motion she threw to the ground the child she had been carrying in her arms,
held out her hands. The men standing ranged before the tomb might have seen only the demon firein her
eyes, but Renfield thought, too, that she was till arevenant, till tangled in the madness of new death and
animd hunger.

His own mouth burned with the memory of the spiders he'd eaten-each sweetly charged with the
flickering energy of the flies-with the murky deliciousness of the blood held sucked out of the mouse that
morning. Had Langmore come then and tried to take it from him, he thought he, too, would have turned
on him, with just such wildnessin hiseyes.

"Cometo me, Arthur," she whispered, and moved forward, her bare arms outstretched. "L eave these
others and cometo me. My arms are hungry for you.” The words whispered like a half-heard echo of
dreams of passion, never filled ... Never filled by Arthur, in any case. "Come, husband . . ."

With a desperate sob, young Lord Godalming opened hisarmsfor her, but Van Helsing-as Renfield
knew he woul d--stepped between them, holding out asmall gold crucifix upon asilver chain. Lucy drew
back with acry, and Renfield fdt it again, the minds of those who watched from the darkness be-yond
the tomb. The shiver, at the burning energy that focussed in sacred things. It was asif, seeing with their



eyes, he saw the deadly glow that could sear otherworldly flesh, shining forth not only from the crucifix
but from the caulking that sedled the door of the tomb.

Lucy swung around afew feet from the door, mouth open in rage to show blood on the long white
teeth, trapped and furious. In aquiet voice Van Helsing asked, "Answer me, o my friend! Am | to
proceed with my work?'

Godaming dipped to hiskneesto the damp grave of the path, buried hisfacein his hands. By the light
of Van Helsing'slantern Renfield saw Seward's face, as he looked down on the golden head of the
younger man. Goda ming's voice was bardly audible. "Do as you will, friend. Do asyou will."

It was the American-Morris, Renfield remembered his name was, Quincey Morris-who helped bring
Godaming back to hisfeet, while Van Helsing moved cautioudy past Lucy to un-caulk the putty from the
door. In Lucy's place, Renfield sup-posed he would have smply fled, yet where could she go?If, infact,
she could find no rest other than in the place where she had been buried, where could she fly?

Like Catherine, he thought, before he and she had bought those other houses for her and Vixieto
disappear into. Before they'd set up bank accounts, and papers, proving that she and her daughter were
people other than the women Lady Brough waslooking for, to take their money back for her own.

Lucy dipped through the chink in the door like smoke, like the figure in adream, as Nomie, Elizabeth,
slent Sarike had come through the broken pane of glassinto Renfield'sroom eight nights ago. Van
Helsing prodded the putty back into place, then went to where the unconscious child ill lay inthe
moonlight of the path. "Come now, my friends." Helifted thelittle boy in hisarms. "We can do no more
'til to-morrow. Thereisafunera at noon, so herewe shall dl come before long after that. The friends of
the dead will dl begoneby two. . ."

So intent were the men, grouped around VVan Helsing, that they glimpsed nothing of the three shadows
that followed them a ong the avenue toward the low point in thewall. The three Wives had, Renfield
noticed-seaing them clearly in hisdream for the first time-disposed of their own pale old-fashioned
;;owns and wore now dark modern walking-dresses, stylish and nearly invisible in the thick gloom of the
gathering clouds.

"Asfor thislittle one, heisnot much harm, and by to-morrow night he shall bewdl. We shdl leave him
wherethe police will find him, as on the other night; and then to home." Darkness drifted then into
Renfidd'smind, and his dream segued into the thick heet of India, the stink of the Hoogly River, and
white ants crawling in armiesup atreein hisgarden in Calcutta....

But he thought, as VVan Helsing laid the deeping child down againgt the cemetery wall, that he heard the
Countess Elizabeth laugh.



CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

They killed Lucy at alittle after two.

Renfield fet it, like the distant memory of pain, stabbing his chest and darkening his eyes. Far more
clearly hefdt Draculasfury, like the mutter of thunder and the taste of ozoneous storm-winds sweeping
down the mountains, to tear the valleysto piecesin their wrath.

He sank onto his bed and crushed his hands over his ears, then over his eyes, then over his heart, trying
to blot out what he heard and saw and felt. Mostly what he was conscious of was terror.

He'll find them-Elizabeth, Sarike, Nomie. He'll say Lucy's death was their doing.

He'll say | helped, or kept my silence, o f my own accord. The Wives are too
powerful for him to burn, and the men--Van Helsing and Seward and the others-too
wary now, and too prepared.

But within the coming growl of that terrible stcorm he knew that Dracula would massacre someonein his
revenge, and would not much carewho it was.

In afrenzy of terror Renfield scrambled to hisfeet and ran to his boxes, to devour every spider, every
fly, every moth, and even the second mouse that Nomie had caused to crawl under the door of hisroom
early that morning.

None of it helped.

Late in the afternoon Seward returned from London, with a sweet-faced, pretty, dark-haired woman
whom Renfield, watch-ing the driveway from hiswindow, recognized as Lucy'sfriend Mina. She seemed
both smaller and older than she had appeared in his dreams, more ddlicate and yet stronger than stedl.
She had come along way, he thought, since she'd giggled and hugged Lucy and Mrs. Westenrain the
Whitby train-station, saying good-by to them for what turned out to be thelast time. Like her other
clothes, her mourning-dress was worn and alittle out of fashion. She carried asmal traveling-bag, and as
Seward hel ped her down from the carriage, he took from beside her feet asmall, heavy square box
which Renfield recognized as the case of a portable typewriter. Asthey passed around the corner of the
house toward the shalow front steps, Renfield heard old Lord Alyn in his barred front bedroom begin to
howl, the others adong the hallway taking up the din, until the cacophony blew around the eaves of the
house like the screech of storm-windsin the dead of night. Mina-Renfield wished he knew her surname,
for the sake of good manners-broke stride with a shudder, then steeled hersalf and followed Dr. Seward
out of sght around the corner, and into the house.

Asusud, Seward gave no sign of having heard athing.

Like Seward, like Lord Godalming, like the American Mor-ris, this young woman had been Lucy's
friend. She must till have been aoroad in Europe-with her ailing husband?-when Lucy wastaken ll, for



Renfield couldn't imagine Catherine, for instance, not being congtantly in the house of afriend who was
dowly dying as Lucy had died.

Y et what was she doing here?

Seward will tell her, thought Renfield, pressing his forehead to the iron window bars. They were cold,
like the day outside. Wind jerked and twisted at the bare branches of the garden trees. Seward will tell
her of the scene in the graveyard, of the bitten children.

And what then?

Seward was pae and slent as he made his rounds, and did not seem to notice that Renfield had
devoured his entire stock of spidersand flies. Asthe house grew quiet that night, Renfield thought he
could hear, in the study downgtairs, the rapid clatter of typewriter keys, hurrying and pausing, hurrying
and pausing, asif to keep up with some unheard dictation, far into the night.

R.M.R.'snotes
30 September
25 flies, 10 spiders

Nomie my friend, you are the only one who has offered me the smallest actual assstancein thisterrible
time! Hasit not occurred to Seward to wonder at the continued presence of so many fliesin this chilly
wegther? Yet it istypica of the smallness of the man's scope.

Another vigtor today, Madame Minas hushand Jonathan Harker, Langmoretdlsme. A talish thin man
whose black clothing hangs |oose on an emaciated frame, the souvenir of those weeks of brain-fever in
Buda-Pesth. The brim of his hat hid hisface as he passed around the corner of the house, but he moved
like ayoung man, and looked around him with akind of nervous aertness: another echo of brain-fever as
well? There is something that troubles me about the Sight of him, something familiar in hiswak and his
frame, asif | have seen him some-where before, and | have aterrible sense of urgency about the lost
memory. Could it bethat heisone of Lady Brough's crea-tures, or one of her vile elder daughter's?
Langmore says heisasolicitor.

L ater-Indeed the eagles gather! | have just seen young Lord Godaming and the American Mr. Morris
descend from the Go-dalming brougham (with ateam in harness at five hundred guineasthe pair, if they
wereashilling!). Morriswore a perfectly respectable derby hat in place of the wide-brimmed American
douch he had onlast night, hislong sandy hair sweeping out be-nesth it. Curious, to seethese meninthe
flesh whom | recognize from dreaming-could | have seen Jonathan Harker in dream? But when? And

why?

Thesght of them gathering fills me with dreed, for asthe sun sinks| fed, stronger and stronger,
Draculas growing anger, as he lieswithin his coffin. Like mine, his mind was touched by Lucy's agony
this afternoon as that handsome young lordling drove a stake into her heart. Wherever he now lies-in
some hideaway in London to which he transported his boxes of earth-in his deep he heard her screams,



tasted her blood, felt her death. Like me, he saw the faces of her killersin his dreaming.

Did helove Lucy Westenra? Perhaps, as he understands the word, he did. But what | fed in his
dreaming isnot grief, but rage.

He had claimed her by hisblood, and shewas his.

In life he was not aman to forgive the smalest dight: Nomie told me that men who broke hislaw, in the
smallest degree, wereimpaled upon iron stakes on the roadsides, and left to dowly die: thus he had his
name. Four hundred years of hunting hu-mankind has not taught him either mercy or tolerance.

Hisrageislikethe storm that builds above the Himaayas in the summer hest, lightning hoarded in
murderous dark. | fed it coming. When the storm strikes, God have mercy on usal!

"Renfield?' Thetap on the door had to be Seward. He was the only one in Rushbrook House who
ever knocked, and he not al-ways. And indeed, he did not wait to be invited to unlock and enter the
room.

Renfield turned from the window, beyond which the hazy red sun was burning itself out in the Sky
above London's lurid smokes.

"Thereisalady here, who would like to see you."

Renfield had caught aglimpse, through the door asit opened, of MinaHarker's black dress. Indeed it
would have been far too much to hope, that Catherine would have come at thistime. He kept hisvoice
deady with an effort. "Why?"

" Sheis going through the house, and would like to see every-oneinit.”

Renfiedld wondered if Seward had any ideajust how many other people went through the house and
saw everyoneinit, be-hind his back. "Oh, very well. Let her comein, by al means. Just wait amoment
whilel tidy up." He gulped down the spi-ders and the flies hastily, without the joy of savoring them. He
had afedling he would need dl the strength he could get. "L et the lady comein.”

He went to sit on the edge of the bed, so that he could see Mrs. Harker as she entered the room.
Seward kept within striking--distance-as if | could not knock his brains out against the wall if |
wished it! -but Mrs. Harker walked in without either fear or hesitation, and held out her black-gloved
hand. "Good-evening, Mr. Renfield. Dr. Seward hastold me of you."

Renfied studied her face for afew moments, taking in the frank dark eyes, the firm set of her mouth,
theair of compe-tence she had exuded even hunting for her friend in the moonlit churchyard. He dmost
said so, then remembered he was never supposed to have seen her beforein hislife. "Y ou're not the girl
the doctor wanted to marry, are you? Y ou can't be, you know, for she'sdead,” he added, and saw
Seward start.

"Oh, no! | have ahushand of my own, to whom | was mar-ried before | ever saw Dr. Seward, or he



me. | am Mrs. Harker."
"Then what are you doing here?' He thought he sounded sufficiently genuine.
"My husband and | are staying on avisit with Dr. Seward."
"Then don't say.”
"But why not?"

"And how did you know | wanted to marry anyone?"' asked Seward, alittle miffed-asif, thought
Renfidd, hedidn't know that it was common knowledge throughout the asylum.

Herolled hiseyes. "What an asnine question!"

"l don't seethat at dl, Mr. Renfield," said Mrs. Harker, asif the conversation weretaking placeina
drawing-room instead of abare cell with bars on the window.

"You will understand, Mrs. Harker," said Renfield, "that when aman is so loved and honored as our
hogt is, everything regarding himis of interest in our little community. Dr. Seward isloved not only by his
household and hisfriends, but even by his patients, who, being some of them hardly in mental
equilib-rium, are gpt to distort causes and effects. Since | mysdlf have been theinmate of alunatic
asylum, | cannot but notice that the sophistic tendencies of some of itsinmates lean toward the er-rors of
non causa and ignoratio elenchi.”

Therdief in having an actua conversation, with ayoung woman whom he was coming to like and
respect, was unbeliev-able. He felt aflash of regret that he hadn't saved out asinglefly to offer her.

Shewould need them, he knew, as much ashe.

"It may be that they cannot help it,” said Mrs. Harker. "1 mysalf have not your experience, so | cannot
judge, but even among the so-called sane of my acquaintance | have encoun-tered some very curious
beliefs"

Renfield laughed-the first time, he redlized, he had laughed since coming to Rushbrook House. "And I'll
wager you would think them avery college of sanity, compared to some of the queer nabs| ran acrossin
India. Why, | am mysdf an instance of aman who had a strange belief. Indeed, it was no wonder that my
friends were darmed, and indgsted on my being put under contral. | used to fancy that life was apositive
and perpetud entity, and that by consuming amultitude of live things, no mat-ter how low in the scale of
cregtion, one might indefinitely pro-long life. At times | held the belief so strongly that | actualy tried to
take human life. The doctor here will bear me out that m one occasion | tried to kill him for the purpose
of strength-ening my vital powers by the assmilation with my own body of hislife through the medium of
his blood-relying, of course, upon the Scriptural phrase, “"For the blood isthelife.’ Isn't that so, Doctor?

"Er-indeed it is" Seward looked completely disconcerted, and glanced at hiswatch. "1 fear it istimeto
leave, Mrs. Harker."

"Of course." Mrs. Harker smiled, and took Renfield's hand again. " Good-by, and | hope | may seeyou
often, under auspices pleasanter to yourself."

Renfield rose, and bowed. "Good-by, my dear. | pray God | may never see your sweet face again.
May He bless and keep you!" Asthe door was closed, the lock clashing harshly, Renfield knew without



turning that the sun had disgppeared behind Lon-don's black sullen rooflines. He felt it: the flowing horror
of bitter-cold air that precedes the storm like amoving wall, the in-evitable terror of the lightning.

Somewherein the dark of London, Draculawoke.
He knows they care here.

That awareness went through him like akilling spear, dropping him to his knees, his breath |abor-ing
and swest standing out on hisface like adying man's.

Heiscoming.



CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

From thewindow of hisroom Renfield watched the glow of Dr. Seward's study lamp, the shadows
that moved back and forth acrossit on the laurels of the garden. Once the men came out into the dark
garden, and Renfield saw Seward point across the lawn and through the |eafless trees, to the wall of
Carfax.

S0 they know.

He didn't know how they'd learned of it, but in his bones he was sure of it. They were on Draculas
trall.

And Draculawas on theirs.

Renfield clung to the bars, watching the moving white blurs of shirt-cuffs, collars, the golden glint of the
study lamplight on Lord Godaming's hair. Heads nodding. Seward pointing in the direction of the shed,
where the ladder was kept.

Dear God! Dear God, save mel

One by one, the other lightsin the house went out. Seward made his rounds, pale and distracted. A
little later Renfield heard Langmore come off duty at midnight, heard Hardy settleinto the chair. Renfield
paced the room, sweeting. They are going to Carfax tonight.

They are leaving Mrs. Harker here alone.

Christ had prayed in the Garden, Let this cup pass from me. Renfield pressed hisfaceto the bars,
staring out into the dark-ness, then turned to pace again. He remembered the wolf, bro ken fromiits
home in the Zoo and sent loping through the streets of London, to force away into the house that
Dracula could not enter on hisown. | open the ways for all my servants, Draculahad said to him, but it
was the servant-the wolf whose mind Renfield had felt in his dream-who had opened the way for the
Master. He will hang in the darkness before my window, mate-rializing out of the moonlight and
fog.

He will whisper to me, Let mein.
Renfield knew that it was physicaly impossible for him to do other than say, Come.
What other are you, if not the tool of my power, willing and blind?

The study lamp was dimmed down. A brief bar of very faint light, like alantern's, shone out as the front
door opened, shut. No one emerged, but in amoment they would ...

Renfield flung himself against the door of hisroom. "Hardy!" he shouted through the Judas. "Hardy,
send for Dr. Seward! Bring him here, a once, thismoment! | must see him!™

The big guard's whiskery face appeared in the Judas. "Wat, & this hour? It's two in the morning!”

"If I'd wanted areport on the time, I'd have sent for the town crier! | have something urgent to tell Dr.
Seward, something des-perate! He's awake, he and his guests, I've just seen their lights. Please fetch



him. Please.” Renfield clutched at the bars, asif he could reach through them and wrest the promise from
the guard. He fought to keep from shouting. "Please.”

Shaking his head, Hardy withdrew. Renfield pressed hisface to the Judas and saw him walk
downgtairs, then sank to the floor before the door.

He will know. He will guess, and he will punish.

He will come here tonight. He will use me, use me to destroy Mrs. Harker, use me as a cat's-paw
as hetried to use me before. The one person of all of them, who treated me as a man and not a
beast.

Footstepsin the corridor. Renfield scrambled to hisfeet. The clank of the lock.

"What isit, Renfidd?' Lamplight in the cdll, thelamp held doft by thetal Quincey Morrisin hisblue
American Army coat. Van Helsing, Jonathan Harker, and Lord Goda ming were with Seward also, all
five men dressed rough, asif they were go-ing burgling, which Renfield guessed they were.

"Dr. Seward." Renfield spoke in hismost cam and careful voice. "l have amost special favor to ask of
you. Y ou must have been aware, in the past day or two, of my return to sanity. I'm certain that only the
press of your duties as host to your friends has prevented you from fulfilling the legd and medica
techni-calities of my release. Though | hesitate to seem impatient or importunate, still | must request, asa
matter of considerable importance, that you release me tonight. Now, in fact. Release me, and send me
home"

To Catherine, hethought, trying to keep the wild dation from hisface, to Vixie. | can take them and
be gone from this country, from my dread Master's awar eness, before morning. He cannot cross
water, we can flee to France.

"I'm afraid,” said Seward calmly, "that even did | judge you restored to complete sanity, those
technicalities could not be dedlt with at thishour, and in thisfashion. Wecould not . . ."

"| appedl to your friends," coaxed Renfield, reminding him-self that screaming at Seward and knocking
him againgt the wall would probably not serve him well. "They will, perhgps, not mind Stting in judgement
on my case. By theway, you have not introduced me."

"l beg your pardon." Seward beckoned the others forward. "L ord Godaming; Professor Van Helsing;
Mr. Quincey Morris, of Texas; Jonathan Harker-Mr. Renfield.”

"Lord Godalming." Renfield shook the young man's hand. "I had the honor of seconding your father at
the Windham; | grieve to know, by your holding thetitle, that heisno more.”

His young lordship blinked at the incongruity of Renfield's smadl-tak in the barren cdll, at two inthe
morning, but made a polite bow.

"Mr. Morris, you should he proud of your great state. Its re-ception into the Union was a precedent
which may have far--reaching effects hereafter, when the Pole and the Tropics may hold dlianceto the
Starsand Stripes.”

Morrisinclined his head, throughly imperturbable. Renfield guessed held encountered stranger
gtuations,



"What shall any man say of his pleasure at meeting Van Hel-sing? Sir, | make no gpology for dropping
al formsof conven-tiond prefix. When anindividua has revol utionized thergputics by hisdiscovery of the
continuous evolution of brain-matter, conventiona forms are unfitting, snce they would seemto limit him
to one of aclass. And Mr. Harker, | can only congratul ate you upon having the wisdom and
discrimination to find, in al the wide world, that pearl among women who isyour beauti-ful wife."

He hesitated, looking into the young solicitor's face in the huge shadows, the upside-down lantern-light,
seeing it ... when? By firdight? In adream? Why did it look so familiar?

Not wanting to be seen staring, he turned quickly back to the others. "Y ou, gentlemen, who by
nationality, by heredity, or by the possession of natura gifts, arefitted to hold your respective placesin
themoving world, | take to witnessthat | am as sane as a least the mgority of men who areinfull
possession of their liberties. And | am sure that you, Dr. Seward, humanitarian and medico-jurist aswell
asscientist, will deem it amora duty to deal with me as one to be considered as under exceptiona
cir-cumstances.”

"Indeed at dl times| attempt to so ded with you, and everyone under thisroof," agreed Seward. "And
indeed, you do seem to be improving very rapidly. But it requires alonger inter view than this, to even
begin to think about taking steps to meet your wish.”

"But | fear, Dr. Seward, that you hardly apprehend my wish,” said Renfield. "I desireto go a
once-here-now-this very hour-this very moment, if | may. | am sureit isonly necessary to put before so
admirable a practitioner as Dr. Seward so Smple, yet SO momentous awish, to ensureitsfulfillment.”
Seward's face was like wood. Renfield looked past him to the others: Godalming, Morris, Harker, Van
Helsng. Imbeciles, do you understand nothing? "Is it possiblethat | have erred in my supposition?”

"You have" sad Seward.

No pleading on Renfield's part would move them. He fdlt frantic, hampered by histerror of Draculas
reaction should he guess Renfield's attempted defection; hampered, too, by his sense of the vampire's
approach, geding like adark cloud down the silent river, across the Purfleet marshes, acloud filled with
malice and wrath.

"Canyou not tell frankly your real reason for wishing to be free tonight?' asked VVan Helsing, spesking
like Mrs. Harker as an equal, and Renfield could only shake his head.

"If | were freeto speak, | should not hesitate amoment, but | am not my own master in the matter. |
can only ask you to trust me. If | am refused, the responsibility does not rest with me."

"Come, friends," said Seward, who seemed, Renfield thought, to have afairly smal repertoire of
closing remarks. "We have work to do. Good-night."

He turned from the room. Renfield cried, "Please!” and threw himself to hisknees beforehim. Y ou
don't understand what you're doing, keeping me here! Let meimplore you, to let me out of thishouse at
once! Send me away how you will and where you will; send keepers with me with whipsand chains; let
them take me in adtrait-waistcoat, even to ajail, but let me go out of this! Y ou don't know what you're
doing by keeping me here!™

Saward'sface hardened, asif this outburst was something ex-pected and much morein linewith his
ideas of how small-hoursinterviews with lunatics should be conducted. Renfield wanted to take him by
the shoulders and shake him. But that, he knew, would only result in the strait-jacket, and the thought of
being so bound when Dracula came was more than he could bear.



"By dl you hold dear-by your love that islost-by your hope that lives-for the sake of the Almighty, take
me out of thisand save my soul from guilt!" Tears of frustration and despair rolled down hisface. "Can't
you hear me, man? Can't you un-derstand? Will you never learn? Don't you know that | am sane and
earnest now; that | am no lunatic in amead fit, but a sane man fighting for his soul? Let me go! Let mego!™

Seward caught the hand Renfield raised in pleading, pulled him to hisfeet. "Come! No more of this;, we
have had quite enough aready. Get to your bed and behave more discreetly.”

"Discreetly?" Renfidd bit back acrack of hysterical laughter. For atime he stood, looking into
Seward'seyesin the glow of Quincey'slamp, seeing in them the man's blind grief, hisblind pridein being
the doctor, the keeper, the Man Who Is Sane. He felt, suddenly, exactly ashed felt whiletrying to argue
with Lady Brough, with Catherine's sster the obnoxious Georgina, trying to convince them that to take
Vixie away from him and Cather-ine, to lock her into one of their "select young ladies academies’ would
be the death of that fragile, lively, passionate girl's soul. To do otherwise was smply Not Done.

Without aword, Renfield walked back to his bed, and dropped down to sit on its edge.

He saw Seward's shouldersrelax, asif, though he did not smile, dl things had been restored to the way
he knew they should be.

The other men filed out. As Seward turned, last of all, to shut the door, Renfield raised hishead. "Y ou
will, I trust, Dr. Seward, do me the justice to bear in mind, later on, that | did what | could to convince
you tonight.”

From hiswindow Renfield watched the hooded yellow blink of the lantern bob itsway acrossthe
abyss of the garden. Watched it ascend what he knew to be the wall, invisible beyond the |eaf-less trees.
Watched it vanish.

Pdlid moonlight outlined the nearest tree-trunks, dipped avay. Returned, to show the thin streak of
white mist that had begun to stedl across the garden, mist that glittered in the faint reflections of Seward's
study lamp, and from another window where the gas was a so turned down low. Somewhere adog was
howling, and Renfield pressed his face to the bars and cried "Dear God! Dear God!" though he could not
have said whether he prayed to the disgpproving God of whom he'd been taught in childhood, or to
Wotan, whose red eyes he saw flickering, flick-ering in the heart of the migts.

Asthe black form took shape, hanging in the darkness out-sde Renfield's window, hethought, That is
where | saw Jonathan Harker. In my dream o f the Valkyries. It is he who was the pris-oner. He
could even now hear Nomi€sslvery voice: | am called Nomie, Jonathan ...

But it was not Nomie and her ssters who took shape outside the window now, but
Wotan-Dracula-with his red eyes burn-ing through the mist like malign spots of flame.

Black moths beat against the window, crawled through the narrow dot of the nearly shut casement,
flopped limply on the floor in the moonlight around Renfield's feet. Though it was night, and chill, big
gedy black flies swarmed with them, and spiders crawled from the cracksin the paneling, and still the
black form took shape in the darkness outside the window.



| amhere.
Renfidd whispered, "Magter."

| am here. You have sworn your love for me; | have brought you good things. Will you not bid
me welcome?

Thegrip of hismind waslikeiron and ice, crushing and freez-ing a once. Renfield thought despairingly
of that lovely young woman who had spoken so kindly to him, deeping donein thisterrible house;
thought of the long horror of Lucy's death; of the three sisters and their power. He wegpt, but hisvoice
choked on the name of God asif Draculas steel grip closed about histhroat. In that moment he could
have called upon neither God nor man.

"Rats," Wotan whispered-Draculawhispered-the leitmo-tif of the Traveler God begting in Renfidd's
brain, and acrossthe lawn Renfield saw adark mass creeping, like water spreading toward the house, a
dark mass prickled by athousand paired crimson flames. "Rats. . ." With agesture of hislong-nailed
hand, Dracula brushed aside the mists that surrounded him, and Renfield saw them, smelled them, the
swet filthy unmistakable mustiness of their bodies. "Every one of them alife. And dogsto est them, and
cas, too. All lives-al red blood, with years of lifein it, and not merdly buzzing flied"

Lives, thought Renfidd. Strength. Strength for my great work. "All theseliveswill | giveyou. Ay,
and many more and gregter, through countless ages, if you will fall down and wor-ship me. Will you not
bid me we come?'

With asob, Renfield stumbled to the window, pushed at the casement through the bars. "Welcome,
Magter," he breathed. "'l bid you comein.”

