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“The world seems full of good men—even if there are monsters in it.”

—From Dracula by Bram Stoker






Prologue



“VICTOR, I’M SO PROUD OF YOU.”

Elizabeth leaned forward and Victor Frankenstein felt her warm lips on his cheek. He had to lean down slightly so that she could reach him. Though not tall himself, Victor stood a head higher than his fiancée. Elizabeth’s blue eyes beamed at him. He saw in them her excitement, her admiration, and for the thousandth time he hoped that someday he would be worthy of her devotion.

Victor reached up and felt Elizabeth’s shoulder-length blond curls, taking her in. As usual, she was neatly dressed, her curls tamed and close to her head. Elizabeth was always meticulous in her appearance—even more so than Victor himself. She had chosen the brown suit and tie he now wore, and as he looked at her she gently pushed back a stray lock of his hair.

As she smiled at him, Victor found that, once again, he was drawing strength from her. It seemed impossible and not very scientific that her small, slim form could transmit strength to him, but it did. She had waited so long for him. There were the years of medical college, and then his decision to change his focus from surgery to research, which would provide a much less secure future. As a researcher, his fortunes would largely be determined by his ability to win grants and fellowships. His success would depend as much on his talents as a presenter and a salesman as it would on his skill as a physician.

And much of that success would depend on what happened in the next hour.

“Good luck, old man,” Henry said, shaking his hand. Then his friend playfully batted him on the shoulder, and Victor felt himself returning Henry’s goodwill. It was, he realized, the first time he had smiled that day.

Taller than Victor, Henry—with his good looks, dark hair, and thin, neatly trimmed mustache—had enjoyed plenty of female attention when they had been in school together. Henry had been with him when Victor had met Elizabeth, but to Victor’s astonishment—and great happiness—Elizabeth had been completely immune to Henry’s charm. She had only been interested in Victor, and they had spent hours talking that first night.

Victor was glad Elizabeth and Henry had come. His heart was still hammering in his chest, but he found himself drawing courage from them, from their simple faith in him.

Despite the fact that he was taking a substantial risk today, he felt a certainty dawning within his breast. He truly was onto something. His theories were revolutionary, but his results were incontrovertible.

“It’s time, Victor. Go shake them up a bit,” Henry said.

“Good luck, darling,” Elizabeth said, and Victor turned and headed into the auditorium. As a student, he had been in that room a thousand times during his years of medical training at Goldstadf. He had even assisted Professor Waldman in teaching first-and second-year courses.

Now Victor felt sweat on his brow. Today the auditorium was full not of eager students but of physicians and professors of medical science—colleagues looking down at the youngest man ever to apply for the Goldstadf Fellowship, the most prestigious fellowship in Romania, and one of the most esteemed in all of Europe. It also carried a rather large grant and access to the university’s considerable resources.

Victor took his place by the podium and was warmly greeted by his mentor, Professor Waldman. The doctor had a thick mop of gray hair and bushy gray eyebrows, their salty color showing his age. Still, Waldman’s posture was so ramrod straight that he looked like a first-year military cadet rather than a man just a few years from retirement. Waldman’s eyes blazed with a keen intelligence that was legendary at the university. Now those eyes were looking at Victor warmly.

Nodding, Victor took his place by the doctor’s side.

“And now, esteemed colleagues, it is my pleasure to introduce Dr. Victor von Frankenstein, who two years ago graduated at the top of his class here at the university,” Waldman addressed his audience. “A student of mine since his first year, Victor has distinguished himself both as a surgical resident and as my research assistant. He has also been published in both The Munich Review of Medicine and The Paris Journal of Surgical Science. Today he has a presentation to make of his own work, and though he has kept the subject of it quite secret, I am certain that it will be of great interest to all of us.”

His teacher turned to him and whispered, “They are all yours, Victor.”

Victor nodded and took the podium as the professor stepped away. Quickly scanning the audience, Victor relaxed a bit as he spied Elizabeth and Henry taking their seats in an upper row of the auditorium. Once again he took strength from them, then began: “Distinguished guests, I welcome you.” As he spoke, Victor felt his confidence grow. His work was important and he would do it justice today.

“I am pleased to see so many well-known faces from all of the fields of medical science. Surgery, orthopedics, internal medicine, and neurology. With all due modesty, I can assure you that what I am about to propose will be of interest to each and every one of you, and will have dramatic implications in all of our various fields of study.

