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This book is for all

who would like to become Rudolph’s travel companion, and for Burghardt, who has been mine since time immemorial.
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Checking the Map

It was a mild spring evening. The sweet smell of jasmine filled the air, while moonlight bathed the neighborhood in a soft silver light.

As the big hand moved to twelve, the clock began to strike: one, two…

The little vampire sat at the top of a chestnut tree and quietly counted along: “… seven, eight, nine.” Nine o’clock—surely that wasn’t too early to visit his friend Tony? His parents must have left to go to the movies or to see friends, as they did almost every Saturday night.

This was always really great, thought the little vampire, because it meant that Tony had been able to accompany him on many of his nocturnal adventures. For example, the vampire ball, where Tony had dressed up as a vampire and danced with him so that the other vampires wouldn’t suspect that Tony was human. Tony had looked really funny when he was forced to look lovingly at the vampire as they danced.

The little vampire giggled. He was starting to get hot in his woolen tights and the two capes he was wearing, one of which was for Tony. He decided to fly to Tony’s window and knock.

The curtains in Tony’s room were closed, but the little vampire was able to peep into the room through a gap in the curtains. He saw Tony sitting on the floor, looking over a large map lit by the light of the desk lamp.

The vampire tapped on the window with his long fingernails, and, cupping his hands around his mouth, called out, “It’s me, Rudolph!”

Tony lifted his head. He looked startled at first, but then his expression brightened. He went to the window and opened it.

“Hello,” he said. “For a second there I thought you were Aunt Dorothee.”

The vampire laughed. “You don’t have to worry about Aunt Dorothee tonight. She’s flown off to a dance in the village,” he said as he climbed into the room.

“To dance?”

“Of course not. She’s probably lurking in front of the dance hall, waiting for the first guests to head home. And then…” He let out a cackling laugh, and Tony saw his pointy, needle-sharp fangs. As usual, they gave him goose bumps. “She actually can’t stand the people in the village,” the vampire continued cheerfully. “Last time, they all had so much to drink that Aunt Dorothee lay in her coffin for two nights before she felt well enough to go out again.”

“Yuuuck,” said Tony quietly. He preferred not to be reminded that vampires—including his best friend—survived on blood. Fortunately, Rudolph made sure he always ate before he came to visit.

The little vampire pointed to the map. “Homework?”

“No,” said Tony darkly. “I went to visit a farm with my parents this afternoon. Here, in the middle of nowhere.”

He pointed to a dot on the map, and the vampire leaned forward to read the place-name: “Little Ol’ Molting.”

“Yup, that’s the name of the Podunk town,” said Tony. “My parents want to spend a week on a farm there.”

“Alone?”

“No, I have to go with them, of course. Dad says they’ll be able to really relax there, far away from the noise of the big city, breathing fresh country air, going for walks….” At these last words, Tony sounded so disgusted that the little vampire had to laugh.

“It can’t be that bad,” he said.

“How would you know?” exclaimed Tony, his face turning red with anger. “Only cows, clucking chickens, and neighing horses as far as the eye can see. And absolutely nothing to do!”

“What about riding?”

“Pah, riding! On those old swayback things!”

“How about on a tractor?”

“Bo-ring! I want to go on vacation somewhere where you can really have fun. But in Little Ol’ Molting—” Upset, he ran his finger over the map. “Just listen to the names of the towns around it: Big Ol’ Molting, Deadmoulton, Old Cairn, New Cairn. What on earth could possibly be exciting about those nowhere towns?”

Tears welled up in Tony’s eyes, and he quickly wiped them away so that the little vampire wouldn’t notice. His parents had planned a week’s vacation and hadn’t even asked his opinion! They’d decided on a farm in the middle of nowhere and expected him to be happy about it!

Now, he would have known where to go! A real resort, for example, with a swimming pool, lots of restaurants, movie theaters, clubs. But they hadn’t even considered what he might’ve wanted!

“It sounds pretty nice to me,” said the vampire.

“Not to me!” said Tony, frustrated. Then he paused. He had an idea. “You really think so?” he asked.

“Well, the place-names sound promising—as if there could be vampires there. You might get to know a few, if you walk through Little Ol’ Molting cemetery after dark,” said the little vampire.

“Me?” said Tony cryptically, and with a grin, he added, “We!”

The vampire looked confused.

“Whadda you mean, ‘we’?”

“I mean,” said Tony, “you’re coming with me. If we go together, it’ll be the most exciting vacation ever!”

“But—” The vampire was speechless.

“Didn’t you just say it sounded pretty nice?” Tony reminded him.

“I meant for you.”

“What’s good for me is good for you. Or are we not friends?”

“But—”

“And didn’t I help you when you were banished from the crypt and left homeless with your coffin? Didn’t I hide you in the basement?”

