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This book is for all who are not afraid of books!

And for Burghardt, my fearless Little Vampire reader.
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The Photo

When Tony appeared at breakfast on Saturday morning, he immediately sensed that there was something unpleasant in the air. At first everything seemed to be normal: the table was set, there were fresh rolls in the basket, music was playing on the radio, and yet…

He sat down, began to spread butter on his roll, and waited. He didn’t have to wait long. His father cleared his throat and said, “Tony, we need to talk to you.”

“Talk to me?” Tony said nervously. He tried to pour himself some milk as if everything were fine, but actually his hand was shaking and he ended up pouring half of it onto the table.

“Can’t you be more careful?” his mother exclaimed, annoyed. Tony fetched a cloth.

“So…,” his father began again. “It’s about your strange friends.”

“Which friends?” asked Tony.

“Anna and Rudolph!”

Tony blushed as he always did when the conversation turned to his best friends—the little vampire, Rudolph Sackville-Bagg, and his sister, Anna.

“What about them?”

“Here, look!” His father pulled a red envelope of newly printed photos from the inside pocket of his jacket.

“What?” said Tony, shrugging his shoulders. He wasn’t the least bit interested in his parents’ photos.

“Just take a look at them,” said his mother curtly.

“Okay, if I have to,” Tony replied. He pulled the stack of photos out of the envelope and looked at them reluctantly. The first ones were exactly as he’d expected, boring shots of houses, trees, clouds.

But then Tony froze.

It was the picture his father had taken of him and Anna the previous Saturday. Tony recognized the scraps of paper on the carpet, the overturned flowerpots, the messy sofa… only there was no Anna. She wasn’t in the photo, even though she had been standing next to Tony when it was taken.

He could still remember vividly how the bright flash had frightened her and how she had screamed and covered her face with her hands.

While he was looking at the photo, amazed, he heard his father say, “So, what do you have to say about that?”

“About what?” Tony asked.

His father replied, annoyed, “I know for a fact that I took a photo of you and Anna. So, why isn’t Anna in the photo?”

“W-why are you asking me?” Tony stuttered.

“Because they’re your friends,” his mother cried, “these—vampires!”

It was the first time she hadn’t used the word “vampire” in a mocking, derogatory way. Now it suddenly sounded serious, even threatening—as if she believed in vampires. Tony was too confused to say anything. Of course he knew that vampires had no reflection—but he had no idea that you couldn’t capture their image in a photo either.

“I, uh… You probably didn’t frame her in the picture properly,” he mumbled.

“Didn’t frame her in the picture!” his father repeated, indignant. “Look carefully at the photo!” Tony did, and he saw something completely incredible: a book seemed to be floating in midair. He turned the photo so he could read the title of the book. It was Romeo and Juliet, the book Anna had been reading on Saturday.

It floated exactly where Anna’s hand should have been. Only, her hand wasn’t there!

It seemed impossible. But Tony had the proof right before his very eyes. He noticed his parents watching him. What could he say?

“The book,” he began, “it looks like it’s dropping to the ground.”

“No, it doesn’t,” his mother said, shaking her head vigorously. “It looks like someone’s holding it.”

Tony quickly picked up his glass of milk to hide how shaken he was. As calmly as possible he said, “How is that supposed to work? The person would have to be invisible.”

“Or a vampire!” his mother added, looking at him sharply. “Vampires don’t have reflections, do they?”

“Um…”

“And if you don’t have a reflection in a mirror, you won’t show up in a photo, either.”

“I thought you didn’t believe in vampires,” Tony remarked.

“Up until now, I didn’t, but since I’ve seen this photo…” After a pause she added, “Your father and I have been invited to Dr. Dozey’s for dinner tonight. We’ll ask her about it.”

“About what?” asked Tony, uneasy.

“Your relationship with these”—she hesitated as she searched for a suitable word—“with these beings.”

Tony felt himself go cold. Things were getting a bit risky for him, for the little vampire, and for Anna. He objected timidly, “Why? What’s Dr. Dozey got to do with it?”

“You let us worry about that,” his mother replied coolly.

Tony’s father added, “We’ll talk about it again tomorrow morning.”