“Nearly two thousand five hundred years ago, Hippocrates changed the field of medicine forever by establishing once and for all that there were no supernatural causes for disease, only natural ones. A few hundred years later, Galen developed the first medical theories based on the principles of scientific experimentation. In the centuries since that time, we have used experiments to learn more and more about those natural causes. Recently, Louis Pasteur revealed a microscopic world of germs. We continue to learn about anatomy and of the body as a machine. Today, our treatments and surgical techniques improve at a rate that would astonish Hippocrates, and we have learned more in the last century than we had in the nearly two millennia that came before. At the threshold of the twentieth century, we stand on the brink of new and exciting discoveries.

“However, significant mysteries still remain. All of us have seen cases that defy our explanation. We have seen identical patients with identical illnesses, some who survive, some who do not. Why does pneumonia sometimes take a healthy young man from us and at other times allow an elderly man to recover? What are the forces that promote healing? Hasten death? Why do some patients mend more quickly than others, while some never at all?”

“God,” someone remarked a bit too loudly, which elicited a low laughter from the audience.

Victor smiled. He was ready for this. “Yes, perhaps God has a plan for each of us that predetermines how long we live and when we die. Yet, has God not also allowed our medical science to intervene and save lives? If this is so, then healers are truly doing His work.”

The laughter ceased and Victor paused for a moment to consider his colleagues. He sensed they were prepared for what would come next. “I submit to you that there is a force underlying all of our work…a force hitherto invisible…a force of life.” The audience was quite attentive now, many in it straining forward.

“We have known for some time about the role of electricity in the human body. The fields of chemical galvanism and electro-biology were born more than a hundred years ago, when Luigi Galvani caused the leg of a recently deceased frog to twitch through the application of electricity. My subsequent work has suggested the existence of a force underlying even electrical impulses: a life force, if you will. I submit to you that this life force can be manipulated and focused through the careful application of electrical and magnetic forces—that this life force can actually be harnessed to promote health and healing.”

Immediately the room broke out into dozens of separate conversations. Victor heard shock and indignation in the murmuring voices.

“Gentlemen, please!” Professor Waldman’s voice boomed, silencing some but not all of the discussion.

“I know that what I am proposing is revolutionary,” Victor continued. “However, is it really any more revolutionary than Pasteur’s work? He introduced us to an invisible world of microscopic organisms. Is it so hard to believe that there is even more we do not know, even more that we do not see?”

“What are you suggesting? That there is a magic ray that will heal a broken limb, close a wound, clear a body of disease?” shouted a voice from the audience.

“No more magic than sulfur powder,” Victor countered.

“And what if you applied enough of this ‘life force’ to Galvani’s dead frog? Are you saying it could get up and hop away?” hooted another.

Victor answered without hesitation, “Theoretically, yes, but—”

The response was immediate. Half of the room erupted into cries of scorn, the other half into peals of laughter. Victor felt his cheeks flush, even as his own internal temperature seemed to go up ten degrees.

“Blasphemy!” a voice yelled out.

Victor found himself roaring back, “No, not blasphemy! Science!” All conversation ceased for a moment before degenerating again into chaos.

Professor Waldman called out and in a few minutes order was restored.

When the auditorium was quiet once more, Victor said, “I know that what I am proposing is extraordinary, but I ask you to read the contents of the folder now in front of each of you. It contains all of my experimental records and the findings of my research.”

Looking out over the crowd, Victor saw nothing but blank faces. The response to his fellowship application would not come for weeks; however, he already knew what that reply would be.

Victor knew that he had failed: He had failed his work…he had failed himself, and…and, worst of all, he had failed Elizabeth. Still, he held his head up high, met the crowd’s eyes one last time, and said, “I thank you for your time.”

His face burning, Victor walked off. Even as he left the auditorium, he heard the disapproving voices of his colleagues. For this distinguished group, it was the equivalent of catcalls and the hurling of fruit and vegetables.

He stood alone in the hallway for a brief moment and then saw Professor Waldman approach him. “Victor, are you all right?”

“Fine, Professor…but it would appear that my career is over.”

Waldman shook his head. “You always have a place with me. There is a great deal we can do together.”

Victor knew this already. Waldman’s research was good science. And the professor was making slow and steady progress: new procedures, new techniques. But Victor could not shake the feeling that a position with Waldman was all a waste of time, compared to what he could be doing, to what he could be accomplishing. He knew that in a decade his pio-neering work on the life force could do more to advance medicine than the last two thousand years of study by the best minds in the world. Within just a few years, he could dwarf what Waldman had done in his entire career.

Perhaps it was arrogant and prideful of him to think it. But it was also true.

“No, thank you, Professor,” Victor said simply.