“But—”

“Well, now you can do something for me!”

The vampire turned away and began to chew his nails. “It’s all too sudden for me,” he murmured miserably. “We vampires don’t make hasty decisions!”

“Who said anything about hasty?” exclaimed Tony. “We’re not leaving until next Sunday. We have plenty of time to figure everything out. Like how we’re going to send your coffin to Little Ol’ Molting, for example.”

The vampire winced. “But what if it gets lost on the way?” he whined. “That would be the end of me!”

“Exactly. That’s why we have to plan everything carefully. Maybe we could—”

At that moment, they heard voices at the front door.

“My parents!” exclaimed Tony, frightened. “They never come back this early.”

In one jump the vampire was on the windowsill with his cape spread out.

“Come back tomorrow night!” Tony called after him. “We’ll work out the rest of the details.”
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Easily Frightened

Tony closed the window, drew the curtains, and started folding up the map. His mother would knock the minute she saw the light on under the door.

“Tony, are you still awake?” she asked through the door, and knocked.

“Hmm,” he mumbled.

She came in and looked at him in surprise. “You haven’t even put your pajamas on yet?”

“No.”

“And it’s stuffy in here again….”

With a few quick steps, she went to the window and opened it wide.

“You should always let in some fresh air before going to bed, Tony. A stuffy room is unhealthy!”

“Yes, Mom,” Tony said, giggling to himself. She couldn’t know that it was Rudolph’s special odor that she was smelling.

“How come you’re back so early?” he asked.

“Why, were you planning something?”

“No. I just wanted…”

“… to watch TV, I bet?”

“Me? Television? No, I’ve been looking at the map!” Since he couldn’t fold it properly anyway, he spread it out on the floor again. “I wanted to see what there was around Little Ol’ Molting.”

“And what did you find?”

“Deadmoulton—it sounds really interesting. Maybe there are some vampires there.”

“Vampires, vampires!” His mother suddenly sounded annoyed. “All you can think about is vampires. It’s probably because of all those vampire stories you’re always reading!”

She went to the bookshelf and took out some of Tony’s favorite books.

“Dracula, Dracula’s Revenge, The Twelve Scariest Vampire Stories Ever, In the House of Count Dracula, Laughter from the Crypt.” One by one, she dropped the books on the bed. “Just reading out the titles gives me the creeps.”

Every time a book landed on the bed, Tony winced. However, he didn’t say anything. He didn’t want to upset his mother any more than she already was. Otherwise, she might take the books away from him.

“You’re easily frightened,” he said as he carefully picked up the books and put them back on the shelf.

“So are you. If you could only hear yourself scream in your sleep!”

“That just means I’m dreaming about school.”

“Oh, really? Is there a Dorothee in your class?”

“Dorothee?” Tony paled.

“Last night you shouted, ‘Aunt Dorothee, please, don’t bite me!’ ”

“Well, uh”—he searched carefully for the right words—“that’s the temporary cleaning lady at school. She has really pointy teeth. And the other day, I forgot my gym bag in class and went back to get it, and she was there… and she looked at me with her sharp, pointy teeth….”

He had broken out into a sweat telling his story. His mother just smiled, clearly not convinced.

“Knowing you, you wouldn’t walk an inch for a forgotten gym bag.”

“There was money in it,” he said quickly.

How was it that his mother caught him every time? He could come up with the best stories, but she saw through them anyway. Only one thing ever worked: telling the truth.

“All right.” He took a deep breath. “Aunt Dorothee is Rudolph the little vampire’s, Anna the Toothless’s, and Gregory the Gruesome’s aunt. She’s the most dangerous of the Sackville-Bagg vampires.”

For a moment, his mother was too stunned to say anything. Then her eyes narrowed and she exploded, “I’ve had enough of these vampire stories!”

“Dad hasn’t,” said Tony.

“What?”

Tony nodded toward the door.

“He just turned on the TV, and there’s a vampire movie on. Dracula, the Lonely Wanderer.”

The sound of the television came softly into the room.

“You seem to be in the know,” said his mother. Tony felt himself go red. Of course, he couldn’t admit that he had been looking forward to the movie all evening. “Then it’s true.”

“What?”

“That you wanted to watch TV. And if we hadn’t come home early—”

“But, Mom!” said Tony indignantly.

“Yeah, yeah,” said his mother. “But this time you’re not going to get away with it. You’re going to change into your pajamas and go to bed.”

“All right,” Tony muttered, trying to look very disappointed. He had to bite his lip so as not to laugh. His mother had obviously forgotten that he had his own TV in his room!
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Bad Books

At breakfast the next morning, Tony’s father asked, “So, you’ve decided you do want to go to the farm, after all?”

“Hmm,” Tony responded evasively.

