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Cover image taken from “Love and Pain”, also known colloquially as “The Vampire”, 1895, by Edvard Munch.
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Who are the Vampires in Your Neighborhood?
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A Few Notes on Things That Go Bite in the Night

––––––––
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WHEN IT COMES TO VAMPIRE stories (broadly defined), I’ve long wanted to find a balance between the folklore vampires that manifest as supernatural monsters, and the more modern Friendly Neighborhood vampires (the brooding vampire comes closer to the Byronic anti-hero than to their folkloric roots). I’ve encountered a few vampire lifestylers who balance the mundane parts of life with the macabre (I legit ran across one who worked as an insurance adjuster by day). This lead me to want to find a middle ground between Vampire as Monster and Vampire as Neighbor, between good and wickedness, predator and person with unique needs. Fairly early on, I came up with an especially silly vampire scenario, which I called “Vampires in a Grocery Store”, with the mental image of a Max-Schreck-as-Nosferatu-type vampire buying beef blood and blood oranges (someday, I may write a tale with skinny, craggy-looking vampire trundling a shopping cart, I just need a solid plot).

I’ve also wanted to step aside from the usual pretty young one finds in a lot of modern vampire media. When I watched the first season of HBO’s True Blood, I glommed onto a one- off vampire character, a homely, overweight, middle-aged Southern White dude who, aside from his fangs, looked liked a good-ol’-boy at a barbecue, rather than a “dark creature of the night”. I’d love to watch a series about a vampire protag like this guy.

And then I took a weird look at the grocery store where I work (can you see why I want to write a story with vampires in the checkout??): customers grumbling “We’d all be rich if we didn’t have to eat.” Then the next customer came through with a container of congealed blood from the meat department. I may have jokingly asked if they have a vampire in their family or a vampire friend visiting. He laughed and said he needed the blood for one of his grandmother’s recipes. And then my brain gave me the idea that grew into “The Vampire Edna”, which I’d originally entitled “Food Substitution”, though I later decided to riff from Anne Rice’s title convention. In so doing, I found a way to create a connected universe for my vampire stories.

I also laid down a few ground rules as to how vampires work in this fictional universe:

—They need to drink blood, they can’t eat solids, but they can cut the blood they drink with other drinkable liquids or liquefied solids (ie. juice from a juicer, homemade smoothies from a blender, etc.).

—They maintain the same age and roughly the same appearance as they had the time of their turning.

—This turning happens when a vampire bites them, drinks the person’s blood, and has that person drink their (the vampire’s) blood.

—If they were basically a good person at the time of their turning, they will remain a good person. If they had done seriously wrong things and had no intention of reforming before their turning, they stay in that state and even worsen, hence the Vampire as Monster.

—Though turning may give a person immortality, stop their aging in its tracks and even grant rapid healing factor (barring decapitation or otherwise having their head destroyed – stakiing them only immobilizes them), a true turn happens only rarely. Most turnings result in death (which would make a very short and uninteresting story). Thus, most vampires try and avoid turning someone, outside of saving a dying person from slipping across the veil before their time. Also, the older and wiser vampires scrutinize needless turnings.

As I figured out the “rules of vampirism”, I tinkered with stories dealing with the odder situations and that may occur. Somewhere, I got the idea that intoxicating or mind-altering substances taken directly do not affect a vampire, but drinking the blood of a person already under the influence will affect a vampire. This gave me the idea for a story with a person wrestling with addiction getting bitten by a vampire and trying to convince the health care workers treating them that the encounter really happened. I even started a sketch of this, but I quickly decided it worked better if the protagonist managed to convince some of the people around her of the veracity of their experience. This in time grew into the novella “The Vampires Artemesia and Lonnigan.” Initially, I titled it “The Vampire Lonnigan”, given the amount of screen-time he had, but Artemesia quickly asserted herself as a vamp to reckon with and as a subversion of the elegant Victorian lady vampire. Even before that, I’d written a couple of sketches involving their predations (which I’d later incorporate into the novella), one dealing with Lonnigan’s despicable tendency to target the intoxicated. The other started as horror-comedy inspired by a Pinterest image of someone’s “glamping” set-up which seemed lacking in mosquito netting, which gave me a loopy idea to involve other bloodsucking intruders... Someday, I shall write in depth on Artemesia’s turning and early unlife.