Tony pressed his lips together and remained silent. What else could he do? He could only wait and hope—wait and see what Dr. Dozey would say and hope that the little vampire would come see him tonight.
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Knocking from the Hereafter

After his parents had left, Tony waited at the open window. A cool wind was blowing, and Tony folded his arms, shivering. He wouldn’t be able to stand there for long.

It was shortly after eight, and lights were on in many of the apartments. Most people were sitting in front of the television. It would be a good time for Rudolph to fly in unseen. Tony strained his eyes, but he couldn’t see the little vampire anywhere. By then he was so cold, he was shaking. He went to his closet and put on a heavy wool sweater. When he got back, he saw a shadow in the farthest corner of the window and heard a muffled laugh. There was only one person who laughed like that.

“Rudolph!” said Tony happily.

“Good evening, Tony,” answered the little vampire as he climbed into the room. He looked at the door and asked suspiciously, “Are your parents here?”

“No. They left.”

“To go to the movies?”

“No.”

“To the theatre?”

Tony shook his head.

“I know—to dance!” said the vampire, and grinned.

“If only,” said Tony sadly.

“Why, where are they?” asked the vampire.

Tony sighed. “With our family doctor, talking about vampires.”

“What?” cried the little vampire.

“Yes. It’s that dumb photo’s fault.”

“What photo?”

“The one my father took of Anna and me last Saturday. Anna didn’t show up in the photo, but the book she had in her hand did.”

“Oh no!” said the little vampire, whistling softly through his teeth. “She should have realized that was going to happen! Our parents have clearly warned us never to let ourselves be photographed.”

“Anna didn’t want to be,” Tony replied, defending her. “But my father took the picture anyway.”

“With a flash?”

Tony nodded.

“Oh no!” said the little vampire again, starting to pace anxiously up and down the room. His face looked strained and worried. “Now I understand what’s caused Anna’s mysterious illness.”

“Anna’s sick?” asked Tony in dismay.

The vampire gave him a dark look. “She’s been lying in her coffin for a week. She has a terrible headache and gets dizzy whenever she stands up. And she can’t see properly—she says everything looks blurry.”

Tony put his hand over his mouth in shock. It was his fault that Anna was sick, and all because she’d stayed there to help him the previous Saturday when his parents had come home unexpectedly. “Can’t someone help her?” he asked.

The vampire shrugged helplessly. “How?” There was a pause.

“Do you have the second cape with you?” Tony asked.

The vampire nodded and pulled a tattered vampire cape from under his own.

“Here. I thought we could do something together.”

“No, thanks,” said Tony. “I would rather go see Anna. Maybe I can do something for her.”

“You?” said the vampire. Then he looked at Tony’s neck with a grin. He slowly ran the tip of his tongue over his sharp fangs. “Yes, well, maybe you can.”

Tony quickly pulled the collar of his sweater higher. “I didn’t mean that,” he said. “Besides, Anna still drinks milk, right?”

“Only in emergencies,” the vampire snapped back.

“Well, this is an emergency,” Tony declared firmly. He got up and went into the kitchen. In the refrigerator he found two cartons of milk. One was opened, but the other was closed and full. Tony took the full one, put it into a bag, and went back to Rudolph. The vampire was sitting on Tony’s bed, leafing through a book. It was Knocking from the Hereafter, which Tony had bought just a few days earlier and was reading every night before going to sleep.

“Is this good? Can I take it with me?” the vampire asked, already making a move to hide the book under his cape. Tony knew from experience that it was unlikely he would ever get the book back.

So, trying to sound disinterested, he said, “Good? No, it’s pretty dry and boring.”

“Dry? Boring?” the vampire croaked, throwing the book away in disgust. It hit the closet and fell onto the carpet.

“Boring books shouldn’t be allowed!”

“I agree,” said Tony, quickly bending down to pick up the book so the little vampire couldn’t see the satisfied expression on his face.

“So, why do you read books like that?” the vampire asked.

“Why?” Tony repeated. Luckily, it had only suffered a small dent. He slowly put the book back on the shelf, buying himself some time to come up with an answer.

“Because it’s good for my education,” he said. Then he added in a teacher-like tone, “Not all the books you read have to be exciting.”

“Pah—education!” snorted the vampire contemptuously. He jumped up from the bed and began shaking his thin arms and legs as if they had fallen asleep. “Can we fly now?” he growled.

“Sure,” Tony said, putting on the vampire cape.

