How these papers have been placed in sequence
will be made manifest in the reading of them.
All needless matters have been eliminated,
so that a history almost at variance with
the possibilities of latter-day beliet may
stand forth as simple fact. There is
throughout no statement of past
events wherein memory may
err, for all the records chosen
are exactly contemporary,
given from the stand-
points and within the
range of know-
ledge of those
who made
them.
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"These are for you, Miss Lucy,' he said.

'For me? Oh, Dr Van Helsing!'

'Yes, my dear, but not for you to play with. These are med-
icines.' Here Lucy made a wry face. 'Nay, but they are not to
take in a decoction or in nauseous form, so you need not
snub that so charming nose, or I shall point out to my friend
Arthur what woes he may have to endure in seeing so much
beauty that he so loves so much distort. Aha, my pretty miss,
that bring the so nice nose all straight again. This is medici-
nal, but you do not know how. I put him in your window, I
make pretty wreath, and hang him round your neck, so that
you sleep well. Oh yes! they, like the lotus flower, make your
trouble forgotten. It smell so like the waters of Lethe, and of
that fountain of youth that the Conquistadores sought for in
the Floridas, and find him all too late.'

Whilst he was speaking, Lucy had been examining the flow-
ers and smelling them. Now she threw them down, saying,
with half-laughter and half-disgust:—

'Oh, Professor, I believe you are only putting up a joke on
me. Why, these flowers are only common garlic.'

To my surprise, Van Helsing rose up and said with all his
sternness, his iron jaw set and his bushy eyebrows meeting:—

'No trifling with me! I never jest! There is grim purpose in
all T do; and I warn you that you do not thwart me. Take
care, for the sake of others if not for your own.' Then seeing
poor Lucy scared, as she might well be, he went on more
gently: 'Oh, little miss, my dear, do not fear me. I only do for
your good; but there is much virtue to you in those so com-
mon flower. See, I place them myself in your room. I make
myself the wreath that you are to wear. But hush! no telling
to others that make so inquisitive questions. We must obey,
and silence is a part of obedience; and obedience is to bring
you strong and well into loving arms that wait for you. Now
sit still awhile. Come with me, friend John, and you shall
help me deck the room with my garlic, which is all the way
from Haarlem, where my friend Vanderpool raise herb in his
glasshouses all the year. I had to telegraph yesterday, or they
would not have been here.'

We went into the room, taking the flowers with us. The
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China, so far from us in all ways, there even is he, and the
peoples fear him at this day. He have follow the wake of the
Berserker Icelander, the Devil-begotten Hun, the Slav, the
Saxon, the Magyar. So far, then, we have all we may act
upon; and let me tell you that very much of the beliefs are
justified by what we have seen in our own so unhappy expe-
rience. The vampire live on, and cannot die by mere passing
of the time; he can flourish when that he can fatten on the
blood of the living. Even more, we have seen amongst us
that he can even grow younger; that his vital faculties grow
strenuous, and seem as though they refresh themselves when
his special pabulum is plenty. But he cannot flourish without
this diet; he eat not as others. Even friend Jonathan, who
lived with him for weeks, did never see him to eat, never! He
throws no shadow; he make in the mirror no reflect, as again
Jonathan observe. He has the strength of many in his hand—
witness again Jonathan when he shut the door against the
wolfs, and when he help him from the diligence too. He can
transform himself to wolf, as we gather from the ship arrival
in Whitby, when he tear open the dog; he can be as bat, as
Madam Mina saw him on the window at Whitby, and as
friend John saw him fly from this so near house, and as my
friend Quincey saw him at the window of Miss Lucy. He can
come in mist which he create—that noble ship's captain
proved him of this; but, from what we know, the distance he
can make this mist is limited, and it can only be round him-
self. He come on moonlight rays as elemental dust—as again
Jonathan saw those sisters in the castle of Dracula. He
become so small—we ourselves saw Miss Lucy, ere she was at
peace, slip through a hair-breadth space at the tomb door.
He can, when once he find his way, come out from anything
or into anything, no matter how close it be bound or even
fused up with fire—solder you call it. He can see in the
dark—no small power this, in a world which is one half shut
from the light. Ah, but hear me through. He can do all these
things, yet he is not free. Nay, he is even more prisoner than
the slave of the galley, than the madman in his cell. He can-
not go where he lists; he who is not of nature has yet to obey
some of nature's laws—why we know not. He may not enter
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anywhere at the first, unless there be someone of the house-
hold who bid him to come; though afterwards he can come
as he please. His power ceases, as does that of all evil things,
at the coming of the day. Only at certain times can he have
limited freedom. If he be not at the place whither he is
bound, he can only change himself at noon or at exact sun-
rise or sunset. These things are we told, and in this record of
ours we have proof by inference. Thus, whereas he can do as
he will within his limit, when he have his earth-home, his
coffin-home, his hell-home, the place unhallowed, as we saw
when he went to the grave of the suicide at Whitby; still at
other time he can only change when the time come. It is said,
too, that he can only pass running water at the slack or the
flood of the tide. Then there are things which so afflict him
that he has no power, as the garlic that we know of, and as
for things sacred, as this symbol, my crucifix, that was
amongst us even now when we resolve, to them he is noth-
ing, but in their presence he take his place far off and silent
with respect. There are others, too, which I shall tell you of,
lest in our seeking we may need them. The branch of wild
rose on his coffin keep him that he move not from it; a sacred
bullet fired into the coffin kill him so that he be true dead;
and as for the stake through him, we know already of its
peace; or the cut-off head that giveth rest. We have seen it
with our eyes.

