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						Die! Vampire! Die!
					
				

				
					
						Hal Duncan
					
				

				
					
						Ah, Thomas, come in.  I trust you had a comfortable journey?
					
				

				
					
						 Good.  Good.
					
				

				
					
						 Yes… Rolls Royce Silver Shadow.
					
				

				
					
						 Mostly original.  Glad you like it.  A bit more stylish, bit 
					
				

				
					
						more modern than a hearse, eh?
					
				

				
					
						 Quite.  You know how I feel about all the cofﬁn nonsense.
					
				

				
					
						 Yes, that’s a little something of my own design.  Can’t very 
					
				

				
					
						well spoil a car like that with black paint on the windows.  It 
					
				

				
					
						would be an absolute sin.
					
				

				
					
						 Well, I’m sure that can be organised.  The modiﬁcations 
					
				

				
					
						aren’t that difﬁcult; it’s just the manufacturing of the glass.
					
				

				
					
						 Well, you’d think so, wouldn’t you, but you know what the 
					
				

				
					
						elders are like.  
					
				

				
					
						 Yes?  In a crate?  Oh, that’s rich!  Talk about pathetic.
					
				

				
					
						 Anyway, have a seat.  Can I get you a drink?  I have a nice 
					
				

				
					
						Californian blonde at the moment, special import, exquisite 
					
				

				
					
						bouquet and you can almost taste the sunlight.
					
				

				
					
						 Him?  Oh, Thomas, you’re as bad as ever, the original sucker 
					
				

				
					
						for a pretty face.  Never could keep you away from the help.  No, 
					
				

				
					
						I’m afraid he’s one of us already, aren’t you, Jack.  Well, not one of 
					
				

				
					
						us
						, obviously.  Not Chosen.  I’m not looking for a brood anytime 
					
				

				
					
						soon.  No, no; he’s just a shabti.
					
				

				
					
						 Quite tame.  Don’t want to risk ending up like the old man, 
					
				

				
					
						after all.
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						 Yes, honestly.  He’s a shabti.
					
				

				
					
						 I know.  Quite remarkable really, bit of a freak.  Come here a 
					
				

				
					
						second, Jack.  Show Master Thomas your trick…
					
				

				
					
						 Bravo, Jack.  Bravo.  Very graceful.  Thought you’d appreciate 
					
				

				
					
						that, Thomas.  Yes, I think it’s called 
						capoeira
						.
					
				

				
					
						 You can go see to the experiments now, Jack.  I’ll page you if 
					
				

				
					
						I need you.
					
				

				
					
						 Yes, it’s quite remarkable, as I say.
					
				

				
					
						 No idea.  Presumably he had the skill before, but… no.  Just 
					
				

				
					
						showed up in one of the shipments.  Didn’t seem to be anything 
					
				

				
					
						special.  A bit strong-willed but nothing extraordinary; fought like 
					
				

				
					
						a tiger when I let him out of the cage, punched, kicked, 
					
				

				
					
						scratched, but after the ﬁrst few feedings he was quite compliant.
					
				

				
					
						 No -- I mean yes, I did 
						use
						 him in an experiment but it was 
					
				

				
					
						quite unrelated.  I’ve repeated it since and, well, the other 
					
				

				
					
						subjects just… well, you know what shabtis are like.  Most of them 
					
				

				
					
						you’re lucky if they can shufﬂe without drooling, never mind -- 
					
				

				
					
						actually, I’m running it again at the moment; you may ﬁnd it quite 
					
				

				
					
						interesting.   So, no, I wish I could take the credit but he just sort 
					
				

				
					
						of turned out that way.  I’m tempted to do some work on him, but 
					
				

				
					
						I ﬁnd him terribly useful.  There’s some things you just can’t use 
					
				

				
					
						humans for.  You’ll see.  I’ll give you the grand tour in a minute.
					
				

				
					
						 The old man?  Oh, he’s ﬁne.  Safe and sound as always.  He 
					
				

				
					
						was asking after you, you know… but then you always were his 
					
				

				
					
						favourite.
					
				

				
					
						 Well, OK.  Not so much asking after you as cursing your 
					
				

				
					
						name.
					
				

				
					
						 God, no.  Why would I want to do that?  The vault’s sound-
					
				

				
					
						proofed and who’s going to hear him anyway?
					