I wrote “St. Damien of Night’s Children” after my brain started chewing on a couple of things: firstly, the Eurcharistic elements in Bram Stoker’s Dracula, and more significantly, the life of St. Damien de Vuester, a Catholic priest from Belgium who served as a chaplain and reformer of the then- leprosy quarantine colony on the Hawai’ian island of Moloka’i, where he eventually contracted leprosy. I got the mental image of a Catholic priest taking on the assignment of serving a community of vampires in a New England city. The Eucharistic elements in Dracula intrigued and yet bothered me: having the Sacred Species as the ultimate bane of monstrous vampires thrilled me, but the way the heroes used the Sacred Species seemed to qualify as disrespect (the 1993 movie version by Francis Ford Coppola used this usually ignored element, and diminished some of the disrespect). I’d heard accounts of a few Catholic mystics who’d developed the ability to subsist solely on the Holy Eucharist without the need of ordinary food (perhaps more recently, Therese Neumann, a German woman marked with the stigmata, whom my grandfather Mulhare met during his time in Europe during World War II). I got the idea that Friendly Neighborhood Vampires could sustain themselves on the Eucharist with no negative effects, while coming into the presence of the Eucharist would negatively affect a Monster Vampire. 

So, without the proverbial further ado, pour yourself your beverage of choice, make sure your windows and doors are vampire-proof and you have a wooden stake handy in case an aggro one finds a way in, while you enjoy these toothsome tales.

––––––––
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R. C. MULHARE

East Manuxet

May 26, 2025

(Anniversary of the publication of Bram Stoker’s Dracula)
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The Vampires Artemesia and Lonnigan
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“I’m clean, I tell you. I’m not tripping. I know what I saw,” Jenny Driver insisted, her hands quaking as withdrawal set in. The track marks and sores from itching her arms visibly indicated use, though given the signs of healing, she likely hadn’t shot up in the last few days. She had curled in on herself as she lay on the hospital gurney, quivering from chills and from fright. A pad of gauze covered the side of her neck, blood slowly soaking into it.

Doctor Devi Muktahar, the triage doctor, read off the girl’s pulse: too fast, but understandable given her condition and the assault that brought her to the emergency room of St Joseph’s Hospital in Portland, Maine. “That’s a wild story, Jenny. Are you trying to get a psychiatric admit? Because I’m not sure this story would work.”

“I saw what I saw. I felt what I felt. I saw Ned Lonnigan. He pinned me down. He bit me. He tried to drink my blood.”

“Can you turn over onto your back and tilt your head so I can examine your neck?” The girl shifted as requested. Doctor Muktahar carefully removed the bandage. Fetching more gauze and antiseptic, she carefully wiped the wound clean. Just below the jugular vein, someone, likely a human with out-sized canines, had bitten into the girl’s neck. The bite went deep but had stopped bleeding. It looked as though Lonnigan, or whomever, had had a pair of high quality veneers implanted, or he had somehow sprouted a second set of canines larger than typical human canine teeth. Even still, the high-grade veneers she’d seen on Gothic and vampire lifestyle people did not leave marks this deep. If she knew anything about Lonnigan, who had showed up as a frequent flier in Emergency with his own substance abuse problems, she doubted he had even dabbled in that, let along committed to dental modifications.

Dr. Muktahar looked Jenny in the face. “You say Ned Lonnigan did this to you? I thought he’d disappeared back in January.” 

“That’s what I’ve been trying to tell you. He’s still around. He’s still alive, and he’s worse than before.”

“Do you want me to call law enforcement?”

Jenny widened her eyes and pulled back. “They’ll lock me up.”

“Do you have any illegal substances or weapons on you?”

“No. I told you. I’m clean and I want to stay clean, but I know how it goes. Too many cops act like people like me are just trash.”

“I can report what happened and make it clear that you want to remain anonymous.”

Jenny said, curled up on herself again. “All right.”

A half hour later, a uniformed officer who introduced herself as Royse and a detective named Bellocq approached Jenny’s bedside. “You feel comfortable talking about what happened?” Royse asked, kneeling by the bed.

“I was down on the docks, trying to make some cash so I could get a fix, just one last fix... but I changed my mind,” Jenny replied.

“Had to be something pretty bad to make someone like you change their mind that fast about a fix,” Bellocq said, with a “Let’s hurry this up” sigh.

Royse threw a Look at Bellocq, then turned back to Jenny. “What happened to make you change your plans?”

“I’d finished with a guy, a merchant sailor in town. He’d only given me twenty bucks, but the night had just started. I went looking for another client, but it got really cold all of a sudden. I started running toward the Angry Crab for shelter, but I’d been banned from there for getting into a fight six months ago – and it wasn’t even a fist fight, I was just yelling at someone who owed me money. Then Ned Lonnigan jumped me out of nowhere. He knocked me down and pinned me on the pavement. That’s when he chomped me right on the neck.” She pointed to the bandage on the side of her neck, then fell silent as if gathering her thoughts.