The black shape before the window didimned; the moonlight al but disappeared. White mist poured
through the inch-wide crack in athin stream that flowed down the wall, across the floor, and under the
door of the cdll. Then it was gone.

Renfield sank to the floor of hiscell and wept.



CHAPTER NINETEEN

Van Helsing came to see Renfield next morning, cheerful-cock-a-whoop, Renfield thought, observing
the old man's springy step and bright eye with akind of numb bitterness. They must have found some of
the Count's crates of earth at Carfax. Of course, it would be Jonathan Harker who'd told them the Count
had bought the old house, and shipped his crates of earth there, so that he could have a place where he
could rest in thisforeign land.

Renfield saw it dl now. Harker was asolicitor. It must have been he, whom Dracula hired as his agent,
as the Countess Eliz-abeth had said. Harker must have somehow escaped Draculds castlein the
Carpathians.

Renfield shuddered at the thought. Enough to give one brain--fever indeed-he couldn't imagine how
anyone, mortal or Un--Dead, could escape the Count. There must be agreat deal more to that young
man than met the eye.

Yet for dl their cleverness, he thought despairingly, for dl their smug self-satisfaction, neither Van
Helsing, nor Seward, nor His Handsome New Lordship Godalming, nor any of the others had seen the
danger of the Count coming in behind them, taking Mrs. Harker while they were away counting
earth-boxes and congratulating themselves. Mrs. Harker who was innocent and kind, who had gone
walking through the midnight streets of a strange town to save her friend from socia embarassment and
chill. The Count must not have killed her-Van Helsing showed no sign of even suspecting that athing
might be amiss. So there was to be another dow crucifixion, another tortuous game of cat-and-mouse,
such as he had played with Lucy.

And with Nomie, ahundred and ten years before.

"Don't you know me?' Van Helsing asked, clearly fishing, Renfield thought, for more compliments
about revolutionizing theraputics by his brilliant theories.

"1 know you well enough,” snapped Renfield. "Y ou are the old fool Van Helsing. | wish you would take
your yourself and your idiotic brain theories somewhere ese. Damn dl thick-headed Dutchmen!”

Areyou all blind?!?

Evidently they were, for when Seward camein alittlelater, and tried to engage him in along discussion
of devouring life and consuming souls, he, too, seemed blithe and cheerful, more cheerful than Renfield
had seen him since the night of his disas-trous dinner for Lucy and her mother, asif the problem of
Drac-ulawerewel on the way to being solved.

He will come back! Don't you understand that he will come back?

Renfield was hard put to keep hisvoice normal, to keep from shouting at Seward or striking himin
sheer blazing frudtration, as the doctor talked of livesand souls asif he knew the dightest thing about
them. But at the stroke of noon-the brief period a which the vampire could move and have power-flies
began to buzz in at the window again, and spiders creep out of the wall.

Maybe | have to sacrifice poor Mrs. Harker, thought Ren-field, chewing wearily on abluebottle, to
save Catherine, and Vixie. It is after all for their sakesthat | amdoing all o f this. Mrs. Harker's



kindness had touched hislonely pain, reminding him of how long it had been, since any woman had
spokenkindly tohim ...

Any living woman.

Oh, my darling, Renfield whispered, the time is coming. When thisis done, and poor Mrs. Harker
ishis, | shall ask that he let me out o f here asa reward, that he let me go. Then | will return to
you, and we will all three of us be free.

The thought brought him comfort for atime. He returned to catching flieswith alighter heart.

Seward put an extraguard in the corridor that night. Renfield saw Harker return late, and prayed that
the presence of Minas husband would be enough, to keep the Count away. Y et he watched by the
window in the deeps of the night, and saw the thread of mist creep acrossthe garden, crawl likea
vaporous serpent up the wal, through the chinksin the window casement. Out in the corridor he could
hear Hardy's snoring degpen--Nomie had told him of how the Count could command deep, paralyzing
thelimbs of hisvictims or those who sought to guard them. He remembered his dream, of Seward
deeping like adead man on Lucy's mauve satin sofa, while through the open door in the dim firdight the
Count drank Lucy's blood.

The Count neither materialized, nor troubled to spesk to him. Only the mist flowed across thefloor,
and benegth the door of Renfield's cdll, while Renfield crouched on the bed watching it in Sickened
dlence. When it had passed, he fumbled open his boxes, devoured every spider and fly within them.

Catherine, hethought, oh my beloved, forgive me! And Mrs. Harker, my dear sweet Madame
Mina, forgive me, too!

The cold degpened. Thelittle camel-back clock in Seward's study spoke three sweet tones. But deep
would not come, and instead of |essening with Draculas departure from the house-as surely he must have
departed dready?-Renfied's agitation grew.

Mist gathered in the garden, before his window.

Dear God, has he come back for me? Come back to give me my reward?
Thered glint of eyes. Sx of them.

Renfield flattened againgt thewall in terror.

They took shape, and seeped around the casement of the window likeamigt.

"So thisis how you say, "help'?' The Countess Elizabeth strode forward in atowering rage, and
Renfield buried hisface in the meagre pillow of hisbed. "We say, that our erring hus-band isnot to go
about England taking other wives who please him better, and thisis how you go about serving us? By
saying, "Come," when he comes knocking at your window like alover Snging a serenade? Get your face
out of your bedclothesand st up likeaman!™



Renfield obeyed. The Countesss eyes blazed red asfire, her lips were drawn back over fangslikea
wolf's. Sarike, a her shoulder, grinned though she probably couldn't understand the Countess's
thick-accented German, and licked her sharp teeth.

There was blood on the dark ruffles of her walking-dress, both dried and fresh.
"What could | do?" whispered Renfield. "He would kill me!"

"Hewill kill you, once he can comeinto this housel" re-torted the Countess. "But until you invited him
in, you were as safe asif you sat on the dtar of achurch!”

"There are adozen madmen whose minds our husband could have touched in dreaming,” brokein
Nomie. "Y ou know what heis, with those who pledge their word and then betray it."

"Coward!" The Countesss voice was like the hiss of a ser-pent. Her red eyes narrowed, and she
reached to Renfield with her clawed hand, and picked the wing of afly from the corner of his mouth.
"Glutton. Y ou would betray usfor pottage.”

For lives, thought Renfield, too paralyzed with terror even to whimper. For Catherine.

"So now he drinksthe blood of this-this Englishwoman. Thisschoolmistress. Thistype-writer
lady whose husband leaves her aone, like afool, to be cuckolded by the Lord of Darkness! He of all
men should know better than that."

Sarike's smile widened and her eyes gleamed with demon evil, and she said, "Jonathan,” in her sweet
crystd voice.

The Countess sniffed. "Hell be her first kill-I'll bet you my pearl earringson that." Her eyesdid
sdelong to Nomie. "And I'll further bet that the bitch won't share.”

Then shelooked back at Renfield. "If he completes hiskill. Pah! He fools with them and foolswith
them, whispersto their dreams, until they comewillingly, swooning at hisfeet." Nomie looked away.

The Countess went on, ™Y ou know, do you nat, that it is only those who drink the vampires blood in
their turn, who be-come vampires-and then only those who have the strength, the will, to hold on as
death rolls over them; to hold on to the will of their master. That iswhy he seduces them. He makesthem
love him too much to let go of ther lives"

In the silence that followed these words, Nomie gazed out the window asif she were enduring a
beating; only once, very quickly, she pressed her hand to her mouth.

"She hasacore of stedl in her, that one." The Countess's deep voice was hard. Her black hair, where it
trailed in tendrils from her chignon, made stresks of night across aface white as the waning moon. "He
will use her againgt me-againgt us," she added, with aglance a her sgters. To Renfield she said, with an
outstretched finger of command, "Stop him.”

Renfield gasped. "How?"'
"By doing what you should have done last night. By raising an darm. By showing some courage.”

"l am amadman, in case you haven't noticed!" protested Renfidld. "I amlocked inacdl! | did
everything | could, every-thing!"



"Y ou did what you could to be taken out of the house," re-torted the Countess. "1 notice that not one
word passed your lips concerning the precious Madame Mina's being taken out of the house."
Renfield reflected that this business of seeing thingsin dreams obvioudy worked both ways. "That
imbecile poet Gelhorn could have done better.”

"Then why didn't he?' Renfied straightened up alittle from his crouch. "Why don't you send him to
rescue Mrs. Harker, or to warn her husband of the danger in which she stands?’

"If you'd ever seen him trying to get hisluggage back from arailway porter, you wouldn't be asking
thet."

"Because you are the braver man," said Nomie softly, and turned back from the window to look at
him. "And the moreintelligent one, | think. Do thisfor us, and we will do what we can-I will dowhat |
can-to have you released, or to sunder these bars and spirit you away."

"Fail," added the Countess grimly, "and it will be theworsefor you, to a degree that you cannot even
imagne”
And Sarike, like an anima, only smiled again and licked her lips.

Then they were gone.

Renfield saw Mrs. Harker briefly the following day, pae and thin, like tea after too much water has
been added to the teapot. Her eyes were sunken and bruised-looking, asif from too much deep or too
little. Other than that brief glimpse, as she stood on the gravel driveway bidding farewdll to Lord
Godadming and Mr. Morris-God knew where they were off to, Harker had |eft early in the morning-he
saw none of thelittle band of conspir-ators against the vampire Count. According to Dr. Hennessey, who
made Seward'srounds for him, Van Helsng had gone to the British Museum. Seward himsalf was
closated in his study, making preparations and plans of hisown.

Somehow, Renfield couldn't bring himsdlf to tell Hennessey of Mrs. Harker's danger: Hennessey who
reeked of gin and whose smuitty-minded speculations about the femal e patients had been audible to
Renfidld night after night when the Irishman had chat-ted with the keepers.

In any case, there was no telling what held do with that in-formation.

Though the day was chill, flies swarmed to the little sugar he put out. He didn't even trouble to put them
in boxes, smply caught them and ate them, desperate to increase his strength, to build up the forces of his
own life to meet what he knew would come.

Seward has to make evening rounds, thought Renfield. I'll tell him then. That will be time to get
her out o f the house.

But Lord Godaming and Morris arrived just at sunset, met by Seward in the avenue. He must have
been watching from his study window. An hour later Van Helsing's cab pulled up at the door, and
sometime after that, Hennessey came again on Sew-ard's rounds: "'Very took up with Dr. Van Helsing,



heis" the Irishman reported. "Aswell he might be-great man like that. And he was most kind, most kind
indeed, when | told him at supper last night of my own observations and experiments with training the
demented to behave themselves. Why, he said held seldom encountered asystem as origind asmine!”

Renfield could amost fed pity for the elderly Dutchman, trapped at the supper-table with Hennessey in
full cry.

"If you would, Dr. Hennessey," said Renfield, "could you pleasetell Dr. Seward that | must seehim. As
soon as may be, this evening certainly, before the house retiresto bed. It isvitd."

"'Course I'll tell him," agreed Hennessey. "'Course | will." He unscrewed and sipped hisflask ashe
went out the door. Ren-field could hear him trading acrude joke with SSimmonsin the hdl. | might just
aswell, Renfield reflected wearily, have asked one o f my spiders to take a message.

Seward didn't come. Harker arrived at nine, springing up the stepslike Sir Lancelot after dispatching a
not-very-fearsome dragon. Renfield waited at the window, watching the reflected splotches of golden
light from the asylum's windows perish one by one againgt the night-shrouded laurels, until only one
re-mained.

Somewhere in the darkness, a dog began to bark. Other dogs, everywhere in the neighborhood, took
up the cry, and in the padded room, muffled by the coir mats of thewalls, Lord Alyn howled asif in
response. Like the dogs, the other patients added their voicesto his, Renfield picking them out as
Cockneys pick out the voices of the City's churchbells.

Oranges and lemons,

Say the bellso f &. Clemmons.
Demons scratch at my door,
Screams Emily Strathmore.
How the dark night hasfall'n,

Howls Andrew, Lord Alyn.

Mist began to creep over the garden wall. In the veiled sky, the moon was barely more than a
fingernail, yet Renfield saw clearly the dow seep of those winding vapors toward the house. Terror filled
him. He rushed to the door, pressed hisface to the Judas, but Smmonswas gone from the hall; it
seemed every man on the wing had begun to scream and pound the walls, and Ren-field's crieswere
swept away in the not-uncommon torrent that Seward and Hennessey had long since ceased to hear.

"Dr. Seward!" Renfield screamed. "Heis coming! Heiscom-ing! Get Mrs. Harker out of the house!"
The gas-lights showed him a hdlway blank and empty asif it were athousand feet underground.

Chill touched him, like an evil wind. Turning, Renfield saw thefirst curls of mist seeping under the
casement, flowing down thewall.



He turned back to the window, spread out his hands. "Get out! | forbid you to enter this place!”

Outs de the window, the mists congeded in the thin glow of the moon. Renfield saw the glaring red
eyes, the red mouth open and laughing, aterrible laugh. Saw the sharpness of the white teeth.

"Get out, | tell you! | renounce you and al your works! Be-gone, and trouble this house no more!™

And in hismind, Wotan's voice whispered againgt the pound-ing leitmotif of Wagner, It istoo late for
that.

The migts pooled, where the smdl glow of the gas-light from the hall fell through the Judas. Flowed
upward in acolumn, in which burned two crimson eyes.

Renfield shrieked, "L eave her alone, for she has never harmed you!" and threw himsdlf a the shadow
that was forming within those migts, behind the burning eyes.



CHAPTER TWENTY

In agony, Renfield dreamed.

He saw MinaHarker in her room-it had the same wall-paper as Dr. Seward's study and the hall in the
men'swing of the house-and the sickly light of that fingernail moon barely touched the edges of the
window-frame, the bedposts, the china ewer on the dresser. Jonathan Harker lay beside her, so deeply
adeep that Renfield thought the Count must have broken his back, as he had broken Renfield's ...

... broken it and left him lying in agony, dying in apool of blood on thefloor of hiscell.

From agreat distance Renfield was aware of himsdlf, of pain like athousand sawing red-hot knives. He
was aware, just asvividly, of the Count, standing beside the bed in the guest-room downgtairs.

The Count held MinaHarker intheiron circle of hisarm, the black of his clothing and his cloak like
enfolding storm-cloud around the smple white linen of her night-dress. Her head lay back againgt his
shoulder, her black hair, escaping from its braid, amarvelousinky torrent flowing to her waist. She made
no sound, raised no cry, but her dark eyes were open, staring up at the Count'sfacein revulsion, horror,
fear that had nothing in it of panic blankness.

She knew what was being doneto her.

The Count's head was bent over hers, his mouth pressed to her throat. Blood ran down her breast onto
her night-dress.

More pain. The dream splintered asif every bonein Renfield's body were shattering with it. Renfield
opened hiseyes, saw Van Helsing'sface.

He couldn't breathe. Hiswhole body felt asif every joint, every muscle were locked in vises of
incandescent iron. Tangled memories of Dracula hurling him to the floor, beating his head on the boards.

He tasted blood in hismouth, smelled it everywhere in the room. Lamplight burned his eyes. Quincey
Morris had alamp, so did Lord Godaming, both men touded in pyjamas, hair hang-ing in their eyes. Van
Helsing was dressed, in shirtdeeves, Sew-ard likewise. There was blood on their deeves, glaringly dark
inthe orangelight, like Mrs. Harker's, trickling down her night-dress.

"I'll be quiet, Doctor," Renfield whispered. "Tdl them to take off the Srait-waistcoat. | have had a
terrible dream.”

| dreamed | wasinsane.

| dreamed that | was locked in amadhouse, from April to the threshhold of bitter winter, with no one
to care for me, no oneto love me, no oneto touch me or talk to mein the deep o f the night. | dreamed
of Catherine, lying adeep in the moonlight of our room ...



Heblinked. "It has|eft me so weak that | cannot move. What's wrong with my face? It feds swollen ...
smarts. . ." Hetried to move his head, and darkness came over him.

"Tel usyour dream, Mr. Renfidd," said Van Helsing softly. "Van Helsing,"
Renfield whispered. "It isgood of you to be here. Water . . ."

Darkness again. Darkness and pain, and the yawning abyss where more pain waited for him-pain and
the horrors of things he could barely see and didn't want to. Then brandy burned hislips, and he opened
hiseyesagain. Van Hdsing was il there.

"No," Renfield whispered. "It was no dream.”

He was dying, and the knowledge gave him akind of exhila-ration, alightness. There was nothing
further that Dracula could do to him. Catherine, he thought, Catherine, | havefalled you.

But Mina, at least ... Mina-Mrs. Harker-could be saved. Freed by the knowledge of
coming death, hetold them of Draculas vidts, sammeringly at first, then with greater confi-dence. Of the
flies, of Draculas promises; of the Count's coming that night and of how he had tried to stop him, to save
Mrs. Harker who had been so kind. Surely, hethought, ashetried to gather breath and strength to
gpeak again, surely now one of them-Van Helsing-will understand, and will go to
Catherine, will understand the danger she and Vixie are in, will save them. Butashe
wastrying to form the words, Van Helsing straight-ened up away from him: "We know the worst now,"
he said to the others. "He is here, and we know his purpose! It may not betoo late! Let usbearmed . .

Renfield whispered desperately, "Catherine ... Promise me..."

But they were dready rushing to the door, crowding one an-other in it in their desperation to go, the
lamplight jostling their shadowswildly over thewalls

"Please. . ." Renfidd breathed.

But they were gone. He heard their footsteps thudding down the hall, felt the jarring of their race down
the sairs. The gas-light of the hdl fell through the open door over him, the thin distant howling of some of
the women patients sweeping through the building like the whistle of wind.

Hethought, despairingly, Catherine, forgive me! I've botched it all up! | only did it for
you. It was all for you. And now | will never see you again.

He could not move, and the tears that flowed from his eyesran down the sdes of hisfaceto the
bloodied boards of the floor. Catherine ...

Migt curled before his eyes.

Dracula, hethought. Wotan. He has done with Mrs. Harker and he has come to drink
my life. Come for the final insult, the final triumph ...

Red eyesglowing inthemis.

Then the pae ovad of agentle face, materidizing out of the reflected gas-light of the hall. Fair hair like
the sunlight that beats on the yellow rocks of the Khyber Pass. Thered light died, leaving the eyes that



looked into his as blue as pale sgpphires, like the degps of the up-country sky above the SmlaHills.
She asked, "Will you stay, or go?'

Renfidd's tears flowed harder, grief and guilt and pain. He managed to whisper, . . . work yet to do. |
must ... save them. Help me.”

Without another word, Nomie bent her dim body down, and like gentle kisses drank the blood that
was dill trickling from the gashes Draculas nails had opened in Renfield's face, from the open wound
where Van Helsing had trephined the skull to re-lieve the haemorrhage inside. Then she undid the pearl
buttons of her deeve, pushing the fragile figured lawn up to reved an arm no lesswhite than the fabric,
and with her long nailsdit open theveins.

Somewhere in the house came the rending crash of adoor be-ing broken open, men's voices shouting.
Nomieturned her head, listening for an instant, then pressed her bleeding arm to Ren-fidd'slips. "Trust
me," she bresthed, "and drink."

Her blood tasted coppery on histongue, sweet and sdlt a once, like the blood of the men who'd died
inthe Mutiny, al those years ago under the broiling Indian sun.

"Heisours," whispered the Countesss voice, and opening his eyes again, Renfield saw the other two
standing behind her. "If he will be 0, hewill be of usdl, my sister.” Knedling, she ripped the black silk
deeve of her dress, and opened the flesh be-neath; while Renfield drank of the blood of her arm, she
pressed her lipsto histhroat. He felt her teeth tear into hisflesh, but the sensation was distant, asdl
sensation wasfailing.

Sarike opened her bodice, tore the vein above the dusky satin of her breast; lapped the blood off his
face likeagreedy cat. "Y ou are ours now," whispered the Countess, knedling above him, her uncoiled
black hair hanging down to brush hisface. "Wewill carry you through the dark of death. Y our soul will
be cradled within ours, until such time asit returnsto your death--changed flesh. But a portion of that
soul will remain forever in our keegping, so long aswe ourselvesinhabit thisworld. Do you understand?’

Renfidd'slipsformed the words, | under stand.

Somewhere in the house awoman screamed, the frantic scream that had nothing in it of insanity, but of
too-clear aware-ness. Mrs. Harker's voice, thought Renfield, drifting on the bor-derlands of oblivion.
Men's voices clamoring, then Mrs. Harker's crying above them, "No! No, Jonathan, you must not leave
mal”

Cold began to seep into the room. At first, Renfield thought it was only his own body sinking into
death, but the Countess turned her head sharply, whispered, "Heis coming." She and Sarike stood.
Nomie remained kneeling beside Renfield, and the Countess reached down and dragged the girl to her
feet. For amoment Nomie's eyes met Renfield's, before dl three women faded into the thready glimmer
of themoonlight.

The next moment, the Count was in the room. His face was like a sted mask, with blood smeared
down his mouth and streaking the front of his shirt. Shirt and the black silk waistcoat above it were open
to the wast, and a bleeding gash on the pec-tord muscle showed Renfield where Mrs. Harker's mouth
must have been pressed, to drink of the vampiresblood. In his cloak Renfield could smell the clinging
remains of her dusting-powder, vanillaand sandawood mingling with the reek of gore.

"And asfor you," Draculawhispered, standing over him, atowering shadow, like Satan rising up from



thefloor of Hell. "Judas. Are you like them now, who pit their puny brains against me? Who would go
againgt me, with their weak mortaity? Who would separate me from what is my own? See how | ded
with those who would betray me!"

He bent down and lifted Renfield asif he were a child, raised him over his head. In final despair,
Renfield blocked hislips, hismind, from screaming Catherine's name as he was hurled down into
darkness.



CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

Catherine!

Renfield's eyes opened in panic. He saw only darkness, felt the close bounds of the coffin againgt his
arms and histhighs, but that didn't trouble him. Trust, Nomie had said, and he had trusted.

It had dl taken place, exactly as the Countess Elizabeth had promised: the dark terror, the horrifying
agony of separating from his dying body, the dark and hideousintimacy of those three minds cradling his
soul among them ...

And then the dreams. Dear God, the dreams! Catherine ...

Renfield brought up his handsto the coffin-lid just above his breast, and thrust. Inlife he had been a
strong man. Thelid gave way like cardboard, with a sound that was shocking in the deep silence.

The damp melancholy smdll of dying leaves, of turned earth, came to him above the mouldy stink of
mortality and wet stone and rats.

Renfidd wasalittle surprised. He wasin the family tomb at Highgate. He recognized it, from when
they'd buried his par-ents. HEd have bet money Lady Brough and Georginawould have given
ingtructionsthat he be sent to amedical college for dissection.

Or wasit benegth the dignity of the Brough family to have even adisgraced in-law anatomized by such
low creatures as sSudents?

L ooking back, with a sense that was not quite sight, he saw that the coffin was of cheagp pine.
Apparently they drew theline at putting forth asingle extra penny on amere tradesman, an
Indiamerchant who'd had the temerity to refuse their advice about how his daughter should be brought
up. Asaliving man he could have ripped hisway out of it, never mind one of avam-pire's preternatural
strength. The clothes he wore were those held been found in, wandering the streets of London raving last
April. They hadn't even cleared out the pockets: his handker-chief, afew bus-tickets, an old key.

Thelingering smell of parafin within the tomb, and the fresh-ness of the tracked mud near the door, told
him held been put there that day. Even intotal darkness he knew it was sundown that had wakened him.
His back no longer hurt, nor hisface. Heraised hishand to fed his skull above theright ear, where Van
Helsing had trephined to relieve the pressure of the blood, and the skin was smooth.

Had they even noticed? he wondered. Or had Seward been so shocked and disoriented by Draculas
assault on poor Mrs. Harker that held smply signed the deeth certificate and | eft that drunken imbecile
Hennessey to take care of the details?

All thiswent through his mind in afew distracted moments, as he stood before the tomb's marble door.
None of it mattered to him, nor formed more than a candle's weak glow against the blazing sun of the
thought: | must get to Catherine.

The horror of hisdream hammered in hismind.

The door of the tomb was locked. Renfield thought he could have broken it, but he'd seen the other
vampires pass through tiny cracks, keyholes and dits, in the form of migt. If they could do it, surely he



could, too.
It was amost curious sensation.
He was, as heéld thought, in Highgate Cemetery.
Catherine, hethought again. | must get to her. | must tell her...

He began to run.

He had dreamed about Catherine, dreamed terrible things. Georginaand Lady Brough were going to
take Vixie, take her and lock her up, send her away. Teach her shame and squea-mishness. Teach her
that everything she loved and felt and cared about was wrong.

He had dreamed about Catherine weeping, weeping until shewasill, by the glow of thelampsin the
bedroom of the house they'd taken in Kensington, under the name of Marshmire. Ren-field had pleaded
with her, pointed out again and again to her that they'd covered their tracks well. They'd made
provisions, taken other bank accounts, established till other names, other identities....

They'll never find us, hesaidto her, and shedd only shaken her head, her long red hair shining in
the soft glow of the gas-lights.

They will. They will.
The dreamsturned to horror after that.

He had dreamed he'd gone mad, had been locked up in an asylum full of fools, only the foolsweren'tin
the cdlls, but run-ning the place. Drunken fools like Hennessey, or stubborn small--minded hidebound
oneslike Seward. Foolswho couldn't see the larger world if it loomed before them and bit them and
drank their blood.

Catherine, hewhispered, asheran-ran lightly, haf-invisible, like agreat jumble of flying newspaper
whipped aong by thewind, asaman would run in dreams. Homebound clerksturned to stare at him as
they clambered aboard omnibuses or clustered on the dark wind-swept corners, costermongers and
tattered women in black shawls shrank back into the glare of lights from the public-houses and cafes.
Catherine, I'm coming! He passed through the dark of Regent's Park, the bright-lit streets of the West
End, dodging hansoms and growlers, omnibuses and car-riages. In Hyde Park the catsfled from him,
and dogs barked wildly at his passing shadow.

Kensington. Abingdon Road. The dark brick face of the house that belonged on paper to Mr.
Marshmire-"Oh, pick agloomier name, why don't you?' Catherine had teased, laugh-ing. Lightless
windows. Locked doors.

Shewasingde. Renfidd knew they were both inside.

On ether sdethetdl pleasant houses were gas-lit. The au-tumn evening, still early, was cold. Renfield



was conscious of the chill without particularly minding it, though he remembered how cold he had found
England, how bone-gnawingly damp, after the languid heat of India. He had heard it said-by the
Countess?--that vampires could not enter any place unless and until they had been invited, but it was his
house, he had bought it.

Wasthat why vampires generally started their feeding on their own families?