				

				
					
						 Oh no.  Jack’s under express orders to stay away from there. 
					
				

				
					
						He’s smart but he’s still a shabti.  Does exactly what he’s told.
					
				

				
					
						 Well, 
						obviously
						 I take precautions, but he does have to be 
					
				

				
					
						fed.
					
				

				
					
						 Yes, I blind them.
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						 Yes, I puncture their eardrums.
					
				

				
					
						 Handcuffs.
					
				

				
					
						 Well, I cuff them behind their backs obviously; I’m not that 
					
				

				
					
						foolish.
					
				

				
					
						Oh, really, Thomas, I think hamstringing is taking it a bit far.  I 
					
				

				
					
						have no intention of carrying them to him and holding them up 
					
				

				
					
						while he feeds.  Look, even if he did use the Hold on them, I can 
					
				

				
					
						snap their necks at any time.  Honestly, I have it all under control. 
					
				

				
					
						You can see for yourself.
					
				

				
					
						 Well, it amuses me to hear him going on.
					
				

				
					
						 Oh, don’t be such an old maid, Thomas.  It doesn’t suit you. 
					
				

				
					
						Leave that to the bloody elders with their cofﬁns and their crypts 
					
				

				
					
						and their ridiculous-  
					
				

				
					
						 Nonsense!  They can’t hear us, you know.  They may be 
					
				

				
					
						immortal but they’re not omniscient.
					
				

				
					
						 Oh, please!  I thought you of all people would be- 
					
				

				
					
						 Oh.  You had me going for a minute there, damn you. 
					
				

				
					
						Thought you’d lost it completely.  Thought maybe you’d spent so 
					
				

				
					
						long hanging around with Malik and his little clique that you’d 
					
				

				
					
						actually started to believe his overblown claptrap.
					
				

				
					
						 Well, I’m glad to hear that.
					
				

				
					
						 So how 
						is
						 the project going?  Any closer to the truth?  Any 
					
				

				
					
						hints about who sired who?
					
				

				
					
						 Really?  Not 
						another
						 one.  How many secret origins of the 
					
				

				
					
						Chosen can there be?  What is it this time?  Another Egyptian 
					
				

				
					
						pharaoh feeding on the blood of slaves?  A Phoenician sorcerer 
					
				

				
					
						making some dark deal with terrible demonic forces?
					
				

				
					
						 Oh, Mesopotamia… 
						again
						.  Funny how that one only started 
					
				

				
					
						popping up in their interminable stories ﬁfty years ago or so – 
					
				

				
					
						just after Kramer published his book on the Sumerians.  Curious 
					
				

				
					
						coincidence, that.  Honestly, Thomas, I don’t know how you put 
					
				

				
					
						up 
					
				

			

			
				
					
						with all 
					
				

			

			
				
					
						the 
					
				

			

			
				
					
						pseudohistorical, 
					
				

			

			
				
					
						self-mythologising, 
					
				

			

			
				
					
						self-
					
				

			

			
				
					
						important hokum.
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						 Heh.  Quite.  Yes, I can just picture you playing the wide-
					
				

				
					
						eyed young newblood eager for tales of ancient times.  You should 
					
				

				
					
						have been on stage, you know.  Who wouldn’t trust a face like 
					
				

				
					
						that?  Oh!  Do you remember the look on the old man’s face 
					
				

				
					
						when he realised you were in on it as well?  I mean, 
						me
						 he 
					
				

				
					
						expected, but 
						you
						… 
					
				

				
					
						 Oh, yes, that too!  It was, wasn’t it?  Ah, those were the days. 
					
				

				
					
						Poor old Reynard.
					
				

				
					
						 But no clues yet about his sire?  Malik hasn’t let anything 
					
				

				
					
						slip amongst all the ﬂim-ﬂam about – what did you say it was – 
					
				

				
					
						the Blood of Ishtar?
					
				

				
					
						 Whatever.
					
				

				
					
						 Is that so?  I thought the old leech had to be in the 
					
				

				
					
						bloodline somewhere.  
					
				

				
					
						 You’re not sure?  What exactly did he say?
					
				

				
					
						 Hmm.  Yes, I see what you mean.  It’s not quite proof, is it? 
					