'"Thus when we find the habitation of this man-that-was, we
can confine him to his coffin and destroy him, if we obey
what we know. But he is clever. I have asked my friend
Arminius, of Buda-Pesth University, to make his record; and,
from all the means that are, he tell me of what he has been.
He must, indeed, have been that Voivode Dracula who won
his name against the Turk, over the great river on the very
frontier of Turkeyland. If it be so, then was he no common
man; for in that time, and for centuries after, he was spoken
of as the cleverest and the most cunning, as well as the
bravest of the sons of the'"land beyond the forest." That
mighty brain and that iron resolution went with him to his
grave, and are even now arrayed against us. The Draculas
were, says Arminius, a great and noble race, though now and
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rible memories to ground them on. She has not been so
calm, within my seeing, since the sunset. Then, for a while,
there came over her face a repose which was like spring after
the blasts of March. I thought at the time that it was the soft-
ness of the red sunset on her face, but somehow now I think
it had a deeper meaning. I am not sleepy myself, though I am
weary—weary to death. However, I must try to sleep; for
there is tomorrow to think of, and there is no rest for me
until...

Later.—I must have fallen asleep, for I was awakened by
Mina, who was sitting up in bed, with a startled look on her
face. I could see easily, for we did not leave the room in dark-
ness; she had placed a warning hand over my mouth, and
now she whispered in my ear:—

'Hush! there is someone in the corridor!' I got up softly,
and crossing the room, gently opened the door.

Just outside, stretched on a mattress, lay Mr Morris, wide
awake. He raised a warning hand for silence as he whispered
to me:—

'"Hush! go back to bed; it is all right. One of us will be here
all night. We don't mean to take any chances!"

His look and gesture forbade discussion, so I came back
and told Mina. She sighed, and positively a shadow of a smile
stole over her poor, pale face as she put her arms round me
and said softly:—

'Oh, thank God for good brave men!' With a sigh she sank
back again to sleep. I write this as I am not sleepy, though I
must try again.

4 October, morning.—Once again during the night I was
wakened by Mina. This time we had all had a good sleep, for
the grey of the coming dawn was making the windows into
sharp oblongs, and the gas flame was like a speck rather than
a disc of light. She said to me hurriedly:—

'Go call the Professor. I want to see him at once.'

'Why?' I asked.

'T have an idea. I suppose it must have come in the night,
and matured without my knowing it. He must hypnotize me
before the dawn, and then I shall be able to speak. Go quick,
dearest; the time is getting close.' I went to the door. Dr
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Seward was resting on the mattress, and, seeing me, he
sprang to his feet.

'Is anything wrong?' he asked, in alarm.

'No,' I replied; 'but Mina wants to see Dr Van Helsing at
once.'

'Twill go,' he said, and hurried into the Professor's room.

Two or three minutes later Van Helsing was in the room in
his dressing-gown, and Mr Morris and Lord Godalming
were with Dr Seward at the door asking questions. When the
Professor saw Mina a smile—a positive smile—ousted the
anxiety of his face; he rubbed his hands as he said:—

'Oh, my dear Madam Mina, this is indeed a change. See!
friend Jonathan, we have got our dear Madam Mina, as of
old, back to us to-day!" Then turning to her, he said cheer-
fully: 'And what am I do for you? For at this hour you do not
want me for nothings.'

'T want you to hypnotize me!' she said. 'Do it before the
dawn, for I feel that then I can speak, and speak freely. Be
quick, for the time is short!" Without a word he motioned
her to sit up in bed.