He stood on the steps, ooking down at the windows of the kitchen areaway and up at those of the
drawing-room above, dark asthe eyes of adead man. He had run from Highgate across London to
Kensington, closeto fivemiles. Y et he felt no weariness.

Only enormous hunger. He passed into the house.

It was as he remembered it, that |ast night held been there. They'd bought it furnished from its previous
owners, lest Geor-ginaor Lady Brough grow suspicious. Vixie had whooped with laughter over the
old-fashioned furniture, the stuffy Biblica oleo-graphsonthewals. To Vixieit had dl been agiant
adventure, agamine delight in outfoxing the grandmother and aunts she had dways | oathed.

Renfield called out, "Vixie!" into the Suffy silence of the dark house, but received no reply. "Cathering!”

Only the smell of dust, and of mice, and of rooms unaired. Renfield climbed the gtairs. On the second
floor, Vixie's water-colors hung in the drawing-room, her sitar propped on the window-seat where sheld
used to practiceit. The bright cushions Catherine had made bloomed like incongruous flowers on the
black dick horsehair of the previous tenant's chairs. On the third floor, Catherines yelow slk kimono lay
acrossthefoot of the unmade bed, and Renfield kndlt, pressed the sheetsto hisface, then the silk,
inhaling the lingering scents of her perfume, her body, her hair. It was asif she had lain there only last
night. But he knew it had been longer than that.

Onthethird floor, Vixi€ s bed was likewise disordered in the small room that had been hers. Her brush
dill lay on thelittle dresser, and the jewel ed combs she'd used to put up her hair. Lavender kid gloves,
like withered flowers. The torn-up pieces of the letter that Bolton, Renfield's solicitor, had delivered to
her from her grandmother Brough, still on the floor where sheld eft them.

Renfield picked one up, saw in the hated handwriting the name of Madame Martine's Select Academy
for Young Femdes, in Lausanne, and the phrase, . . . Wormidge will be by in the morning to take you to
the getion . . ."

Sowly, Renfield descended the stairs.

The other papers Bolton had ddlivered from Wormidge lay where held left them back in April, on the
marble-topped dresser in the hall.

He called out softly, " Catherine?' and only the rustle of mice answered him, from the open pantry door.

Through the pantry he descended to the kitchen. It's a cold night, hethought. The servants might
have the night off. They'll be keeping warm in the kitchen.

Mice scattered at histread; the stink of them rose to him like a cloud. Split bins, chewed-open sacks,
gpples and cheeselong spoiled, the nasty stink of the mortality of al things. Renfield looked about him a
the dark clammy room, the unwashed dishes piled on the counters-had Catherinefired the servants
altogether? His gaze went three times past the little door that led to the sub-cellar, because of course
there was no reason for them to go down there.



But it dways came back.

It was locked. The key wasin the pocket of hisjacket, with the handkerchief and the bustickets. He
could have passed through the keyhole or under the door in amist, but he un-locked it, and descended

the dippery damp steps.

They didn't want to be found, hetold himsdf. They don't dare be found. That's why they're
deeping in the sub-cellar.

So Georgina won't find them.

So Lady Brough won't find them. So they won't take Vixie away.

"Catherine?' he said softly, hoping againgt hope that his dream had been, in fact, only adream.
But it hadnt.
He'd known that, from the moment he'd opened his eyesin the tomb.

They were where hed left them. There was atable in the middle of the room where boots or slverware
could be cleaned, or wine transferred from bottles to decanter. That night back in April held laid every
tablecloth he could find on it, before bring-ing them down there to deep, and the damask cloths were
brown and crusted with the fluids of their mortdity. The whole hot summer'sworth of dead flies crunched
likelittle curls of parched paper benesth hisfeet. It had been sx months, but he could gtill distinguish
between them, by Catherine's beautiful red hair, and Vixies dark curls.

Renfidd kndlt at hiswifés Sde, gathered up adouble-handful of her hair, and kissed it. "I'm sorry,
Catherine," he whispered. "I'm so sorry.”

Standing again, hetook off hisjacket, pushed up his shirt-deeve, to tear open the vein of hisarm with
his nails, as Nomie had done, and Dracula. He held his arm over Catherine's mouth and let the blood drip
down onto her lips-or what was |eft of her lips. The coroner had taken away his notebooks, but he knew
exactly how many flies hed consumed-three thousand, four hundred and eight-plus nine hundred spiders,
Sx hundred and fifteen moths, seven sparrows, and four mice, and alittletiny bit of Dr. Seward's blood,
though that probably didn't count. Surely life enough?

Wasn't it? Please?

He didn't know how long after that it was-not midnight, he didn't think-when he felt the cold whiff of
mist flowing down the sub-cellar sairs. He was still weeping, and did not turn around. He knew it was
Nomie,

Shesad, "l am sorry, Ryland.”

"l hoped it was adream,” he said, after sometime. *,Just adream | had. Part of my madness, like the
letters | wrote her. Six months now I've hoped." He turned then and looked at her, ablurred pale shape
through the blindness of histears. "Can you do it? I've only eaten fliessmice-moths ... Y ou've consumed
life, red life, men and women. You arestrong . . ."

"No one of usisthat strong, Ryland. Not my lord Dracula, not those dark ancients that haunt the
mountains of Thibet and the deserts of Egypt. We arethe Angels of Deseth, and the Angels of
Un-Death-the Choosers of the Slain, you have caled us. We can avert degth, but we cannot bring them
back through the Gate, once they have passed through to the Other Side.”

Shelad her hand on Renfield's as she spoke, and turning, he caught her in hisarmsand clung to her
like adrowning man, weeping against the golden silk of her hair.



"They were going to take Vixie," he sammered, hisbody shaking with sobs. The words came out of
him asif, likeasck man, hisbody had to expd them or die. "Lady Brough-her vile solicitors-Catherine's
heg of asigter ... They dug up old scandals, old rumors about mewhen | wasin India They were having
me declared unfit to care for my own daughter! And be-cause Catherine was a free soul and had lived an
unconventiond life, long before she met me, she, too, wasto be disbarred from ever seeing Vixie, wasto
be cut out of the family. That was what they wanted. Her money, and control of mine! | did it only to
keep Vixiefrom them,-to keep them from killing her by inches, smothering her spirit, turning her into one
of them and worse in their damned Sdlect Academies! | would rather be dead, Papa, she sad, the night
those damned | etters came, those dawned pa-pers ... The night Bolton brought them to the house. |
would rather be dead. Those were her very words."

“And you killed her?"

Renfield nodded. "I wasin red rage. Bolton had the temerity, the nerve, to follow meto this house. |
knocked his brains out with the fire-shove, therein the hall. My mind was swvimming with the smell of his
blood. Blood has dways ... had that effect upon me," he added, alittle hesitantly. "In Indial used to kill
.. kill ... snakes, and . . . and mongeese ... and drink their blood. | came upstairs and she was weeping,
weeping herself sick on her bed, and | ... | did it very gently. Broke her neck ... held her against me as
shedied, as she ... she passed beyond where they could get her, change her, make her what she would
hate to be. She was such afree soul, Vixie. Such abeautiful soul. Then Catherine camein, and screamed

His armstightened around Nomie, and he wept afresh. "I thought if | ate enough flies, consumed
enoughlife. . ."

"Y ou did what you could,” None whispered, and held him close as fresh gusts of weeping shook him
like astorm-tossed oak. "Y ou only did as you knew how. But it isdone. Y ou did your best, and your
bravest, but they cannot be brought back."

"Then send me with them!" sobbed Renfidld. "L et mego, too. They were my lifel”

"And your lifeisover." At the sound of that deep cold con-tralto, Nomie and Renfield broke gpart.
The Countess and Sarike stood on the steps of the sub-cellar, the garnetsin the Countess's hair twinkling
darkly, like droplets of blood. ™Y ou are now one of us."

Revulson seared through Renfield like a bitter poison. Shov-ing Nomie from him, he snatched up from
its shelf thelong, sharp chisdl that the Cook had used to open crates, droveit with al his strength toward
hischest ...

And doubled over, paralyzed with shock, before the iron touched his body. Gasped asif hisbrain had
been diced apart with broken glass, asif hisbody were turned insde-out by icy claws, and in hismind as
well asin his ears he heard the Count-esssvoice: "Don't."

Sobbing, hetried to press the chisd toward hisflesh again and pain-and something worse and stronger
than pain-closed around his body and hismind like a crushing vise.

Shesad, "Dropit."

He was back within her mind, where he had clung like ater-rified child while his body died. He saw his
hands open. Heard the iron clatter on the flagstone floor.

Sounds came out of his mouth that weren't words and were too suffocated to be cries. Still her grip



tightened, her rage in-supportable, dicing him asagrapeis diced by the sharpest of sl-ver razors. At her
will, he dropped to his knees-it was worse than dying, athousand times worse-at her will, he sank to his
belly on the wet stone floor. At her will, he crawled to her, where she stepped down to the bottom of the
dairs-hating himself, hating her, fighting and sweeting and hurting every inch of the way and not ableto
keep himsdlf from doing exactly as she willed-and kissed her feet.

He wanted to bite them. To tear her Achilles tendonswith histeeth. She was aware of hiswant,
knowing him asintimately asif they had been lifdong lovers, and laughed a him; laughed harder as she
made him bring up hisown arm and tear at the bare flesh of his hand, worrying it like adog.

"Beglad it'syour own flesh I'm making you edt,” said her voicein hisears, "and not that of your wife
and your daughter." He knew she could do it. When shelet him go, helay on thefloor in smearsof his
own blood and wegpt.

"Go on," jeered the Countess, "weep. Weep now until al the tears are out of you, once and for all.
Y ou are now our servant, Renfield. Y ou were the one who clung to us, through the dark ness of desath. It
was for thiswe kept you back from passing through the Gate. Do you understand?’

He could barely get thewords out. "I understand, Lady."
"You will do asyou are bid, for you will find that you can-not do otherwise.”

He would have kept his silence but couldn't. The words were squished out of him asif hewereafrog
upon which shetrod. "Yes, Lady." To the bottom of his soul he understood then how they hated Dracula,
hated him with the hatred of intimacy, and why they had pursued him to thisland. Why they would never,
could never, leave him.

Then like an icy storm-blast the room grew cold above him. Heraised his head in shock and terror
even asthe Countess turned, shrinking back from the column of darkness that loomed behind them,
above them on the steps.

"And you, my beautiful ones," said aharsh, deep voice, "could do with alesson yourselves, to do as
you have been bid." And likethefal of night, Draculacame down into the cellar.

Letter, R. M. Renfield to hiswife
4 October
My most beloved Cathering, My most beloved wife-

| will beleaving England soon. In my misguided efforts to somehow make right the terrible wrong that |
did you, | have put mysdlf into thethral of mongters.

The Countess Elizabeth isfearsome, cold and deadly as a stedl blade, yet she palesin comparison to
her husband, Draculathe Impaer, Viovode of Transylvaniain the cruelest time of its history. The meeting
between them can only be compared to the clash of sorm winds against raging tidal floods, elementd,



vio-lent, appdling. He flung her to thefloor asif she were arag-dall, struck the others and hurled them
againg the wallswith such force asto destroy the shelves, cursed them in German and in Magyar. He
made the three of them crawl, as the Countess had made me crawl. My soul-if | can still spesk of mysalf
as pos-sessing such athing-trembles for poor Mrs. Harker, if and when he should claim her as hisown.

"l am pursued by human rats, by the yapping curs of thisland," he stormed at the three women, who
crouched bloody on the floor before his boots. " Jedl ous suitors al, swearing vengeance, as theimpotent
Turk and the beaten Slav threw stones at me when | rode in triumph through their towns! Dogs! | spit
upon their vengeance!" Therewas afading red scar across his forehead, where, Nomie had told me,
Jonathan Harker had struck him with ashove ashelay deeping in his coffin, and the front of hisvest and
coat had been ripped open, asif by the stroke of aknife.

"Vengeance! It isthey who shall learn the meaning of that word to their sorrow! | have taken the soul
of thisgirl they loved, and | havein my hand the soul of the other. Sheis mine, whatever timeit isthat she
die, if it be seventy yearsfrom now! They play against me with their tiny morta lives, but it isl who bear
as my weapon the sword of Time. Againgt that they can do naught.”

Hisred eyes raked the three women and he stooped down, caught the Countess Elizabeth by the thick
coilsof her hair, dragged her head back so that her eyes met his. "And you, wil-ful duts! Y ou dared
pursue? Y ou dared leave the castle that is my fortress, to follow meto this place?"

"And you dared to leave us?' retorted the Countess, and Dracula struck her across the face, so that
blood trickled from her lip.

"Silence, hag!" In their locked gazes there was afearful un-derstanding, the fermented knowledge of
the very depths of one another's minds, as only hatred can be when it is rooted in the confidences once
exchanged in love. Then hethrugt her to thefloor again.

"In oneway and oneway only isit wel that you have come," he said. "The ant can be crushed beneath
the boot, but till the bite of an ant can poison the limb, and so kill the man. | return now to my own
country, to Transylvania-to the place that | 1€ft in your charge, faithlesstrulls! Y ou will go before me, to
make ready my fortress." The red gaze moved to Nomie, crouching with bowed heed, " And you will
travel behind me-with that cringing Judas who once called me Master!-and you will pick off any who
graggle or lag. For they will follow." And he laughed, ahollow and dreadful sound. "They will follow to
their deaths"

He reached into his coat and drew out a handful of bank-notes and golden sovereigns, which he threw
to thefloor be-tween the three women, the gold tingling musicaly on the stone.

His voice changed, and he drew the Countess to her feet, peaking to her in Hungarian rather than
German as before, and | caught the words haboru-war-and ver, blood, spoken in the tones of tenderest
love. He cupped her cheek in his hand, and swiftly turning her head, she bit the fleshy hedl of histhumb,
s0 that the blood spattered on his cuff.

At thishelaughed, asif at some uproarious jest, and when | raised my head, he was gone.



Now they, too, are gone, my beloved, my treasure. | write thisknedling a your side. The Countess and
Sarike have departed to find their little poet Gelhorn, who has dl thistime been meeting them for midnight
suppers and waks aong the Serpentine. They will make arrangements to cross the Channedl under his
care, snce Van Helsing knows nothing of their presence in this coun-try and will not be watching for
them, and travel by rail back to Klausenberg, and so up the mountainsto Draculd's castle once again.

Draculahimsdf will travel by ship, as he cameto this coun-try, packed in the single box of his native
earth that Van Helsing and his cohorts have not found and sterilized with holy things.

After they had gone, | tried to comfort Nomie, whose face was cut and bruised by Draculas violence.
But she dipped away from me as mist. The night is degpening to morning's smal hours. Soon | must
return to Highgate, to the only earth that will give merest.

A burning hunger risesin my flesh. | caught mice-nearly adozen, fattened for months on the spoiled
flour and rotting veg-etables in this kitchen when the servants could not return to the locked house. | can
now move with great speed and can, to some extent, dull their animal minds. As| have long suspected,
their blood doesindeed in part quench the ravening hunger of the vampire.

But only in part. | know not how long it will be beforel, too, begin to kill theinnocent, like the children
that Lucy Westenratook in her state of revenant shock.

And s0 | must depart. | will return with fal of night, beloved. Mortaity and the effects of time hold no
horrorsfor me, and to me your faceis as beautiful now asit wasthat first moment | saw you, at the
lecture-hall in Leicester Square, in that gown of iris-colored silk. We depart for Transylvania, Nomie and
I, probably next week. It depends on how long it takes Seward and young Lord Godalming to wind up
ther affairsin this country, and Van Helsing to make his preparations. With your permis-sion | will come
hereto be with you every night until then. For six months | longed for nothing but to St beside you and to
look upon your lovely face, and now nothing can prevent me from doing so, for what timeis|eft to me.

Andif | can arrangeit, that time will be short, please God. Between endavement to the Countess
Elizabeth, and through her to the terrible Count, there is nothing whatsoever to choose. Hell itself cannot
be as dreadful asthat occupation for eternity. Poor Lucy Westenras suitorswill bein pursuit of the
Count, and in them liesmy hope. They hunger for revenge as| do for blood. It will be no difficult matter
to place mysdlf in their path, to embrace the oblivion | seek, and the way through the Gate on whose
other sdeyou and Vixie walt.

My darling, | want nothing now but to be with you. When that is accomplished-when we do indeed
meet on the Other Side-I can only beg that you understand, for | know that | can-not hope that you
might forgive

Stll | remain, inspiteof dl, forever,
Y our loving husband,

RM.R.






CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

R.M.R."s notes

5 October

17 mice, 6rats, 3 moths

Flies scarce even in London with advancing cold.

Spider season. Although | have access now to the hot blood of rodents, | ill find aspecia pleasurein
the sharp sparkle of these predatory smdler fry. Though | do enjoy moths. Having only the night to hunt
in, birdsare no longer apossibility. Dogs | will not kill, though | have found that I can summon them with
my thought, as Dracula summoned the wolf from the London Zoo to bresk through the shut windows of
Hillingham and tear away Van Hesing's protective wreaths of garlic. Dogs arefaith-ful, and it isill to
reward such innocent helpfulness with desth. The cats with which Highgate abounds starein disbelieving
af-front at my summons, then sneer a me and run away. A pity--Puss eats of many mice and sparrowsin
her life. Isthat why she has nine of them?

6 October
22 mice, 4 rats, 18 spiders, 2 moths

In Regent's Park this evening achild of even or so accosted me, tawdrily clad in agrown woman's
cast-offs. Shefdl into step with me, winked, and said, "' Cold night, eh, guv?' and looking down into her
cdculating eyes| wasfilled with such blinding hunger, such overwhelming need, that | could literdly smell
the blood that coursed in her veins. | bared my teeth at her-like Draculas, and the Countess's, and
Nomie's now, long and sharp as awolf's fangs-and widened my eyeslike the horrors of a Kabuki mask,
and snarled in agood imitation of Emily Strath-more when she was getting ready to dideinto afit, "Cold
in-deed, little posset.” | lunged at her, giving her ample time to flee down the path, for indeed she needed
alesson, poor child, about better picking her clients.

But as| watched her go, | wondered how long it would be be-fore | began smply to troll the Streets of
the East End in earnest, and take that poor child's older and more datternly sisters as my victims. Though
God knows, with the amount of acohol and opiates| would imbibe with the blood | should undoubtedly
stumble back to Highgate drunk as a muleteer. The blood of rats-the energy of their fiercelittle
minds-lessens the desper-ate firein my own veins, but it does not cure the scraping, sear-ing need in me.

That need, Nomie tellsme, is assuaged only by human blood, and the psychic inhaation of human
death. It isfrom the death, as well asthe blood, that we imbibe our strength. We need the one as greatly
as we need the other. | do not know how long | can survive before | become even as Draculais.

Was hedifferent in hisfirst century of Un-Life? His second?
Somehow | think not.

| pray that | will engineer my desth-my true death-at the hands of Seward and VVan Helsing before |
becomein my heart asheisnow.



| wasin Regent's Park to meet the Countess, Sarike, Nomie, and their human agent Gustav Gelhorn,
whom | recognized at once, at one of the new cafes on the Circle near the Boating hake. In the glowing
jewel-box of lamps and passers-by that pasty-faced little man seemed more anaemic than ever, hispae
blue eyes traveling with reverent adoration from the face of one woman to the face of the other, and
barely glancing a my own. | am positive he made not the dightest association between the "Mr.
Marshmire" who wrote him out acheque for three hun-dred and fifty pounds on the Merchants Bank to
pay expenses for himsdf and his"beautiful spirits' to journey back to their native mountains, and the
screaming wretch he had seen in the padded room at Rushbrook House.

He was avery unpleasant little man, a disciple of Gobineau and Marr and other writers of the Volkish
Movement, and full of his own importance asamember of the"pure Aryan race.” An astonishing
combination of smug vanity and saf-pity. At one point, in between endless ramblings about the "German
race soul" and the dire internationa plots of "degenerates’ like Jews and homosexuals, he made reference
to the "specid circum-stances' of the journey, with a covert glance at the Countess, who merely |ooked
amused. None said to him, "Our dear friend Marshmireisaware of our ... limitations, Friend Gus-tav," at
which he did hisgaze sddlong a me with wary dishbelief not innocent of jealousy.

In my loftiest German, | said, "Because aman passes by an English name, Herr Gelhorn, does not
mean that he shares the soul of thisidand race of debased counter-jumpers. Did you think yoursdlf the
only man who has heard the Rhinemaidens sing, as they combed their hair upon the rocksin the
moonlight? For the voices of the spirits of the German Race-Soul carry far, across rivers and mountains,
and eventhe sees”

Gelhorn looked properly chastened, and for an instant | met Nomie's eyes and was hard put not to
burgt into laughter, a the shared mental picture of somefat American railroad baron wak-ing in the night
in hismail-order castlein Chicago crying, The Rhinemaidens! The enchanted spirits of the German
Race-Soul require my help!

Gelhorn even mumbled, aswe shook handsin parting, “Thank you, mein Herr, for your assistanceto
these spirits, these wander-ing eementals, in thelr quest acrosslands and seas. You and | are privileged
beyond the part of most of the Morta Race, to look upon their faces, to redlize that the true spirits of the
Fatherland till walk this earth and extend their friendship to men of pure blood.”

His bespectacled gaze lingered reverently on the Countess, whom Sarike was helping into her very
stylish sable pelisse-where Gelhorn thinks she acquired the two hundred guineas that such a garment
codts, | cannot imagine. Rhine gold, per-haps?

"l swear to you," Gelhorn went on, "that | shall protect these spiritswith my very life, onthe
cross-Channd boat, and on the train from Paris, until they are returned again to their sacred mountains.”

I inclined my head, and let him pay the bill. | don't think he was aware that 1-supposedly human-had
spped no more of the coffee than had the three representatives of the German Race-Soul he was
helping. Nomie and | stood at the edge of the cafe's golden lights, and watched him escort the Countess
and Sarike away into the thick mists that lay benesth the park's leaf-less trees.

"Fortunate for the Countess,” | remarked, "that she found him," and Nomie regarded me with surprise.

"Fortune haslittle to do with the hunt, Ryland. To be vampire isto fascinate, men and women both. We
lure by our beauty: it is how we hunt. We disarm the mind through the senses and the dreams. How else
would we survive? Men see us, and follow, de-spite dl they know, drawn by their need like your poor
friend Jonathan. Else why would they go with usto londly placesin the dark, and yield to the kisses of a



granger? Will you hunt with metonight?"

"The taking of lives has no savor for me, Nornchen,” | answered-Little Nomie, ajest between us a
sweet-faced sad lit-tle Vakyrie, riding with her sistersto choose who will be dain tonight. The protest
was acomplete lie and she saw it, glancing up into my face. When your soul haslain naked and helpless
inthe mind of another while you watch your body's death, there is no such thing as deceit. But she only
smiled agreement at me, and said nothing. "1 think | will return to Kensington, and St for atime beside
them whom | will never ceaseto love.”

She touched my hand, and whispered, "Then give them greet-ing from me, and tell them | am glad, that
they have found the path that leads to happiness.”

And s0 saying she mdted away into the lamplight and the fog. For amoment | heard awinnowingin
theair, asif abat was flying somewherein the dark overhead. Then she was gone.

Letter, R. M. Renfield to hiswife
7--8 October
My dearest one,

Pease forgive my not coming to you tonight. | grudge the hours of my absence, the lost occasion stolen
from our short time together, but now even more than when | hung chained in agtrait-waistcoat to the
wall of apadded room, | am not master of my own movements. Nomie begs your pardon for the
necessity, acongderation which | find most sweet in her. She cannot, any more than can |, shirk what it
isrequired of us both that we do.

Shortly after sunset we journeyed to Purflet, where the marsh mists required only the very dightest
effort on Nomie's part to thicken to the point where we could walk up to the windows of the house with
absolute impunity. Asthe Count had suspected, preparations were clearly afoot to pursue him. Van
Helsing at least knew the significance of the Count's exchange of blood with Mrs. Harker. By listening in
ameditative state, akin to that of theyogis| metin India, Nomieand | could hear clearly al that passed
in Seward's study, and pieced together their plan. They will take the boat-train to Paris on the morning of
the 12th, and there board the Orient Expressfor Varna, to intercept the Russan freighter Czarina
Catherine upon which Draculas sngle remaining earth-box is being shipped.

For aman with agreat ded of money-as| now have under the names of Marshmire and Bloem,
completewith al identity papers, Catherine's accounts aswell as my own-it isasmple matter to make
arrangements to have haf a dozen of my own earth-boxes, aswell asNomi€'s, shipped under reliable
guard to Paris, and put on the same train on the 12th. So now | know, my beloved, how many more
nights | can pass at your side, before we depart!

Once when Mrs. Harker turned toward the windows of Sew-ard's study, | was shocked to see a great
burn, nearly the size of apenny-piece, glaring crimson on her forehead within the frame of her dark hair. |
must have gasped, for Nomie looked up at me and said, ™Y ou did not know, then?VVan Helsing burned
her-pressed the consecrated Host into her flesh, which has a-ready begun to assume some of the



qudities of the vampire. Had the changesin her been further advanced, it would have been much worse.”
"How do you know this?' | asked, shocked at the old man's carelessness, if carelessnessit had been.

"l fdtit," whispered Nomie. "In my dreaming | felt it, the af-ternoon that you were buried in Highgate.
Weadll did. We are bound to her now, you see, as we are bound to the Count. In some sense, our
dreamstouch hers, aswell as his. And in these dreams sometimes| see her, in the afternoons, donein
her room here. She will stare and stare at herself in the mirror, then throw herself upon the bed and weep
like abeaten child." Her voice was cam and matter-of-fact as she said this. Yet | heard in my mind
Vixiesdegparing voice: | would rather be dead, than turn into what they want me to be!

And poor Mrs. Harker has not even that option!
Nomie went on, "When Jonathan, or any of the men comesin, sheisdl smilesand cheerful cam.”

"Was Jonathan indeed the Count's solicitor?' | asked, ob-serving that thin, alert man with haggard eyes
and white stresks gtarting in his hair as he stood talking to Van Helsing, hiswife's hand gently clasped in
his. "l dreamed of him-I think | dreamed of him-at the castlein Transylvania."

"Hewasthere," agreed Nomie. "The castleitself stands upon avery high shoulder of rock, overlooking
the Borgo Pass into Bukovina. The only way out of the Castle is through the court yard. Sometimesthe
pessants, or the village priest, will place holy thingsin the road, or on the gates, so that we cannot pass
them. It isanuisance, no more, of course, asit isjust as easy for usto come and go down thewall and
the dliff-face, or to fly in the form of bats. On the night that the Count |eft-left usthere and fled to
England-Harker climbed down thewall and the cliff-face, avery difficult thing for amorta man.”