“But I couldn’t really understand why you wouldn’t want to, anyway,” his father reflected. He poured himself another cup of coffee and added, “It’s every city kid’s dream: climbing trees, building tree houses, night wildlife walks, scavenger hunts.”

Tony looked up from his plate in surprise. “Is that the kind of stuff we’re gonna do? I thought you just wanted to go for plain old walks.”

His parents exchanged looks.

“We do, yes,” said his father. “We’re going there to relax, and scavenger hunts are probably a bit too strenuous for us.” When he saw Tony’s disappointed face, he quickly added, “But on the farm there’s plenty for you to do without us. You can help feed the animals, ride in the fields with the farmer. And you can play with the farm kids. Isn’t the boy the same age as you?”

“Tony’s a year younger,” corrected his mother.

“Oh, him,” said Tony, dismissing him with a wave of his hand. “He’s only interested in knights. He told me he has five hundred toy knights in his room.”

His father laughed. “Then you’re a good match. He has his knights, and you have your vampires.”

Tony gasped. It was ridiculous to equate knights with vampires!

“Knights died out centuries ago!” he exclaimed. “Chivalry is from the Middle Ages.”

“But vampires still exist?” his mother asked dryly.

Tony quickly bent over his plate to hide his grin.

“Of course not,” he said, holding back his laughter with difficulty. “Vampires only exist in books—bad ones,” he added. “Right?”



How does a vampire go on vacation? Tony spent all day Sunday thinking about this, but instead of coming up with ideas, he came up with a list of issues. The crux of the problem being that vampires have to sleep in their own coffins. So they can only go on vacation if they take their coffins with them. But how? You can’t put them in a suitcase. And they’re too heavy for a vampire to carry one under his arm while flying.

But if Rudolph took the train, could they send it as luggage in the baggage car? Tony wondered. He’d read somewhere that when people died while traveling, they were sent back home in coffins. But wouldn’t the railway officials become suspicious if he, Tony, wanted to check in a coffin as luggage?

He sighed. If only he had someone he could discuss this with! But he couldn’t say anything to his parents, and the little vampire didn’t like to be bothered with problems.

Tony’s eyes went to his books. Wasn’t there a story in one of them about a vampire going on a trip? Maybe he could get tips from there. Of course: Bram Stoker’s Dracula! Count Dracula traveled by ship from his castle in Transylvania to England!

Excited, Tony took the book off the shelf. It had been a few months since he had last read it, so he couldn’t remember all the details. But he still knew that fifty large boxes played an important role in the count’s travel arrangements. The book began with the diary entries of Jonathan Harker, a lawyer from England, whom Dracula had lured to his castle.

“ ‘30 June, morning,’ ” Tony read. “ ‘The great box was in the same place, close against the wall, but the lid was laid on it, not fastened down, but with the nails ready in their places to be hammered home…. I raised the lid, and laid it back against the wall…. There lay the Count, but looking as if his youth had been half renewed… the mouth was redder than ever, for on the lips were gouts of fresh blood…. As I write there is in the passage below a sound of many tramping feet and the crash of weights being set down heavily, doubtless the boxes, with their freight of earth. There is a sound of hammering; it is the box being nailed down.’ ”

The box—that was Dracula’s coffin. But why did he need the other boxes? So he couldn’t be found so easily? With only one box, someone could easily open it, but with fifty… Not a bad idea, Tony thought admiringly. Unfortunately, this strategy was out of the question for him and Rudolph, because they didn’t have the means to transport the boxes, nor were they going by ship.

It was starting to get dark out. Tony’s father came in with a sandwich and a glass of milk. “Your mother says it’s time for you to go to bed,” he said, putting the glass next to Tony on the bedside table. Curious, he leaned forward and tried to read the title of the book.

“Vampire stories?” he asked.

“I’m trying to solve a problem,” Tony explained, and closed the book. He put it on his pillow facedown and took half a cheese sandwich. “Maybe you can help me,” he said.

“Me?”

“You work for a shipping company.”

“Yes…”

“So, you send things around a lot.”

His father laughed. “Yes.”

“I have a friend,” said Tony, “who wants to send something.”

“Yeah? What?”

“A box. About that long.” Tony spread out his arms. “Maybe even a little longer.”

“Pretty big, isn’t it?” said his father. He didn’t seem to be taking Tony’s question very seriously.

“What’s your friend sending in his box? Pearls? Gold? Gemstones?”

Tony gritted his teeth angrily. “I thought you wanted to help me.”

“I do! But I need to know what he’s sending.” And with a glance at Tony’s book, he added, “It could be a vampire coffin, right? We don’t ship things like that. We’re a respectable company.”

At first Tony was afraid that his father might be suspicious, but then he realized that he was only making fun of him. So Tony didn’t mince his words.
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