“How many vampire movies has she watched?” Bellocq asked.

“Hush,” Royse said, giving her colleague another Look. “Jenny, if you need to take a break, that’s understood. You need anything? Water or something?”

“Orange juice. I could use some orange juice.”

Royse looked at Bellocq. “Could you find the nurse and get her some orange juice?”

“Now I’m a delivery boy or a waiter?” Bellocq said. He left the cubicle and sought out a nurse.

“I’d tell you to ignore Bellocq and say he’s old and stuck in his ways, but it’s a bit late for that now, isn’t it?” Royse said,

Jenny shrugged her right shoulder. “I’ve heard worse.” 

A moment later, the nurse returned with a pitcher of orange juice and a plastic cup, Bellocq following him. Once Jenny had had a drink and settled down as best she could, she continued.

“It hurt. Hurt like hell. The bite, I mean. Then the creep started sucking on it, then it felt weird. But then he let me go and just stood over me, glaring at me. He said, ‘You damn bitch. You ain’t had a fix, haven’t you?’ Then he vanished.”

“You mean he ran out of sight?” Bellocq asked.

She shook her head. “No. He vanished. Like, I don’t know, a wizard or a magician. Just poof!” She spread one hand. “Gone.”

“That’s weird. That’s so weird it’s like something out of a Stephen King novel,” Bellocq said.

“If you’re talking about ‘Salem’s Lot,” Royse said, dryly. To Jenny, she asked, “Do you mind if we take photos of your injuries?”

“No, go ahead, whatever it takes to get him off the street.”

“In the meantime, is there anyone we can call? I don’t want you to be alone during all this.”

“My brother Jared. He’s still talking to me, if our parents won’t.” She fumbled under her pillow and pulled out her phone, pulling up her brother’s number.

“We’ll get him here as soon he can,” Bellocq said. “But are you seriously going to tell him this vampire shit?”

Royse hit the call button on the phone. “Vampire nonsense or not, Jenny needs family at a time like this.”

* *
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JARED’S PHONE RANG as he patrolled the corridors of an office tower in downtown Portland. The tenant he wasn’t allowed to talk to or about had just left for the night after a long work session, and he had the floor to himself. He pulled the phone from his pocket and unlocked it. “Hello?”

“Jared Driver? This is Officer Alisa Royse with the Portland Police Department. I’m calling about your sister Jenny.”

Jared paused in his tracks, wondering if this might be The Call He Dreaded. “Speaking. Is she alive?”

“Yes, though she’s in ICU at Northern Light Mercy Hospital. She claims Ned Lonnigan attacked her on the docks.”

“Ned Lonnigan? I though he was the guy who disappeared back in January. Cousin of ours works security on the docks. Said he’d been seen OD’ed on the dock.”

“Yes, and by the time EMTs showed up, he’d somehow disappeared. My brother took that call. It appears he’s back and even worse, since it seems he’s got some kind of vampire fetish.”

“Vampire fetish? Do I want to know?” Royse described what had happened to Jenny. “Geez. It’s either someone who looks like Lonnigan, or he got his hands on some of that bath salts stuff that made that one guy in Florida chomp on a homeless guy’s head.”

“Whatever it is, Jenny could use some family near her at a time like this.”.

“I’ll go see her as soon as I get off shift,” Jared said. “I appreciate the call.”

“She’ll appreciate your coming.”

Later as Jared got off shift, he passed by the cleaning crew finishing up for the night. “You’re in a hurry,” one crew member called.

“Can’t stop to to chat, My sister’s in trouble, bad trouble,” he replied. “Some goon beat her up.”

“I’ll be praying for you both. I’ll get my church to raise the roof for you,” the cleaner called back.

“Much appreciated. She’ll need it,” Jared replied. He’d stopped putting stock in praying, but someone offering to keep him and his sister in their thoughts warmed his heart. Maybe the Old Man Upstairs would listen to someone else.

* *
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THE SUN HAD FULLY RISEN by the time he pulled into the visitor parking garage at Northern Light Mercy Hospital. Entering, he found his way to the emergency room, checking in with reception and asking after Jenny, then finding his way to the ICU. He found her cubicle easily: a young police officer stood outside the doorway. Jenny lay huddled under the bed covers, her hands clasped loosely under her chin, her index fingers crossed one over the other. “Hey, Jenny. Hey, Jen-Jen.” He nudged her arm gently. She jolted awake with a small cry, her bloodshot eyes flipped open as she stared up at him. Whimpering softly, she reached up and pulled him into a hug. He leaned down, kneeling beside the bed, pulling her close and letting him cry on his shoulder.