Shetilted her head on one side, watching from the darkness as Harker escorted hiswife from the
study. Nomie must, | redl-ized, know this deceptively gentle-looking young man well. He came back in
aone, and out of hiswifesview hisface looked asif held aged ten years. "There was nothing different
this after-noon?" he asked.

"Nothing," said Van Helsing. "When Madame Minais un-der the hypnos's, she only hearsthelap of the
water on the ship'shull, and the thud of feet upon the deck above. And so | think it shall be, until the
Czarina Catherine comeinto Varna, and we shdl be there waiting for him, en?”

Nomieand | traded aglance. "They are using Mrs. Harker to trace him," | said.
"Beglad then that it isonly him, whom she and they seek with her mind."

The remainder of the night, Nomie and | spent making ar-rangementsfor our own travel and the
shipment of the boxes of the soil in which we were buried. Nomie, shetold me, along with her
sster-wives, had had to dig up her own from the chapel floor of Castle Dracula, the Count done being
able to command the gypsies who provide what service thereis a the Castle.

We met with two gentlemen named Greengage and Bray, ex--soldiers and recommended to me by my
old friend the publican a; the Goat and Compasses as honest roughs, who for a price can be depended
upon to make sure that the earth-boxes in which Nomie and | must be carried across the Channd will in
fact be placed speedily and safely upon the Orient Express. We shall depart for Paris on the 11 th, aday
before Van Helsing and Company. Once in France, we shdll of course be able to come and go through
the chinks and holesin the boxes, as we do through the minute holesin the lids of coffins and the doors of
tombs.



Will you, my dearest, forgive meif | makefinancial arrange-mentsfor Nomie to have accessto our
money, once Van Helsing or one of his myrmidons makes blessed quietus for me? Once that happens,
neither you nor |, nor our dearest Vixie, will ever require apenny, ever again. My little Nornchen has
been s0 great ahdlp to me, ingructing me in the ways of getting dong in my new, strange, vampire
state-something the Lady Elizabeth taught her, rather than the Count-that | fedl | cannot smply abandon
her on atrainin the midst of Bavariawithout making some provision for her to return safely to her home.

| beg for-and rely upon-your kindness toward one who has been most generous and helpful tomeina
terribly difficult time. Autumn nightsfal quickly, and last long. My deepest regret, in this strange
night-time life that now | lead, isthat | will seldom see the flowers you so loved blooming in sunlight, and
never seethem again without pain. That | will never catch, through our windows, the burnish of sunset on
your hair. Still every day brings me closer to joining you in fact, never to be parted again.

Y our own forever,

RM.R.

R.M.R.’snotes
8 October

18 mice, 10 rats, 20 spiders, 12 moths

9 October

22 mice, 11 rats, 9 spiders, 6 moths

10 October

16 mice, 13 rats, 4 spiders, 9 moths, & Georgina Clayburne



CHAPTER TWENTY THREE

Renfied heard the key turn in the front-door lock upstairs. Heard the click of shoe-heds-awoman's
shoes-on the hal floor, and felt theinfinitesmal creek of weight mounting the stairs. Sitting quietly besde
the table in the sub-cellar-held brought down a chair from the kitchen, clean sheetsto lay over the
bodies, ribbons for Vixi€'s hair-he debated about |ocking the sub-cellar door, moving boxesin front of it
and being gone before the visitor came downdtairs. It was hislast night in London-hislast night with the
physica entities that had been Catherine and Vixie-and he didn't want to destroy the nostal-gic sweet
savor of histhoughts with some stranger's conven-tional expressions of horror and distaste.

But it wasn't astranger.
He heard her, as she mounted the stairs, say, "Tch!" and knew it was Georgina, Lady Clayburne.

Had she glimpsed him, when he stopped by the flower-sellersin Leicester Square to get some late
hothouse roses? He'd done so these past three nights, heaping the table with them. Hed walked as aman
does. She could have followed.

Or had she somehow learned of the house, and had it watched?

The anger that swept him at thisthought was so intense that he felt the hair on his nape prickle, likea
savage dog's. Hisrage had nothing init of the clouds of sensdless crimson fury that had used to descend
upon himinlife: that was something that seemed to have been rinsed away by dying. But this bitterness,
though colder, pierced degper. He couldn't erase from hismind Vixiesfrantic tears at the thought of
having to go live with Georginaand her vain and distant husband, the thought of be-ing pushed and
moulded by londliness and emotiona blackmail into a*proper young lady” who wasn't permitted to read
Freud or smoke and certainly wasn't permitted to paint nude models. He couldn't forget those horrible
scenes between Catherine and her sster that would leave Catherineill with anxiety for days.

He remained seated beside the table, holding the rotted and leathery fingers gently in his, and listened to
the footfalls explore the upper regions of the house, then descend the stairs again. Descend to the
kitchen.

"Tch"

That was unfair. Renfield had been very careful about clear-ing away the sucked-dry carcasses of his
ratsand mice.

The sub-cdlar door opened. Thelight of the lamp she held streamed down into the chilly darknessthat
reeked of decay and roses.

She gasped, "Y ou!" and dmost dropped the lamp.

Renfidd sad, "Yes Me"

She hesitated at the top of the steps. If sheld fled, he could have caught her, but she didn't. The
temptation to have a scene with him wasfar too strong.

"1 should have suspected you'd find away to corrupt that fat clown Hennessey. | dways did wonder if
you were paying him more than Mother and | were."



Thewave of anger recurred, prickling hishair again, but he remained sitting and said, "'l take it you
didn't bother to attend the funeral ?'

"Good God, no!" She sounded startled at the ideathat she might even have considered doing so. "With
al Wormidge had to do, to get hold of your solicitor's papers, findly . . ." She had reached the bottom of
the gtair, and the lamplight widened into the room, illuminating the red hair coiled on the sheet, Vixi€'s
dark curlsamong the roses. Georginas eyes grew wide, and fairly blazed in the dim orange glow.

"You beast." Shefairly spit theword a him. ™Y ou snesking, greedy animal. That wasyour plan all
along, wasn't it? To marry her and to make away with her, so that Father's money would come to you.
Y es, and even to make away with your own daugh-ter, so you could haveit al!"

Renfield stood up at that, and Georginafell back astep, her arm cocked alittle, asif sheéd throw the
lamp at him next. Dis-believingly, Renfield said, "That isal that you can say? All that you can see, inthe
death of your lovely sister and your niece? The whereabouts of your father's money, that might go to me
in-stead of to you? That isthe only thing that Catherine's deeth meansto you?"

"Of course not!" Georgina snapped quickly. "Y ou should talk about what her desth means! Murderer!
Brute! Thief!"

"Thief?' Renfield took astep toward her. "l was married to Catherine for eighteen years, Georgina.
Had | been the fortune--hunter you always claimed | was-asif | had not found my own fortunein
Indiarwould | not have made away with her earlier than that?'

"Don't you argue with me!" shrieked the woman. "' know of your lifein India. 1've had Wormidge on to
that aswell. Once we started asking, we learned about those girls who disappeared there! And what you
used to do with animals and snakes! Y ou were unfit to speak to Catherine, let dlone marry her, and
cer-tainly the pair of you were unfit to raise agranddaughter of Lord Brough'sto bethe ... the bohemian
auffragist sensud-ist you wereturning Vivienneinto! That you turned Cather-ineinto aswell, with your
theosophy and your heathan gods! Now | know that sheis dead, whether you escape or not, we can put
anendtodl thislegd shilly-shdlying with the trust funds.”

"Do not," said Renfield quietly, "name your sister to me. Cer-tainly not in the same breath as complaints
about trust-funds.” He stood only ayard from the enraged woman now, close enough to smell the musty
lavender of her dusting-powder, close enough to see the broken veinsin her cheeks, the caked
rice--powder at the corners of her lips. He towered over her. With a sudden move she dropped the lamp
to the flagstone floor and fled, dashing up the steps, Renfield following with avampire's preternatura
speed, leisurely as a shadow. He let her dash before him up the kitchen steps and through the pantry,
hearing the rush and roaring of the spreading lamp-oil asit ignited the broken shelves, thetrailing sheets,
the roses and the table ...

He caught her, easily, just insde the front door.

Deep in deep, MinaHarker heard Dr. Van Helsing's gentle voice, coming to her from far off, as she
had heard it now for nearly aweek. "What can you hear, Madame Mina?'



Through lipsthat felt asif they belonged to someone e se, she mumbled, "Water. Water |gpping & the
hull.”

Darknesslay around her. She was aware of that dark mind, deeping, hungry-wary asawolf. Angry as
awolf, that fleesback to its lair with aburned nose. The thoughts of revenge colored the black darkness
like ablood-colored cloud. She was glad Van Helsing, when he hypnotized her like this, never asked her
about what shefdlt.

"And what amd|?'

Shesad, "Earth. Salt. Blood." A little blood, from the car-cass of the dead rat, clutched il inthe
Count's hand. Does he know I'm aware of him like this? The thought that in the dark nesshiseyes
might open, his mind might reach out to hers, filled her with terror. She knew that if he said to her, Come,
she would move Earth and Heaven to go to him.

But he dept.

She heard Van Helsing say, " Slegp now, Madame Mina, and when you wake, you will wake
refreshed.” 1t was how he dways|eft her, and she heard his voice and Jonathan's, quietly, asthey |eft the
bedroom: "All gtill seem asit was. Thisisgood. When we leavetonight . . ."

The door closed. Minaknew they were leaving-for Transyl-vania, she assumed-but had made the five
men swear never to speak to her of detinations or plans. If she could listen to Drac-ulas dreams, there
was the chance that he could listen to hers. Only in thisway could she help them, she knew. Only in
sur-render, in making hersdlf the object she had al her life struggled not to be. All her life shehad been a
doer, an organizer, memo-rizing train-schedules and typing notes and taking correspon-dence courses.
Now it was asif ahand had been laid on her head, saying, Learn stillness. Only by quietness, stillness,
ab-solute trust could shefight back to reclaim her own soul and her own life.

But the thought that she was linked to the Count-the thought of her flesh changing, as Seward had told
her poor Lucy's flesh had changed as the result of drinking the vampire's blood--revolted her. Shefound
hersdf filled with aloathing for her own body that she could not describe. In that dark dawn when they
had driven the Count from her bedroom, after the Count had held her mouth to his bleeding chest and
forced her to drink, she had screamed, "Unclean! Unclean!™ She doubted whether any of the men even
understood, or could begin to understand, her sense of horror at the thought of her own flesh, her own
organs. Dally shefdt hersdf diding toward double change, dien from them in body and in every thought
and perception of her mind.

Each day shelooked in her mirror for signs of further change. Each day shetried to see the reflection of
hersdf in Jonathan's eyes. He was-they al-were becoming strangersto her, and in some ways that was
more terrible than al those surreptitious probings with her tongue at her gums and teeth.

Each day shetried to pretend that she didn't smell the blood in Jonathan's veins. That she didn't dream
about waking beside him, hungry and changed; that she didn't dream of leaning over him, pressing the
soft skin of histhroat between her lips. His blood would be ddlicious. And more ddicious till, hisdying
de-spair as he opened his eyes and knew himsdlf utterly betrayed.

It was dreamslike this that brought her sobbing from deep at night, to lie trembling, staring at the ceiling
in the dark. Jona-than had enough to bear, without her waking him to share her horrors. She dipped so
eadly under Van Helsing's quiet-voiced commands, and dept so deeply afterward, because most nights
shelay awake.



Poor Lucy, she thought, as she did deeper into deep. Poor, sweset Lucy, who had had to go through
thisaone, not knowing what was happening to her ...

Or would it have been better not to know? Not to hope? Had she dreamed of drinking Arthur's blood,
before she died? Her dream shifted, images diding from what she knew to the tantdizingly haf-familiar.
She thought for amoment she was seeing Lucy in her dream, but the next instant knew it was not so. The
chamber where the blonde girl knelt belonged to an-other place, another time, furnished with pieces of
Louis XV or animitation of it, delicate againgt the heavy stone of thewalls. A great window opened into
distant vistas of mountains and trees, to a sunset bleeding itself to death in streaks of cinnabar and gold.
The girl who knelt beside the great bed was praying, but as Minawatched, she groped in her
old-fashioned coiffure of wheat-gold curls and drew out ajeweed comb, whose golden interior was at
the base smooth and flat enough to serve her for amirror. There was no other mirror in the room.

The girl angled the comb to the branch of candles burning beside the bed, opened her mouth, and drew
back her upper lip in the exact fashion that Mina did severa timesaday. On her throat Mina could see
the white, mangled punctures of the vam-pirée's bite. The comb did from the girl's hands and she dropped
across the bed again, hands clasped asin prayer, but what she whispered was, "Papa... Mama. . ."

"Papa? Mama?' Minaknew the sneering voice. Would rec-ognizeit, hear it, in her dreams, she
thought, for therest of her life. He stood in the shadows beside the bed, hiseyes glinting red in the
candle-light. Minaknew he had not been there before. ™Y ou vowed that you would forsake dl others,
little Goldfinch." His deep, harsh voice spoke in German. Shewondered &t it that she would be dreaming
in that language, though she had spoken it agreet dedl, traveling to Buda-Pesth to bring Jonathan home.
"How isthisthat you will be forsworn so quickly?' He ad-vanced to put his hands on her shoulders, and
she jerked away, sprang from him, sobbing, to the window. He only smiled, long teeth gleaming. "And
will you forswear dl those timesthat you said you loved me? Even in the presence of the priests of God?*

Her eyeswere hugein her emaciated face. "I knew not to whom | spoke."

"Y ou spoke to me, little Goldfinch." He pressed a mocking hand to his breast, where hislong
old-fashioned waistcoat of black silk was embroidered with crimson flowers like a spattering of blood. "
have not changed.” His voice was soft, his eyes mockingly amused, as he had been amused a Minas
strugglesto turn her head aside from the bleeding gash in his chest.

With a sudden motion the girl jerked open the casement of the window, making all the candle-flames
bend and her blonde hair stir around her face. She stood on the window-sest, framed in the darkening

abyss.

"What, do you seek to part already?' Dracula did not move, and at hisvoice the girl looked back into
theroom. "'Til death do us part, you sad, beforethat God by whom you set such store. But you will
find, I think, if you do jump, that death will not part us. That we will never be parted.” He waked dowly
toward her, holding out hishand. "That iswhat you wanted, isit not? It iswhat you said you wanted,
upon al those occasons when you werein my arms.”

Thegirl clung to the Side of the open casement, trembling, tears running down her face now as she
watched him advance; Mina guessed from her quick glance, quickly averted, how deep and terrible was
the drop beyond. Draculareached her, hishand gtill held out; the girl cried, "I hate you!™

"Ah, but you will love me, my sweet bride, my treasure, my winepress. Y ou will have no choice.”

She wavered, irresolute, and in that instant he moved, with the panther-like speed Minahad seen. Inan



eye-blink he was be-side her in the window, his dark velvet arm circling her waist, bending her backward
over it, out the window and over the abyss. Her feet groped for purchase, toes scrabbling frantically as
they were lifted from the window-sest, so that she was forced to cling to hisarms. He bent down, as she
hung above the empty fdl, fastened hislipsto her throet.

The girl was still breathing, though gasping for air, when he drew her back insde. He released her, and
faded away into the shadows, leaving her lying on the window-seat with her golden hair stregked with
blood.



CHAPTER TWENTY FOUR

Strashourg. Munich. Viennawith its pink-and-gold buildings looking asif some mad cake-decorator
hed assaulted them with frills of buttercreme.

Sunset. Darkness. Intolerable thoughts. A day of watching trees and villages and distant mountains flash
past, of listening to Art and Quincey play endless games of cribbage. Night again.

,John Saward closed his eyes and wished with everything in him that he could just give himsdlf an
injection of chlora hy-drate and deep for days. Months, if possible.

Sleep without seeing Lucy's face as held seen it in Hampstead Cemetery, with blood dripping down her
chinand fervid lust in her eyes. Seep without hearing her scream when Art hammered the stake into her
breast, without seeing her hands scratch and claw at the hammer, the wood, Art'swrists. Sleep without
seeing Van Helsing gently lift up her severed head to make sure of its disattachment, then lay it down
again and stuff the mouth with the blossoms of the garlic plant, whose scent Seward had come to so
profoundly hate.

Oh, my dearest one, hethought, hisheart wrung with emo-tions he could not even name, much less
let himsdf actudly fed. Thank God your mother was dead before that came to pass. She
might have pulled you out of my arms, but she did not deserve that.

And | could not have saved you.

He opened hiseyes again. Morelittle fairy-tae villages against the dark dopes of pine-woods. Hed
asked Jonathan Harker about them yesterday, and to his surprise the younger man had kept them all ina
ripple of laughter about strange old beliefs and curious customs held encountered on hisjourney here last
April. "Of course, | didn't travel in such luxury asthis" Harker had added, gesturing around him at the
little com-partment with its small sofaand table, its Turkey carpet and wood panding, and had gone on
to recount tales of the other oc-cupants of the second-class coach cars at night-blessed, blessed rdlief of
laughter.

The compartment door opened and Seward thought it must be a porter, cometo light the lamps that
tinkled with their con-tinuous sllvery music in timeto the rattle of thetrain. He redl-ized the compartment
was almost pitch dark. Time and past time, he reflected, to go next door to Art and Quincey's
com-partment, to play cards while Van Helsing pored over those ar-cane books he'd brought and the
Harkers chatted as gently as any married couple might ...

"Dr. Saward?' said the shadow that loomed over him in the dark.
Whose voice is that?

"Yes?' Hesat up on thelittle sofa, felt for amatch, but hisvisitor closed the door and struck alight,
held the springing lit-tle flame to the lamp-wick as Seward gpologized. "I'm sorry, I'm half adeep. Trave
inthis part of theworld. . ."

Hisvoicetrailed off.

"Yes," sad Renfidd. "It'sme." Hereplaced the lamp-globe. And dl Seward could think was, Dear



God. Dear God ... "It never occurred to you, didit,” said Renfidld, "that the Count would make
anyone hisvictim-and his dave-in that house but Mrs. Harker? Y ou never thought to check the state of
my teeth and gums before you turned my body over to Lady Brough's solicitor for burid?"

Dear God ... Sewardfet exactly asif someone had rammed him in the chest full-force with the end
of abarge-pole. Unable to breathe, and for amoment unable to think. Then another in-ference lept to his
mind, another shock ...

"No," amiled Renfidd, asif in hiswidening eyes he read Seward's horrified thought. "To the best of my
knowledge the Count-now my Master-limited his depredations to two. | doubt that even he could cope
with Emily Strathmore. How isMrs. Harker?'

Seward collected himsdlf, his mind racing now. He settled back alittle on the sofa, gestured to the
gnglechair. "Sheisnot well," he said, "as you must know. Will you St? Are you a pas-senger on this
train yoursdf, then?'

"Good Heavens, no!"
"Thenhow ..."

"That ismy own affair.”" Renfield smiled again, and thistime Seward could see the length and whiteness
of hiscanineteeth. Seward noticed also that hisformer patient had lost the unhedlthy flabbiness that had
begun to blur hisburly frame in the months a Rushbrook House. He looked, in fact, younger than the
sxty-three years Georgina Clayburne had given as hisage, asif even in the short time since his degth he
were dipping back into the prime of his strength.

"I'm not an gpparition, if that'swhat you're thinking," added Renfield, and held out one powerful hand.
"Put your fin-ger here, and see my hands,” he quoted Jesus words to Thomas the Doubter in the
Bible, "and put out your hand, and place it in my side; do not be faithless, but believing.”

Quietly, Seward said, "1 believe. If the Count is, indeed, your Master, what do you want? Why are you
here?' Renfield wore adark suit and good linen, well-fitting and very different from the clothes he'd been
brought in and the clothes he had worn to be buried. Where had he gotten them? Hewas dso able to
observe, watching Renfidd carefully, that he was not breathing.

"Because the Count ismy Magter, | was ordered to pursue you, to come upon you singly inthe
dark-as you observe that | have-and to pick you off, one by one, asthe Count'sirregular cavary and his
gypsy servitors picked off so many of hisenemiesin centuries gone by. Astowhat | want ... Becausethe
Countismy Madter, | should think that would be obvious." All the dy humor, the ironic amusement that
had convinced Seward that thiswasin fact no gpparition, but Renfield indeed, faded from his
square-jawed face. "l want you to kill me."

Seward drew in his breath to speak, then let it out.

Dying, Lucy had kissed Van Helsing's hand, whispering her thanks that he had thrust Art from her in
her trance-bound de-mon State.

On the night before their departure, Mina had made each of them swear to kill her-with stake and
garlic and decapitation--before they would let her fal into Count Draculas hands or service.

Renfield's eyes, though they had the curious reflective bright-ness of avampire's, were entirely sane,
and deeply sad asthey looked down into his.



"Canyoutdl us..." Seward began, and Renfield shook his head.

" am not offering to betray my Master," he said. "'l cannot, for one thing, and for another, thereislittle|
can tell you beyond what you have learned from poor Mrs. Harker. | am freeto act only for alittletime.
While heis on the water, his power islim-ited, but if he becomes aware of what 1've done, he can
exerciseit, at the moments of sunrise and sunset, at noon and at the dack and turn of thetide. Dr.
Seward," he went on, holding out hisbig hands, "1 was your patient for six months, and never during that
time were you anything but humane, professiona, and wdl-intentioned in the face of my admittedly erratic
behavior. In my saner moments | never had adoubt that you would do al within your power to help me,
not because you knew me or loved me, but becauseit isin your nature, aswell asyour pro-fesson, to
hel p those who cometo you for help.

"l am asking you," he went on earnestly, "1 am begging you: cal your friendsin. Grant me peace, asyou
granted your poor beautiful Lucy peace. | would not serve Dracula, but while | ex-ist, | cannot now do
other than serve him. And | cannot do thisthing mysdlf.”

"You are sure, then?' said Seward, deeply moved and at the same time profoundly curious. He had
observed how with Lucy's death, and her transition to the vampire state, her body had become perfect,
inhumanly beautiful and shed of itsmord flaws.

Had this process extended to whatever flaws existed in Ren-field's nervous system?

Which was more perilous, amad vampire or a sane one? His mind chased this thought even as Renfield
sad, "'l am certain," hisvoice sounding suddenly tremendoudly far off. Seward yawned hugdly, his
awareness drifting in spite of al he could do.

"Van Helsing," he said, making ready to rise and then sink-ing back onto the couch. "Van Helsing will
know ... how to go about this. . ."

Then the next moment the gentle jostling of the train-cars transmuted itself to the jogging of those
ridiculous shaggy poniesthey'd bought from the villagersin Tobol sk, and he was gazing with Art and
Quincey out across the endless barren brownness of the Russian steppe, looking for the dightest sign of
the vanished Uncle Harry.

"And | swear if he's gone back to marry that Cossack woman, he can blame well stay in Siberia, for dl
of me," Quincey sad, and handed the binoculars disgustedly to Art. "We can tell your pa he got himsdlf
killed by them headhuntersin Singapore and I'll trim up the mustaches on that shrunken head the doc
here bought so it'll look enough like him to pass muster with your aunts.”

Art turned to Seward. "What do you think, Jack? Y ou're Un-cle€'s nanny, after all.”

Seward, whose shoulder still smarted from a Cossack bullet collected two days before, said, "'l think
we should leave him."

"What?' said Art. "Who?"

"What?' Seward opened his eyes. He was in the wood-paneled compartment of awagon-lit. Arthur
was bending over him, holding up alamp. Inthat first ingtant he thought, We must have tracked Uncle
Harry back to the Cossacks ... Then he saw that Art wore the black of mourning-saw Van Helsingin
the doorway behind him, and gray-haired Jonathan Harker-and memory fell into place.

He blinked, grasping at fading images. "1 had-1 had the most extraordinary dream . . ."






CHAPTER TWENTY FIVE

"Don't leave me, Ryland!" AsNomie tugged him from the cor-ridor into their lamp-lit compartment in
the next car, her hands were shaking, her blue eyes pleading.

He put his hands on either Side of her face, trying to quiet the desperation from her eyes. "My little
Norn, I've made every pro-vison for you! You'll bein no danger, dl arrangements are made to get you
across the Danube at Giurgiu, to get you onto the next trainto Varna. . ."

"l don't want arrangements!™ She pulled from him, shook her head, caught hiswristsin her smal white
hands that were so strong and so cold. "I want afriend!”

Renfield said nothing, and she pressed her face to his hands. Do you know how long it has been," she
whispered, "since | have had afriend to talk to, as | talk to you?'

The compartment had been set up for night, the small bunks unhooked from the walls. The bedding
was al made up, for "Mr. and Mrs. Marshmire" to disarray before they dipped through cracks and
knotholesinto the baggage-wagon shortly before morning. They had made arrangementsto travel with a
dozen rabbitsin cages. Renfield knew well how meticuloudy the Orient Express kept track of its
passengers and personnel. He had been careful to tip the porters heavily and had explained to them that
sance hiswife didiked being cooped up, they might be anywhere on thetrain, day or night.

He guided her to thelittle sofa, took her gently into the cir-cle of hisarm. She rested her head on his
shoulder: more beauti-ful than the most beautiful of living women he had ever seen, with the exception of
Catherine and Vixie. Y et hefdt for her none of the physical need that at times during hisincarceration
seemed dmost on the point of setting hisflesh onfire. That, too, it appeared, was athing of the body.

And the deep affection hefdt for her, evidently, was not. "Days are no lesslong for the Un-Dead than
for the Living," she murmured after atime. "1 married the Count-God help mel-in 1782, and for over a
hundred years now have had no one but him, and the Lady Elizabeth, and Sarike for compan-ionship. |
read ... except that | dare not be seen to favor any-thing too much, for when we disagree, or are angry
with one another, the others are spiteful and destructive. For them, thereis nothing but the hunt. They
laugh at theideathat one might be interested in the lives of peoplelong dead, like Heloise and Abdlard,
or who never existed, like Bestrice and Benedict.”

Hewas dlent, remembering Vixiestearsthefirg time sheread Notre Dame de Paris. Georgina
Clayburne had caled dl novels"rubbish" and had urged him and Catherineto burn Vixies.

For Georgina, asfor the Countess, there was only the hunt. "1 used to be agood Catholic girl."
Nomie's sob might have been the softest of rueful chuckles, and she sat up alittle, and wiped atear like
cold crysta from her eye. "Our priest back in Augsburg used to tell us, asathredt, that those things that
we loved above God, we would find ourselves shackled to in Hell, for al of Eternity. Asalittlegirl |
would have terrible visons of mysdlf dragging along chain of dolls and pretty dresses and story-books
through awastdland of flaming mud and devils. But at leadt, | told mysdlf, I'd fill have them. But hewas
right,” shefin-ished sadly. "Hewasright.”

