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The patient was 
sinking fast. 
He might die at 
any moment.

We shalL
operate just 

above the
ear.

His back seemed broken. 
Both his right arm and 
leg seemed paralysed.

Ah, a sad acCident! He 
wilL neEd very careful 

watching and much 
atTention.

We must
be alone with

him when he becomes 
conscious, after the 

operation. But I
shalL first dresS

myself.

Van Helsing returned with 
extraordinary celerity.

Grroannn...

The
real injury is a

depresSed fracture
of the skulL, extending 

right up through the
motor area.

The
sufFusion of

the brain wilL 
increase quickly,

so we must 
trephine at once 

or it may be
toO late.

We must
reduce the 

presSure and get 
back to normal 
conditions, as far

as can be.

There is no
time to lose. His 

words may be worth 
many lives. it may 
be there is a soul 

at stake!

For a few moments the breathing 
continued to be stertorous. 
Suddenly his eyes opened…

I have
something that

I must say before
I die; or before my 
poor crushed brain 

dies anyhow.

I feel that
I have but a few 

minutes; and then
I must go back to 

death -- or
worse!

Doctor,
I am

dying!

Without another word 
he made the operation. 
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“Then he began promising me things
– not in words, but by making them 
happen; just as he used to send in 
the flies when the sun was shining. 
Great big fat ones with steel and 
sapphire on their wings; and big 
moths in the night.”

Rats, rats, rats! Hundreds, 

thousands, millions of them, 

and every one a life; and dogs 

to eat them, and cats too.

All lives!

All these

lives will I give 
you, ay, and many 

more, and greater, 

through countless 
ages, if you will 

fall down and 

worship me!

Come in,
Lord and 
Master!

“I wouldn’t ask him to
come in at first, though I 
knew he wanted to -– just
as he had wanted all along.”

All red
blood, with years

of life in it; and not 

merely buzzing

flies!

“And then a red cloud, 
like the colour of blood, 
seemed to close over my 
eyes; and before I knew 
what I was doing...”

“He came up to the window in 
the mist, as I had seen him 
often before. He was laughing.”
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He slid
in through the

window. He sneered
at me, and he went on as 

though he owned the whole 
place, and I was no one.

“He didn’t even smell the same as 
he went by me. I couldn’t hold 
him. I thought that, somehow, Mrs. 
Harker had come into the room.”

I don’t
care for the pale 
people, I like them 

with lots of blood in 
them, and hers had 
all seemed to have

run out.

“I thought I was going 
to win, for I didn’t 
mean Him to take any 
more of her life,
till I saw His eyEs.”

All day I waited to
hear from him, but he

did not send me anything, 
not even a blow-fly, and 

when the moon got up
I was pretty angry

with him.

When Mrs. Harker came in to see
me this afternoon she wasn’t the 
same; it was like tea after the 

teapot had been watered.
She didn’t look the

same.

“When she went away,
I began to think, and it 
made me mad to know 
that He had been taking 
the life out of her.”

“So when He came 
tonight I was ready 
for Him. I saw the 
mist stealing in, and
I grabbed it tight.”
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“They burned into me, 
and my strength 
became like water.”

Let us be
armed – the

same as we were
the other night, but 
lose no time; there 

is not an instant
to spare.

“When I tried to 
cling to Him, He 
raised me up and 
flung me down.”

“There was a red cloud 
before me, and a noise 
like thunder, and the 
mist seemed to steal 
away under the door.”

We know the worst 
now. He is here, and 

we know his purpose. 
it may not be

toO late.

We gathered outside 
the Harkers’ door. Should

we disturb her?
May it not frighten 
her terRibly? it’s 
unusual to break 

into a lady’s
roOm!

You
are always

right;

but this
is life and

death. 

When
I turn the

handle, my friends, 
you put your 

shoulder down
and shove.
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I felt my hair rise 
like bristles on the 
back of my neck, 
and my heart seemed 
to stand still.
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With a wrench, which 
threw his victim back 
upon the bed, he turned 
and SPRANG at us.

Lifting our crucifixes, he 
cowered, just as poor Lucy 
had done outside the tomb.

The moonlight suddenly 
failed as a black cloud 
sailed across the sky, 
and the faint vapour 
trailed away.

By this time, Mrs. Harker had drawn 
her breath and with it had given a 
SCREAM so wild, so ear-piercing, so 
despairing that it will ring in my 
ears till my DYING DAY.
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You
are safe for 

tonight, and we 
must be calm and 

take counsel 
together.

…except
that the poOr 

felLow is 
dead.

He wilL not be back tonight, 
for the sky is redDening in 
the east, and the dawn is 

close. We must work
tomorRow!

in God’s name, 
what does this 

mean? Mina,
dear, what

is it? My God,
my God! Help 
her! oh, help 

her!

it canNot have gone 
toO far yet. Guard 
her while I loOk 

for him!

No! 
No! Jonathan,

you must not
leave me. I have 

sufFered enough 
tonight, god knows, 
without the dread

of his harming
you.

You must 
stay with 

me.

Do not fear, my
dear. We are here, 
and whilst this is 
close to you no
foul thing can

apProach.

He made
rare hay of

the place. AlL the 
manuscript had

beEn burned; the 
cylinders of your 

phonograph
toO.

I could not seE
him anywhere in the 
pasSage, or in any of 
our roOms. I loOked 

in the study, but 
though he had beEn 

there, he had
gone.

I loOked
into Renfield’s 

roOm, but there 
was no trace 

except…

I did not
seE the Count,

but I saw a bat rise 
from Renfield’s 
window, and flap 

westward.

I expected
to seE him go

back to Carfax, 
but he evidently 

sought some 
other lair.

Dr. Seward,
Dr. Van Helsing, 
what is it? What

is wrong?
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I turned
to Jonathan, but
I could not wake
him. This caused me 

great fear.

They will

know in full
before long what

it is to cross

my path. 

 … and shall

be later on my 

companion and

my helper.

And now, poOr,
dear Madam Mina, telL

us exactly what hapPened.
I do not want that you

be pained, but it is
neEd that we

know alL.

I felt the same vague 
terRor which had come 
to me before, and the 

same presence.

“Beside the bed stoOd a man.
I knew him from your descriptions. 
I would have screamed out, only 
that I was paralysed…”

Silence! if you

make a sound I shall

dash his brains out

before your very

eyes.

 You may

as well be quiet;
it is not the first time,

or the second, that 

your veins have 

appeased my

thirst!

First, a little 

refreshment
to reward my 

exertions.

And so you, like

the others, would

play your brains

against mine.

Whilst they played

wits against me –- against

me who commanded nations, and 

fought for them, hundreds of 

years before they were born
–- I was countermining

them.

And you, their

best beloved one,

are now to me, flesh

of my flesh; blood of

my blood; my beautiful 
wine-press for

a while…

You would

help these men

to hunt me and

frustrate my

designs!
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When

my brain says 

“Come!” to you, you 

shall cross land
or sea to do my

bidding. 

this!

“He seized my neck and presSed 
my mouth to the wound,
so that I must either 
sufFocate or swalLow
some of the --”

God pity 
me!

As she was telling 
her terrible story, 
the eastern sky 
began to quicken. 

But as yet you are to

be punished for what you 

have done. You have aided 

in thwarting me; now you 

shall come to my
call.

And

to that 

end --

-- oh, my God, my God!
What have I done to deserve 
such a fate, I who have tried 
to walk in meEknesS and 

righteousnesS alL
 my days?

Harker was still 
and quiet; but 
over his face 
came a grey 
look which 
deepened and 
deepened in the 
morning light.
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