				

				
					
						Damn it.  You could be hanging off his every word for centuries 
					
				

				
					
						and still not be any the wiser.  Well, no matter.  You have your 
					
				

				
					
						methods; I have mine.  Science, Thomas, science.  It’s the way of 
					
				

				
					
						the future.  No… correction: it’s the way of the 
						present
						.
					
				

				
					
						 Well, yes, I have made quite a bit of progress, actually.
					
				

				
					
						 No, I’m afraid, not that much progress.  It would be nice, 
					
				

				
					
						though, wouldn’t it?  Some sort of DNA test so you could track 
					
				

				
					
						your bloodline back and make sure they’re all… safe and secure, 
					
				

				
					
						so to speak.  Unfortunately not.  I did look into it but the lack of, 
					
				

				
					
						well, DNA rather put a damper on that line of inquiry.
					
				

				
					
						 No.  No DNA at all.
					
				

				
					
						 Yes.  Didn’t I tell you?  Didn't Malik pass on my-
					
				

				
					
						 You hadn’t heard at all?  Bloody Malik!  Bloody luddite – I 
					
				

				
					
						don’t believe he – I told him – this is just too much.
					
				

				
					
						 What else has he just decided to keep to himself?  I mean, 
					
				

				
					
						he did at least tell everyone about the rain, yes?
					
				

				
					
						 Well, that’s at least something.  God, Thomas, sometimes I 
					
				

				
					
						feel like Galileo.  They’re worse than the bloody Vatican.  I mean, I 
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						took the blood to get away from that sort of nonsense; I thought 
					
				

				
					
						we were supposed to be the faithless, the unbound, the free.  And 
					
				

				
					
						we’re worse than them.  It’s the bloody 21st Century and they’re 
					
				

				
					
						still – tell me, is Malik still having his Black Masses every Sunday? 
					
				

				
					
						God, it’s like a bunch of O.A.P's all toddling off to church on 
					
				

				
					
						their zimmers:  Nearer My Satan To Thee; and our sermon today 
					
				

				
					
						comes from the Maleus Maleﬁcorum; and would you like a 
					
				

				
					
						peppermint sweety, deary?  Cretins!
					
				

				
					
						 I’m sorry.  I’m sorry.  It just drives me crazy, all their 
					
				

				
					
						spiritualist nonsense.  They’re not living in the 20th Century, 
					
				

				
					
						never mind the 21st.  Here I am, working on saving the race and 
					
				

				
					
						they’re dithering around, making sacriﬁces to Beelzebub.  You 
					
				

				
					
						know, if they really dated back to Mesopotamia, you might at least 
					
				

				
					
						expect them to know that their great elder god was only called 
					
				

				
					
						Beelzebub in the Bible as an insult.  It’s a corruption of the 
					
				

				
					
						original Baal-ze-Baal, Prince-of-Princes, applied to half the deities 
					
				

				
					
						across the Middle East.
					
				

				
					
						 Yes, it’s quite true.  Well it’s not hard to ﬁnd.  A little reading 
					
				

				
					
						is a wonderful thing, Thomas.  Stops you from looking like a 
					
				

				
					
						blithering fool.
					
				

				
					
						 No, I don’t know.  I mean, it’s possible that it’s all part of 
					
				

				
					
						their shell-game, just another way of keeping the newbloods 
					
				

				
					
						under the thumb, awestruck and obedient.  But, I don’t know. 
					
				

				
					
						Sometimes I think the elders are just so … senile that they’ve 
					
				

				
					
						actually started to believe their own nonsense.
					
				

				
					
						 Well, it would be funny, but this is our survival at stake here. 
					
				

				
					
						Sorry, no pun intended.
					
				

				
					
						 Damn it, where was I?
					
				

				
					
						 Yes, my research.  Well, obviously Malik has been happily 
					
				

				
					
						burying everything I’ve sent him under the nearest stone. 
					
				

				
					
						Actually, he probably burned it, knowing him.  No matter.  You 
					
				

				
					
						and I, Thomas.  You and I.  We’re men of the modern era.  We’re 
					
				

				
					
						not afraid to step out in the rain.  That’s what umbrellas are for. 
					
				

				
					
						Technology, Thomas.  Science and technology.  That’s what’s 
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