"What aghadtly thing to tdl achild." Renfield recaled some of the things his own parish priest had told
him about what be-came of little boyswho couldn't control their tempers.



Nomie sighed. "But you see, | did love the Count above God, above dl mortd things. When he held
meinhisarms, | remem-ber saying to him, | would count myself blessed to dwell forever in Hell, if |
could dwell there at your side. | wasvery young." A tiny fold touched the corner of her lips. "Not
twenty." She closed her eyes, and her long lashes didodged another tear.

Renfield caught it on hisfingertip. It was cold aswinter rain. Yet heput it to hislips, tasting it asin dying
he'd tasted her blood.

The blood is the life, hethought. But the tears are something more.
Outside the windows, the Italian Al ps flashed past in the darkness, moonlight cold upon their snows.

"And now herel am," Nomie said softly. "Exactly where | wanted to be, dwelling forever in Hell at his
side. With no one but Elizabeth for company, and Sarike, who has the heart of an animal. No, that's
unjust. Animals show kindnessto their own, and even awolfhound bitch will nurse an orphaned kitten.
Sometimes till the Count will talk to me of Goethe, and Shake-speare, and Montaigne-he's very widdly
read, and | think he

vaued me because | read, and he wanted someone to converse with. But for him, al of literature
comes back to power, and to contempt for those who have none. To talk with him is some-timeslike
being beaten. To travel with you, to speak with you, heart to heart and not afraid, islike achilled cloth
upon my face after along fever. Don't take that away. At least . . ."

She opened her eyes, sat up Straighter, asif ashamed of her weakness. "At least not for alittle while
yet"

Letter, R. M. Renfield to hiswife

13 October

My beloved,

How could I turn my back upon that poor child?

Thecynica will doubtless cry, Coward, to hide his own crav-ing for a life eternal, stolen fromthe
lives of others, behind a farce of pity! Child forsooth! This woman is an Un-Dead mur-deress
who seeks to keep a servant with no more expenditure than a tugged heartstring or two.

Perhaps | would have said so mysdlf, before | knew what Hell is. Before | had seen, close-to, the
naked essences of those mon-stersthat go by the names of Dracula, of Elizabeth, of Sarike the Turk.

The cynic might also point out thet, as Nomie said, To be vampire isto fascinate ... And accuse
Nomie of setting out to fascinate me, as the Count fascinated her.

But | know you, Catherine, as| know my own heart, clearer now that the vampire state has hedled me
of madness. Y ou were no cynicin life. Degth, Dante and otherstdll us, clarifies the awareness even of the



damned, and how much more so of the blessed! | know you will understand.

Nomieiswhat sheis, no saint, but no demon ether, and lonely asfor haf ayear | waslondly inthe
terriblewalls of Rushbrook Asylum.

I long to bewith you asachild longsfor his mother's breast. | would count the days until | seeyou
agan, faceto facein thelight, savethat I do not know how many they shal be.

They shdl be asfew as possible, my truest love. | am torn be-tween the duties of friendship, my love
for you and Vixie, and the cruel congtraints of Time. | will dowhat | can for my pretty little Norn, to
make easier the davery into which she wastricked by her love, al those years ago.

But that being done-if it can be done-I shal cometo you, in whatever fashion | can contrive. If God is
kind, He will dlow meto tdl you, face to face, on the threshold of the Heaven you now inhabit, how
sorry | am, before consigning meto eterna deep. Thisisthe best that | can hopefor, and to this| look
for-ward asto light in blackness.

My love, until that day, | am,
Forever, your husband,

RM.R.

R.M.R.’ s notes
13 October

3 rabbits, 4 spiders

14 October

3 rabbhits, 2 rats

15 October
Baggage-thief in luggage shed at Varna

My sdlf-disgust is no lessintense than my horror at the degree to which the drinking of human
blood-the taking of human life- exhilarates me, sharpens my mind and my senses and, more frighteningly,
increases the speed with which | can move and with which | can didimn mysdf to pass through knotholes
and cracks. | find that Nomi€'s superiority in the so-called supernat-ural aspects of the vampire stateis
only in part afunction of her greater age and experience. In part these abilities depend upon her greater
readiness to consume the psychic energies of the hu-man brain at desth.



What am | to make of this?

"What apity," sghed Nomie, aswe stowed the body of the dead robber beneath the whedl's of one of
the cod-carsin the maze of sdingsin therailway yard, "that we cannot find avillage of robbers, upon
whom we could feast nightly without con-cern about whether their wives or their motherswill find
themselvesin want at their deaths, or whether their children will weep. | used to pick and choose, to kill
only the bandits and horse-thieves who inhabit the wild countryside: men whom | could not pity. But such
men are wary, unlessthey'rein drink, and walk in bands. And sometimes the craving becomes too

"Ah, my Nornchen, | have seen such villages," | replied, atri-fle flown, I admit, on the alcohol-content
of our victim's blood. "Up the country, asthey say of the Indian hills, there are places where the Thugee
make ahabit of murdering travelers, and fam-ilies hand the profession down for generations, as surely as
the butchers of cattle and pigs do in other lands. The Governor--Genera would give usamedd for our
conduct, rather than sending pompous Dutchmen and crazed solicitors' clerks after us with Ghurka
knives."

From somewhere-l suspect from young Lord Goda ming--Jonathan Harker has acquired a
curve-bladed Ghurka kukri even longer and more savage-looking than the bowie-knife Quincey Morris
habitually wears sticking out of his boot-top. He spent agreat deal of our three days on the Orient
Express sharpening it, as he sat at the bedside of his poor lovely wife, who dept most of thejourney.

Itisclear to methat knowledge of Draculds assault upon hiswife has driven Harker alittleinsane. This
is not to be wondered at. What man, knowing MinaHarker's kind spirit and lively intelligence, could not
love her to distraction? What husband, see-ing the woman he adored infected with the terrible poison
that dowly transforms the human flesh into vampire flesh and brings the human soul into thrdl of the
demon, could remain wholly sane?

Kind isthe God who denies him knowledge of the depths to which the Count's domination will bring
her, after death! Such knowledge would induce madnessindeed.

And asif mere knowledge of his beloved's peril were insuffi-cient, Harker had the daily reminder, upon
the journey, of the chain that binds his beautiful oneto her supernatura rapist. Daily, a dawn and sunset,
Van Helsing would hypnotize Mrs. Harker, searching through her mind to touch her master's. In so doing
he would touch my own, and Nomi€'s, wherewe lay in our coffinsin the baggage-car.

| would be aware of such times, as| drifted off to deep or back into waking, of Draculas thought and
sensdtion ashelay in his own single earth-box in the hold of the Romanian freighter the Czarina
Catherine. | would hear, asMrs. Harker heard, the lap of waves upon the hold, the thud of salors
feet on the deck, and the creak of ropes; would hear, also, Van Helsing's voice gently probing with
questions, and now and then one of the men mutter to another.

How could Harker be witnessto dl that taking place around the woman he loves, and not go alittle
med?

But having been amadman mysdlf, | do not look forward to having to ded with onea my Master's
behest.

And though nothing will please me more than the sensation of that Ghurka knifein my own heart, and
the severing of my own head that will bring me peace, | wonder how | can protect Nomie from alike fate
without resorting to more human blood, more human degths, to strengthen me.






CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

Jonathan Harker's Journal*
17 October

Everything is pretty wdl fixed now, | think, to welcome the Count on hisreturn from histour ... Van
Helsing and Seward will cut off his head a once and drive astake through his heart. Morrisand
Godaming and | shdl prevent interference, even if we have to use the arms which we shal have reedy.
The Profes-sor saysthat if we can so treat the Count's bodly, it will soon af-ter fall into dust ...

R.M.R.'snotes
17 October
12 rats, 27 spiders

Coming from Paris on the Orient Express, Nomie told me of Count Draculasintention: to divert the
Czarina Catherine from itsregistered destination herein Varnato Gaatz on the Danube mouith, leaving
Van Helsing and hisdliesto awalit it herewhilewe, Nomieand |, pick them off one by one.

Seeping in my coffin during the day, in the small lodgings we rented, | fed the Count'simpatient anger
press upon me like afever. Anger at those who would dare to pursue and defy him. Anger at us, who
cannot or will not guard hisflanks. Through the boards of my coffin | hear Nomie cry out interror, likea
childin the grip of anightmare she cannot wake from. And though | strive to break my own thick

day-deep to goto her, to comfort her, | can only liein the clayey soil dug from Highgate Cemetery, and
listen to her weep.

Letter, Quincey Morristo Galileo Jones
Foreman, Caballo Loco Ranch

San Antonio, Texas

17 October

Pard,



It's been too long, athousand yearsit fedslike, and stranger portents have come to pass than ever |
wrote of in al those foot-loose traipses riding herd on that crazy English lord around the world. Doc
Seward, and Art Holmwood, and | thought we saw the elephant then, and maybe we did.

Thisis something different, dark as the snake-caves along the dry washesin the hillsand twice as
deadly. | write because | could use the sight of your ugly face just now, and use even more you and Six
or seven of the boys from the bunkhouse.

When last | wrote, | said I'd been shot bad by Dan Cupid, shot in the heart with hislittle gold arrow: |
said alot of hope-ful fal-la and | hope to God you burned that damn stupid poem. She turned me down
for aman just as good as me and better in her mama's eyes, though straight and true as she was, | know
that didn't weigh with her, and | knew even then | wouldn't get over it. May through to September, | kept
telling mysdf I'd write and let you know how | was, when the pain let up some. But it never did.

| thought that was the worst wound 1'd take in my life. | wish it had been.

| say of MissWestenra, "was," because she died, not many days before her marriage to Art. And not
many days after, we--Art and | and Doc-learned that she'd been killed, by the kind of man-monster the
Commanche sometimes speak of, and the villagers deep back in the Mexican hills where modern times
and modern blindness haven't yet touched.

And thisiswhat I'm doing here, footloose again and heading East in country as wild as any we crossed
coming west from Vladivastok. The place 'm at iscalled Varna(Wasn't "Varna' the name of that
red-haired madam in Dodge? The one with the fingernails?), and it's a good-sized burg and pretty, near
aswarm as Texas for thislatein the year. It'saport on the Black Sea and the crowds you seein the
streets remind me of San Francisco, French and Greeks and English and Russians and Germans. same
shipsin the harbor, with coa and timber and iron and German stedl. The only differenceisthere's Arabs
everywhereingead of Chinese, and the hills aren't as steep.

Weve taken rooms-Art and the Doc and |, and other friends of Miss Westenra's who are helping us
with the chase-and al we can do now iswait. Our bird is coming in on afreighter from London; hell find
uswaliting for him on the dock. Between us we have five Winchesters and seven pistals, plus my Henry,
which isthe best rifle man ever made, aswell as my bowie and assorted other cutlery. More than any
weapon, we have minds that are made up and hearts bound in brotherhood.

What he-1t-did lies beyond the proof of any law but God's.
But you and | have both dedlt with justice on those terms, out where the law doesn't run.

And so we wait. One of our number, Mrs. Harker, as smart and sweet and good-hearted awoman as
ever wore shoe-leather, has suffered aterrible wound that may yet turn into her deeth because we
underestimated our friend, and it islike aknifein my heart every time | seethe mark she bearsof it. The
night she took that mark, | should have known better, and set a guard, even though there was no danger
ingght. Thereisnt anight | don't dream about doing it differently.

For that reason I've gone back to my trail-driving days, and have inssted that while we're here we stick
together, and stay within-doors from sundown til sunup, which iswhen our friend likes to mosey around.
Mot nights| take the graveyard watch, like| did on thetrail, that dark pit from three'til thefirst birds
gart to wake, when even the whores deep and the streets are so ill you can hear the clink of the tackle
down in the harbor.

Thisisthe hour in which | write to you. The others deep, bedrolls on the parlor carpet around Mrs.



Harker's couch, com-icd unless you knew the reason for it. Like on the trail, what name each man
muttersin his deep the others forget come morning. I've been to the window, and through the other
rooms of our suite, threetimessince | came on watch, knowing our friend isstill on the high sees
someplace: 1've seen nothing and yet the air prickles and whispers. There's danger here, closer than the
Doc or hisDoc-old Doc Van Helsing-think or know. | smdll it, like alonghorn smells thunder. Nobody
who hasn't taken a herd through Indian country can know what that'slike.

Whatever it was, it's gone now. And so | writeto you, and think of you, old friend, who does know
what that fedslike, that invisible danger, waiting to strike.

Enclosed with this|etter you'll find my will. Once | thought to bring a gold-haired bride hometo
Caballo Loco, to make awholelot of little Quinceys and 'Laios and Jacks and L ucys to take the place
over; | know that won't happen, now. Patold me | had cousins back in Virginia, though | don't know if
any sur-vived the War any more than my aunts and uncles of Pa'sfamily did. Do what you can to find
them, and if any come out to take up their share of the land, please do what you can to knock some
senseinto their heads, seeing as how you'll be their neigh-bor, on what'll be your haf of the ranch.

Y ou think dark thoughts in the dark of the graveyard watch, out here on the eastern edge of the world.
Oneday | pray I'll takethisletter out of your hands, and laugh, and tear it up. But that day seemsfar
from me now, like adream that | know damn well isn't going to cometrue. By thetime this getsto you,
it'll be over, oneway or the other.

Til that timeit'sHooray for Texas! And tell those lazy sons--of-bitchesin the bunkhouse that their boss
says Hi from the edge of the world.

Your pd,

Quincey Morris

R.M.R.’snotes
18 October
13 rats, 20 spiders, owl, 2 mice

| keep these records from habit, and as a means of reassuring myself that though | choose not to kill
human beings, | amin no danger of Sarvation. My cravings spring from my mind and my blood, not my
flesh.

My mind istill linked, in the hours of my deep, to the Count's. When hisred eyesglareinto my
dreams and his deep hoarse voice demands why | have not yet dain Van Helsing or Godaming, | hear
a0 the sghing lap of waves againgt the Cza-rina Catherine's hull, and sometimes snatches of men's
voicesfrom the deck. "It isthe devil'swind, and the devil'sfog, that driveud" | heard aman cry in
anguish, and athick Scotsvoicereplied, "I' the deil wants usto make Varna so quick, then Dickie
Dondson's nathe oneto say him nay!"



"Cadt it oversde, Captain! Cast that accursed box into the seal Grief only will come of keeping it
aboard!"

And there was a confusion of voices, and the meaty dap of abelaying-pin striking flesh as the sounds
faded into the sea-rush of my dreams.

"He paid Captain Donelson well," whispered Nomie to me later, as we stood in the balmy darkness
across from the Hotel Odessussfront doors, our shoulders touching dightly, watching the windows of
Van Helsing's suite. "As he hasthe men at Galatz, who will take the earth-box ashore and put it on a
barge upriver, to where the Bigtritza River curves below the Borgo Pass where the Castle stands. And he
learned well his own les-son, to travel on a ship crewed with Scots and Frenchmen aswell as Romanians
and Greeks, and to let the crew aone. Com-ing to England on the Demeter in July, he would drink the
blood of the crew. When it arrived, the ship was a ghost-ship, the cap-tain chained dead to the wheel
with acrucifix wound round his hands."

"Hewas lucky hisentire cargo of earth-boxes wasn't con-fiscated by the customs authorities,” |
remarked. "Or sunk in Whitby Harbor, for that matter.”

"He had long been fasting in Transylvania, with the impov-erishment of the countryside. Now he has
had three months, al-most, of hunting in London's dockside dums.”

"Do you gtill defend him, little Norn?* | asked her, smiling, and had she not been pae asbridd satin,
she might have blushed. More gravely, | went on, "Hekilled the crew of the Demeter because he was
greedy. Hewould kill that of the Cza-rina Catherine, anditsCaptain, too, if he thought he could do
s0 and gtill make port safely in Galatz. Y ou know that isso0."

She said with atrace of bitternessin her voice, "I know." We returned our attention to the warm
rectangle of gas-light on the upper floor of the Hotel Odessus, crossed now and then by shadows. When
one came near enough to itscurtain, | pointed them out to her: "Thetall oneis Quincy Morris, that will be
Lord Goddming, who isonly alittle shorter-"

"The handsome one with the golden hair?* She cocked a co-quettish eye at me, the white lace of her
jabot like flowers against the embroidered pink-and-blue of her jacket.

"Minx. The dighter oneisether my own friend Dr. Seward, or your friend Jonathan Harker-and don't
tell meyou didn't find him attractive, my girl .. ."

She laughed like the cold tinkling of slver chimes. "He was very swest, redly. | used to watch him at
the Castle, from the shadows when he couldn't see. Hewould sit at his desk, writing love-lettersto his
fiancée, or scribbling in hisjournd, asif hisvery life depended upon it. | would sometimesdipinjust at
dawn, when he dept, and try to read what he'd written to his Mina. Sometimes he wrote in English,
sometimesin acode | could not understand, but while he wrote, he would sigh and speak her name. The
otherswould laugh at mefor it, and talk about how they would make him forget her, once they could
have their way with him, and about how long they could make him last before he died. That isagame
that vampiresplay.”

She returned her eyesto the window, where Van Helsing's stocky form stood briefly, illuminated from
within as he parted the curtain and looked out to the dark, cobbled Street.

For the second night none of them emerged. When, in the smal cold hours, Nomieand | drifted like
wraithsinto the ho-tel's kitchen quarters at the welcoming behest of avend servant--boy to whom we
threw acoin, we found dl the lights till burning in the avengers suite, and heard the muffled mutter of



Godaming's voice and Seward's asthey played pinochle, and the mingled breathing of deepers.

Nomie left meto hunt. | remained in the corridor, or drifted into one bedroom after the other of the
suite in the form of mist beneath the doors. All the bedrooms were empty, though the beds bore the scent
and impress of those who dept in them a odd hours of daylight.

Our friends were taking no chances. While| was till there, | heard Seward wake Harker, and after
that, there was only the soft scrape of whetstone on knife-blade, until the approach of dawn drove me
from the building and back to my own earth--home.

19 October

When | returned to our hotel a dawn yesterday, | found to my great disquiet that Nomie was ill out.
She was going hunting, she said, on the docks, not a part of the city where any woman should be afoot.

Though vampires do not crumble into dust with the first touch of the sun'srays, or spontaneoudy
combust in daylight, as some penny dreadfuls would have it, once the sunisin the sky and until it vanishes
behind the earth's curve, we are as mortals.

Worse off than mortals, in fact, for mortals may cross running water at their will, or touch such things as
the garlic plant, the wild rose, and the emblems of their faith. Moreover, with the sun'srising | was
crushed by awave of dmaost overwhelming deepiness, and when | emerged from ovur little pensione in
Bachik Street, | found that the morning sunlight made me giddy, and that | could barely see.

Nevertheless| sumbled in the direction of the dark blue sea, visible between the white buildings of the
upper town.

Coming down Nessebur Street, | was passed by a gang of seven or eight Slovak boatmen, rough
arrogant brigands with their baggy white trousers tucked into high boot-tops, who bring loads of timber
down from the Carpathians. They glanced siddlong at me from under long, greasy black hair, and
muttered to one another in their own tongue. Y et asthey passed, | smelled blood upon them, and the
ground-in whiff of Nomie's perfume.

| saw where they'd come from, through alittle gate into the yard behind a shut-up tavern. | ranin, and
looked around: a narrow space between awarehouse and a chandler'syard, filled with debris and
gtinking of privies years untended. For amo-ment, dazzled by the sunlight, | could see nothing but the
shabby fence, the straggling wait-high stands of broomsedge.

Then something moved beside the dilapidated privy sheds. A woman, her gold hair hanging tangled
over the muddied re-mains of her pink jacket, blood dripping from the white hand that she held to her
bruised and swollen face.

“I'll bedl right,” she whispered, as we staggered like two sway-ing drunkards back toward the safety
of our pensione. Searching for her, | had been plagued by the recurring fear that I'd en-counter Dr.



Seward in the streets-though what the man would have been doing down by the shipyards | have no
idea. Now the only thing that burned in my heart was rage. Rage and the desire to kill.

"The men surrounded me, | thought | could get away." Her voice came thick through lips puffed and
discolored. Her hand trembled as she tried to put up her hair again, so that people would not stare so at
us as we made our way back through the town. "Two of them wore crucifixes, and | could not dip past
them. They cdled mewitch, and Austrian whore. It'sdl they thought | was."

| said nothing. | was shaking with fury. "And thenthesuncameup . . ."

We cameinto the pensione by the back door, unseen by the servants who had been well paid to
leave our room gtrictly aone during the day. They'd left water in the ewer, however, and with it | bathed
Nomie's cut face and bruised wrigts. Shefdl adeep theingant | lifted her into her coffin. | dragged mysdlf
over to my own. Opium isnot so black asthe oblivion into which | plunged.

Ryland, she whispered into my dreams. Ryland, thank you. Thank you.

In my dream | reached out and gathered her into my arms. In my dream her face had already hedled,
beautiful and perfect as the young bride the Count had brought to his Castle, over acen-tury ago.

Somewherefar off | could hear the Count shout at her, Fool! Bitch! You will undo usall! | only hed
her tighter, and felt her shakein my grip. Through the sickened dread that radiated from her | could fed,
aso, the bitter grief of dislluson. | would count myself blessed to dwell forever in Hell, she had said
tohimonce, if | could dwell there at your side. When Dracula, in his coffin on-board the Czarina
Catherine, findly released her mind from hisgrip, her soul clung to minein the darkness of our mutua
dreams and wegpt.

With shame that she had loved him once? | wondered. Or with sorrow that the love that once had
upheld her in Un-Death was gone?

Catherine, Catherine, thank God that God spared you the deeper Hells of pain such as thig!

To cheer her through the day, | told her tales of Indiaaswe dept, conjuring for her, like awizard of
dreams, temples domed with pedling gilt and muddy streets aswarm with dusky-skinned men and
women, white cows and coiled pythons as big as fire-hoses, insects bigger than English birds, and the
teeming hot dectricity of life that seemsto radiate from the very ground.

That is where we need to live, my Nornchen, you and I, | told her. We could sup like kings every
night upon men who force their brothers widows into suttee in order to get their property, or who
murder childless brides because they don't want to re-turn the dowries to their families! A
thousand wol ves of the Deccan hills would do our bidding, and we would sleep through the days
in the crypts of demolished temples deep in the jungles, with cobras as our guards.

And would | weave you crowns of flowers, as they do for the gods of that country? she returned,
and | could smdll those flow-ers, like good German roses though theimage | saw in her dream-my
dream-was of fantastic blossomswhose like the waking earth has never seen. Would | play the flute for



you in the jungle twilight, like the White Goddess of some blood-and--thunder romance?

A little later | became aware of MinaHarker's mind, quest-ing to touch that of the Count, in the hold of
that ship that was being driven by the winds he commanded, cloaked in the fogs he had summoned to
blindfold its captain and crew. "What isit that you hear?' asked Van Helsing's deep voice. "What isit
that you smdl?’

And then, more softly, "Friend John, what do you think? Do her teeth remain asthey were, no longer
nor no sharper than they were before?"

And Seward's voice, toneless and careful, "I can see no changein them, nor in her."

Far off it seemed to methat | could see them, likeimages|'d formed up in my mind to cheer my little
Norn: Mrs. Harker ly-ing on the rose plush sofa of the suite's over-decorated parlor, Van Helsing and
Seward on chairs by her head. The others were gone, presumably attending, during the hours of day, to
all those necessary tasks o that they could remain all together through the hours of darkness.

"Nor I, Friend John," Van Helsing replied. "But you must watch her, watch her as adoctor stands
guard upon an ailing child, for thefirst Sgn of change. For if this change commencein her, itisnot only
her soul that isin peril, but she become aweapon in hishand againg usal.”

From there| dipped back into waking, with the soft warm winds of the Black Sea tirring the curtains
of the window. And when Nomie sat up in her coffin, and shook back her golden hair, the bruises|eft by
the Sovak brutes at the harbor were fad-ing, and every cut nearly healed. Every hurt, that is, save the
wound of fear that lay like a shadow deep within her eyes.

20 October

5 mice, 2 Jovaks

21 October
Owl, 3 mice, 1 Sovak

Nomie isteaching methe finer points of the vampire way.

22 October
12 rats, 27 spiders
Searched for the other Slovaks who assaulted Nomie. They seem to be lying low.

Transformation into abat! What an astonishing sensation!

23 October



10 rats, 13 spiders, an enormous cockroach that crawled dazed and stupid from a bale of rugs
from Samarkand. The taste of Oriental spices!

In bat-form flittered at the window of the Odessus Hotel. Go-dalming pacing, Dr. Seward reading or
pretending to read amedica journa, though he did not turn the pages, Morris play-ing patience, and
Harker sharpening hisknife. Mrs. Harker adegp on the sofa, dark hair braided like a schoolgirl's. Van
Helsing rose from his sest beside her and crossed to the window. | flew away at once, knowing that
above al none of them must suspect that the Count has harrying forcesin Varna. | do not think he saw
me, yet he stood for along time at the opening of the curtains, gazing with those sharp blue eyesinto the
dark.

| worry about Nomie, about the way the landlord of the pen-sione and hiswife draw aside from her
and whisper when she and | go up and down the stairs. In my deep | sometimes hear the tread of heavy
bootsin the street below our window, paus-ing for too long, then going on itsway.

Telegram, Rufus Smith, Lloyd's, London, to Lord Godalming care of HAM Vice-Consul, Varna.*
24 October

Czarina Catherine reported thismorning from Dardanelles.



CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

"What could go wrong?" Y oung Goda ming had a voice like an operatic hero's, aHeldentenor, a
Segfried, aRadhames. Drifting as half-demateridized mist in the darkness of the bedroom that was Mina
Harker's by day, Renfield Pictured the Viscount in hismind. Pacing, by the cresk of the floor and the
infinitesma riseand fal of hisvoice. Golden hair tumbled on hisforehead in the lamplight. Black-clothed
asHamlet, holding to the uniform of grief, keeping faith with the girl who had been hiswifein his heart.
"Rostov-the Catherine's owner-never questioned my story that the box may contain something stolen
from me. This should be enough to convince the Captain to let us open it.”

Paper rattled softly, audible only to Renfield's hypernatural senses.
A letter? Money? Did it matter?

He remembered his dreaming visons of laudanum and mad-ness in Rushbrook House, seeing those
two goldenly beautiful young people on the sunlit deck of Godaming'slittle sseam- launch one afternoon
on the Thames. Remembered how he had envied them their joy as much astheir freedom. Recalled the
agony of knowing that Dracula even then had put his mark upon the girl; that their ddlight in the afternoon
lay under shadow of horror.

