
The Sacrifice

Sheriff Gibbs called a familiar number on his phone.
“Sheriff here. Can I speak to the Mayor please? … Thanks. ... Andy, we have a problem. We 

have had an anonymous allegation that the Count is a vampire. … Yes, I know, but it’s come 
through official channels and has reached the Public Prosecutor, so I don’t think that we can just 
ignore it. The Public Prosecutor says that he has enough evidence to proceed. I don’t like it, but we 
have to arrest him. … I know, I know. The Count’s not caused a single problem in all the time he 
has been here, and he and his wife have made the castle into a tourist attraction, a real asset for the 
town. … Warn him? I was thinking that too. I don’t like it. It’s not legal. In fact… OK, OK. We’re 
agreed then. If you say so. Unofficially. … Yeah, OK, I’ll keep you in the loop.”

He put the phone down and looked outside. It was dark, with a glint of moonlight silvering the 
roof of the supermarket and the spire of the church. Somewhere in the town someone was singing 
loudly, and there was the sound of glass smashing. Probably just a bottle, he guessed. One of the 
Deputies would handle that. He looked far from happy, but picked up the phone again and called 
another number.

***
The Count stood in the window gazing down at the path from the town. He was a dark, slender man,
and wore a dark sweater and dark jeans. His wife walked out of the shadows and slipped her arm 
around him, and, without shifting his gaze from the view outside, he put his arm around her. She too
wore dark clothes. From inside the room the couple were a pitch black silhouette against the dark 
sky, but they eclipsed no stars on this cloudy night. There was no obvious hint of vampire in either 
of them, though their skin was probably paler than average.

“They’re coming,” she said.
They could hear the murmuring of the small crowd that was climbing the path from the town, 

and could see the swinging hand torches randomly lighting up the odd tree or person or rock.
“At least they aren’t carrying flaming brands,” the Count joked. “Anyway, my dear, you had 

better leave. I wish that they were aware of what they are doing.”
“Would it make any difference?”
He sighed. “Probably not. When their blood is up, all rational thought leaves their heads.”
She smiled at their private joke, but there was no humour in her smile.
“After this, things should take a turn for the better,” she said.
“Yes, but at great cost to us! You’d better get going, my dear,” he said. “I’m pleased that Jim 

Gibbs warned us. Things are going to turn nasty. I’ll join you as soon as I can.”
She sighed. “I wish that it wasn’t necessary. I’ve been happy here. I wish that I could take some 

of the burden. Don’t take too long to come back to me!”
“I won’t, if I can help it!”
She kissed him and then slipped out of the room. The Count watched until he saw the silhouette 

of a large bat against the moon, then he turned and made his way downstairs to the main door.
The castle was well furnished, with large paintings and tapestries on the walls, and with furniture

and furnishings from past times. Some of the pieces were replicas, it’s true, but the majority were 
genuine. All the woodwork was polished and shining, giving the castle a sumptuous feel. Ornate 
ropes protected some delicate pieces of furniture and art, and when the castle was open to the public
as it was most days, more ropes and signs guided the visitors from spacious room to spacious room. 
He was pleased that he had been given the time to restore the castle to its current nearly complete 



state. The Count passed the small gift shop in the lobby and the stand containing brochures, and 
nodded. He was proud of the castle, and would miss it.

These days people came to admire the fortifications, the paintings, and the furniture and fittings 
of a past era. They paid their money to be shown around by staff he and his wife recruited from the 
town, and the Count and his wife gladly accepted their money, ploughing the profits back into the 
castle. They were happy that people enjoyed their home, which had been shabby and almost a ruin 
when they had arrived. They kept private only the crypt and the few small windowless rooms that 
they used when they had to deal with those who were not of their kind.

Whatever happened, he would not be coming back. Still, the stone walls and floors called to him,
the turrets and battlements too. They reminded him of times long past, times so dim, existing in the 
earliest reaches of his long memory. Times of caves and rocky mountains, of few men and fewer 
like him, when the blood sacrifice was understood in the gut.

Of their kind, only he and his wife were active in the modern world. At least, the Count knew of 
no others. It’s possible that they were lying low, were more secretive than formerly, or maybe they 
were all in the limbo that his kind existed in, between lives.

The humans! These days the humans ignored their guts, and instead used their brains. Humans 
doubted, humans believed, but humans no longer felt things so deeply. The blood sacrifice was 
almost forgotten, and only the taking of blood was remembered.

***
The Sheriff knocked on the door and the Count opened it and stepped outside. Photographers from 
the news services snapped pictures and the small crowd muttered. Many of them he thought of as 
friends. He had known them for years, even though he only visited the town at night.

“Good evening friends,” said the Count. “What can I do for you? Sheriff?”
“Settle down,” said the Sheriff, and the crowd fell silent. “Count, I have here a warrant for your 

arrest on suspicion of being a vampire. I’m going to have to ask you to accompany me to the 
Sheriff’s Office, please. And I’ll have to handcuff you.”

“I’m all yours,” said the Count, spreading his arms in acquiescence. “Can I get Deputy Stan to 
lock up for me and set the alarms, please? He’s worked here and knows the systems.”

Stan hurried to lock the door while the Sheriff put the handcuffs on the Count.
“So, how do we get back to town? Do we walk? I see that you all walked up here.”
The Sheriff smiled without humour. “That’s because everybody wanted to come and see the 

arrest. I wish I knew how the news got out. My Deputies have a car around the side.”
They helped him into the police car and Stan drove them the short distance to the town, where 

another Deputy let them into the compound of the Sheriff’s Office. The Deputy slammed the gate in
the faces of the small crowd that had gathered to catch a glimpse of the Count.