“Jared, are you real?”

“Yes. I’m real. I’m here for you. You’re safe. I got yah,” he said. Pulling back while still holding her, he asked, “What the hell happened to you?”

“You remember Ned Lonnigan?”

Jared felt his throat constrict and he willed his fists not to tighten at the mention of that name. He wished he’d caused Lonnigan’s disappearance and made sure he stayed gone. “Of course. Did he do this?”

She nodded and pointed to the thick bandage on her neck. He let her go. Rising and perching himself on the bed, he pulled her close and onto his knees as much as he could with her buried under the covers. She broke down crying and buried her face in the side of Jared’s neck again. “I got you. I got you. I won’t let him near you,” he repeated over and over like a mantra or a protection chant.

She told him about the attack, like something from a vampire movie, though she’d never watched those much. “Oh Jared, I’m going clean after this. I don’t care what it takes, I’m not going back to that dark place.” 

One part of him, the part that had listened too long to their father’s unforgiveness and the lack of compassion and understanding which had eroded Jenny’s self-esteem in the first place, wanted to let these words blow past him. But the better part of him, the part that had stood up to their father when he had railed at Jenny, heard the fear and the resolve in her voice. “Whatever it takes, I’m here for you. I got your back, wherever you go.”

She pulled back, looking him in the eye. “I mean it this time. I’m not relapsing, so help me God. Even if you have to chain me to a radiator or put me in a box in your storage unit, I’ll do what I have to.”

He snerked gently.. “I don’t think that’ll be necessary. I think I’d get kicked out of the townhouse and we don’t have any radiators, just the baseboard units.”

She shook her head. “You still might need to hide me in a box. I don’t know what’s going to happen. He bit me on the neck and then he vanished. Doesn’t that mean I’m going to turn?”

“Turn how?”

“Turn into a vampire. Nobody just vanishes like that after biting someone and drinking their blood. He’s a vampire, I tell you, a blood-sucking vampire.”

Even in her most messed-up times, even during the previous detox that had failed, Jenny had never given way to rambling or flights of fancy. He wanted to believe what she told him, but a part of him wanted to credit her observation to shock or fear, her mind framing the attack as the work of a vampire to give it a palatable explanation. The terror of the moment could have shaken the already fragile wiring in her head and created this image.

“A vampire. You’re serious about this?”

Her grip on him loosened and she pulled back. “You don’t believe me either?”

“It just sounds so wild to me. You’re sure of what you saw after he bit you?”

“I swear on Grandma’s Bible. I saw him disappear,”

“All right.” She could have had some kind of perception lapse, but something in her face and her tone spoke from experience, that she had seen it and had experienced it.

“You believe me. You really believe me?”

“Yes, Jenny.” He slid her off his knees and laid her back onto her pillows before pulling the blankets up around her. “You look like you need a rest, though.”

“I feel like I need one.” She settled herself and closed her eyes. “Just stay till I fall asleep?”’

“I will, Jenny.” She settled down quickly. Before long, she had fallen asleep. He rose carefully and tiptoed out to the hallway.

“Is she still talking about the vampire stuff?” a nurse asked quietly.

“She’s pretty insistent. She wasn’t into that kind of stuff before, addiction or no.  She even scoffed at the vampire novel fad back in the day. I think there’s some truth to what she’s saying.”

The nurse wrinkled her lower lip, incredulous. “Are you sure about this?”

“As cliche as it probably sounds, I know my sister.”

Once he drove home to the townhouse he shared with two college chums and a friend of theirs, he called his boss, informing him that he had a family emergency and he would need the paid time off he had accrued. Costas hemmed and hawed for a moment, but he agreed to it. Next, Jared called the police chief to shed more light on what happened.

“From what I can tell, it’s a run of the mill case of one junkie fighting another junkie. If we catch Lonnigan, we’ll clap him into the drunk tank overnight and leave it to the court. Since she’s pressed charges, that means he’ll end off in detox at Second Spring or somewhere else and the cycle will start again. Maybe we’ll get lucky and he’ll tick off one of Sal Massimo’s goons or whoever is sneaking drugs in through the harbor and they’ll feed him to the fishes, If they do, I feel bad for the fishes,” Dennis LaChase said, clearly done with the whole case.
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