Without doubt, that magic afternoon on the river was in Go-dalming's mind aswell.

"What could go wrong?' he demanded again, louder, and Renfield could amost see Van Helsing's
shushing gesture aswell as hear the hiss of his breath.

"A thousand thousand things, my friend." Van Helsing's whisper re-enforced Renfield's awareness of
MinaHarker's deep, deeping breath. From her hypnotic deep at sunset she often drifted so into true
dumber, like the Seegping Beauty awaiting her ultimate fate. "It iswhy we watch, and wait."

Did Seeping Beauty dream?

"Can't be much longer now.” Quincey Morrissflat Ameri-can drawl was camly matter-of-fact.
"Wind'sfrom the south. Queer, how it swung around that way so sudden from the east. But it'll drivethe
ship into our arms neset as a grand-right-and--left. Should arrive sometime tomorrow, strong asit's
blowin."

"And wewill bethere" said Goddming, amost gloating, "to greet him."

In hisdeep that afternoon, Renfield, too, had felt the wind shift. At sunst, in the hat-form that still filled
him with ddlight, he had flittered high in the lemon-hued sky to look south toward the forty-mile grait.
Though he saw with avampire's keen sight rather than with abat'sweek little eyes, the hills of Turkey
had been veiled in mists whose white curtains had stretched far out over the sea.

But when Godaming and Morris|eft the suite to go down to the hotel's smoking-room, Van Helsing
murmured, "'l do not likethis, friend John. Thereisafed intheair, asthey say. A fed inmy bones. Like
the old wound who smart when the weather turns, my skeleton say to me, Beware."

They're armed, thought Renfidd, as held thought whenever any of the men departed the suite for the
smoking-room or the lavatories; and as they went out, he heard the minute clink of silver on porcdlain as
each man took from abowl beside the door the rosaries Van Helsing insisted they carry when not in



Minas presence. An agnostic himsalf, Renfield had been both appalled and fascinated, four nights ago,
when held killed thefirst of the Sovak boatmen who'd assaulted Nomie. The man's companion had had
acrucifix around his neck and the energy fromiit, like a searing white heet, had driven Renfield back from
killing him aswell. When the bodies of two others of the band had been dis-covered aday or so later, dl
the rest of them had taken to wear-ing crucifixes, to Renfield's disgust.

Does God indeed protect men who'd beat a young woman for being blonde and
German, if only they wear His sign?

Or is there something else operating here, something | don't understand?

But through the hotel's thick walls he heard other men's voices from the street, hoarse and jeering:
"Vrolok, " oneof them cried, and another, " Stregoica!” And he heard the quick retreat-ing tap of
Nomie's hedls.

Heart cold within him, Renfield dissolved himself more com-pletely into mists, flowed like water ong
the dim-lit hotel cor-ridor and down the stair. He passed Godaming and tall Quincey Morris outsdethe
smoking-room door-Morris looked around sharply, asif at a sound-and gaining the outer door, Renfield
melted into the shape of abat, flew toward the dley where the white blur of boatmen's clothing swamin
the shadows.

They were following Nomie, not very closaly, shouting ob-scenities and calling names. She could nat,
Renfidd knew, dip away from them into another form without reveding that she was, indeed, what they
labeled her, vampire and witch. So she only walked, very sensibly, down the center of the widest Street
she could toward the largest hotel immediately available that wasn't the Odessus, where there wasthe
chance that Jonathan Harker might see her in the lobby. This was the Metropole, some three streets
away. At this hour, closeto onein the morn-ing, the Streets were nearly deserted, the fog that had al
evening wreethed the southern hills creeping in thick over the town. There was no one to stop the mob
fromtrailing only afew steps behind her, gaining courage as they gained numbers from the workingmen's
tavernsthey passed. When she reached the Metro-pole's front steps, they fell back, and Renfield melted
into mists again as the doorman opened the doorsfor her.

"Comein, comein, Madame! Ah, truly they are savagesin this place!”

By his speech the doorman was French. Nomie turned, to look back at the some thirty men gathered
before the hotel, who spat at her and made the two-fingered sgn againgt the evil eye. Renfidld let himself
be seen for amoment, swirling as mist across the steps behind her, to let her know hewas near. The
mob didn't notice him, because of the generd fog of the night: the lights of the hotel's door were blurred
by it, and the sound of the seaat the foot of the esplanade muffled.

"Oh, M'seu,” he heard Nomie gasp asshewent in, "it isonly because | am aGerman, not even an
Audtrian asthey say-"

Shewas 4till shaking when she joined Renfield outside fifteen minutes|ater, and in the form of batsthey
made their way back toward the pensione in Blachik Street. "Y ou have to go back to the Cagtle,” he
sad, when they'd seeped into their own room again in the form of mist. "It will be only amatter of time
before the men from the taverns and the docks find out where you deep, or before our landlady's
husband hears one too many thingsin the tavern and decides we aren't paying him enough to mind his
own busness”

"We can't do that,” whispered Nomie. "Y ou know we can't." Renfield knew. Y esterday, and the day



before, the Count had risen like acloud of darknessinto his dreams, demanding why Van Helsing and

the others till lived. They twist that woman, that traitorous whore, to their wills, with their puny

hypnotism and their canting piety! Fools! Fools and hypocrites, who whine that | have made her
my tool, and all the while use her astheirs! But they will pay.

And that morning, too, in the dark of his coffin, Renfield dreamed again of the dark gloating, the
burning stench of the Count's ddight in the anticipation of hisvengeance.

When they see what | shall make of her, my bride, my slave, and my winepress, then shall their
hearts weep beneath my heel. Even death will to them bring no comfort.

Destroy them! Destroy them all, except for Van Helsing. -Himyou et live, to see their deaths.

Hiswords, histhoughts, crushed Renfield with terror, and it seemed to him that he kndlt again in the
hold of the doomed ship Demeter, confronting that column of shadow, those red, burning eyes.

But in hisdream, thistime, Nomie was with him. Nomie dim and beautiful, sanding at hisside.

Lord, we cannot, she said, and Dracula struck her, with ca-sual violence that threw her back againgt
the dimy dark wall of the ship's bulkhead.

Cannot? You say "cannot” to me?

They never go out alone! protested Renfidd, springing to hisfeet. They are armed, they cannot be
finished off all together. -He broke off with agasp, the grip of Draculas mind on hislike aband of
heated iron crushing his skull. Renfield sank to the deck-boards, the pain of hisown death at Draculas
hands--bones breaking, flesh battered-returning to the redlity of the dream.

You will find a way, said the Count, the voice in Renfield's mind deadly soft. You will find a way, or
it will go the worse with you.

Then he was gone, and far off, deep in shattered deep, Ren-field heard Nomie weep. The morning sun
climbed over the blue--black sparkle of the Black Sea, the strange southerly wind flicked foam from its
waves. Far out over the water, Renfield was con-scious of unseasonal banks of drifting fog, and in the
dark of hisdream, of Mina Harker dreaming about chasing Lucy as she deep-walked down the hals of
the school where they'd met.

Letter, R. M. Renfield to hiswife
25 October
My beloved, my beloved, heisgone!

At noon | felt it, noon being the single period of the daylight hours when we of the vampire kind have
the powersthat the darkness gives us. to change our form, to utilize the strength of our Un-Dead State.



He has closed his mind against Mina Harker's probing, but in so doing, so againgt ud!

Once when he turned away from me | wept, and ranted, and fought like the madman | then was.
Today inmy coffined deep | could dmost have cried like achild with relief. When sunset freed me of the
daylight'sthick thrall, | sat up shivering with dread that it was only adream, but no! For Nomiesat upin
the same moment, her golden hair hanging thick about her shoul-ders, and stared at me with huge eyes.

"Isit true?" she whigpered. And scrambling from our coffins, we clung to each other in the narrow
space between them, not daring to believe.

"I'm taking you back to the Castle," | said, and she shook her head.
"Ryland, you cannot. | cannot. He will know. When he comesthere, he will know. And he will punish.”

"I will return here and ded with the pursuit,” | said firmly. "1 will tel him that because of the Sovaksyou
had become alia-bility, and it isonly amaiter of time before Van Helsing-who spesks Sovak, and like
al men of scienceisanatural-born snoop whose inquisitivenessrivalsthe worst grandmother in the
world-hears of afair-haired German girl whom the boatmen call vrolak, and puts two and two together.
Y ou must go back, little Norn. 1 will cometo you when | can.”

It wasalie, Catherine, and | knew it was alie as the words came out of my mouth. She flung her arms
around me and kissed me like aschoolgirl, and the lie burned me asiif she had pressed a crucifix, or Van
Hesng'sHog, into the living flesh of my heart.

All thisevening | have made preparations, visiting the ship-ping offices of Hapgood Company, in which
asyou recdl | own considerable stock, and under my own name hiring areliable agent, an expatriate
Virginian named Ross who has spent over two decades in this part of theworld. For hisassigtants| hired
two Germans, Berlinerswho don't believein anything. In thisfar corner of Europe, no one had yet heard
of theincarceration or death of one of Hapgood's |eading shareholders, and one of the office clerks, who
had formerly worked in Cacutta, knew mewell by sight. Tomorrow morning we take the 6:30 train to
Veredti, whereit will be possible to hirewagonsto ddliver Nomie, boxed within the coffin of her native
earth, to the Castle Dracula above the Borgo Pass.

For my own coffin the ingtructions were more complex. Hav-ing brought five boxes of earth from
Highgate Cemetery on the Orient Express, | rented space in Hapgood's Varna warehouse to store three
of them until sent for by either myself or by theficti-tious Mr. Marshmire. One earth-box | emptied,
dividing the earth therein into four parts. Three of these | used to line, much more shalowly, boxeslarge
enough to shelter me, which wereto be stored until sent for in Veresti and in Bidtritz, guaranteeing mea
place of shelter near-by the Castle, should | require one. 'The fourth portion of my native earth | loosaly
gtored in afine cotton casing three layersthick, in fact, the emptied bags of three child-sized eiderdowns,
which may be spread out in case of emergency and give me some semblence of re<t, at least for thetime
that remainsto me.

Theremainder of the night, my dearest Catherine, | have spent in drawing up the various legal
documents that will serveto transfer our money, and ownership of our secret accounts, into Nomie's
hands. At sometime in the future she may succeed in breaking free of Draculas hold; the grestest gift |
can offer her, who has been my friend in thisterrible halfway house of Un-Degth, isthe freedom that
money can bring.

For | do not mean to return to her, after | send her on her way from Veresti. Before | can return to
Varna, the Czarina Cather-ine will make port in Gaatz, where the shipping agentswill duly wire news



of her arriva to Lord Godaming, and thither Van Helsing and the others shdl go. | will dowhat | canto
dday pur-suit, lest Nomie suffer punishment for my negligence. Yet | shal make surethat in so doing, |
mest at last the joy of my own end, to be with you, however briefly, before amerciful God releases me
to whatever Eternity He shdl in Hiswisdom choose.

Y et just as poor little Nomie once said she would happily share eternity in Hell with the man sheloved,
sowill I accept it with equanamity, if before | enter its gates | may see you and our lovely Vixie onelast
time

Until then, | am,
Forever, your husband,

RM.R.



CHAPTER TWENTY EIGHT

"What isit that you hear, Madame Mina?'

Under the closed lids, Van Helsing saw the young woman's eyes move, as subjects often did under
hypnosis. Asif they looked around them, seeing who knew what? The soft flesh be-neath the eyes drew
up alittle, the dark brows, fine as the strokes of Japanese penmanship, drew down.

In amore commanding voice, he repested, "What isit that you hear? Tell me.”

Sheturned her head, like afretful child avoiding the medicine--spoon. Harker, knedling at the head of
the sofain the suite's pink-and-gold parlor, gave hiswife's hand a gentle pressure, and glanced up into
Van Hdsangseyes.

"Tdl mewhat you hear, Madame Mina. This| command.” She brought in her breath, let it goinasigh.
Van Helsing leaned forward alittle, to study, without seeming to-without |etting Harker guessthe
direction of his eyes-the teeth set in those colorlessgums.

When shelay dying, struggling againgt the changes that Draculads contaminating blood wrought in her
flesh, Lucy West-enras teeth had lengthened to the sharp canines of the vampire, even before death had
fully claimed her. Remembering that flaxen girl's struggle, Van Helsing could not repress a shiver, nor
could he put aside, or pretend to himsdlf that he did not fed, the traitorous tir in hisloins.

Vile, hethought, shameful and vile. Yet how beautiful Lucy Westenra had been, how exquisite,
the beautty of life mingling with the cold wonder of desth's threshold.

And though her teeth had not yet begun to grow, nor her gumsto shrink back, he thought he saw that
unearthly vampire loveliness reflected now in Mina Harker's too-thin face.

"Water," she whispered. "Rushing waves ... masts cregk-ing." She moved her head again, her hair like
sable velvet againg the pae linen of the sheets and pillowsthey'd brought in, every night, from her
bedroom. Against the dark of her hair, the wax-white of her skin, the round scar |eft by the consecrated
Host on her forehead seemed lividly red, dmost like raw flesh. Y et even that, to hisown disgust, the old
man found deeply eratic.

Dear God, what kind of man am | to look upon her who fights so bravely for her
own soul-and she the wife of a man who loves her like the breath of his lungs!-and to
think such thoughts as this? It had been twenty-five years since his own wife, his own beautiful
Elaine, had disgppeared into the terrible labyrinths of madness, leaving only afrightened, raving creature
who bore little resemblance to the girl he had loved. In thefirst few years he had been driven to the
progtitutes of Amsterdam, but shame had blunted his manhood without in the tiniest de-gree decreasing
hisaching need.

For two decades the life of the mind-and certain disciplines of the flesh-had proved adisiraction. But
like the physician of the Bible, he had never been able to heal himsalf. Nor could he now.

"Sleep now," he said gently, and passed his hand above her face. " Seeep now and dream, and when
you wake, you shal berefresh, and full of hope.”



The morning sunlight thet filled the room, as Quincey Mor-ris parted its curtains, had achilly cast toit,
grayed with the fogs that had for two days drifted over Varnas harbor. Jonathan Harker, haggard till but
curioudy ebullient since word had come, the day before yesterday, that the Czarina Catherine had
been sghted in the Dardandlles, lifted hiswife in hisarms and bore her into their bedroom. Despite the
morning's coolness Morris opened the window, for the parlor smelled of lamp-oil and too many people
deeping onits chairs and floor. John Saw-ard, rumpled and reminding Van Helsing very much of thethin,
earnest young student he'd known in Leyden thirteen years ago, began rolling up the blankets on which
he and the other three men had dept, turn and turn about, for eleven nights now.

In those eleven days, no sign, no whisper of any paid agent of the vampire Count had so much as cast
ashadow on their tracks. But Morriswasright. Van Helsing knew thisin hisbones. It was not thetimeto
take the dightest chance. Seward, Harker, and young Lord Goda ming would al cat-nap during the day,
asVan Helsing did himself, but for them al the main business of the day would be waiting.

Waiting for atelegram from the shipping agent, that would tell them that the Czarina Catherine was
in port.

"It hasto betoday." Godaming emerged from hisroom in afresh jacket and tie, on hisway downgtairs
to the barber's and the baths. Morris, who'd proceeded laconically to his own morning routine of
checking, cleaning, and loading every piece of the considerable arsend they'd brought from London, only
glanced up at hisfriend and scratched a corner of hislong mus-tache.

Seward remarked, "I'm alittle surprised it's taking thislong. They may have had to lay by because of
thefog. Y ou go on ahead, Art. | shall join you inamoment.” His brown glance touched Van Helsing's as
he gathered up the bedding. Van Hel-sing rose, and followed him to the door of Minasroom, as Harker
cameout.

"Shel's deeping well," the young solicitor said. "Better | think than she hasin sometime. Her color's
better, too, don't you think?"

Van Helsing replied softly, "Even s0." The curtains of the bedroom were drawn; he could see the young
schoolmistress deeping in the gloom, dark braids laid gently on either Side of her face.

Was she more beautiful than she had been yesterday? Pinker and hedlthier-looking, as Lucy had
become when the vampire death stole over her? Harker hadn't seen hiswife's dear friend succumb to
Draculas curse: he would not know what her live-lier demeanor, her brighter spirits yesterday might
mean. Van Helsing was conscious of the young man's dark gaze resting on hisface, questioning, before
Harker turned away.

But Seward knew. And Seward was watching him, too, as he looked at Mrs. Harker in the bedroom's
dusk.

How can you think such thought as this? he asked himsdf again, hating what he felt. Hating the
image that seemed to burnitsdf into hisbrain, of kissing those vampire lips, of holding that coldly perfect
fleshin crushing embrace againg hisown. This woman, so clever and so logical and so good in her
heart, sheisfighting for her own soul, and for her husband's happiness and perhaps his very life
aswaell, for it is certain that if she die, he will not leave her long alonein her grave.

Y et the flesh, like the heart, has reasons of its own, of which the reason knows nothing and caresless.

And as he saw the unearthly beauty of the vampire make itsfirst inroads on that lively, lovely woman,
that kind-hearted per-son whom he had come to love as a daughter, he felt the insane whisper of lust



chew at theinner corners of hisbrain.

Before they had left London, MinaHarker had made them read over her the Service for the Dead.
Had made each man swesar that before they would let her become vampire, they would stake her through
the heart and cut off her head, as they had done with Lucy, and this oath Van Helsing knew he would
force himsalf to honor, out of the love he bore her. The most he could do for her was that, and to
dissemble his private madness so that she would continue to trust him as afriend. They werelike aband
of brothersto her, among whom she could deep without a second thought; her only comfort, Van
Helsing knew, in atime when she must have been living in anightmare of hard--hidden terror.

Hewould die himself rather than take that comfort, that trust, away.

Y et when he lay down to deep later that morning, it was of the vampire-Mina, the voluptuous smiling
demon-Mina, that he dreamed.

Dr. Seward's Diary*
27 October

No news yet of the ship wewait for ...

"Mrs. Marshmire will meet you a Bidtritz," explained Renfield, asin the pre-dawn cold he, the
shipping-agent Ross, and the hired drivers checked the harness and wagon for itsjourney up to the
Borgo Pass. " She has made her own arrangementsto get there, and you will find rooms for you and your
men at the Golden Krone Hotdl. Sheisgoing hometo her family there to rest, and to recover alittle of
the tenor of her mind. Please bear with her fancies, and indulge them so far asyou're able. | assure you,
they are only fancies, and nothing of a serious nature. But it will disturb her very much if her will is
crossed.”

The dender, graying Virginian smiled reminiscently. "I did have an aunt that took it in her head that my
daddy's roses were the re-born souls of the knights and ladies of Camelot,” he re-marked. "When | was
about five, shetook me out and intro-duced meto Sir Galahad and Sir Bors and Morgan le Fay, and
told me all kinds of tales about their deeds on Earth before they became rose-bushes. It was kind of
swest, redly.”

Renfield smiled. Such conduct would hardly have raised an eyebrow at Rushbrook. "Exactly,” he said.
"I am glad and grateful that you understand.” He gave the man fifty pounds for expenses, having the head
shipping-agent's assurance that in more than twenty years Ross's accounts had never showed so much as
apenny's discrepancy; he had learned, in nearly twenty yearsin the Indiatrade, to read men well.



"Please bear in mind," he added, "that thisis a strange coun-try, and Mrs. Marshmire comes from a
very old family that is both eccentric and alittle dangerous. In particular watch out for her asters, should
you encounter them. My wifewill do dl she can to assure your safety, once you get among the Szgany
gyp-sesthat owe them aliegence, but | need hardly tell you to watch your backs and not take any
foolishrisks."

"Won't bethefirg time I've been up the country in these parts,” replied the Virginian, unperturbed. He
pulled closer about him the sheepskin coat he wore, for once away from the warmth of the Black Seathe
ar had grown steadily colder, and the mountains before them were thick with clouds that smelled of
snow. "And I'll do my possible to make sure it won't be thelast. Thanksfor your honesty with me, Sir.”

Not precisely honesty, reflected Renfield, watching the lights of the wagon dwindleinto theicy iron
twilight of the road out of town. But how many battles would you have ridden into, during your
Sate'srebellion against the Federals, had your Gen-eral Lee been completely honest with you
about the politics, bribery, and power-struggles that led up to the war?

He turned his steps, not back into the yard of the modest inn where they'd spent the night, but toward
the railway gtation, from which the train would leave for Galatz sometime before noon if he were lucky.
He ached dl over, from days without rest, pretending to be morta and human for Ross's benefit and
living only for the time when he could seep as mist through the holesin his coffin in the baggage-car, and
rest in hisnative earth.

The thought that he was helpless, through the two days rat-tling journey from Varna, had filled him with
dread and had in-creased his hunger five-fold. A dozen times he'd had to leave the compartment lest the
craving for blood overcome him and he a-tack Ross or the two hired drivers. Through the night, lying in
his earth-box, he had whispered to Nomie as she lay awake in hers, reassuring her and being reassured.
It was good beyond measure not to be aone.

A look at theroadsin this part of the world, glimpsed through the train windows during those two
endless days playing cards with his hirelings, had demonstrated to Renfield at |east why the Count had
chosen to be conveyed back to his Castle by water in-stead of by land. Once past Bucharest and into
the rising hinter-lands, the roads deteriorated sharply, sometimes to little more than muddy tracks, and as
the land rose toward the Carpathi-ans, the trackless forest crowded in many places down to the road's
edge.

On running water, the Count might be helpless, reflected Ren-field, as he dipped into the open
baggage-shed past the dozing guard, but there were fewer robbers on the water, and the direc tion of
their attack was perforce more controlled. Having jour-neyed now so far from his native earth, hefelt a
deep and intense sympathy for the Count's obsessive precautions. Only the knowl-edge that his
henchmen were skeptics-American and German-had given him the confidence to travel with them.
Sovakswho'd grown up believing in vampires, or Englishmen who'd had their existence unarguably
demonstrated to them, might have spotted him for one at once. And in daylight he was helpless.

Asit was, hefound it difficult to melt into migts, to flow into the earth-box labeled, R.M.
RENFIELD-HAPGOOD'S-VARNA. Ex-haustion seemed to have turned hisUn-Dead flesh to
lead. He cast alonging eye at the snoring guard, but knew it was too dan-gerous. Veresti was asmdl
enough town that those who found an exsanguinated corpse would have no doubt in which direc-tion to
look for thekiller. A box full of earth with small holesin itslid would be thefirst they'd open.

Nomie, thought Renfield, as he seeped findly through into the comforting darkness, Nomie be safe!



For amoment their minds touched, like hands questing for comfort in darkness. He saw her before
him, in dreaming as she had looked in life, a sweet dender golden child in the flowing gauzes and striped
satin jacket of that most graceful of erasinwhich shed lived.

And in the distance, asif through her eyes, he saw the Cas-tle Dracula, brooding haf-ruined on the
shoulder of cliff above the Borgo Pass. But it was shelter and safety to her, no matter what memoriesit
held or what future; and there she could rest. In hismind he sang to her Wotan's song from Das
Rheingold, the most beautiful piece of music Wagner ever wrote. The most beautiful, in its soul-deep
soaring peace, of al the music of the earth:

"The evening beams

O f the sun's eye sumptuoudly gild
Thosewalls! ...

Near is night;

From envy and grudge

It shelters us now.

| greet this place!

Secure against horror and fear.
Come with me, Lady:

In Valhalla dwell with me. "

Be safe, my child, my friend, hethought. I have done for you what | can.

R.M.R.'snotes

Train, Veresti to Galatz

28 October

4 chickens

What athing it isto travel on acountry train! There remain only two thingsleft for meto do.

With luck, Van Helsing and his companionswill still bein Galatz when | arrive, depending on how well



the Count has cov-ered histracks. Money can buy silence, if one knows where to shop. But | suspect
that Dracula does not.

The Count isaboyar, anobleman, like the great princes of Indiawhom for twenty years| watched
quite ordinary British middiemen bilk daily. Hisapproach is, like theirs, asmple one: sword in one hand,
alarge pile of gold in the other. And no idea about how to finesse abelievable story or which strings of
influ-enceto pull.

Godaming isrich. Quincey Morrisisrich. Any silence the Count can buy, they can undoubtedly
purchaseretall at avery smal mark-up. Van Helsing speaks enough Russian and Ro manian that they can
probably hire whatever vehiclesthey need for pursuit. If they guess, or are informed, thiswill probably be
avess of some kind to pursue up-river with possibly outriders following aong the shore. At aguess,
they shall leave one of their number in Galatz with Mrs. Harker, and that one probably Seward, whois
less accustomed to rough-and-tumble work than Morris. Harker has at |east been to Castle Dracula, and
his ex-perience might be of valueif they get that close to the Borgo Pass; besides, | cannot see him letting
himsdlf be done out of thekill.

A pity, for | like Seward and trust him. Nevertheless, Go-ddming, Morris, and Van Helsing dl met me
at the asylum--what along time ago that seems! "They will recognize me, and Van Helsing will certainly
understand my request.

But | smile at my own foolishness even as| write these words. With Goda ming and Harker of the
party, | won't even be put to the momentary embarassment of explaining mysdf. They will daughter mea
Sght.

What a deep sense of happinessthat anticipation brings me, as| settle for deep, astranger in astrange
land, in the comfort of my native earth!



CHAPTER TWENTY -NINE

Jonathan Harker's Journal*
30 October-night

I amwriting thisin the light from the furnace door of the seam-launch: Lord Godaming isfiring up. His
isan experienced hand at the work, as he has had for years alaunch of hisown on the Thames...
Regarding our plans, wefinally decided that Minas guess was correct, and that if any waterway was
chosen for the Count's escape back to his castle, the Sereth, and then the Bidtriziaat itsjunction, would
betheone...

Lord Godalming tellsmeto deep for nwhile, asit isenough for the present for one to be on watch. But
| cannot deep-how can | with the terrible danger hanging over my darling ... My only comfort isthat we
areinthe handsof God ...

We seem to be drifting into unknown places and unknown ways, into awhole world of dark and
dreadful things. Godam+-ing is shutting the furnace door.

"Not what you'd call apromising lot." Seward surveyed the Six horses assembled in the livery stable
yard. The best the town has to offer, the stableman had assured Quincey, and if that wereindeed the
case, Seward reflected, his heart bled for anyone in Varnawho wanted to get anywherein ahurry or in

any kind of gtyle.