***
The Count was formally charged and the Sheriff and Stan showed him into a small cell.

“Go and brew us some coffee, Stan, please,” said the Sheriff.
When he had gone the Sheriff looked at the Count steadily for a while.
“Are you a vampire, Count?” asked the Sheriff, “Because if you are, you could have escaped 

many times. I’ve done some research, and vampires are supposedly very strong and very fast. You 
could have snapped those handcuffs like a thread, or so it is said.”

“Well, Jim,” the Count said, “you’ve known me and my wife for a long time. What do you 
think?”

“Mmm. I think that you let me put those cuffs on you, and that they wouldn’t have held you if 
you’d not let them. Oh, by the way, I saw a large bat fly away from the castle just before we arrived.



It’s going to show in the records that the woman that you call your wife disappeared after your 
arrest, and she has probably gone back to wherever she came from, since she was no longer under 
your influence. OK?”

“Thanks, Jim. I appreciate that. I notice that you have provided a coffin full of soil. That will be 
great for me to sleep in, very comfortable. A bare light-tight box would have been good enough, but
the soil is a great addition. I guess it is something like a duvet, though I’ve never slept under a 
duvet. And thanks for blacking out the window.”

“Why are you doing this, Count? You could have escaped when I phoned you. Goodness knows, 
I had to go against my most strongly held principles to even make that phone call! The Mayor 
twisted my arm. You could have escaped when we arrested you, and you could break out of here at 
any time. One legend has it that you can turn to smoke and just drift out of here.”

“That one at least is not true. I am stronger than most humans, and I could have broken the cuffs,
but I’m not sure that I could have easily removed the wrist bands. As to why I am doing this? Let’s 
see how things progress, shall we? I promise that I will let you know before things are over, if you 
don’t figure it out for yourself.”

The Sheriff nodded. He had some ideas.
“OK, Count. I won’t press you on that for now.”

***
Deputy Stan stirred the coffee thoughtfully. He knew the Count well. The Count and his wife visited
the local inn at least once a week and mixed with the usual crowd. Stan had often played darts with 
the Count. The Count’s wife played cards and dominoes with locals and they both took part in all 
the quizzes. Jim and the Count played on the chess ladder and usually one or the other was at the 
top.

So, the Count was a vampire? That sort of implied that his wife was too. Stan liked them. 
Everyone liked them. Of course, they had their oddities. They joined in with everyone at the inn, 
but they never drank alcohol, just coffee, and they never ate anything. They liked to attend the 
productions of the local dramatic society, and other evening events like that. But they were never 
seen in town in the daytime.

Shouldn’t he be scared of them? It seemed silly. He could think of dozens of occasions when 
they could have taken his blood, if they’d wanted, and on one famous occasion they had helped him
home when he had drunk too much. Though, he reflected, they would have ended up as intoxicated 
as he was if they had sampled his blood then. He smiled as he took the coffee to Jim and the Count, 
who were chatting in the cell, with the door wide open.

“Here you are, guys,” said Stan. “Can I get you anything else, Count?”
“Yes, please. Do you have anything to read out there, Stan?” asked the Count.
“Sure.” Stan started to giggle. “People donate books all the time. Someone just donated the latest

vampire blockbuster.”
“Excellent,” said the Count, laughing. “I’ll do some research!”
And after they had drunk their coffee and the Count was officially locked in his cell, the Sheriff 

returned to his own research. He had some ideas that he wanted to delve into.
***

The mists of time part for a minute or two to reveal a young female hominid in the clasp of a young 
male hominid. The male’s mouth opens to reveal prominent fangs. His head drops and he attaches 
his mouth to the girl’s neck and she goes limp. Without warning, an older male leaps from behind a 
rock and brings a boulder down on the boy’s skull. The boy goes down and the older man strikes 
again and again. Then he pauses in shock as the boy’s body turns into dust.



The girl stirs and rubs blood from her neck. She will feel tired and out of sorts for an hour or so, 
but will soon forget the incident. However her father won’t forget. He will move his family three or 
four days walk to the north, settling in a fertile region between two rivers that will be their home for
a while. In the years to come, his descendants will spread north, rounding a large sea. As they go 
they will develop agriculture, cities, metal working, trading and religion. In other words, 
civilisation.

After the girl and her father leave, nothing happens for a couple of days. Then, one night, the 
dust starts to swirl as if a small breeze were stirring it. It gathers into a cigar shaped cloud, and after 
a minute or two, it could be seen to be forming a shape, an enormous transparent version of the 
young male. If the process were taking place in a cave or sheltered space it would complete quickly,
but the slight wind in the open makes the process slow, and sometimes the cloud disintegrates and 
rebuilds. After several cycles of the gathering and dispersal, the large cloud condenses with a sound 
like a clap, to form the body of the boy. He coughs, rubs his head, and sits up. He looks around, 
sniffs, and focusses on the north. He stands and moves north, with a few wobbles at first, then with 
more assurance.

***
The Count languished in the cell and time passed. He was a bit bored, but not uncomfortable, while 
somewhere the judicial system ground on. In the evenings when he woke, a stream of visitors 
started to arrive. The Sheriff wouldn’t let the press see him, for which he was grateful. One of his 
earliest visitors was his lawyer, who flew in from the Capital. At first she was annoyed that her 
client appeared to have given up.
“We can beat this charge!” she hissed. “There’s no legal definition of a vampire. We can use this 
stupid mistake to argue that they have no case. Besides, you can’t be executed for just being 
something! It’s so wrong.”