Waldman studied him for a minute. “Please, Victor. This was merely a setback. Do not let it consume you, and please promise me that you will at least consider my offer.”

Victor could only nod, and the professor turned away as Henry and Elizabeth approached.

 

It was a full four weeks before Victor returned to his family home in Romania. He had promised Elizabeth a holiday and he had made good on his word. However, his mind had never really been on the trip and she had known it. Even in their beautiful rented villa on the Seine, he had been unable to relax. Part of the problem was that he did not feel he was being fair to Elizabeth, given his new professional circumstances.

After a few days Victor had sat down to talk seriously with his fiancée. “Elizabeth, I want…I need to continue my work, on my own if I have to. There are the family holdings, a little income. I can set up a lab in the house. It won’t have the staff or advantages of the university, but it’s a start.” His family had some means, although their fortunes were not what they once were.

“I understand,” Elizabeth had responded.

“I’m not sure you do, darling. It will be some time before my work will bring results.” Science, even revolutionary science, depended on experiments, data, and reproducible results. There would be years of working with animals and lower life-forms, and he would have to make do with the equipment he could afford.

“The point is, Elizabeth, it’ll be some time before I will have achieved anything substantial. For some time I will be the laughingstock that I was at Goldstadf.” He didn’t know how to put into words what he knew had to come next. As it turned out, Elizabeth wasn’t going to let him.

“None of that matters to me, Victor. I know what you are. You are the man I love. And I know I have to share you with your work,” she said before he could interrupt. “If you think that I will allow this little setback to delay our life together, you are very mistaken, Dr. Victor Frankenstein. I mean to marry you and I do not mean to wait.”

“But, Elizabeth, I can’t offer you—”

“You have offered me yourself and that is all I want. I won’t be stopped by money or the Goldstadf Fellowship board or anything else. And I can assist you in your work.”

“We wouldn’t have much to start,” Victor had said.

“We will have everything we need,” Elizabeth had replied.

At that moment, Victor had felt the cloud that had descended on him during his disastrous presentation lift. There was hope—not only for his work, but for his life with Elizabeth.

It might not be the Goldstadf Fellowship, but it was enough for him.

Now he walked into the family home with his few servants standing ready to greet him. It was good to be back. It was evening before he had his belongings unpacked and attended to his responsibilities as master of the house.

There was quite a large pile of correspondence demanding his attention, but Victor decided to forgo that until the morrow. He sat at his desk and began making notes: If he was going to outfit a lab in his own home, he would have much to do.

He smiled as he imagined Elizabeth sitting down at the same moment to make plans for the wedding. Yes, together they could accomplish quite a bit.

Less than an hour into his work, Victor’s butler, Gerald, came to inform him that there was someone at the door. Before he spoke, Gerald cleared his throat dramatically. “A Count Dracula. I asked him to return in the morning, but he was quite insistent that he see you. I’m sorry, sir, the hour is quite indecent.”

It was unusual. He had heard of a Count Dracula, but this could not be that Dracula. Poor Gerald looked distressed. “It’s quite all right. Let’s go see to our guest.”

The foyer was empty, and Victor flashed Gerald a look.

“He would not leave, but he would not enter,” Gerald said.

His natural curiosity piqued, Victor went to the front door and came face-to-face with a tall man standing in the entryway. He was dressed all in black, a long coat draping his body. The clothing was formal and had a vaguely military look, of a style Victor had never seen before. Most unusual was his hair, which was long, dark, and pulled back, away from his face. Perhaps the oddest thing about him was the single earring he wore in his left ear—a small golden hoop. Clearly the count was nobility, but Victor had never known an aristocrat who wore an earring.

The count’s features were striking, with pronounced cheekbones and very dark hair. If Victor had had to guess, he would have said the man was perhaps thirty, just a little older than Victor himself. His guest certainly looked like a man in the prime of youth, but there was something odd about his eyes, which looked older than his face—much older. Victor found himself drawn to those eyes. They were electric, intense, and…warm? No, just very interested in him. After a few moments, Victor realized that he had been staring. He shook his head; he was being rude.

“Count Dracula, I presume,” he said, offering his hand.

The man nodded curtly and said, “Yes, Dr. Frankenstein. It is a true pleasure to meet you.”

“Why are you waiting outside?” Victor asked.

“I would not presume to enter without an invitation from the master of the house. Particularly at this indecent hour,” Dracula said, giving Gerald a quick look. Victor had the feeling that Count Dracula had somehow overheard their conversation, but of course that was impossible. Gerald seemed unnerved by the count’s attention. His butler had been with the family since Victor was a boy, and he had never seen the man as uncomfortable as now.

