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			Foreword by the Author

			We have all seen the movies and read the books, the legend of vampires has caught the imagination and fantasy of young men and women globally. Like all mythical creatures, be they Dragons, Mermaids or Werewolves all have an essence of truth, yet the reader must discern.

			Notably all these myths and folklore have origins in every country around the world, even where there was no communication, contact or trade between them.

			These are global mysteries backed by documents, paintings, ancient manuscripts and untold witnesses, passed down by generation, told around fires and in the drinking holes, including military and police affidavits, the mystery remains, and you the reader can decide.

			Much of the Documents have purposely been removed or hidden as not deemed edifying, and as much as the Bible says ‘’My People perish due to lack of knowledge’’, too much of the letter can kill, Corinthians 3. Yet again a disclaimer, ’Never let the truth get in the way of a good story’, however bear in mind, truth is stranger than fiction’ and what lies festering in the dark labyrinths of this imperfect world could well be a tales of truth never exposed.

			My thirty-year research on the historical validity of Vampires, even though the facts thereof, wrongly perceived, still needs to be put to paper and now finally done.
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			The quest for validity supposedly confined to the labyrinths of the Vatican or protected by the; ‘Sacred Guardians of the Inner Sanctum’, remain a mystery or conspiracy theory.

			While Carl Jung's beliefs would classify a vampire as a myth, recent evidence and modern technology (genetics) lean to a shift in factual perspective, showing distilled evidence that the arguable conspiracy theory holds more truth than fiction and they say that truth is stranger than fiction.

			For years the Vatican Apostolic Archives, claimed not to contain evidence of vampires in a literal, supernatural sense. The archives primarily hold historical documents related to the papacy and the Catholic Church.

			Under the orders of Pope Paul V, the Secret Archive was separated from the Vatican Library in the 17th century. 

			As a result, scholars had very limited access to its records and the archive remained closed to outsiders

			While there may be historical documents that mention folklore or legends related to vampiric creatures, these would be considered within the context of historical beliefs and superstitions, not as factual accounts of actual vampire.

			A recent unearthing of manuscripts by (Dominican) Father Dimitry claim that these Vampire documents would not edify, but rather impart fear and superstation, thus locked in archive catacombs for all eternally.

			‘Recent graves unearthed, reveal skeletons with enlarged fangs and bricks in their mouths manacled with blades over their necks in case they awakened’.

			Herewith are my thirty years of physical search, traveling through dangerous lands like the arid Warlord controlled Sudan, meeting the remote elusive Dinka tribe, or the Highlands of Ethiopia, uprooting gravestones in the Baltic countries, paying priests a bribe for hallowed information.

			My quest for this mystical humanoid was not to put pen to paper, but first a romantic intrigue, that soon changed.

		

	
		
		

	
		
			

			Editor’s Note

			Please be aware that in some cases, stories seem to repeat themselves. This is due to the author sharing various Holy Scrolls from various population groups to share the validity of facts and history that correlate accurately with other population groups or sacred manuscripts, namely the Ethiopian Scrolls, Dogon tablets, sacred Papyrus Egyptian archives and The Book of Enoch.

			Amidst the Scroll evidence are also collected stories of adventure passed down through families which adds intrigue and captivates with awe, but always confirms the written manuscript evidence.

			Many might assume that these findings are not Christian, I would emphatically state that they confirm the essence of Christianity, even though some would deem not edifying, their historical significance adds enlightenment to a chosen few, as the good book states, “My people perish due to lack of knowledge”

		

	
		
			

			First Inspiration for the Vampire Quest

			During my global travels of ancient sites, catacombs and museums, I came across two stone tablets engraved thousands of years ago that stood out for me as a naïve hippy minded backpacker.

			One was a Roman captain assigned to watch the carpenter Jesus of Nazareth night and day, and find some fault or self-elevation, claiming himself to be the Jewish king.

			The stone engraving read something like this – ‘I have watched this man day and night and can find no fault, just kindness and love, on the day that they crucified him the sky went dark, and thunder rolled without clouds, the dead arose and walked the earth’.

			We all know the Romans to be the most thorough nation that ever existed, even throwing salt on the ground after destroying a city, so nothing can ever grow there again.

			The Bible does not provide the name of the Roman centurion who oversaw the guard at Jesus' tomb, yet in the Milano catacombs a name was inscribed on the stone tablet.

			Further to that, the centurion who witnessed the crucifixion is mentioned as being filled with awe and declaring Jesus as the Son of God (Matthew 27:54).