“But I am a vampire,” he replied, smiling at her.
For some reason this emphasised his fangs, something that his normal smile did not. She 

blanched, but persisted.
“That doesn’t matter...”
“Look, I thank you very much, Joy, but if you want a case which will make your name, this is 

probably not the one. I intend to plead guilty, so, please, can you still represent me?”
He smiled at her. His normal smile.
“I’m not out to make my name. I just don’t like this law. So, yes,” she said, giving in. “Of course

I’ll represent you.”
***

The Sheriff put his head around the door of the Deputies’ Office.“Stan, have you got a minute?”
Stan stepped into the corridor. “What’s up boss?”
“You know Jamie Winter, don’t you?”
“Yeah, I went to school with him. Is he in trouble?”
“The dispatcher just called in a domestic at his address. Do you want to take it.”
“Sure, boss.”
“Get a move on then, please.”
Stan grabbed the car keys and drove round to Jamie’s place. He turned the lights and siren on as 

he turned into the street. He drew to a halt outside Jamie’s house and could hear his friend’s voice. 
He was shouting at Jilly, and Stan’s face turned grim. The door was open so he took that as an 
invitation to enter, and inside found Jamie standing over a terrified Jilly. Stan took the situation in at



as glance, and judged that Jamie had not hit Jilly. Oh well, that was a positive, though even in 
Jamie’s distraught state, Stan doubted that he would hit his wife.

“What’s going on here,” Stan asked.
Jamie whirled on him. His breath stank of alcohol.
“Who called you? Which our friendly neighbours called the police?” he said sarcastically.
“Come on, Jamie, calm down. What’s got into you?”
Stan knew both Jamie and Jilly from school, and a better match could not be imagined. They had

only ever had eyes for each other. He was surprised that things had become this bad between them. 
Jamie was in no mood to calm down and took a swing at Stan. Stan decided to take him in so that 
he could sort things out while Jamie sobered up. He dodged the blow and twisted Jamie’s arm and 
clicked the cuffs on that wrist. Then he knocked Jamie’s feet from under him, twisted the other arm 
and clicked the cuffs on the other wrist.

“I’ll have to take him in, Jilly. Can I get someone here to look after you?” he said. “Or do you 
want to call someone?”

“Please don’t hurt him, Stan,” begged Jilly. “I’ll get Mrs Porter from next door. She’ll get Mum 
over for me.”

“OK,” said Stan. “Don’t worry, I’ll not hurt him if I can help it. I will have to take him in, 
though.”

Jamie was cursing and kicking, but Stan leant down and whispered in his ear “Jamie, listen 
carefully. I don’t want to hurt you, but I will if I have to.”

Jamie stopped kicking and Stan was able to load him into the back seat of the car without any 
more trouble. Stan looked around and realised that he had an audience of half the inhabitants of the 
street. Next door was a motherly woman looking worriedly over the fence.

“Mrs Porter? Can you look after Jilly, please?” He raised his voice. “The rest of you. Back 
indoors please. It’s over.”

He drove Jamie back to the Sheriff’s Office and installed him in a cell. As he walked back to the 
Deputies’ Office he heard Jamie throwing up into the toilet. He sighed. At least he hadn’t done it in 
the car. The Sheriff called Stan into his Office.

“How did it go, Stan?” he asked.
“OK, boss. I don’t think it’s a simple domestic. Jamie and Jilly just don’t have fights! I think it’s 

a case of the ‘crazies’. Do you mind if I get the Doc in?”
“I trust your judgement, Stan. Do it. I assume he’s drunk?”
Stan nodded. “I’ll call the Doc for the morning. I have to check that Jilly is OK. Don’t things get 

complicated really quickly?”
“You’re a good lad,” said the Sheriff.
Stan wondered what that had to do with anything.

***
Late one night the Sheriff came to play chess with the Count. He was one of those people who 
never seemed to sleep, and was often to be found at the Office in the small hours. The Count had 
visited him in his Office many times and had often played chess with him.

“I’ve been doing some research,” the Sheriff said to the Count, who moved a rook, and then sat 
waiting.

“It seems,” said the Sheriff, “that when a vampire is killed, that he, or for that matter, she, might 
not stay dead.”



The Count didn’t say anything, and the Sheriff moved his Queen. It was an obvious mistake, and 
the Count reflected that Jim was off his game. The Count made a move which didn’t take advantage
of Jim’s mistake.

“It’s hard to tell for sure,” said the Sheriff, “but when a vampire is executed, after a while 
someone appears, usually in another region, who only comes out when it is dark, and who doesn’t 
seem to eat and drink much if at all. Often that person lives quite happily in the community for a 
long time, behaving well and not causing trouble.”

The Count was impressed with Jim’s research and said so.
“Yeah,” said the Sheriff. “Often, after a while the person moves on, maybe because he, or for that

matter, she, doesn’t age, and that makes the person stand out.”
Jim looked at chessboard and seemed puzzled for a minute. Then he started to rebuild his 

position. They exchanged chess moves for a few minutes. The Sheriff stopped making mistakes, but
his original mistake left him at a disadvantage.

“I’ve discovered,” he said, “that there appears to be around two hundred and fifty years between 
verifiable vampire executions. There’s many more executions which seem to be cases of mistaken 
identity, unfortunately.”

***
Once again we get a glimpse of the past. In a time when things were changing, a time of wars and 
revolutions, of religious and other persecutions, a vampire staggered up the road. If he had been 
human, he would have been described as emaciated. His clothes were in tatters, the sole of one shoe
flapping as he walked. He looked behind him, but his pursuers were not in sight. He’d not seen 
them for a couple of days, but he sensed that they were still behind him somewhere, but not close.