"Y ou by any chance referrin’ to them banditos we just en-listed?' Quincey gestured with an
eyebrow-he was the only man Seward had ever seen who could do such a thing-to the two Romanian
groomsthe Vice Consul's chief clerk had recom-mended to Godaming on the strength of the fact that
one of them, Chernak, alegedly spoke English and the other, Nagy, dlegedly spoke what was dleged to
be French, though you couldn't prove it by Seward.

And Seward had to admit that the scrubby, shaggy, under-sized horses did have adightly more
wholesome aspect than the men.

Thethought of trugting hislifeto ether group made him queasy.

Still, he went over to the two grooms and explained-with the stableman's questionable hel p---what he
wanted of them: ride fast, rest seldom, change saddles when necessary to the remounts who'd carry the
provisions. The expressions on their faces were hugely reminiscent of that worn by Mary the parlor-maid
a Rush-brook House when she was in the process of hopelesdy mis-understanding his instructions about
rotating household linens or setting the table when Sir Ambrose Poole came for Sunday tea. The
recollection filled Seward with a curious sense of degp isolation, asif the Superintendant of Rushbrook
House, who'd conscientioudy recorded entries concerning every patient in his daily phonographic log and
who'd dedlt patiently with the Hen-nesseys and Lady Broughs and Ambrose Pooles of the world, were



someone e se entirely from the man who stood here now in the stable yard of a Black Seatown, trying to
hire servitorsin grammar-school French for--

For what?

For the pursuit of amonstrosity that the Superintendant of Rushbrook House, back in August, would
never have be-lievedin.

For the vengeance he would wreak, on the thing that had first dishonored poor beautiful Lucy, and then
had taken her life. And after that vengeance, what?

"Voars cornprenez?" he asked, and Chernak and Nagy re-garded him with blank and total
incomprehension before they both nodded vigoroudly.

I've come four and a half months and over a thousand miles and | feel like I’ m back where | was
explaining about getting supper on the table on time.

Which it wasn't, of course.

Renfield, he thought, as the two grooms turned away and went to gather their own bedrollsfrom the
corner of the courtyard. Supper didn't get on the table because Renfield es-caped.

Asif the name were atrigger to some obscureirritation of his nerves, for an instant a sense of horrified
enlightenment flooded into his heart-Dear God, Renfield!-and then blurred away a-most immediately
into the cloudy sensation of adream.

| dreamed about Renfield, he thought, hismind groping a what fdt like an dmost papable barrier of
oblivion. Dreamed about him on the train. Well-dressed, well-groomed, soft-spoken, sane.

Hesaid ... He said ...

"They understand?' Quincey loomed up out of dark and torchlight beside him. Thelight of the wasting
moon wickered through the breaking clouds, and though it was only alittle af-ter suppertime, it felt |ater.

Seward sighed. "Not asolitary thing.”

The Texan it a stream of tobacco-juice into the moist muck of gravel and hay underfoot. "Can't be
worse than the Hakkas we hired in Singapore, and that worked out al right.”

Looking up into histall friend'sface, Seward felt again that great sense of distance, not from Quincey
himsdlf-that friend with whom he'd traveled three-quarters of the way around the world-but from
Quincey's thoughts and heart. It occurred to him that since the horrible afternoon in Hampstead
Ceme-tery, when they'd driven a stake through Lucy's heart, when they'd cut off her head and stuffed her
mouth with garlic asif they were superdtitious savages and she someritual beast, neither he, nor Art, nor
Quincey had spoken one word to one another of what they'd done, or what they'd felt. All the way
across the Channel and across the continent of Europe, Art had lapsed again and again into terrible
slences, staring out the windows of trains or hotel s struggling againgt tears, hand over his mouth and the
muscles standing out on histemples with the tenson of hisjaws. At such times Seward, or Quincey,
would sometimes drop a hand to his shoulder, or grip hisarm in passing.

Quincey's sllence was something different.



"Do you ever wonder," Seward asked him now, as they walked to the corner where the saddles and
bedrolls were heaped, "if it could have been different? If Lucy had accepted my offer, or yours, instead
of Art's?If sheld stayed in London last summer. .."

"Or goneto Americawith me?" Quincey's gray eyes seemed dark in the torchlight, shadowed under
the long sun-bleached brows, empty and infinitely tired. "Jack, thereis not aday that it doesn't occupy
the whole of my thought, from my waking un-til the moment deep takes me. Had | known what was
coming for her, | think I'd have carried her off likethe villain in aplay, and risked her mother shooting me
dead. But | didn't. And you didn't. And maybeif sheld married you or married me or stayed in London
or goneto the Moon, it would have been the same anyhow, like the philosophers say. And if it wasn't
you and me standing here on the back-doorstep of the civilized world, it'd be two other guys avenging
the death of some other gal, with just as much paininvolved dl around. And in any caseit makesno
difference”

He spit another line of tobacco, and picked up a saddle-a horrible Russian cavalry cast-off, stiff asa
plank and entangled in a granny-knot of snarled straps. "From the time Miss West-enra said she would
not have me, there was nothing for me, ex-cept her friendship, and yours, and Art's. It was that friendship
that kept mein England, and that friendship that's drawn me here. Live or die, it does not matter to me
anymore, for those two states are now to me exactly the same. Now let's get these fucken’ crow-baits
saddled, and get on the road while therés still aMoon in the sky."

R.M.R.’s notes
31 October
2 chickens, 3rats, Romanian pimp, 17 spiders

Still no contact of the Count's mind upon my own. Nor can | sense him reaching out to Nomie. At
sunset last night | was aware of Van Helsing speaking to Mrs. Harker in hypnotic trance, but with the
Count's self-imposed i sol ation these impres-sions have become so attenuated that it isonly by deep
medita-tion that | can detect them at dl, and at sunrise | was able to sense nothing. | do not know
whether thisis because of Drac-ulas defense againgt this probing, or because Van Helsing and hisfriends
have guessed the direction of hisflight and have set off in pursuit, leaving Mrs. Harker guarded in Galaiz.

000

Letter, R. M. Renfield to his wife

Galatz, Romania

At the mouths of the Danube



31 October
My beloved Catherine,

Peaseforgive my negligenceinwriting lately; | blame the dif-ficult conditions under which | have
traveled. Nor do they ap-pear likely to become easier, but | shall writewhen | can. | count, as ever, on
your dways-warm understanding.

Thetrain from Veresti reached Gaatz shortly after noon, af-ter the usua maddening delaystypica of
this part of theworld. | waked after an admittedly uneasy deep in the hushed stillness of the goods shed,
just a sunset. | went a once to the offices of Hapgood's and found the agents there still talking about the
bru-tal murder of one of the contractors who hire crews of Slovak boatmen, an event which has thrown
the whole riverfront com-munity into supergtitious panic, though the man himsdf was gp-parently no
socid loss,

With only minimal inquiries| was able to ascertain that the Count had come ashore on the 28th, hired a
large, open barge with adouble crew through this contractor, Skinsky, and de parted before dawn
yesterday. That same day Van Helsing and hisfriends arrived, and by sunset had hired a sieam-launch,
pur-chased six horses and appropriate gear (for the roads become extremely problematicd aslittle as
thirty miles upriver), and hired two grooms, evidently meaning to travel fast.

This brought me, unfortunately, face-to-face with some of the more practica drawbacks of the vampire
gate. Now in my heart | can seeyou and Vixie smile, for you have surdly been waiting for meto redize
that this very complication would arise.

| understand from Nomie that the Count, with his vast abil-ities to dominate the minds of beasts aswell
as of madmen like mysdlf, is able to exert mastery over horsesto the extent that heis able-for short
distances, and during the hours of darkness when his powers are acute-to actualy ride them. Helong ago
fell out of the habit of doing so, however, for the poor beasts did not bear him willingly, and would
tremble and swest so terribly asto cause comment among every man who saw them, and him. For
myself, however, it isasmuch as| can do to harnessthem, and their fear at the scent of apredator is
such that they are dif-ficult to manage, and, | fear, arelike to exhaust themsdvesin avery few miles.

| purchased asmall caléche and team of those scrubby little horses one findsin this part of theworld,
barely larger than ponies, and a pare team in case | should not find a posting- house farther up theriver.
At the recommendeation of the Hap-good shipping agents, | hired a French-speaking Negro named
Sdaman as adriver, and frequenting the riverfront taverns dur-ing the early portion of the evening, |
found a Suitably brutish and violent Romanian whose murder would cause me no qualms and whose
disappearance would not result in questions or pur-suit. | sensed then-and fed till more strongly
now--that | will need al the strength and power that | can achieve.

When | was a child, | spake as a child, | reasoned as a child, saysthe Apostle, but
when | became a man | put away childish things. Inmy madness| consumed dl lifeinthe
illusory pursuit of exactly those thingsthat, in the vampire state, the blood and the life give unto me; but
now | am not mad. | would liketo say that | derive no pleasure from the drinking of human life, but oh,
Catherine, oh my beloved, that would be alie. Itisaplea-sure | will be glad to put by in the eterna deep
of death, but it isonethat | can no more deny than | could deny the rages of my madness.

| am writing thisin the back room of alittle tavern near the waterfront, where Sdlaman isto meet me as
soon asthereis enough dawnlight to drive. | have my roll of earth-imbued bed ding, and hope that | will
be ableto get at least alittle rest dur-ing the daylight hours. Y et deep isnot for me, for | must watch the



river, and theroad, for my master's enemies-and my own ddliverers. Moreover, | must watch for the
robberswho hear everything that goes on in the rough world of the river-traffic with the hinterlands, who
will know that an Englishman istrav-eling with money and horses and only asingle servant. In the hours
of daylight I will be only asaman, and less strong than aliving man in my own defense.

No wonder the Countess Elizabeth wanted a better servant than that incompetent poet Gelhorn, to
defend her and her sster-wivesin their journey to London! | can only assume that he lasted no longer
than their arrival a Castle Dracula; | cannot imagine she would have found in him the materid to create
an-other vampire servant.

And there, but for my little Nomiesfriendship, go .

Hereis Sdaman, framed in the doorway in ahdo of chill river-fog.
My beloved, | remain,

Ever and forever, Y our husband,

R. M. Renfield

Letter, R. M. Renfield to his wife

The banks of the River Sereth, below Fundu
1 November

My beloved,

We have journeyed through the day and through the night, and still | have no sight of Van Helsing and
his company. | have, however, found signs of their horses, and the occasional marks of acamp. They
seem to be taking amore inland route where possible, following narrower trailsthat climb therolling
shoul-ders of the hills through which the river winds itsway down from the mountains, the better to see
ahead dong theriver itsdf.

Inthe calécheit is not possible to do this, owing to the steep-ness and broken nature of the ground.
Thuswe can only press on night and day. Only once did robbers-Szgany gyps es-attempt to molest us.
Fortunately the time was dusk, and | was able to dip from the coach asamist, and fal upon them from
behind in the form of awolf. They fled dmost before the confrontation had begun. | reassured Salaman,
who had thought me adeep in the cal éche the whole of thetime, and took the opportunity to hunt in the
woodsin the form of abat, and to take advantage of the presence of bonafide evildoersto refresh my
drength.

Would that | could o refresh the strength of the horses, and of my servant. Heisasmall man of
Sudanese extraction, adave for many yearsfirs in Arabiaand then in Congtantinople. He did not
mention the wolf and may not have seen mein that form, but he has become silent since then, and
watches me from the corner of his eye. He has taken to wearing about his neck a taviz, thesilver



tube-shaped amulet in which averse of the Holy Koran is sedled. | find the painful radience that
emanates from it to be the same as that which imbuesthe crucifixes of the Chris-tians. | long to know
whether such an amulet would protect an Unbeliever, or acrucifix to guard a good Mohammedan or
Hin-doo, but know not who | could ask.

The Count himsdlf, perhaps?

Aswe gpproach the mountains, the cold degpens, and at night the air smells of snow. Tonight when
darknessfdls, | shdl ascend as high as possiblein the form of abat, and seeif | can a least glimpsethe
red glimmer of the steam-launch’'s smoke-stack ahead of me on theriver in the blackness.

If the saved can pray for the damned, pray for me, my beloved.
Forever, your husband,

R. M. Renfidd

Jonathan Harker's Journal*
1 November--evening

No newsal day; we have found nothing of the kind we seek. We have now passed into the Bidtritza...
We have overhauled every boat, big and little ... Some of the Sovakstell usthat abig boat passed them,
going a more than the usual speed as she had a double crew on board ...

Dr. Seward's Diary*
2 November

Three days on the road. No news, and no time to writeit if there had been ...

Letter, R M. Renfield to hiswife

2 November



My beloved Catherine, My adored Vixie,

Thisisgood-by. Intheform of abat | have seen Lord Go-daming's steam-launch upon theriver, going
much more dowly now owing to the narrowness of the Bigtritzawhere it flows down out of the
Carpathians, and the many rapids that result from theriver's greater fdl. Likewise asthe mountains close
in around the river and the valley sdes steepen and draw near, it isno longer possible for Quincey Morris
and his party to range over so much countryside. They must be on the river road some ten miles ahead of
me. | will overtake both boat and riders to-morrow.

Thenight isvery cold, the mountainsthat rise up on al sdes of usthickly wreathed in snow-clouds.
Theroadisinsuchill re-pair, washed-out and undermined by repeated winter rains and floods, that a
carriage cannot proceed farther in any case. | have paid Sdaman off, and sent him away with the caeche
and horses. He did not ask what | intend to do aonein this wilder-nessin the darkness before morning,
but looked at me strangely when | said, "Go with Allah, my friend.”

| am aone, as| have not been sincel lay dead in Highgate Cemetery; since | knelt in such peace at
your Sde.

Tomorrow night, inthe form of abat, | will overtake Lord Goda ming's steam-launch, and will follow it
until the hour when the tide turns, when it will be possible for meto go aboard. | know not how much
crew they have, if any, nor ex-actly how long | will have before the tide's ebb in the distant ocean traps
me aboard.

If the crew issmall, it will be the work of momentsto disable the pump that supplies water to the
boilersand, if possible, to open the drains on the boilers themsalves. | doubt, with Go-dalming's careful
operation of the launch, that the boilerswill remain untended so long asto explode, but they will certainly
be damaged by being run dry for even ashort length of time.

Then even the Count cannot punish Nomie, for deserting her task.

And that done, | shdl befree. In what remains of the night | will seek out the shore-party of riders,
show myself to them, and ask them what | asked Dr. Seward as we rode the Orient Ex-press. for the
quietus of death.

When the Count reaches his Castle, he will send out hiscall to meagain, andif | il exist, | will have
no choice but to go. To live as his servant aways-to endure the company of the frightful Countess, the
savage Sarike-surely even Hell cannot be moreterrible.

And so my beloved ones, good-by. | shall, | hope, see you soon, if only briefly, but it will he agrest
comfort to me to know that you and | are at least on the same side of the great Vel that separatesthe
living from the dead, and from the Un-Dead. | will missmy dear friend Nomie, and pray-if the damned
can pray in Hell-for her eventual release.

Whatever happens tomorrow night, please know that through-out, my thoughts are only of you. When
| die, it will bewith your nameson my lips.

With dl my love, forever,
R. M. Renfidd



CHAPTER THIRTY

Renfield wondered, at various times during the following day, if the curiousinability to enter any
dwelling uninvited extended to boats, and if so, what he was to do about that. As he trotted along
through the woods with the steedy |ope of awolf-for it wasin theform of awolf that he ran-he glimpsed,
down on the road, the tight band of a haf-dozen horses, and what he thought were two men. But he
could not see clearly in the brightness of the daylight, and dared not stop.

There would be time, he thought, to return to them, in the dark of the night.

When they'd skirted the town of Fundu, where the Bigtritza River ran into the Sereth, it had looked to
him sufficiently large and modern to support a coa-yard. Goda ming would have stocked up there.
Perhaps, Renfield reflected, he could have hired river-pirates there to attack the launch, but he doubted
it. He didn't speak Sovak, for one thing, and for another, the rough back-country men who comprised
the population of both boatmen and river-pirates seemed to have awary ingtinct for the supernatural.

This was something, he thought, that he'd have to do done. For many nights now held timed the length
of that sensation of power, of heightened strength, that came at the turning of the far-off tide, just as,
during his days of enforced wakefulness on the way up to Veresti with Nomie in her earth-box, hed
timed the period of hisability to change his shape a noon. Part of Draculas skill, Nomie had told him
once, was Smply his expe-rience. He knew to the split instant when the tide would turn, and was ready
for it; could fed the dawn coming with the ex-actness of a chronometer, and was poised to attack or
retreat when the final diver of sunlight vanished behind the shadow of the earth.

Stll, for anovice vampire, Renfield didn't fed hedid at dl badly. He overtook the launch shortly after
sunset, trotting through the underbrush of the bank as the darkness thickened on the water. Icy wind
flowed down from the mountains, and the men on the few barges that he passed wore shegpskin coats
and hats of walf or rabbit fur. The road here was little more than a tow-path, and a badly eroded one at
that. Here on the higher river the current was stronger, and the launch's engines labored, though Renfield
could see shewas running &t full steam. Now and then a soot-black figure would emerge from the
engine-room; in the ruddy glare from the door Renfield saw the young, clerkish face beneath hair growing
rapidly aswhite asan old man's.

Jonathan Harker.

And if heisstoking, isit likely there will be a hired crew? Wolf-Renfield watched, and for along
timesaw nooned<se.

Then Godaming appeared, from thetiny cabin that was dl the shelter on the launch's deck, roughly
clothed in abargee's heavy jersey with aknitted cap over hisgolden hair. He looked dirtv and rumpled,
and given the smal size of the launch, Renfield's suspicion was confirmed. There were only the two of
them.

Van Helsing must be ashore then, with Morris.

Hefdt it, theingant the tide began to turn. The launch had overtaken asmdl barge hauling iron, cloth,
sdt, and other goods up-river toward the settlements of the foothills; Godaming turned the bright eectric
searchlight on them, while Harker minded thetiller. The glare of the searchlight showed the big Romanian
flag prominently displayed on the launch's jackstaff. Renfield wondered whom Goda ming had paid for



that, and how much.

Mist dready lay ontheriver, so it wasthe easest thing in theworld to dipintoit, and so across.
Renfield didn't resume his human form until hewasin the cramped dark of the engine room. Hed been
aboard a hundred such little steamers on the Hooghly and the Ganges, and found the pump without
diffi-culty, at the far end of the battery of cylindrica black boilers. With ascrewdriver from the neetly
stowed repair kit, he ripped and shredded the leather drive-belt nearly through, then opened the cocks
on half adozen of the bailers, to let the water drain away.

In the dark of the engine-hold it might be hours before any problem was detected.

Asmigt, he flowed up onto the deck. The little Romanian barge was disappearing behind them in the
freezing darkness. Godalming said, "We can't have taken the wrong way! If the Count continued up the
Sereth instead of coming thisway, helll add fifty or sixty milesto the overland part of hisjourney. In
country like this, and weather like this, that could be the better part of aweek!"

"He can command the weether," replied Harker quietly. "And to some extent, he can command men.
But Minaw-asright. Though he's paradlyzed on running water, it's il the safest way for him to travel.”
His hand stroked the hilt of the huge knife at his belt.

Get closer to him! urged Renfield frantically. Thetwo men stood six or eight feet apart, Godaming at
the prow beside the dectric searchlight, Harker amidships at the whedl. Get closer and | can take you
both!

Neither moved; the moments of freedom and mobility were diding away. Stay in the hopes of being
able to strike both and run the launch aground, or flee to avoid being trapped ....

His nerve broke. For an awful moment he thought held waited too long asit was, that he wouldn't be
ableto leave the boat: couldn't summon the will, the physical ability, to crossthe weter.

If they find me aboard, they'll know the engines have been tampered with.
Nomie will be the one to suffer for it, if I cannot kill them both almost at once.

If I throw myself into theriver, | suppose | can wade out in twelve hours when the tide turns
again ...

He flung himsdlf forward, with a sensation of icy tearing, of bitter cold somewherein hischest. Then his
flittering bat-wings bore him up, and he flopped, trembling, onto the river-bank.

With agreat doshing of her screws, the steam-launch churned on toward the next set of rapids.
Renfield sat up in the wet weeds, chilled and exhausted from his daylong trot, wanting only rest and
knowing there would be nonefor him, for he had Ieft his earthen bed-rall far behind.

But he had succeeded, he thought. He had accomplished what the Count had ordered him and Nomie
to accomplish--thefirgt time the launch tried to climb rapids, she'd tear her en-gine to pieces. Now, in the
few days a most that remained before the Count reached out to summon him to service once again, he
was free, to seek what doom he could.

Drawing a deep breath, Renfield shifted that portion of his consciousness that controlled his shape, and
fet himsdf mdt again into the guise of awolf. With luck, he thought, he'd be dead-truly dead-by morning.



Though it was after midnight, the shore party was gill on the move, some ten miles behind the barge.
Wolf-Renfield heard and smelled the horses before they came into sight in the broken and heavily
wooded country of the banks; smelled Quincey Morriss chewing-tobacco and the more bitter stench of
cigarettes. The scents of the night, the attenuated moonlight flickering on the water, were wildly
exhilarating, and he found himsalf wonder-ing if he could kill both men before he remembered that there
was no longer any need for him to do so.

Hewasfree. The night was his. Hissingle dread was that the Count would fed himsdlf safe enough to
re-establish contact and control before Renfield could hail hisddliverers.

He saw them now, from the shelter of the woods above the road. Six horses, two men, riding as swiftly
as the dim moon-light would permit. The moon would set soon, and as bad asthe road was, Renfield
guessed they'd camp. Quincey Morris hadn't ridden the American cattle-trailsfor aslong as he had
without learning how easy it wasto break a horse'sleg in the darkness. A little to Renfield's surprise, he
saw that the other rider was Dr. Seward, not VVan Helsing as he had supposed.

Which can't be right, hethought, darm-bellsringingin hismind. Any o f the men could have been
left back in Galatz to guard Mrs. Harker. The logical guard is Seward: Harker knows the ground
around Castle Dracula, Godalming can pilot the launch, Morrisisthe best rider and shot. They
are the Rooks and the Knights ... and they send a Pawn out, to do the work o f the Queen-piece
that the Persians call the Vizier?

Where is Van Helsing? Were they really so foolish as to leave Mrs. Harker alone, or under the
guard o f hired help?

The horseswould react to the smell of awaolf, the men, to the Sight of abat fluttering long in their
wake. Asmigt, Renfield flowed down close to the river-bank, drifting and curling between water and
road, listening for the voices of the men. Both were dog-tired, for they had been riding, Renfield guessed,
amost steadily for three days, most of it without benefit of groomsto do the added work of looking after
sx horses. Once Morriss horse-a scrubby little Hungarian beast who looked ridicu-loudly tiny benegath
the Texan's Sx-feet-plus height-shied, and that soft Texas voice drawled, "Don't you go jigger on me,
you dab-sded vinigaroon, | been scrapped with by real two-dollar Mexican plugsand you aint evenin
it," and Seward made aghost of achuckle. But neither man spoke to the other until the crescent moon
sank into the cloud-banks above the mountains.

"That'sit." Morrisdrew rein. "Damn blast it to fucken’ hell. How they look?"

Seward dismounted, kindled alantern that had been tied to the back of hissaddle. "They seem dl
right." He moved among the other horses, feding legs and withers. "I don't like this cold, though, nor the
amd| of thewind."

"Too damn much like Siberia. Or Montana." Morris kindled alantern of hisown, led hismount to a
spot sheltered by rocks from the wind, and proceeded to cut and yank at the weeds and brush, to clear a
gpot for afire. "Van Helsing and Mrs. Harker'll be higher up than we by thistime, and God knows what
the road'slike up Borgo Pess, thistime of year. All the gunsin theworld won't help, if they get caught in
adeep cold and Mrs. Harker freezesto death. | wish athousand timeswed left her in Galatz.”



Seward sad, "And |," but Renfield hardly heard him.
Borgo Pass? A quam passed through him of sickness, of shock.
Van Helsing was going up the Borgo Pass. That would mean ...

"| understand that he hasto doit,” Seward went on. ™Y ou know it's useless to pursue afox unless his
earth has been stopped before him." He dipped bit and bridle from his horse's mouth, pulled free the
saddle. The springing color of Morrissfirelight made Seward's unshaven face look younger, thin and
strange and very different from the neat, self-contained doctor Renfield had first encountered in the office
of Rushbrook Asy-lumin the spring.

"Van Helsng knowswhat hesdoing. | trust hisjudgement more than that of any man living, and | think
Mrs. Harker will be safer in his company, even on the threshhold of our enemy, than she would be back
in Galatz with one less experienced in the ways of the things that we fight. Harker told us, remember, that
once a his Castle again he will have command of the gypsies who acknowledge him their lord. Well be
hard-pressed to fight al of them. And once we get close to the Castle, the Count won't be the only
vampire with which wéell have to con-tend.”

Nomie.
Renfield felt achill passover him, ashe had at the moment of his own degth.

He meted into the form of abat, and flew away into the night.



CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE

At thetide'sturn he crossed theriver and, taking on the form of awalf, ran on into the growing day.
The country herewas truly rough and broken, thick forest alternating with stony meadows where sheep
pastured in the summer. Ahead of him, the moun-tains were heavily curtained with snow-clouds, the wind
bitterly cold. Though there waslittle direct sun, the daylight made Wolf--Renfield woozy and sick. At
times he could bardly recall who he was or what he was doing, save that he knew he had to reach the
Cadtle. That he had to follow the twisting track up to the Pass.

Just before nightfall he passed aband of gypsy men, riding their shaggy ponies around aleiter-wagon, a
sort of loosdly built, skeletal farm-cart he had glimpsed negotiating the turns of the winding road as hed
followed theriver northwest. The Count's morta servants, he assumed, and wondered how Drac-ula
communicated with them, and what bargain had been struck between the old boyar and the hetman of
their tribe. There were about twenty of them, mustachioed and indescribably dirty, armed with knives but
only afew decrepit flintlocks, very like the badmashes who robbed travelersin the passes of the Hindu
Kush.

Like the Afghani robbers, Renfield thought, they almost cer-tainly scorned the laws of the settled lands.
Like the Afghani robbers, they would recognize and obey only strength.

His own resting-place far behind him, he loped on into the night.

He saw the Castle just after dawn on the second day. In morn-ing's splendor, Wotan had sung-the
real Wotan, the Wotan of Das Rheingold-it lay masterless, and gloriously beckoned to me.

The night had refreshed him, but he knew the weariness of daylight would be cruder till and harder to
bear; it was diffi-cult, even now, to set one aching paw down before the other. The Castle seemed
unreachably distant, from the place where he came out of the woods, where the road climbed toward the
Pass. It stood on a coign of rock where the eastward end of the Passfirst narrowed, guarding the road
that the Turks must traverse to invade the green lands beyond. Towers and battlements over-hung the
way, nearly five hundred feet aboveit. Indeed the morning's splendor dyed the grim walls pale gold, but
al around it the snow-clouds made apal of shadow. Even as Renfield watched, they closed uponit like
aghogly hand, hiding thewallsfrom sght.