“By all means, do come in,” Victor said.

Dracula stepped over the threshold and Victor felt a sudden chill, quickly dismissing it as the result of a cool evening breeze. “Brandy?” he offered.

“Yes, thank you.”

“Gerald, we will take it in the library.” Victor led the count to the comfortable chairs in front of the fire, where they were surrounded by his family’s many books.

“My arrival is clearly a surprise to you. I apologize for that and for the lateness of the hour.”

Victor tried but failed to place the count’s accent. The Romanian was fluent, but he spoke it with a trace of something else…. “Quite all right,” he said.

“I wrote you some time ago announcing my impending visit,” the count continued.

“I have been traveling, and I must have not opened your letter yet,” Victor replied. Then Gerald arrived with the brandy.

Victor raised his glass to his guest. “Cheers.”

The count returned the gesture, but put the glass down without drinking.

“I don’t mean to be rude, but perhaps later,” Dracula said.

Victor noted that it was odd behavior, but no less than having an aristocrat show up at one’s door after ten in the evening. “What can I do for you, Count Dracula?”

The count smiled, but the gesture was joyless and never reached his eyes—eyes that were now boring into Victor, so much so that he found it almost frightening. The feeling passed and Victor realized that he was being silly. The count had been nothing but courteous and was his guest, after all.

“I am very interested in your work. I have learned of your presentation to the university and managed to obtain a copy of your Goldstadf Fellowship application materials. I found your theories quite thought-provoking indeed.”

Victor stared blankly at his guest for a hint of irony or mockery. He detected none, seeing nothing but sincerity. Until now, the only people inquiring about Victor’s work were journalists who wanted to ridicule him.

“I am quite serious, I assure you,” the count went on, perhaps reading his thoughts. “I have from time to time been a benefactor of scientific research. I am here to speak with you about a grant. I think your work could be very important. I have significant means and have begun to think about my legacy on this world.”

His eyes looked at Victor with an intensity that made him both nervous and giddy with excitement.

“Surely, as a physician, you have imagined the enormous potential impact of your theory on the force of life. If it could indeed be harnessed, the results for mankind could be revolutionary.”

Victor could not hide his surprise, or his pleasure. “I have seen great potential in my work, but so far I have been alone in my enthusiasm.”

“Then allow me to offer my support…and my friendship. Perhaps together we can realize that potential. Then you can take your place among Hippocrates, Pasteur, and the giants of medicine.”

Those eyes. They were magnetic, drawing Victor in and making him believe the offer of brotherhood and support—of the kind that he had not had from a single human being. The count was his only friend.

No, that’s not true, Victor thought. Elizabeth is that and more. And what of Henry? He had only just met Dracula. The bright sincerity in Elizabeth’s eyes came to Victor’s mind, but he found that he was uncomfortable thinking of her in his visitor’s presence.

Victor had the brief, uncanny feeling that Dracula had opened a window into his mind. “I was thinking of equipping you with a full laboratory. New equipment. Anything you require to speed your research.”

“My good count, I’m afraid that that is a large order. The cost would be considerable. Much of the equipment would have to be designed and built to new specifications. That is why I approached the university: I hoped to involve the physical sciences and chemistry departments.

“I assure you that my means are considerable. Whatever you need, you shall have. Just think of what we can accomplish together!”

The count rose to leave. “Begin making a list of what you require,” he said. “If it is acceptable to you, I shall return tomorrow evening and we shall discuss the matter further.”

Victor walked his guest to the door and bade him good night. “I don’t know how to thank you, Count Dracula.”

The count simply nodded and shook Victor’s hand. Victor thought it felt unusually cold. Then Dracula broke the contact, looked him once more in the eye, and turned to leave.

Seconds later, Count Dracula disappeared into the night.

With his strange visitor’s departure, Frankenstein felt dizzy, as if he had stood up too quickly. Had he just dreamed the whole encounter?

“Master Frankenstein? Has your guest left?” Gerald asked from beside him.

“Yes. That will be all for the night, Gerald. Thank you.”

“Very well, sir,” Gerald replied, and headed back down the hallway.

So it wasn’t a dream. So much the better, Victor thought. Certainly the count was the answer to his prayers.

I’m lucky to have a friend like him.

No. He had just met Count Dracula. They were just acquaintances, not friends. Not yet.

Far too excited to sleep tonight, Victor went back to his office and set to work.