A church appeared in the distance, its lights glinting in the darkness, and he paused. It was a 
small unremarkable church, and he’d experienced pain, even death, in such places. He slowly and 
tiredly approached the church and passed through the gate on to the grounds. Silent headstones 
mocked him. There would never be one for him, standing over his permanently dead body. He 
rounded the corner and entered the porch, slipped up the latch and entered the church. His spirits 
suddenly lifted, and somehow he felt that he would be able to get help here, as well as shelter. He 
coughed.

“Who’s there?” asked a voice.
A small man appeared just as the vampire collapsed.
“Oh, goodness,” he said as he ran forward.
The vampire opened his mouth and the priest recoiled, and muttered a prayer. He then helped the

vampire to stagger through some empty meeting rooms and into a small kitchen.
“What can I get you? Water? Milk? Oh, goodness.”
“Blood,” said the vampire.
“Oh goodness.”
The vampire roused himself a little. “A little blood, and I’ll revive, and I can be on my way.”
The priest hesitated. The vampire leaned forward and on impulse grasped the priest’s crucifix.
“I swear on this crucifix that I don’t mean you any harm.”
“Oh goodness.”
The priest considered. “You aren’t supposed to be able to touch sacred items. Can I trust you?”
He put his hands together and appealed to his God.
“How do you take it?” he asked the vampire. “I hear it’s from the neck? Can you take it from the 

arm?”
“Anywhere… but the neck… is the best…”



“Do it,” said the priest.
The vampire held the priest in his arms as he attached himself to the priest’s neck. For a very 

brief time the vampire’s throat moved, then he carefully helped the priest to sit down.
“Is that it? What’s next? Will I start to desire blood?” asked the priest.
“No, you’ll just feel a little tired… Wait! You thought that you would be changed into a vampire?

Oh, you dear brave man! You won’t be changed, I assure you. But your God, so your fellow priests 
say, consigns vampires to the depths of Hell! Yet you did that for me? Risked your eternal soul?”

“My friend, I don’t believe that I risked anything! God sees everything, so He knows my 
motives, and I hope that He would approve. Though He might scold me a bit, maybe.”

“You are a saint!” The vampire stood up and walked around. “I felt the ambience of this place as 
I came up to it. Welcoming. Other churches have felt hostile to me.”

He mused a little. “You hear the stories of vampires sucking the life out of their victims. Well, 
maybe that sometimes happens. It’s not easy being a vampire. You saw what I was like when we 
met? Some of my fellow vampires are not as principled as I am, but I won’t take blood from 
children, old folks, the sick and infirm, or even those who are just scared. I’ve not eaten for months 
and was beginning to think that I would have to sacrifice my principles or resort to animal blood, 
which makes me ill.”

“Help me up,” said the priest, “and we can move to the manse. I can find you some donated 
clothes, and we can talk more. I’d like to find out more about vampires. How is it that you can 
touch my cross?”

The vampire helped the priest to stand and they step by step made their way to the manse.
“I think,” said the vampire, “that I could touch your cross because you had imbued it with love 

for anyone and everything, without exception. You’re are a saint, as I said. Other priests have, by no
fault of their own, except perhaps a less than all-inclusive love, imbued their crosses with an intense
hatred for vampires.”

“Oh goodness!” said the priest suddenly. “I’ve just remembered. I have black pudding for my 
supper tonight. Would you like some?”

They both laughed.
“No, thank you,” said the vampire. “Animal blood makes me ill!”
That was the start of a lifelong friendship between the vampire and the priest. When the vampire 

met the woman who was to share his life, they visited the priest who counselled them and blessed 
their union. Church law did not let him marry them, but the priest commented that he believed that 
his God would have approved and that as far as he was concerned, they were man and wife.

***
Jim the Sheriff and Stan and the other Deputies looked after the Count as well as they could. After 
two weeks the Count got them to change the soil in the coffin.

“It’s like sleeping in the same sheets for a fortnight, I guess,” said Jim, and the Count nodded in 
agreement. They changed the soil regularly after that.

The lawyer came to see him.
“I’ve talked with the prosecutor. He’s mad that you are pleading guilty. He was ready to call a 

bunch of witnesses to say that you caused miscarriages in women and beasts, that you gave one guy
severe boils, that you curdled milk, and some other more ridiculous things. I would have asked for 
proof, of course, but the point is moot. He thinks that he’s been cheated out of a show trial. I’m 
beginning to see why you chose to plead guilty. You couldn’t do all those things, could you?”

The Count shook his head. “Of course, not. Those are just fairy stories. All I need is a little 
human blood now and then. It’s funny. Once humans get to know that I’m a vampire, they tend to 



get very interested, and when they know it’s safe, they wonder what it would be like to ‘donate’ 
some of their blood.”

She blushed, and the Count saw it. They both laughed.
“Do you have a wife, Count?” asked the lawyer. “Jim said something about a woman living at 

the castle with you. Then he changed the subject.”
“Jim’s smart. He probably wanted you to know. To ask, off the record. Yes, I have a wife. Jim 

and the Mayor decided to keep her out of the picture and let her slip away, and we’ll be in their debt
for ever. I’ll tell her about it, when I see her.”

“You’re sure that you’ll be coming back? Jim told me about that too. Sorry to pry.”
“Natural question. Yes. I’ve ‘come back’ more times than I care to remember. My body will 

dissolve into dust, then some time later, I’ll come to, but I won’t know how much time has passed. 
It might be hours or days, months or even years, decades or longer. No, I don’t know how it 
happens because I’m only there at the end. It makes a nonsense of the law!”

