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Outside the Harkers' door we paused. Art and Quincey held back, and the latter said:-

"Should we disturb her?"

"We must," said Van Helsing grimly. "If the door be locked, I shall break it in."

"May it not frighten her terribly? It is unusual to break into a lady's room!" Van Helsing said 
solemnly –

"You are always right; but this is life and death. All chambers are alike to the doctor; and even 
were they not they are all as one to me tonight Friend John, when I turn the handle, if the door 
does not open, do you put your shoulder down and shove; and you too, my friends. Now!"

He turned the handle as he spoke, but the door did not yield. We threw ourselves against it; with a 
crash it burst open, and we almost fell headlong into the room. The Professor did actually fall, and 
I saw across him as he gathered himself up from hands and knees. What I saw appalled me. I felt 
my hair rise like bristles on the back of my neck, and my heart seemed to stand still.

The moonlight was so bright that through the thick yellow blind the room was light enough to 
see. On the bed beside the window lay Jonathan Harker, his face flushed and breathing heavily 
as though in a stupor. Kneeling on the near edge of the bed facing outwards was the white-clad 
figure of his wife. By her side stood a tall, thin man, clad in black. His face was turned from us, 
but the instant we saw we all recognized the Count — in every way, even to the scar on his 
forehead. With his left hand he held both Mrs Harker's hands, keeping them away with her arms 
at full tension; his right hand gripped her by the back of the neck, forcing her face down on his 
bosom. Her white nightdress was smeared with blood, and a thin stream trickled down the man's 
bare breast which was shown by his torn-open dress. The attitude of the two had a terrible 
resemblance to a child forcing a kitten's nose into a saucer of milk to compel it to drink. As we 
burst into the room, the Count turned his face, and the hellish look that I had heard described 
seemed to leap into it. His eyes flamed red with devilish passion; the great nostrils of the white 
aquiline nose opened wide and quivered at the edge; and the white sharp teeth, behind the full 
lips of the blood-dripping mouth, clamped together like those of a wild beast. With a wrench, 
which threw his victim back upon the bed as though hurled from a height, he turned and sprang 
at us. But by this time the Professor had gained his feet, and was holding towards him the 
envelope which contained the Sacred Wafer. The Count suddenly stopped, just as poor Lucy had 
done outside the tomb, and cowered back. Further and further back he cowered, as we, lifting 
our crucifixes, advanced. The moonlight suddenly failed, as a great black cloud sailed across the 
sky; and when the gaslight sprang up under Quincey's match, we saw nothing but a faint vapour.