He would have to cancel his plans with Elizabeth for tomorrow so he could labor through the day as well. The count was offering him the opportunity of a lifetime; to be ready for their next meeting was the least he could do.

Victor felt a rush of hope for the future. Soon, the whole world will know the name Frankenstein.

Something was nagging at him through the reverie, though—something odd. And he soon realized what it was.

Dracula had arrived at his door in the dead of night, but there had been no coach waiting for him. Not even a horse in the drive.
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DR. FRANKENSTEIN MADE HIS FINAL ADJUSTMENT.

“Igor, check the conductors.”

His assistant made a face and turned to walk up the stairs. His defining feature was his twisted back, which forced him to hunch sharply to one side, making his gait unsteady. His features were blunt and, oddly, he had no eyebrows over his small, deep-set, and perpetually red-rimmed eyes. Long, stringy red hair hung down past the man’s face, only adding to his peculiar looks.

Frankenstein had had doubts about hiring Igor to assist him in the lab. It was not his appearance, though he knew most others were put off by Igor’s misshapen form, and Gerald and the other servants voiced concerns about him as well. Frankenstein understood their worry, but his friend Count Dracula had felt strongly about Igor. Besides, as a scientist, he preferred to deal with the real, the tangible—with things that could be quantified.

And as a physician, Frankenstein understood the nature and cause of the deformity and had at one time dedicated his life to healing people such as Igor. In a rush of excitement, he realized that he was about to succeed beyond his wildest dreams. Even Gerald would be impressed, and he had rarely seen his servant excited about anything.

But Gerald is gone….

Yes…all of them were gone. Gerald had stayed the longest, his loyalty to the family running the deepest. Still, they had all left one by one. That had been what? A year ago? No, closer to two.

On a certain level, Frankenstein understood why. He had changed. His Work had completely absorbed him, and had let many other things slip. Even now he could not remember the last time he had rested. Sleep was not the pleasure it once was: dark dreams always came to him. His only release was his Work, where he could be lost and forget about everything else…

…even Elizabeth.

It hurt to think of her, so much so that the count had urged him many times not to. Dracula wanted what was best for him, for his Work. The count was helping him take his place with Hippocrates, Pasteur…the giants of medicine.

Great deeds required great sacrifice—sacrifices like Elizabeth.

No! part of his mind rebelled. I do not want to give her up….

But he had. She stayed longer than the others, but then she, too, had abandoned him. It had been inevitable; she had never liked the count and was interfering with his Work—the Work that was almost finished.

When he had succeeded, he would win Elizabeth back. They would all come back….

Yet, part of him knew it was too late. Too much had happened. Looking around his lab, he wondered what his father would think of what he had done to the watchtower of Castle Frankenstein. Then he was jolted by the realization that this was not his ancestral home. The count had Frankenstein move his lab to the Transylvanian region of Romania, and had provided him with this castle. It was a very generous gift: Dracula was truly his friend.

It was here that Frankenstein had installed the dynamos, the generators, the powerful electromagnets, the chemical-reaction tanks. They represented the best German engineering, much of it based on Frankenstein’s own designs and all of it made possible by his friend the count. As he looked around, he saw progress, the future. There were machines—creations of man—about to aid him in the ultimate act of creation. If he were still alive, his father would appreciate that much, even if he might not understand all the science.

There was something else here, though, something that his father would not have approved of. It wasn’t the dust, grime, and cobwebs that covered much of the lab. It wasn’t even in the rank smells, the leftovers of previous, failed experiments. It was the overwhelming stench of corruption.

More sacrifices for his Work, which had gone much faster than expected. The count had pushed Frankenstein to be more aggressive. The experiments on humans began almost immediately. There had been the ethical questions, of course, but Dracula had allayed all of his concerns.

And the count was his friend.

There had been some intoxicating victories. If only he could have published the results, then the fools on the Goldstadf Fellowship review board would know how wrong they had been in scorning him. They would see the genius of Frankenstein. Yes, genius. He would not deny the simple truth now, any more than he would rob himself of the triumph that he knew was within his grasp.

“The conductors are secure, Doctor,” Igor called from the stairs.

Frankenstein raced across the room and checked his generators. Gauges showed that they were operating at full power. He flipped the first switch, the hum of the equipment rising in pitch. Then he activated more switches, careful to maintain the correct sequence as he turned on the electromagnets and dynamos and finally engaged the chemical-reaction tanks.

Electricity arced across contact points, and the hum increased in volume. The sound was intoxicating. It was the call of new life waiting to be born. Frankenstein spent minutes more adjusting, calibrating. The convergence of forces had to be just right. Electricity and magnetism along with chemical catalysts had to be perfectly aligned to bring about the primal energies he sought to summon.