“So death doesn’t bother you?”
“Oh, it bothers me a lot! There’s usually pain involved, and the experience is … indescribable 

and very, very unpleasant. But there’s not the dread that I’m told humans often feel.”
They sat there and thought their own thoughts for a while. Finally, the Count said “I will be 

sentenced to death. How will they execute me?”
The lawyer stirred. Her face showed her discomfort and distaste. “They will drive a wooden 

stake through your heart.”
“I see. The traditional way. Painful, but clean and quick.” He paused. “As I said, my body will 

turn to dust, to ashes. If they’d decided to burn me, my ashes would become scattered and it would 
take longer for me to come back. Sometimes the authorities spread my ashes around on purpose, 
and it can take decades or longer for me to come back from that! Can you ask Jim, unofficially, to 
collect the ashes, if he can, and bury them somewhere in the grounds of my castle. If I ask him 
directly there will be a record.”

The lawyer looked at him without showing her feelings for a moment, then smiled. “Sure, I can 
do that. I’d be happy to.”

***
The Doc came to see Stan after examining Jamie.

“It’s definitely the ‘crazies’. Temporary delusional disorder or insanity. I’ve given him an 
injection. It should hold him for a while, but he’ll have to get top ups for a couple of weeks.”

He sighed. “We call it the ‘crazies’, but we don’t know what it is. We know that some sedatives 
hold it at bay, but we can’t sedate everyone, can we? There seem to be more cases every day. 
Mostly only a few people get affected, like Jamie and Jilly, but sometimes…. Well you heard about 
the train crash? Thirty killed, many more injured. Caused by one temporarily crazy person who is 
now horrified at what she has done.”

Stan thanked the Doc and got him to sign some papers. Then he went down to the cells. The cells
were always ‘down’ even if they were on the same level, as was the case in the Sheriff’s Office in 
this town. He looked into Jamie’s cell. Jamie was lying on his bunk in a foetal position, his hands 
over his eyes. Stan knew that the drugs made people sensitive to light, so he wasn’t surprised. He 
typed in his code and entered the cell and closed the door.

“Shift up,” he said and Jamie moved so that he could sit down on the bunk.
“What was that all about, last night?” he asked.
Jamie squirmed on the bunk. “I thought Jilly was having an affair.”



Stan laughed out loud. “What! You’re joking! She’s only ever had eyes for you, you idiot. You’re
legendary, you two!”

“She’s been sneaking around, going I don’t know where. I came back home early one day and 
she wasn’t there. When she got home she wouldn’t tell me where she’d been. Today, when I came 
home, someone slipped out the back.”

Stan processed this information.
“You were as drunk as a skunk. Did she seem, well, guilty?”
“No, she seemed happy. Pleased. At first.”
“That’s not the reaction of someone who has been cheating! Oh, Jamie, you’ve been so dumb.”
“I know, I know,” he said. “But what else could it be?”
Stan had a good idea what the issue was, but he didn’t tell Jamie. He thought that Jilly should be 

the one to tell him. What an idiot!
***

The Sheriff looked across his desk at the two pillars of the community seated opposite him. On the 
left was Meg, a semi-retired midwife, and on the right was Charles, one of the town’s most 
prominent businessmen.

“So what can I do for you?” he asked.
“We want to see the Count, please,” said Charles. “We want to see how he is. He’s a very dear 

friend.”
Jim wasn’t surprised. He knew them all, and was well aware that Meg and Charles were close 

friends of the Count and his wife.
“I’m keeping the crowds away from him. Every man and his dog wants to visit him. Some of 

them want to break him out of there! You’re both on his lawyer’s list, so I can let you see him if I 
wish. So, why should I let you in to see him?”

They pulled down the high collars that they were both wearing to reveal the marks on their 
necks.

“Oh,” said Jim.
“We’ve been close to the Count and his wife for many years. We’ve been ‘donating’ our blood 

for almost as long. You look a little shocked, Jim!” laughed Charles.
“Yeah, though now I think about it, it’s obvious. The Count and his wife were getting blood from

somewhere, and they weren’t randomly taking blood from the townsfolk. If they had been, that 
would certainly have stirred things up!”

He pondered. “Sure, I’ll let you see him. You’re not intending to help him escape, are you?”
Meg laughed. “He wouldn’t need our help if he wanted to get out!”
Jim nodded and pressed the button that would call the Deputy on duty. Stan stuck his head 

around the door.
“Yes, boss?”
“Please take Meg and Charles down to see the Count, would you? Then make me a coffee, 

please.”
Stan brought him his coffee, and one for himself.
“There you go, boss. So, you wanted me out of there. What’s that about?”
“Bright lad,” Jim commented.
“Well, if you just want a coffee you make it yourself. If you want me out of the way you get me 

to make it. It’s sort of obvious! I don’t mind though, boss. It’s like a code.”
Jim explained. Stan nodded.
“It makes sense,” he said.



“You’re not shocked, Stan?”
Stan considered.
“No, not really, boss. I’ve given blood at the hospital. This is a bit more direct and personal, but 

much the same thing. We’ll have to lose the surveillance video tape for the Count’s cell, though.”
“Yeah, good point.”
Stan opened his mouth to say something, but the Sheriff got in first.
“Any jokes about the Count and Blood Banks and you’re on nights for the next two months.”
Stan shut his mouth.

***
Stan brought Jilly in to see Jamie. He was on the last day of his two day mandatory incarceration for
domestic disturbance.