Looking fixedly at her, he commenced to make passes in
front of her, from over the top of her head downward, with
each hand in turn. Mina gazed at him fixedly for a few min-
utes, during which my own heart beat like a trip hammer, for
I felt that some crisis was at hand. Gradually her eyes closed,
and she sat stock still; only by the gentle heaving of her
bosom could one know that she was alive. The Professor
made a few more passes and then stopped, and I could see
that his forehead was covered with great beads of perspira-
tion. Mina opened her eyes; but she did not seem the same
woman. There was a far-away look in her eyes, and her voice
had a sad dreaminess which was new to me. Raising his hand
to impose silence, the Professor motioned me to bring the
others in. They came on tip-toe, closing the door behind
them, and stood at the foot of the bed, looking on. Mina
appeared not to see them. The stillness was broken by Van
Helsing's voice speaking in a low level tone which would not
break the current of her thoughts:—

'Where are you?' The answer came in a neutral way:—
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'T do not know. Sleep has no place it can call its own.' For
several minutes there was silence. Mina sat rigid, and the
Professor stood staring at her fixedly; the rest of us hardly
dared to breathe. The room was growing lighter; without
taking his eyes from Mina's face, Dr Van Helsing motioned
me to pull up the blind. I did so, and the day seemed just
upon us. A red streak shot up, and a rosy light seemed to dif-
fuse itself through the room. On the instant the Professor
spoke again:—

'Where are you now?' The answer came dreamily, but with
intention; it was as though she were interpreting something.
I have heard her use the same tone when reading her notes.

'T do not know. It is all strange to me!'

'What do you see?'

'T can see nothing; it is all dark.'

'What do you hear?' T could detect the strain in the
Professor's patient voice.

'"The lapping of water. It is gurgling by, and little waves
leap. I can hear them on the outside.'

"Then you are on a ship?' We all looked at each other, try-
ing to glean something each from the other. We were afraid
to think. The answer came quick:—

'Oh, yes!"

'What else do you hear?'

"The sound of men stamping overhead as they run about.
There is the creaking of a chain, and the loud tinkle as the
check of the capstan falls into the ratchet.'

'What are you doing?'

'T am still—oh, so still. It is like death!" The voice faded
away into a deep breath as of one sleeping, and the open eyes
closed again.

By this time the sun had risen, and we were all in the full
light of day. Dr Van Helsing placed his hands on Mina's
shoulders, and laid her head down softly on her pillow. She
lay like a sleeping child for a few moments, and then, with
a long sigh, awoke and stared in wonder to see us all
around her. 'Have I been talking in my sleep?' was all she
said. She seemed, however, to know the situation without
telling; though she was eager to know what she had told.
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The Professor repeated the conversation, and she said:

'"Then there is not a moment to lose: it may not be yet too
late!" Mr Morris and Lord Godalming started for the door,
but the Professor's calm voice called them back:

'Stay, my friends. That ship, wherever it was, was weighing
anchor whilst she spoke. There are many ships weighing
anchor at the moment in your so great Port of London.
Which of them is it that you seek? God be thanked that we
have once again a clue, though whither it may lead us we
know not. We have been blind somewhat; blind after the
manner of men, since when we can look back we see what we
might have seen looking forward if we had been able to see
what we might have seen! Alas! but that sentence is a puddle;
is it not? We can know now what was in the Count's mind
when he seize that money, though Jonathan's so fierce knife
put him in the danger that even he dread. He meant escape.
Hear me, escape! He saw that with but one earth-box left,
and a pack of men following like dogs after a fox, this
London was no place for him. He have take his last earth-box
on board a ship, and he leave the land. He think to escape,
but no! we follow him. Tally- ho! as friend Arthur would say
when he put on his red frock! Our old fox is wily; oh, so wily,
and we must follow with wile. I too am wily and I think his
mind in a little while. In meantime we may rest and in peace,
for there are waters between us which he do not want to
pass, and which he could not if he would—unless the ship
were to touch the land, and then only at full or slack tide.
See, and the sun is just rose, and all day to sunset is to us. Let
us take bath, and dress, and have breakfast which we all need,
and which we can eat comfortable since he be not in the
same land with us." Mina looked at him appealingly as she
asked:—

'But why need we seek him further, when he is gone away
from us?' He took her hand and patted it as he replied:—

'Ask me nothing as yet. When we have breakfast, then I
answer all questions." He would say no more, and we sepa-
rated to dress.

After breakfast Mina repeated her question. He looked at
her gravely for a minute and then said sorrowfully:—
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'Because, my dear, dear Madam Mina, now more than ever
must we find him even if we have to follow him to the jaws of
Hell!" She grew paler as she asked faintly:—

lWhy? !

'Because,' he answered solemnly, 'he can live for centuries,
and you are but mortal woman. Time is now to be dreaded—
since once he put that mark upon your throat.'

I was just in time to catch her as she fell forward in a faint.
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