			

			The apocryphal Gospel of Nicodemus states that the name Longinus is given to the soldier who pierced Jesus' side, but this is not a biblical account. The soldiers guarding the tomb are mentioned as being terrified and reporting the empty tomb to the chief priests (Matthew 28:11).

		

	
		
			Vampires, the Untold Story
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			The following tales of vampire invasion into the sands of the Sahara, and the onward stagger to Mali, the land of Kush and eventually Ethiopia were honed from ancient Dogon manuscripts, the book of Enoch and the Ethiopian Scrolls These tales remain hidden from most historians, other than the hallowed and elusive Vatican archives.

			What you are about to read has been embellished with the author’s influence, to add sensibility and some form of pattern, but remains true to the ancient Manuscript narrative. Many of the stories have been passed down through families. The author spent many a night sitting around fires in Ethiopia, Sudan and Mali taking notes.

			The Ancient Scrolls of the Dogon

			When the sun scorched the lands of Mali and the Niger flowed freely through their valleys, there dwelt a people called the Dogon, whose wisdom was as deep as the wells they dug and whose eyes saw beyond the veil of the visible stars. It is said they could hear the stars like the San of Southern Africa as they meditated on the cliffs of Bandiagara, their dwellings carved firstly into the ancient stone, and later primitive mud huts. The Dogon understood the rhythms of the cosmos and the secrets of the twin star, Po Tolo, and its unseen companion, Emme Ya. For generations uncounted, peace had reigned, as scores of camel caravans passed through the Sahara, bearing salt and gold, and the Dogon prospered in their ways.

			But a shadow began to creep from the east, from the lands beyond the great river, a thirsting evil born of a curse upon the waters of the Nile.

			These were the children of darkness, the blood-drinkers, who had partaken of the river Nile when turned to blood by the Hebrew God, these blood drinkers however had an inherent weakness, their flesh would turn to ash by the light of the sun. The blood drinkers were called the ‘Pale Sleeper’s, the ones born to die, yet they lived in a deathly hunger, their souls tethered to the thirst for life's essence.

			They crossed the vast and unforgiving sands of the Sahara, not by day, for the sun was their tormentor, but by night, burrowing into the cool earth and emerging when the moon cast its pale glow upon the dunes. 

			

			Their numbers grew with each passing caravan, for they fell upon the unsuspecting merchants and their beasts, draining them of their vitality, leaving naught but desiccated rotting flesh in their wake.

			The tales of these shadow beasts reached the ears of the Dogon elders, carried by the wind and whispered by the few survivors who stumbled into their villages, their eyes wide with terror and their bodies shivering in fear.

			A great unease settled upon the land, for the trade routes were imperilled, and the very fabric of their existence was threatened by this unseen foe.

			The Prophecy of the Magi Stargazers

			In those days, the elders of the Dogon, the Hogon, gathered in the sacred places, beneath the watchful gaze of the celestial sphere. They consulted the ancient tablets and the wisdom passed down through generations, seeking guidance in this time of great peril. For it was foretold that a time of darkness would come, when the balance of the world would be threatened by creatures of the night. And as they gazed upon the heavens, their eyes, trained by centuries of observation, discerned a subtle shift in the light of Sirius, the Sigi Tolo.

			A faint glimmer, almost imperceptible, emanated from its companion, Emme Ya, the dwarf star. This was a sign, a beacon from their ancient allies, the Nimmo, the amphibious beings from the watery world of Sirius B, who had long ago imparted to the Dogon the knowledge of the cosmos, teaching them the art of organic farming.

			For the Nimmo, though unseen by mortal eyes, were ever-present in the Dogon cosmology, guardians of wisdom and balance. Below an ancient amulet depicting the humble Nimmo.
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			The Nimmo were the teachers of the Dogon, revealing the secrets of the universe, the intricate dance of the stars, and the hidden forces that governed existence. And now, in this hour of need, their presence was felt, a silent promise of aid. The Dogon understood the message. 

			

			Their aid would not be in physical form, for their ways were not of flesh and blood, but through the subtle manipulation of energies and the amplification of the Dogon's inherent strengths.

			They would guide the Dogon to rediscover forgotten knowledge and to wield the elements against their foes.

			Thus, the elders declared that the time for passive endurance was over.