“Jamie,” she said, and he rushed to the door and they kissed through the bars.
Stan unlocked the door and let her in, and sighed as they wrapped themselves around each other.
“Calm down, guys, sit down,” he said. He was the same age as Jamie and Jilly, but he felt 

decades older.
“Oh, Jilly, I’m so sorry. Why on earth did I think you were playing around? But what were you 

up to?”
“Oh, Jamie, I’m sorry too. I just wanted to be sure. Remember when we thought I was pregnant, 

but later I tested negative? I thought I was pregnant again, but I wanted to be sure. I went to the 
doctor and had a second test done, and I’d picked up the results. You came back and you were 
angrier than I’ve ever seen you. You wouldn’t listen to me.”

“Pregnant? Who was that who slipped out the back when I came home?”
Jilly thought for a bit. “Oh! That must have been Miriam, the midwife! I didn’t want you to 

guess.”
“The midwife? Oh.”
Stan was getting slightly irritated by the couple and decided to exercise his discretion and let 

Jamie out a little early. The boss would back him up. “Get out of here, you two. Oh, and don’t 
forget to go to the Doc for your follow up injections, Jamie.”

He wandered back up to the Deputies’ Office and signed Jamie out in the Bookings ledger. There
was no one there, but the Sheriff came in.

“How’d it go?” asked Jim.
“I let Jamie out early, boss. How can the job be so frustrating and satisfying at the same time?”
The Sheriff just laughed. “Can I buy you a beer? We’re both officially off duty.”
“Nah, thanks. I’d better get back home. Jane will be wondering where I am. I was supposed to 

finish half an hour ago.”
“How’s Missy?”
“Growing every day. G’night, boss.”
“Good lad,” said the Sheriff, as he watched him leave.

***
One night, Jim brought the local vicar along to visit the Count.

“Hullo, Bob,” said the Count. “It’s nice to see you. Are you here to save my soul?”
The Reverend and the Count knew each other well. When they met at the local inn they would 

discuss deep philosophical matters. The meaning of life. Did free will exist? What is reality? Was 
time travel possible. For some reason they had not delved deeply into the topic of religion and the 
existence or otherwise of God.



The Count knew that the Reverend Stevens was an intelligent man, and one who was not scared 
to consider thoughts that his more conservative colleagues would never entertain. For a vicar, he 
was broad-minded.

Bob snorted. “Well, according to the authorities, if you are a vampire, you don’t have a soul. I 
should throw holy water on you and watch you shrivel to dust.”

He sighed. “Although I am confident in my religion, I suspect that I don’t have the absolute faith 
to pull off that sort of trick. This is mostly the era of the sceptic, and it has infected us all, I’m 
afraid.”

Jim said “Bob’s been helping me out with some research. We’ve been studying ‘the crazies’.”
“Ah. The rising tide of temporary mental illness and distress,” said the Count.
“Well, the cycles of the ‘crazies’, actually. The crazies are temporary, while real mental illness is 

not,” said Bob. “They are a well-known phenomenon. They increase slowly to a peak, then 
suddenly drop to almost nothing. Then the cycle repeats. Nobody knows for sure why this happens, 
though there’s lots of theories. Currently we are at a peak. We’ve a few drugs which help, but really,
we don’t know what causes it.”

“So, how often does this happen?” asked the Count.
“On a cycle of two hundred and fifty years or so,” answered Jim.
“Ah,” said the Count, smiling.
“Basically, we’ve found that, maybe coincidentally, every time a vampire is executed the rate of 

the ‘crazies’ seems to drop dramatically. We’re not the first to notice this, by the way, but it always 
seems to be forgotten or ignored.”

“Hmm,” said the Count, “so, let me suggest something. Suppose that humans have a flaw, one 
that makes them susceptible to the ‘crazies’. Suppose that vampires don’t have that flaw and that 
they carry the solution in their bodies, somehow. Suppose that when a vampire dies that solution, 
whatever it is, is released into the world, and ‘infects’ humans, and the ‘crazies’ disappear for a 
couple of centuries, until the solution begins to lose its power. Although there’s a hard core of 
mental illness that is unaffected by all this, of course.”

“Is this true?” asked Jim.
“The vampires have been around as long as the human race. We are long-lived and we do notice 

these things. We are not particular scientific, so I don’t know how it happens. Is it true? It seems to 
fit the facts.”

Jim mused. “The Mayor and I have arranged for barriers to be fixed to the river bridges to stop 
crazies jumping off. Access to the top of office buildings has been restricted, by law, for some time 
now. The cells are often full of people who are behaving irrationally, stupidly, rather than with real 
criminals. The other day we had a guy try to climb the outside of the Town Hall. He’d never 
climbed anything before and fell off and was rushed to hospital. Fortunately he only broke a leg so 
he won’t be too disabled. He kept saying ‘Why did I do that?’. It would be nice if that sort of stuff, 
and worse, stopped.”

Bob said “I’m conflicted. My religion says that vampires are evil, the spawn of Satan. That they 
have no souls. If you, Count, are a vampire, then my religion says you have no soul, and I 
personally find that hard to believe. But, whatever, God must have allowed Satan to create the 
vampires for some reason, and if what we have been discussing is in any way true, the vampires 
have a purpose, which of course would ultimately be God’s purpose.”

He stood up.
“Goodbye, Count. Jim tells me you expect to be executed. I feel privileged to have known you. 

Jim tells me that you are confident of coming back, and I’m pleased about that, though it is more 



than a little disturbing to my faith. God bless you, whatever you are, and God bless your wife, who 
Jim insists is just a woman who fell under your evil influence.”