When he was satisfied that all was in order, he moved to the structure that dominated the center of the room—a very special pod that looked like an oversize surgical table connected to electrodes and his precious equipment. On it lay his greatest creation: the Work incarnate.

A large figure covered in bandages, sewn together by Frankenstein’s own hands. Pieces from cadavers carefully selected and assembled using surgical techniques that his colleagues had yet to imagine. Yet, it was only the beginning.

Even now, life was beginning to flow into his creation. Nerves, bone, and sinew were healing on the cellular level. It was not yet alive, but it was no longer completely dead.

Frankenstein knew he had nothing to do now but wait. Looking down at its closed eyes, he whispered, “You are truly my son.”

The only one I will ever know, a voice in his mind supplied.

This new truth awakened in him feelings he had never known. With Elizabeth gone, there would be no children…no family…not with her—and if so, then not with anyone.

“You are my legacy to the world and I shall love you like my own son,” Frankenstein said. Tears ran freely down his face. He could not tell if they were for his old life or for the new one before him. In the end it didn’t matter; he simply let them come.

“And I shall do right by you,” he promised. In his visible form, his son was not aesthetically pleasing. He wished he had done better, more careful work in the assembly. But the count had been in such a hurry.

And the count is my…

Frankenstein found that he did not want to think of Dracula now. This moment was for father and son alone. Once he was alive, his son’s form would be perfected; he would be the first to receive the benefits of Frankenstein’s work.

Lightning flashed in the distance. Frankenstein counted off two seconds before the crack of thunder came. Two miles away. Closer than the last one.

“I give you life. And I shall see that life nurtured. I have failed many, but I shall not fail you. With your life, I give you the will to live it. The free will that is the right of all men,” Frankenstein declared.

Another flash, another thunderclap. This one was less than a mile away. It wouldn’t be long now. There were other sounds coming from outside, voices, shouting. Frankenstein knew he should be concerned but could not take his attention away from his task for an instant. After coming this far, he merely willed the lightning to approach.

All the while, his machinery worked, delivering its power to his son. He felt the connection between them growing. It was something he had not counted on—a finding he had not anticipated. Still, he welcomed it.

More dazzling light; the thunder was very near. His equipment was crucial, but the final breath of life and the incredible energies that it would require would come from above…

…from the heavens.

Suddenly, Frankenstein knew that he was only part of a plan—one that was not his. For an instant he had fancied himself as a master of creation. But he was not the master here. No matter. He had his son now and he would make everything right.

It came.

Frankenstein saw the lightning strike before it actually hit the conductors on the roof of the watchtower. He felt it when the force that would fulfill his vision touched the machines. They sprang to life first, gathering the incredible power of the universe into the crystal diffuser Frankenstein had placed into his son’s chest. Electricity arced across the length of the laboratory, and life surged into his son. Then, as quickly as it had come, the flash of energy disappeared and his son’s eyes flickered.

The scream came from a deeper place in himself than Frankenstein knew existed. “He’s alive…. He’s alive…. HE’S ALIIIIVE!!!”

The euphoria was indescribable, maybe what God Himself must have known in His greatest moment of creation. Now all of his sacrifices seemed worth it, as he had achieved something that no one else in the history of mankind had even attempted.

A loud crash brought him out of his bliss. There was the sound of splintering wood, angry voices. Running to a window, he saw a torch-carrying mob outside in the night. He recognized one of them: a tall man wearing a large top hat. Frankenstein knew why they had come, and felt a chill as he realized that their anger was righteous. If he could only talk to them, he would explain why some of his unconventional methods had been necessary.

Some were carrying a tree trunk. They surged forward, charging the castle’s front gate. Another crash. Wood splintered, but the gate held, though Frankenstein knew it would not be for long.

Screaming, more fury from below. He would have no time to justify his work and its incredible value. His creation—his son—was in danger. They would never understand. The mob would look upon his son and see only a monster. Where was his friend, the count? Dracula should be helping him, protecting him, so why was he abandoning him now?

“Success!” a voice cried out from behind him.

Frankenstein spun around and found himself face-to-face with a dark figure. The fear in his stomach reached his throat and he screamed. Then he recognized the familiar features and felt the terror briefly subside.

“Oh…Count…it’s just you,” Frankenstein said, glad to see his last remaining friend.

Dracula stepped forward into the flickering lights created by the surging electricity all around them. There was something wrong. His voice was flat, toneless, and his eyes were like ice.

