
MINA CASTING      

« The Mystery of Mr. Renfield & Count DRACULA » 

 

I took the sleeping draught which you had so kindly given me, but for a long time it 
did not act. I seemed to become more wakeful, and myriads of horrible fancies 
began to crowd in upon my mind. All of them connected with death, and vampires, 
with blood, and pain, and trouble. 

I saw I must try to help the medicine to its work, so I resolutely set myself to sleep. 
Sure enough sleep must soon have come to me, for I remember no more. Jonathan 
coming in had not waked me, for he lay by my side when next I remember. There 
was in the room the same thin white mist that I had before noticed.  I felt the same 
vague terror which had come to me before and the same sense of some presence. I 
turned to wake Jonathan, but found that he slept so soundly that it seemed as if it 
was he who had taken the sleeping draught, and not I. I tried, but I could not wake 
him. This caused me a great fear, and I looked around terrified. 

Then indeed, my heart sank within me. Beside the bed stood a tall, thin man, all in 
black. I knew him at once from the description of the others. The waxen face, the 
high aquiline nose, the parted red lips, with the sharp white teeth showing between, 
and the red eyes that I had seemed to see in the sunset on the windows of St. Mary's 
Church at Whitby. I knew, too, the red scar on his forehead where Jonathan had 
struck him. For an instant my heart stood still, and I would have screamed out, only 
that I was paralyzed.  He spoke in a keen, cutting whisper, pointing as he spoke to 
Jonathan.  "`Silence! If you make a sound I shall take him and dash his brains out 
before your very eyes.' 

I was appalled and was too bewildered to do or say anything. With a mocking smile, 
he placed one hand upon my shoulder and, holding me tight, bared my throat with 
the other, saying as he did so, `First, a little refreshment to reward my exertions. 
You may as well be quiet. It is not the first time, or the second, that your veins have 
appeased my thirst!' 

I was bewildered, and strangely enough, I did not want to hinder him. I suppose it is 
a part of the horrible curse that such is, when his touch is on his victim. And oh, my 
God, my God, pity me! He placed his reeking lips upon my throat! 

I felt my strength fading away, and I was in a half swoon. How long this horrible 
thing lasted I know not, but it seemed that a long time must have passed before he 
took his foul, awful, sneering mouth away. I saw it drip with the fresh blood!" 