With that he left the cell.
Jim smiled “The Reverend is in a bit of a bind. He’d like to believe you, but it goes against his 

faith. He’s combed his scriptures and can’t find anything about vampires, but he has to accept their 
existence. The only person to have officially ‘come back’ is his Messiah, and he is the son of God, 
and so he has a problem accepting that you will ‘come back’. But he’s a good man, and a bright 
one, and I think that he will rationalise it, somehow or other.”

He paused. “If what we talked about is true, then vampires have allowed themselves to be 
executed for the benefit of humans for many centuries. This is very brave and selfless of you, even 
if you expect to come back, and you should be honoured as heroes, not hunted and killed.”

The Count replied “The humans are the real heroes. Vampires live long and live many lives, but 
we don’t achieve much, really. Look at what humans have dared to achieve with only a single life 
and a short one at that. Pragmatically, though, Jim, the vampires need the humans and the humans 
need the vampires, though the humans don’t know it.”

He looked at the Sheriff and continued, “We call it the blood sacrifice, or just the sacrifice. It’s 
payment for all the ‘donations’ over the years. The blood sacrifice is for the benefit of the vampires,
as well as the humans. A society of ‘crazies’ would collapse into chaos, and where would the 
vampires be then?”

***
Many years before, years that blended into centuries, in a different town, a different country, the 
vampire paused as he walked through the woods. It was early evening, and the sun had barely left 
the sky. She was there again. The schoolteacher. Young, pretty, dark-haired. She was sitting on the 
seat at the top of the knoll overlooking the town, watching the stars come out.

He’d met her up here a day or so earlier, but on that occasion it was a little later in the evening, 
and she was preparing to descend to the town once more. She’d passed a few words with him, and 
on a whim he’d accompanied her down to the outskirts of the little town. They had chatted as if they
had known each other for a long time. From then on, his first walk after waking in the evening 
always took him past the seat on the knoll.

He sat down and they chatted like old friends. She shivered and it seemed natural to wrap her in 
his coat and for her to rest her head on his shoulder.

They met as often as they could from then on, and as autumn turned to winter, and winter to 
spring, he realised that she had become special to him. But he didn’t dare to make a move, and as a 
result, she became a little disappointed and restless.

One night she had had enough. She turned to him.
“Do you like me?”
“Of course, I do, my dear. Why do you have to ask?”
“You’ve never kissed me. You’ve never even tried to kiss me. Yet I sense that you would love to. 

What’s wrong? Is it a religious thing?”
He hugged her gently and considered.
“Oh, my dear! I’d love to kiss you. But it is complicated.” He paused. “I have two very dear 

friends in town that I would like you to talk to.”
He mentioned the mother of the local doctor, a woman about 60 years of age, and the Deputy 

Mayor, who was about 50.
“Go and see them. Tell them my real name. Ask them about me.”
He told her his real name.



“You can’t tell me?” she asked.
“No. You will either not believe me and get angry with me, or, up here, in the dark, you might 

get scared and run away, which would be dangerous. It will be better to hear it from my friends, 
first. You’ve known them for years. You trust them.”

They walked down the hill, hand in hand, and the silence between them joined them together, 
instead of keeping them apart. When they reached edge of town, where on other occasions they had 
just separated with a word or two, she dropped his hand and turned to him.

“If you won’t kiss me, I can at least kiss you!”
She pulled his head down and her breath brushed his cheek and her lips placed a kiss on it. He 

shivered.
“Talk to my friends, my dear. Oh, I so want to kiss you, but you have to find out about me first.”
A week passed. Then another week. Then a third. He was beginning to think that he would never 

see her again, but, at last, one evening, as spring was turning to summer, he walked to the top of the 
knoll and she was there, sitting on the bench. He sat next to her and stayed quiet. She reached for 
his hand and sat there without saying a word.

“A vampire?” she said when the silence between them had become uncomfortable. “You must 
hate this time of year.”

He laughed. “Well, I do get less time outside. I can wrap up so that no sun reaches me, it’s true, 
but then people look at me. I stand out. But like anyone else, I like the warmer weather. The warmer
nights. Does it bother you? The vampire thing.”

She looked at her feet. “Of course. Of course it bothers me! Oh my! They say they let you take 
their blood. They called it a ‘donation’! They had marks! They laughed about it.”

She seemed shocked and amused. She almost laughed.
“They are old and valued friends. I love them dearly,” he said, with a deep fondness showing in 

his voice.
“Oh, and they love you too.” She looked at him and smiled. “Where do we go from here?”
“Well, we can kiss. If you still want to. I can tell you about myself. What it means to be me.”
“What it means to be a vampire?” she said with shaky laughter in her voice. “What about me? 

What about, what it means to be a human?”
He looked at her. “You’re joking, but you are right. My dear, this is not going to be easy. I will 

live for centuries, you will live for one at the most. I will not age, you will. I will have to move to a 
different town every so often. I have no family, you do. There are many reasons why this 
relationship will end. It will change both of us.”

She swallowed. “And what if I were to become a vampire too? I know it can be done.”
He was shocked. “You don’t know what you are asking! No! Don’t even consider it!”
She laughed. “Tell me all about it then. Try to put me off. We NEED to consider it. It is one of 

OUR options. OUR options.”
He was still shocked, but thought about what she had said. “You’re right. It is OUR decision. 

You will have to want it, and I will have to let you do it. But I will do my best to put you off. It’s 
unthinkable!”

Over time, over the years, in spite of his objections, the unthinkable option became the preferred 
option.