			The Dogon must rise, not with the weapons of iron that were scarce in their land, but with the wisdom of their ancestors and the guidance of their celestial allies. They would prepare for a battle unlike any they had known, a battle against an enemy that defied the natural order.
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			Preparation of the Ancient Fires

			And so, the Dogon began their preparations. Not with the forging of new blades, for their land yielded little iron, but with the sharpening of their ancient wooden spears, hardened by fire and tipped with molten silver. As for defence, they gathered thorny Acacia, preparing great pyres, for they knew that fire, the very essence of the sun, would be a potent weapon against the creatures of shadow.

			Through dreams and visions, the Nimmo imparted knowledge of ancient rituals, of the properties of certain herbs and minerals that, when combined with fire, would produce a flame that not only consumed, but purified, a light that would sear the very essence of the shadow beasts. During their preparations, the Dogon remembered the tales of old, of the dragons that once roamed the Arcus mountains in the land of Libya, creatures of fire and fury. Their ancestors had faced these beasts, not with steel, but with cunning and with fire, learning to master the element that both destroyed and cleansed. 

			Their lengthy wooden spears would instantly kill the blood suckers if pierced through the heart This ancient knowledge, long dormant, was reawakened within them, a primal understanding of how to fight fire with fire, and how to use it as a shield against the darkness. The women of the tribe, with their intricate knowledge of the land, gathered the sacred plants and mixed the potent concoctions, their hands moving with a purpose guided by ancestral memory.

			The men, with their spears and their newfound understanding of fire, practiced their formations. A sense of unity, a shared resolve, permeated the Dogon villages. Fear was replaced by a quiet determination, for they were not alone in this struggle. They were ready to defend their land, their people, and the very light of the sun against the thirsting ones, no more would the Pale Sleepers have a resting place during the darkness of night.
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			First Encounters

			The night of the first great encounter was marked by a moonless sky, a shroud of deepest black against which the stars shone with an intensity rarely seen. The air was still, heavy with anticipation, broken only by the rhythmic chanting of the Dogon warriors, their voices a low hum that resonated with the ancient spirits of the land. From the vast expanse of the desert, they came, a tide of shadows, their eyes glowing with an unnatural hunger, their forms barely discernible against the darkness. 

			The vampires, sped forward with uncanny speed, their thirst driving them toward the outskirts of their mountain village now called Timbuktoo. As the first of the shadow beasts drew near, the Dogon unleashed their prepared defence. Great gouts of flame erupted from the earth, fed by the dry brush and the potent concoctions, illuminating the night with a crackling inferno. The vampires recoiled, their forms hissing and smoking as the sacred fire touched their cursed flesh and exploded into a white light, (likened to present day Phosphorus).

			The Dogon warriors, their faces painted with ancestral symbols, moved with a synchronized precision, their wooden spears becoming extensions of their will. They did not merely thrust; they danced, weaving through the flames, their movements a testament to their mastery of their heritage. The Spears were attached with a long thread of animal sinew and one it entered the beast; they would retrieve with lighting speed.

			The vampires, accustomed to preying on the weak and the unprepared, found themselves facing an enemy that understood their vulnerability. The flames burned hotter, the light pierced deeper, and the very air vibrated with a subtle energy that disoriented the shadow beasts.

			The Dogon, guided by an instinct that transcended mere sight, struck with unerring accuracy, their spears finding the vital points of their foes, not with brute force, but with a focused intent that carried the power of the sun itself.

			Turning of the Tide

			As the battle raged, it became clear that this was no ordinary skirmish. The vampires, though numerous and possessed of unnatural strength, were disoriented by the Dogon's tactics. The flickering flames, imbued with the Nimmo's Star energy called Prana created illusions and distortions, making it difficult for the shadow beasts to perceive their agile opponents. 

			Their extremely long spears, though simple wood, became conduits of concentrated solar energy, each thrust a miniature sunbeam piercing the darkness. Where a spear found its mark, the vampire would shriek, its form dissolving into a cloud of dust and ash, a testament to the purifying power of the light.
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			The Nimmo's influence was not limited to the battlefield. In the minds of the Hogon, visions unfolded, revealing the weaknesses of the shadow beasts. They learned that the vampires, though they dug holes to avoid the sun, were still vulnerable to its lingering essence, especially when concentrated and directed with intent. They also discovered that the thirst for blood, their very sustenance, could be turned against them.

			Thus, the Dogon began to employ new strategies.

			They would lure the vampires into traps, pits filled with embers and reflective stones that amplified the moonlight, creating pockets of concentrated light that seared the creatures. They also began to use their knowledge of the desert, creating diversions and leading the vampires into areas where the sand was infused with ancient salts and crystal phosphorus, which burned their feet like acid. The tide of the battle began to turn.