By the smell, it was snowing in the Pass before noon. Through the day he trotted, ssumbling with
weariness and unableto rest. At the Castle he could rest, he thought-None had told him that the earth of
the Master would shelter the fledgeling, and vice versa. He wondered what the adventures of the
Countess and Sarike had been on their way back home, and whether, when night came, they would
watch from the wallsfor their Master's return.

By thistime the sseam-launch must have crippled itself trying to ascend the upper Bidtritrias rapids:
Harker and Goda ming would be forced to abandon it, and continue on whatever horses they could find.

Their delay would probably give Draculatime to reach the Castle in safety, but it would not affect Van
Helsing'simplacable misson. And the only thing that Renfield could think of more horrible than Dracula
winning hisrace and summoning Renfield back to the Castle to be his dave, was the thought that he must
serve him through Eternity alone.

When lying gill in the shadows of theicy afternoon, he tried to sink hismind into half-deep, to reach



out to Nomie and warn her to flee, but he could not.
He could only stagger to hisfeet and trot on, praying he would reach the castle before Van Helsing did.

It snowed that night. Guns will do them no good, if Mrs. Harker freezes to death, Quincey Morris
had said. Huddled in a cup-shaped bay in the rocks at the very foot of the Pass, trying to recruit enough
strength to go on, Wolf-Renfield remembered Mina Harker's despairing scream, Unclean, unclean! and
the touch of her mind asit sought for its Master. Recalled his dream, in the misty world between living
and desath, of the Count forc-ing the dark-haired woman to drink his blood, as Renfield had drunk the
blood of Nomie and her ssters, to begin the transfor-mation of human flesh into the deathless flesh of the
vampire.

Once she had pressed her lipsto the welling dark blood of the Count's gashed chest, it wouldn't matter
whether MinaHarker died in the next moment or seventy yearsin the future.

The change to vampire had begun in her flesh. If Dracularemained in the living world, her mind and
soul would be drawn to his, to be upheld, cradled, while her body died, then returned to the changed
flesh within the grave. She would know the Count with the terrible, unbreskable intimacy with which
Ren-field knew the Countess, and Sarike, and Nomie. She would be his dave, under his domination as
the three vampire women were, as Renfield was.

Forever.

Were | not here, running in wolf-formto thwart them, re-flected Renfield sadly, | would be one of
Van Helsing's hunters, trying to save you, too.

But that wasn't true, ether.

If | were not here, vampire, | would be back in Dr. Seward's asylum, eating flies and trying to
forget that | murdered my beautiful Catherine, my beautiful Vixie.

Though it was night and the strength of night was flowing into him, Renfield laid his head on his bruised
and smarting forepaws and wondered if there was actudly an answer to this conundrum somewhere, or if
everything that had happened to him since the age of twelve-the age when those maniaca rages had first
begun to twigt at his mind-had Ssmply been some gi-gantic celestid jest.

In his exhausted mind he saw her, one of the two people who had been unconditionaly kind to himin
his days at Rushbrook House. The only one who had talked to him as aman and an equa and not asa
fractious, contemptible child. Far off, like the dim half-dream in which held seen the Count drink her
blood, he was aware of her, her face palein thewildly licking flare of asmall campfire, her dark eyes
following in fear asVan Helsing drew acircle around her and the fire, and with the meticul ous care of an
achemist crumbled aHog, like afine dugt, into the snow of the circle. The air wasfilled with flying
snowflakes, and Renfield was aware of the dark bulk of asmall carriage, behind which sheltered four
horses, horses who pulled at their tethers and thrashed their heads, their eyes catching thefireight in
rolling terror.

Van Helsing, thickly bundled in afur coat, was shivering with the cold. Mina, wrapped in rugs and
sheepskins beside thefire, did not tremble, and her dark eyes seemed curioudy bright. But when the old
man came back to her, she clung to hisarm, pressed her face to his shoulder.

Among thewildly whirling snowflakes, thefirdight caught the red reflection of eyes. In his half-dream
Renfield saw them, as Minaand Van Helsing saw them: the ghostly faceswith their red-lipped smiles, the



lift and swirl of the white dressesthey wore. The gold of Nomi€e's hair, wind-caught like amermaid's
benegth the sea, and the storm-wrack of Sarike's and the Countesss.

Asthey'd hung in the air outside the Castle window in his earlier dream, caling to Jonathan Harker,
they hung now in the mealy tumult of the blizzard, arms around one another's waists, reaching out.

Cdling to Minato cometo them, to be their Sster.

Nomie would be good to her, thought Renfield. But he'd seen how the Countess trested the youngest
of her dgter-wives, dter-nating caressing sweetness with dmost unbelievable spite, as Ss-ters sometimes
do. Would the Count protect his newest bride from the others? Of course not.

He saw Minashrink againgt Van Helsing's Side, sickened ter-ror in her eyes as she saw her fate.

Sheisfreezing to death, thought Renfidld despairingly. And as her body drifted toward death, so her
soul was drawn toward the other three, whom the Count had chosen, seduced, and killed. He saw the
Countess smile, and point at Minawith glinting malice; saw her lean to spesk with Sarike. But Nomie,
floating behind them, only gazed across the barrier of the Holy circle at the dark-haired woman poised
between living and dark Un--Degath, and Renfield saw pity in her eyes.

Through the night he climbed the Pass, struggling againgt the dashing winds, trembling with hunger and
exhaugtion. Renfield felt the dawn coming, as he waded breast-deep in the new-fallen snow, and briefly
debated trandforming himsdlf into abet, for he knew he was till many milesfrom the Castle,

But the winds were il too strong for him to fly againgt, and by day, he knew he would be nearly blind.
Then, too, he thought, he would not be able to shift hisform again until the stroke of noon.

A bat could not take on aman.

So hefought hisway through the drifts, and with therising of the sun, the wind grew less. Theworld
was transformed, ice--white and blinding, the rocks standing out against the marble of the snow like
cinder-colored wals. Under his paws the snow squeaked alittle, the only sound in the birdlesswoods. A
little before noon he reached the road that turned aside up toward the Castle, and saw a man's churned
tracks.

They were reasonably fresh, not more than two hours. The outer gate was barred, but the small wicket
cut into thelarger leaf of iron-strapped wood had been forced, the wood around its rusted hinges glaring
yellow where a crowbar had ripped. Wolf-Renfield dipped through, following the tracks across the deep
drifts of the courtyard, to the stair that led up to the half--open door.

He'll search the chapel and the vaults, thought Renfidd fran-ticaly. The place must have a
labyrinth o f crypts and sub-cellars. | may still bein time. If | can hold him off, delay him until
noon, when Nomie and the others can change their form, move abouit...

If I cankill him ...



Did they hear? he wondered. Were they aware of this man'sfootfals, of the scent of theblood in his
veins? Could they read hisresolution in their uneasy dreams, as he searched through the vaults, pushed
open the long-rusted hinges of those secret doors, descended the narrow, twisting stairs? With the
preternatural senses of awolf, Renfield listened, scented, seeking the faint creak of boot-leather, the reek
of burning lamp-ail.

What he smelled, as he came to the top of aflight of de-scending steps, was blood.
A lot of blood.
Stumbling, trembling with weariness, Renfield dipped down the Sairs.

He found the body of the poet Gelhorn at the bottom, curled together and with alook on his sheep-like
face of shocked de-spair. HE'd been dead for about two weeks. The Countess and Sarike must have
killed him as soon as they safely reached the Castle. Throat, wrists, and chest-visible through his shirt,
which had been haf-torn from his body-were al marked with gaping punctures, and with smaler marks
that had half-healed at the time of his death.

Wolf-Renfidd sniffed briefly at the body, then passed it by.

Dr. Van Helsing's Memorandum®*
5 November

| knew that there were at least three graves to find-graves that are inhabit; so | search, and search, and
| find one of them. Shelay in her Vampire deep, so full of life and voluptuous beauty that | shudder as
though | have cometo do murder. Ah, | doubt not that in old time, when such things were, many aman
who st forth to do such atask as mine, found at the last hisheart fail him, and then hisnerve. So he
delay, and delay, and delay, till the mere beauty and the fascination of the wanton Un-Dead have
hypnotise him; and he remain on and on, til sunset come, and the Vampire deep be over. Thenthe
beautiful eyes of the fair woman open and look love, and the voluptuous mouth present akiss-and manis
wesK ...

Sarike lay in the crypt beyond. Her head had been cut off, and a stake of fire-hardened wood
protruded from beneath her left breast. Her thin white dress, and the velvet lining of her coffin, were both
soaked with blood. Blood splattered her face and arms, and dotted the white garlic-flowers stuffed into
her half--open mouth. It wastheir stench, rather than that of the blood, that turned Renfield's sscomach,
and he would have vomited, had there been anything within him to throw up.

Van Helsing had trodden in the blood, and his sticky track wove back and forth among the half-dozen



tombswithin that smal crypt. The lids had been al wrenched off, and lay shattered on the floor. Renfield
went straight to thelast of them, the tomb where the Countess Elizabeth ay.

She was dready beginning to crumble into dust. He knew it was she by the dark coils of her raven hair,
and by the gold ring on her hand. By the bloody footprint beside the coffin, Van Helsing had stood here
for along time, looking down &t her as she dept.

Blood-tracks led out the door, into the deeper dark of the in-ner crypts.
Nomie, thought Renfidd franticdly, Nomie, please be there ...

Please have hidden yourself, have concealed your sleeping--place, that he won't
find you ... That he won't come on you until | can be there to stop him, to kill him, to
do whatever | haveto ...

That he won't come on you until noon, when you can wake, and sit up, and flee.
When | can turn from wolf to man ...

He listened, but though he smdlled the fishy whiff of lamp-ail, he heard no sound, no creak of
boot-leather.

A descending gtair, in the wake of the blood-tracks and the smoke.
Then thefar-off glimmer of lantern-light.

Staggering, Renfield limped down, to where abarred iron door closed the entrance to the deepest of
the cagtle crypts. In the lantern-light beyond it Renfidld saw the high tomb in its cen-ter, graven only with
thename DRACULA, and al around it the torn-up flagstones where the gypsies had dug out fifty
boxes worth of graveyard earth for shipment to London. He pressed himsdlf to the bars, invisblein the
darkness, sick with horror and shock.

A smdler tomb lay perpendicular to thefoot of thelarge one. Beside this Van Helsing stood in his
shirtdeeves despite the bru-tal cold, the lantern a hisfeet, gazing down into the coffin, and on hisface
was alook that mingled pity and burning desire.

Blood splattered hisface and splotched his clothing, dripped from hiswhite sde-whiskersand hair. He
held a hammer in one hand, afresh, unbloodied stake in the other, and on the coffin'sedgelay a
foot-long scalpd. Renfield wanted to scream, Nomie! but could not.

He could fedl the hour of noon, dipping to its dow zenith overhead. In the silence of the crypt Van
Helsing's breasthing was very loud. It was dow and thick, and his eyes had thelook of aman hypnotized,
caught by someterrible dream of sdlf-loathing and lust.

Dr. Van Helsing's Memorandum*

Presently, | find in ahigh great tomb asif made to one much beloved that other fair sster which, like



Jonathan | had seen to gather herself out of the atoms of the mist. Shewas so fair to look on, so radiantly
beautiful, so exquisitdy voluptuous, that the very ingtinct of man in me, which calls some of my sex to love
and to protect one of hers, made my head whirl with new emation . ..

Having spent years among the strange temptations of India, and monthsin the asylum at Rushbrook,
Renfield knew that look very, very well.

We lure by our beauty, he remembered Nomie saying to himin London: It is how we hunt. We
disarm the mind through the senses and the dreams. How el se would we survive? Men see us, and
follow, despite all they know, drawn by their need.

Van Hesing's mouth trembled, like that of a man beholding avision; his hands shook, on hammer and
stake.

The splattered blood, the violence with which the stakes had been driven into Sarike's body, and that
of the Countess, told their own tae. Furioudy, desperately, Van Helsing had been killing, not only the
vampires, but hisown frantic desire for them. His own overwhelming shame.

His breath [aboring, moving asif stake and hammer were both wrought of lead, VVan Helsing brought
them up. Braced the stake beneath Nomi€e's breast. Then stood again, hammer half--raised, looking
down into the coffin with swesat pouring from hisface and eyes stretched with madness.

Had he had human lips, ahuman voice, Renfield would have whispered, Nomie, no ...

The crypt was slent, the lantern-flame unwavering on the vampire-hunter's motionless face and shaking
hands.

Renfield fdt the touch of noon in the crypt's darkness, through the snowy layers of cloud overhead. But
even as he flowed into human shape in the darkness, laid hands upon the bars of the door, he saw Nomie
gt up in her coffin. Gold hair tumbled over her shoulders, white deevesfdl back from white arms.

Stake and hammer dithered from Van Helsing's hands.

Blue eyes|ooked into blue. But while Nomie's gaze was calm, readly, filled with the peace of onewho
has passed decades beyond hope, Van Helsing's was wide with horror, shame, despair-and with the
exquisite unbreathing anticipation of sur-render.

Then Nomie leaned forward, took the old man's face be-tween her hands, and very gently kissed his
lips

Aningant later she dissolved into mist and shadows, and flowed away across the stone floor, to vanish
into the darkness.



Dr. Van Helsing's Memorandum*

But God be thanked ... before the spell could be wrought fur-ther upon me, | had nerved myself to my
wildwork ...

Had it been but one, it had been easy, comparative. But three! ...

God be thanked, my nervedid stand ...



CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO

Letter, R. M. Renfield to hiswife

(Undated)

My dearest heart,

It seemsthat thereis after dl yet moreto write.

After arriving at Castle Dracula, and witnessing Nomi€'s es-cape from the vampire-hunter Van
Helsing-through circum-stances curious enough to congtitute amiracle-| followed Nomiein the form of
mist, down through the dark of the crypts and through the crevices of avault that had been bricked up
long ago. But time had had itsway with the mortar between the stones, enough to admit the two of us
before the short moments of noon had passed. There was no coffin in that crypt, only chest after chest of
gold coins, and the skeleton of the wretched woman who had coveted them above dl things. Y et the
earth be-neath the flagstones was the hallowed soil of the family tombs nevertheless, and in it, twined in
Nomi€sarms, | dept.

Inmy deep | could fed the Count's approach, asonce | had felt it while chained in the padded
chambers of Rushbrook Asy-lum. He was coming, and even in his deep, even with his mind closed
againg us, hiswrath waslike apillar of cloud and dark-ness, approaching from the east and south.

"1 heard the creak and gnashing of the wood, as the old man wrenched the doorways from their
hinges," whigpered Nomie into my dreams. In dreaming | could see again the coffin of the Countess
Elizabeth, but the blood had dried upon her white gown and her black hair. Only dust remained, and a
few frag-ments of bone, with the stake propped upright among them. The white garlic-flowers were ill
fresh, spilling from the mouth of the skull.

"Elizabeth had sensed Minas coming from afar and said that she would be drawn to the Castle. We dl
thought Dr. Van Hel-sing was a servant sheld brought with her, or aman sheld ensorcelled to follow her,
the way Elizabeth ensorcelled that poor little fool Gelhorn. When | asked why that “servant’ would have
a consecrated Host with him-athing not at al easy to obtain in these days-she only laughed, and said
Minawould take care of that.

""He thinks she will freeze to desth in the night, and seeksto hold her within the circle so he can kill
her,' Elizabeth said. “Sim-ple man. Y ou saw his eyes, when he looked a her and saw the vampire beauty
in her face. Y ou saw how he watched her, and watched her, hungry and terrified of the hunger within
him. Hewill not have the heart to drivein the stake. And if he does--and she shrugged-'so much the
worse. More kissesfor the rest of us." She never thought, you see, that he would have the toolsin the
carriage, to break through the Castle doors."

Van Helsing would be trudging back to hislittle camp in the Pass, where Mrs. Harker waited within the
holy circle. | hoped they had armed her, and taught her to use weapons, for the wolves that would be
drawn by the carcasses of the horses would have little concern for the Host, consecrated though it might
be. | wondered what the Count would eat, when he re-turned to the Castle, for there was nothing there
but bats. Even rats will not dwell where the inhabitants do not eet human food.

"To keep the Szgany loyd he never would permit usto touch them,” Nomie remarked, a gentle voice



within my dreams. "The villagers were wary and cautious, and travelers are few. For months, sometimes,
wewould live on bats. Can you wonder we were enraged at his plan to go away and leave us hereto
guard this place, until it might occur to him to return? And doubly so, to learn held started a second
harem in your land to replace us? Hell choose another city now, another country to occupy. With you as
his servant, it will probably beIndia"

"He could doworse," | said. "The governing classes all speak English, which he dready knows."

The gold that filled the chestsin our little crypt-filled them and overflowed onto the floor-would
guarantee hiswelcome anywhere, and from Nomie's conversation while we traveled to-gether, | knew
that thiswas only atithe of the treasure hidden in the castle.

"He, and you, will have accessto books and to such culture asthereisthere,” | went on. "Not like
London, | admit, but bet-ter than re-reading Davilas histories of French insurgenciesin the library here
for the thousand and fifth time. And because of the European community there, neither he nor you will
stand out. In fact, because the whites are perceived as superior in al waysto the natives, you will have a
great deal more latitude than you would have even in London.”

Inour deep | could fed her sadness, asif shelad her pam to my cheek. "And you, sweet friend?"

| thought of VVan Helsing, gathering up provisions now--bedrolls, food, blankets against the freezing
snowstorm that came sweeping down the Pass. "1 will do what | must, sweet friend.”

Writers-and certainly your gppalling mother and your late unlamented sister, my love-spesk casudly
and often of "afate worse than Desth," without understanding that such athing can actudly be. 1, who
have passed through degth, or a haf-death at |east, have experienced that which isworse: eterna
Un-Life, with my soul, my mind, my body at the command of an entity in love with both power and the
pain of others.

Hewas coming. | felt hiswrath from afar. Van Helsing, though held strewn the crumbled Host in the
Count's actua tomb, had by no means "cleansed” even aquarter of the places where the Un-Dead could
actudly find repose, and of course the Host that hed mortared around the broken-open Castle door
would have no effect on abat, or atrail of migt, floating in over itswals. The Castle would have had to
be dynamited to render it unfit for the Count to hide in, and before that could be ef-fected, even with
Godaming's money, Draculas gypsieswould have dedt with the invaders.

It wasindeed hisVdhalla, offering both rest and the renewd of his strength.
"Why did you kisshim?' | asked her, and | felt her smile.

"Because he so much wanted it," she said. "And maybe alit-tle, because he killed Elizabeth and Sarike,
who have made me wretched for so many decades-made me wretched in the way that only those whom
we live with, whom we rub aong with night in and night out, year in and year out, can do. And per-haps
to show him," she added softly, "that not al those who be-come Un-Dead are wholly monsters.”

"Whyever you did it," | replied, "it was afit revenge on the man. For you've given him something thet
doesnt fit in with histheories. Trying to make it do so will be atorment to him for the remainder of his

days:”

| asked her about her own journey, and whether the Count-ess and Sarike had attempted any assault
on my agent Ross and his men. "Sariketried,” she said. "But Elizabeth and | drew her away. T told
Elizabeth that it might be better, if instead of killing Ross, we kept his address and good will, in case we



should ned it later.”
"And Gdhorn?'

"A truly obnoxious man,” sighed Nomie. "He was forever boring on about the superiority of the
Teutonic Race and its des-tiny to rule the world, and he seemed to think that because | am German |
would agree with him. Heaven help the world--Heaven help Germany-if this "Volk' idea gets taken up by
politiciang! Y et even so, I'm not sure he deserved hisfate.”

Knowing the Count would return in amood of black fury, we discussed the preliminaries for the India
scheme, which we knew would appease him. Which banksto use, and which of my false nameswould
be safest for purposes of investment and transfer of another network of earth-boxes and safe-housesin
Calcutta, Bombay, Madras, and Kathmandhu. | did everything | could to keep the names of my Indian
friends and contacts out of it, knowing that these men and women would become the Count's likeliest
early victims. With luck, | would find some way into true desth before he could prise such information out
of my mind.

The snowstorm now howled around the Castlés walls. Even in our dreamsin the deep-buried crypt we
could hear itscries. "'l have heard,” | said to her, "rumor and legend of Masterswho dwell inthe
mountains of Thibet, deathless creatures who were once mortal men. | wonder how the Count will get
aong, in proximity to them?"

"It would beinteresting,” said Nomie, "to seek them out.” "And more interesting ill," | added, "to seeif
they would let you do s0."

Onthat wetruly dept, but in visons| could see the gypsy riderslashing their horses through the
swirling flakes, see the rough-coated little ponies ssumbling as they hauled the heavy leiter-wagon up the
road that led to the Pass. | knew-for it seemed to me that the whole of the countryside around Castle
Dracula breathed and whispered its secrets up to the Castle--that Van Helsing and Mrs. Harker had
taken refugein that little bay, high in the rocks, where | had lain exhausted that morning, and from its
narrow entrance looked out over the plain below.

And asif | stood a Mrs. Harker'sside-asif | rode on the wings of the snow-winds overhead-I saw the
leiter-wagon's gpproach, within itsring of gypsy riders, thrusting on againgt the tempest. The earth-box in
the wagon rocked and swayed, and | wondered if the Count were conscious, and if so, what he thought,
helpless asamortal man and drowsy with daylight. When the winds lessened and the clouds broke
through, | could see the sun sinking toward the rack of storm above the moun-tains. With its
disappearance, he would be free, and within striking-distance of his home.

From the south | could see riders coming, Harker'swhite hair like ablink of snow where his hat blew
back, vigble only to the far-seeing eyes of vampire dream. They must somehow have re-paired the
launch's engines, to make safe landfal hot on Drac-uldstrail.

Two men with sx horses were galoping from the east, gal-loping hard: Morris and Seward, with their
long hunting-riflesin their hands. In the Scklied yelow light of snking sun and storm-wrack | saw them
close on the leiter-wagon, saw the Szgany form themsdvesinto aring around it, knives and pistols
flashing in the dying light. They were right below the rocks where VVan Helsing and Mrs. Harker stood
with rifle and pistol, blocking their path up to the Castle. Seward, Morris, Harker, and Godaming rode
into the press of the gypsies and sprang--or were pulled-from their horses, striking and struggling where
guarters were too close to shoot.



Harker and Morris sprang up onto the cart, Morris clutching his side where blood poured down. As
thefinal rays of the sun-set stabbed through the snowclouds, they wrenched the top from the earth-box,
and in that instant | could hear Draculas shriek, of rage and hatred and summons as the sill went down.
Then Harker's huge Ghurka knife flashed in that |ast second of golden sunlight, and Morriss bowie.

Theimage vanished from my mind. Greet stillnessfilled my heart.
Nomieand | lay awake, in one another'sarms, in the gold--stuffed crypt of the Castle Dracula.

And we both knew we were free.

We climbed to the snow-padded southern battlement of the Cas-tle, and stood in the swift-gathering
dark, looking down at the Pass.

The Szgany wereriding away in dl directions, leaving the leiter-wagon in the road. The wolvesthat the
Count had sum-moned from al corners of the mountainstrotted back to their interrupted repast on Van
Helsing's four dead horses.

| supposed Nomie and | would be having bats for dinner. If | had dinner at all.

| could see, againgt the clear violet of the twilight-veiled snow, five forms gathered around the
leiter-wagon, bent over the sixth that lay on a spread-out blanket on the ground. Probably only avampire
could have smelled Morriss blood at that dis-tance. By the stillness of the others, the lack of even the
smallest attempt at aid, | could tell the Texan was dead.

And I grieved with them, Catherine. A mere five weeks ago, with the recovery of my sanity, | redized
that | had lost yourself and Vixie, my only and dearest friends.

Nomi€e's hand closed cold around my own. " Sweet friend,” she said, and | looked down into her blue
eyes. Y ou can go down to them now. | will bedl right.”

"What will you do?' | asked her, and she smiled.

"Exactly what you and | planned for the Count. | will con-tact Mr. Ross, and take over thefase
identities that you and your so-lovely Catherine established-and thank her for me, Ry-land, thank her,
and you, so much!-and trave to India, where| will live like a Queen upon men who do evil. | will never
forget you, Ryland.”

I smiled, my whole soul feding light and free, with the world and eternity opening like anight-blooming
flower around mein the il iciness of the night. "Never isalong time, little Nornchen." With the Count's
desth, the winds, like the wolves, had been released from his grip. The clouds were dispersing
over-head. The stars were like a thousand million lamps, each mark-ing the start of an untrodden road to
thefuture. Inthe stillness| felt that | could hear the earth bresthe.

"l only wish . . ." she began, then stopped herself, and shook her head. She put her hand to my cheek,
and whispered, "Good-by, Ryland. Kiss your Catherine for me when you see her, and your lovely



daughter. One day | may meset them, by-and-by."
"Whenyou do," | said, "they will welcome you with love. Until thet time. . ."
Our eyesmet in the gtarlight. "What isit," | asked, "that you wish?"
She shook her head. "It's better that you go.”
“Tdl me"

Her hands closed again around my own. Her voice was barely amurmur in the starry cold. "That you
could come with me, sweet friend. That we could go to Indiatogether. That we could be friends, if not
forever, a least for avery long time."

Gently-for even asamortal man | had been strong-1 took her in my arms, and our mouthsmet ina
kiss

We spent the rest of the night gathering all the gold we could from the four corners of the Castle, and
before dawn | went down to Bigtritz, to post aletter to Ross and another to my agents in Cal cutta and
Ddhi.

My dearest Catherine, do you understand? | love you, and have dwaysloved you-will dwayslove
you, inliving or dying or the shadow-world of Un-Death. One day, when it pleases God, you, and |, and
our lovely Vixie, and my beautiful Nomiewill al meet, on the other sde of the Vell, and after that, who
knows? Who can know?

Until that time, we can only live aswell aswe can, and make our choices, asthe ancient Persans said,
for the Light rather than the Darkness. For even those of usin the Darkness do, it appears, remember the
nature of Light.

| writethisto you in the train-gation at Varna, whence we are about to depart for Constantinople and
points east. Already | seem to hear in my earsthe music of sitars, and to taste upon my tongue the heady
flavor of rice-beetles and the indescribable savor of white antdl

My beloved, | will write to you when we reach Calcutta. Until that time, and always, know meto be,
Forever, your loving husband,

Renfild