“I was beginning to lose faith, Victor.” Then the count looked down at the villagers. “A pity your moment of triumph is being spoiled over a little thing like grave robbery.”

 

The mob surged forward, the villagers moving through the night as if they were a single living organism with just one purpose: revenge. They still could not comprehend why anyone—let alone someone who called himself a doctor—could commit such unspeakable and unholy acts as grave robbery. But whatever the motive, the desecrations had driven their entire town into a frenzied state of horror and outrage. Though not all or even most of them had been wronged, they would have vengeance just the same.

Most carried torches and all carried weapons, makeshift arms of pitchforks, shovels, and axes—tools for tilling and tending the land that would be put to a much darker purpose this night.

They prepared for another run at the gate with their tree-trunk battering ram as the new Castle Frankenstein rose out of the moors in front of them.

Centuries old, the castle had withstood invading armies, but the villagers were certain that it would fall to them tonight. There would only be one man inside, and they would have him before the evening was through.

At the head of the organism was the village undertaker in his top hat. His eyes reflected the torch he wielded and a gleam that showed genuine pleasure at the task at hand. He urged them on with cries of encouragement. “You know what he’s doing in there—to the bodies of your loved ones!”

A roar rose up around him. The men holding the tree trunk went at it again. The weakening gate still held, as if reluctant to give up the fight.

 

Again, Frankenstein was struck by the lack of concern in the count’s voice. Grave robbery was a serious charge. The mob would be through the castle gate soon. From there, the front door would be little trouble…then there would be no stopping them.

Frankenstein looked pleadingly at Dracula and said, “I must…I must escape from this place.”

With growing panic, Frankenstein raced through his laboratory, seeing it as if for the first time. It looked more like a rank dungeon than a place of scholarly scientific research. The machinery and equipment that had once thrilled him were now frightening. The dynamos, the generators, the chemical vats, and reaction chambers were grotesque, abominations churning away as his world crumbled around him.

Something was terribly wrong here. The count was viewing him with something like contempt, only much worse—surely not friendship. In the blink of an eye, the one certainty in his life vanished and threatened to take the rest of his mind with it.

The count’s voice materialized from above: “Where are you going to run, Victor?”

Dracula was now impossibly high up in the rafters, as if he had been magically transported there. If it was magic, then it was a very dark art, indeed, Frankenstein realized.

It was too much to take in all at once, so he tried to focus. Throwing open a nearby traveling chest, Frankenstein wildly began packing. He had to get away, to get his creation away from here…away from the mob…away from Dracula. Then he would sort out what was happening.

“Your peculiar experiments have made you…unwelcome in most of the civilized world.” Dracula’s voice was cold with just a hint of mockery. Frankenstein looked up and saw that the count was now somehow on the other side of the room, pacing on the great mantelpiece over the fire.

It didn’t make sense. It defied the laws of physics and motion as he understood them. Who was this man, really? He had lied to Frankenstein—from the beginning. And the count had taken something important from him.

No, I gave it to him. I invited him into my home. And I have invited him into more than that.

Frankenstein forced himself to concentrate on the only thing that mattered now: his son. “I’ll take him away, far away, where no one will ever find him.” He continued packing, just the things he would need, but it was so hard to think with the count nearby.

Suddenly, Dracula was right next to him, stepping down on the lid of the trunk and slamming it shut. “No, Victor. The time has come for me to take command of him.”

“What are you saying?” Frankenstein’s voice sounded nearly hysterical to his own ears.

“Why do you think I brought you here? Gave you this castle? Equipped your lab?”

The scientist in him struggled to understand, even as he feared the harrowing implications. “You said you believed in my work….” That I would take my place among the giants….

“And I do. But now that it is, as you yourself said, ‘a triumph of science over God,’ it must serve my purpose.”

“What purpose?” Frankenstein looked for answers in the count’s icy gaze. He felt the last remnants of Dracula’s hold on him disappear—not because Frankenstein had broken free, but because the count had released him…because Frankenstein had fulfilled the man’s evil purpose. He was certain now of one thing: His creation—his son—was to be taken from him.

 

As one, the villagers raced forward again, the makeshift battering ram slamming into the castle gate, unyielding metal now twisting and groaning. Cheers of excitement rose, and though they were near exhaustion, the men holding the tree trunk quickly took position for another run.

The gate was no match for their irresistible force—seconds later they were finally through. Victorious cries rippled through the crowd as they made their way toward their quarry. The man in the top hat looked on and urged them to continue, grinning wickedly from ear to ear.