			The initial terror that had gripped the Dogon was replaced by a fierce determination, and the vampires, once confident in their predatory dominance, now found themselves facing an enemy that was both cunning and imbued with a power they could not comprehend. The holes they dug in the desert, once their sanctuary, was becoming their tomb. As the nights bled on, the desperation of the shadow beasts grew. Their numbers dwindled, and their once-unwavering thirst was not quenched, resulting in weakening of the strength

			The Dogon, assumed an easy prey, had become their relentless hunters, their fires burning ever brighter, their spears striking with ever greater precision. The vampires, in their desperation, began to abandon their cautious tactics.

			They attacked with a frenzied recklessness, their guttural cries echoing across the dunes, no longer the silent predators of the night, but desperate creatures cornered and exposed and existing with a new emotion, foreign other corrupted flash , ‘fear’ .

			They sought to overwhelm the Dogon with sheer numbers, but the Dogon stood firm, their formations unbroken, their resolve unyielding. The Nimmo continued their subtle guidance, revealing to the Dogon the patterns of the vampires' attacks.
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			The Dogon warriors, their senses heightened by the celestial influence, anticipated every lunge, every desperate claw, turning the vampires' own momentum against them. Even the camels, once the victims of the shadow beasts, seemed to sense the shift in power.

			They stood firm, their eyes reflecting the dancing flames, no longer trembling in fear, but enhanced with a quiet strength, as if the spirit of the desert itself had risen to aid them. The air, once thick with the stench of fear and decay, now carried the scent of victory, while the hot dry Sirocco, or better known as the Khamsin removed the rotting smell, drying the Vampire carcasses within a day.

			Strangely the vultures refused to dive bomb and strip the rotting flesh, not a vulture was seen circling the hazy blue halo, it was as if they knew these rotting torsos was not of the earth

			The Dogon knew that the end was near, that the tide had turned irrevocably in their Favor. The darkness that had threatened to engulf their land was receding, driven back by the unwavering light of their spirit and the ancient wisdom that flowed through their veins.
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			The Final Reckoning

			On the holy seventh night, a great wind swept across the Sahara, carrying with it the dust of ages and the whispers of ancient spirits. It was the night of the final confrontation, a battle that would decide the fate of the Dogon and the purity of the desert lands.

			They lunged with a ferocity born of despair, their claws tearing at the air, their fangs snapping in the darkness. But the Dogon were ready, their double wooden shields protecting them from the hypnotic gaze of the Pale Sleepers. Many of these shields had bite marks and gnawing, like the one below.
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			The remaining shadow beasts, their numbers greatly diminished, gathered for one last desperate assault. Their eyes, once filled with hunger, now burned with a desperate fury, a primal rage against the light that had relentlessly pursued them. 

			The Dogon fires burned brighter than ever against those crude mud huts, their ancient stepladders provided some height, to gaze across the dunes, while in the distance lay the ancient dragon cliffs where the forefathers battled the Fire Beasts of old. The last one killed by St George while returning from the Holy wars of Jerusalem in the 12th century

			Their lengthy Iron clasp spears with attached rope made of Camel tail and sinew so they could retrieve the spear with lightning speed, struck with the force of a thousand suns, each blow a testament to their unwavering faith and their mastery of the elements.

			 The Nimmo, in their unseen wisdom created a vortex of light and heat that drew the vampires into its searing embrace. The air crackled with energy, and the desert floor trembled as the last of the shadow beasts were consumed by the cleansing fire, their unholy existence extinguished in a final, agonizing shriek of white phosphorus light.

			When the dawn broke, shredding crimson streaks across the heavens dunes, the desert was silent. No longer did the whispers of terror haunt the dunes, nor the stench of decay linger in the air.

			Only the faint scent of ash remained, a testament to the battle that had been fought and won. The Dogon stood victorious, their faces streaked with sweat and dust, but their eyes shining with the light of triumph and the peace of a land reclaimed. Even here in the remote Mali, the bottomless stone wells that were dried up were utilised as dungeons for many of the Vampires, who were caste into the bottom.

			 At a particular time of the day when the sun passes over and enters the well, the vampires were burnt to cinders. More of these wells are to be found in Portugal, and the Baltic area, the latter would often have windows. so, their destruction can be witnessed.
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Bronze Dogon alien Nimmo, 4000 years
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Ancient Dogone Amulet, with two Nimmo (Age unknown)
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