“What about the bag?” asked the vampire, nodding toward the bag in Tony’s hand.

“That’s milk for Anna.”

“How do you plan to fly with that?”

“Fly with it?” Tony hadn’t thought about that.

“Now, you see, if it weren’t for me,” said the vampire kindly, “you would have fallen out of the sky.”

Tony peered uncomfortably down into the darkness.

“Here, give it to me. I can handle it,” the vampire boasted. He grabbed the bag and leapt out into the night. Tony sat on the windowsill and watched as the little vampire tried unsuccessfully to keep his balance. After a few attempts to flap his arms, he had to make an emergency landing in the chestnut tree.

“That’ll teach you to brag!” Tony giggled, spread his arms out under the cape, and flew off after him.
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Thirst

When Tony reached the tree, he saw the little vampire tearing open the milk carton with his spindly fingers.

“Hey, what’re you doing?” cried Tony, indignant.

“I’m thirsty,” answered the vampire in a hollow voice. “That’s why I landed up here in the tree.”

“But the milk’s for Anna!”

Ignoring Tony’s objection, the vampire put the spout to his lips. But he only took a tiny sip before throwing the milk carton away from him with a loud, “Yuck!”

Tony saw the carton hit the grass below and burst, splattering the contents all over.

“That was mean!” he said angrily. “You know perfectly well that you don’t like milk.”

“Really?” said the vampire with a sardonic smile. “Then why did I open it?”

“Why? Because you needed an excuse to throw it away. You didn’t want to admit that you almost crashed trying to carry it!”

Tony had hit the nail on the head with this remark. The vampire reacted with an embarrassed grin, but quickly recovered and growled, “Nonsense. I was just thirsty, that’s all.”

And with a glance at Tony’s neck, he added, “Perhaps today you’ll let me…?”

“Of course not!” Tony responded quickly, feeling his hair stand on end under the vampire’s glare.

“No?” The vampire leaned forward. “Not even a little bite?”

“No!” Tony moved away from him. “Now stop it. After all, we’re friends, aren’t we?”

At that moment they heard a noise at the bottom of the tree, a scratching and smacking of lips, and then a woman’s voice called, “Susi, where are you?”

“Mrs. Washman!” Tony whispered to the little vampire. Mrs. Washman stood on the paved path with a leash in her hand, looking for her dachshund.

“Susi-kins! Come to Mommy, there’s a good girl,” Mrs. Washman urged, but Susi was not lured back in the least. She slurped the spilled milk so loudly that even Mrs. Washman could hear it. “Susi? Is that you under the tree?”

Her voice didn’t sound that friendly anymore.

“Susi! A good dog doesn’t dig in the dirt.”

But that didn’t influence Susi either. Undeterred, she continued licking up the milk.

“Come here!”

Susi raised her head, licked her lips, and went back to the milk.

“Now, Susi! You must come when you’re called.” Snorting like a locomotive, Mrs. Washman approached the tree, menacingly swinging the leash. This had the opposite effect. Susi barked a few times, then ran through the bushes and onto the playground.

“Naughty dog!” Mrs. Washman cried, and ran heavily after her dachshund.

“Whew,” said the vampire when she was gone. “I wouldn’t want to be her dog.”

“That’s what my parents always say,” said Tony, giggling.

“Your parents…” Suddenly the vampire seemed to remember something important. “Didn’t you say earlier that they wanted to meet with some doctor to talk about vampires?”

“Yes, Dr. Dozey,” Tony confirmed.

“And who is that?”

“She’s our family doctor.”

“And why do they want to talk to her about vampires?”

“That stupid photo made them suspicious.”

“The one that Anna’s not in?”

“Yes. They didn’t believe in vampires before. But since that photo…”

“And this Dr. Dozey, does she believe in vampires?”

“I have no idea.”

“Hmm.” The vampire chewed his lower lip thoughtfully. “Do you know where she lives?”

“Yes.” Tony pointed to a house at the end of the block. “Down there.”

“Why don’t we fly over there?” asked the little vampire.

“Over there?” repeated Tony. “Why? Do you want to go ring her doorbell?”

“No.” The vampire laughed hoarsely. “But I do want to look through the window. Maybe we can hear what they’re talking about.”

“Great idea!” said Tony approvingly. “I wouldn’t have thought of that at all.”

“But I did,” said the vampire with a grin.
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