[image: space]

Frankenstein understood what he had allowed to enter his life, and what he might set loose on the world. Nothing that he thought or felt could be measured, quantified and reduced to experimental results. But he was sure it was all as real as the life he had created—the very life that Dracula would use against mankind.

“Good Lord…,” Frankenstein said, evoking God for the first time in longer than he could remember. He would not be part of these fiendish designs any longer. “I would kill myself before helping in such a task.”

“Feel free. I don’t actually need you anymore, Victor. I just need him,” the count said pointing to the table. “He is the key.”

Dracula stepped toward him and Frankenstein could feel the pure malice radiating from the…creature. For whatever the count was, he was certainly not a man.

Victor backed away, toward the fireplace. He set his jaw and narrowed his eyes. To his surprise, he felt defiant, even in the face of inhuman strength and dark power. He knew his body was weak: He had slept little in the last few months and could not even remember his last meal. However, he had to protect his creation and do something to put a stop to this madness.

“Before I would allow him to be used for such evil, I would destroy him.”

“I can’t allow that to happen. My brides would be very put out.”

“Igor! Help me!” Frankenstein called out. He would fight this creature to his dying breath, but he also knew he would likely lose.

“You have been so kind to me, Doctor, so caring and thoughtful,” Igor said from a safe distance. “But if they catch me, they’ll hang me again.” The assistant gave him a joyless smile and revealed his horribly disfigured and broken neck. No one would rescue Victor from the hellspawn Dracula, or the crowd that might even now be seconds away.

But he still had himself, and the count would have to reckon with the last of the Frankensteins. Moving quickly, Victor reached above the mantel and pulled a saber that was crossed over the family coat of arms. The weight of his family’s ancient weapon felt good in his hands. He felt righteous anger, the power of his father and all of his ancestors, arming him, strengthening him, and steadying his hand.

“Stay back,” he commanded.

His adversary stepped toward him. “You can’t kill me, Victor…,” Dracula said. Then, unbelievably, the count stepped into Frankenstein’s saber, its blade piercing his chest. For a moment Victor was too shocked to move. He could only watch in horror as the count kept walking, impaling himself further and finally bringing himself to within inches of his face.

“I’m already dead,” Dracula whispered.

 

Thought was momentarily impossible. Victor struggled to understand what had just occurred as he faced this…abomination of nature—one who, it seemed, had long ago discovered his own means of immortality that now flew in the face of mere science.

My God, what have I done?

You knew what you were doing, the long-lost voice of reason murmured inside his head. All along, you knew this was too good to be true. Everyone tried to warn you about the count…what he was really capable of…but you ignored them…you turned them away one by one in the name of the Work…always the Work.

My son…forgive me.

He watched as Dracula’s canine teeth seemed to grow in front of him, becoming razor-sharp fangs. All color drained from the monster’s once-human face. As Victor looked into those cold, dead eyes, he felt all of his defiance and hope leave him. He had been the architect of his own destruction, but he did not regret his own imminent death; he had brought it on himself.

His only regret was that his creation would now fall under the power of this monster. His son deserved better.

Dracula leaned down and Victor knew he had seconds to live. Staring into that monster’s face was like looking into the face of Satan himself…or as close to the Devil as he would ever see in this world and perhaps even the next.

Victor felt a pressure on his neck as those long teeth pierced his skin, somehow reaching much farther than could be measured. The physician inside him knew that Dracula was drawing his blood, but another part of him knew that the count was taking much more than that.

Darkness loomed, enveloped him, and he knew no more.

 

Noise. Light. Difficult to focus. He did not know where he was and could not remember his name. But someone was nearby.

Father.

Yes, Father had spoken to him while he…slept? It was hard to remember. His thoughts were scattered and he had to focus them. Even as he tried, sleep beckoned and something even deeper called to him. He fought it.

He was strong. That was his second certainty. Father had made him strong. He forced his eyes to stay open. Soon they adjusted to the bright light. There were flashes everywhere, but he could make out shapes if he tried very hard.

He realized that he was looking at the place of Father’s Work, where he was given shape and then life. He heard Father’s voice, he recognized it as the voice in his dream. He wanted to see him, to touch him. To hear that voice clearly, the voice that had called him into the world.

But something was pressing down on him. He was on a table. Pod came into his mind: It was Father’s word for the thing that held him now. He pushed against it. Why hadn’t Father come to release him?

There were two voices. One was Father’s and there was another that he did not recognize. Father sounded upset…and frightened. He could hear it in his voice, and also feel it somewhere deeper inside him.
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