“How do we do it?” she asked, when the day came.
“Well,” he said, showing his reluctance, “you’ve given me your dear blood, many times now. For

you to become a vampire I need to give you some of my blood. But, my dear...”



“Shhh! I’m decided. I have chosen. We have talked about this so many times. We’ve gone 
through the consequences and the pitfalls a hundred times. I’m sure! I want to be by your side, so 
long as you, and I, live. Even if it is to the end of time.”

He went to the kitchen and brought back a sharp knife.
“You have to be sure,” he said. “There is no going back.”
“I am.”
He ran the knife down his arm and the blood started to flow. She grabbed his arm and started to 

suck his blood. Then she sat back, her lips stained red. His wound healed almost immediately.
“Is that enough?”
He nodded, wiped her lips, and folded her in his arms, tears filling his eyes.
“I love you.”
“I love you too! Until the world ends.”
They sat with arms around each other for some time, and when the lights of dawn started to show

in the sky, he led her down to the crypt and drew her down into the earth.
The last thing that she said on her last day as a human was “Oh, that feels so lovely and cool!”

***
The Count’s trial, held at night of course, was brief. There was no defence as the Count pleaded 
guilty to the charge. The defence lawyer, who was by now fully supportive of the Count’s desire to 
plead guilty, was amused by the prosecution’s obvious fury that they were being denied a show trial.
The judge sentenced the Count to death by impaling, and barring intervention by the Capital, that 
was it.

There was no intervention. On the morning of the execution, an hour before dawn would turn the
sky a delicate shade of pink, the Sheriff and some others arrived in the Count’s cell. The Sheriff 
asked the Count to lie on the box of soil, and the Court’s appointee gave the Sheriff the pointed 
stake. The local blacksmith was in attendance with a large hammer.

“Hi Karl,” the Count said to the blacksmith. “Hit hard and hit true, my friend.”
He lay down on the soil in the box, and the Sheriff held the stake in position with the 

blacksmith’s tongs. Karl swung the hammer and the stake was driven into the Count’s chest. He 
grunted and his hands grasped the stake, as if to pull it out, and blood welled up around it. Karl 
swung the hammer a second time and the stake sank right into the Count’s chest. The Count’s body 
dissolved into dust, and everyone gasped. It’s one thing to be told that something will happen. It’s 
another to see it actually happen.

“Goodbye, my friend,” said Karl, his hands shaking.
***

The next morning a van drew up at the Sheriff’s Office and a man with a black trilby hat and a neat 
fawn coat got out.

“I’ve come for the vampire’s remains,” he said, showing the Sheriff a piece of paper.
“Stan! Deputy Stan!” called the Sheriff.
“What’s up, boss, er Sheriff,” said Stan as he came into the yard and saw that they had visitors.
“Where did you put the sacks of soil from the Count’s coffin? Was it in the stables?”
“Er, yes,” said Stan. He knew that they hadn’t yet moved the Count’s coffin from the cell. The 

sacks in the stables contained only the soil that had been swapped out over the previous weeks.
“Please help this gentleman move the sacks to his van.”
Stan took the visitor to the stables. They didn’t have any horses these days and the stables held a 

miscellany of junk that they hadn’t disposed of yet. Stan helped the visitor to move the sacks of soil 
to his van with a wheelbarrow.



“Thank you, gentlemen,” said the visitor.
“Yeah,” said the Sheriff looking after him, as he drove off. “Stan, we need to get the Count out of

here as soon as possible. He won’t want to return here. He’ll want some peace and quiet, I’d say. Go
and get a couple of the others and we’ll move his coffin to a place I know.”

“Right-o, boss.”
***

The Count woke. As was usual, he was a little disoriented at first. He tried to sit up, only to hit his 
head on a wooden surface. He put his hands up to push on the lid, but found a batten fixed to the lid 
of the box. He struggled with it for a while, and when he accidentally pushed it towards his feet, the
lid of the box popped off.

He sat up and looked at the lid and the box. The box was a coffin. When in place the lid looked 
like it was firmly screwed down, but if it was pushed towards the foot or head of the coffin, it would
pop off.

“Clever,” he said to himself.
Attached to the back of the lid was a note. It seemed in good condition, so not too much time had

passed. He opened it.
“Dear Count,” he read. “We, your friends...”
He broke off and looked at the long list of signatures at the bottom of the note. Even the 

Reverend had signed!
“We, your friends, wish you well. We are sorry that events transpired as they did, but we believe 

that the ‘crazies’ epidemic that has been sweeping the world should now die down. We salute you 
for that. We’re sorry that you have to leave us, but we understand why. Don’t worry about the 
castle. We will take care of it! Good luck in your future lives, and please give our regards to your 
wife.”

The Count stood up and brushed off his clothes. He was in a vault or room with rock walls. A 
tomb, he guessed. As usual, when he started to move, he staggered a little, but after a few steps he 
was able to move with greater fluidity. He made his way to the door, unlatched it, and it squeaked 
open, yielding to his vampire strength. The pink layer at the horizon lit by the recently set sun 
blinded him for a second or two, but it was fading as he watched. So he was facing west. He looked 
around. The ground fell away in front of him, down to darkening farms and woodlands, small lights 
here and there indicating human habitations. He felt a wave of affection. Behind him he saw the 
dark ruins of an old chapel. Ah, so that was where he was. Not far from his castle. Well, it all 
belonged to the town now.

Time for a new start, somewhere else, but first, he had to find his wife. He stepped forward, 
sniffed, turned to the north and started off. Only a night creature would have seen the change, but 
his footsteps faded and a large bat flew off as the last of the light died.
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