
        
            [image: cover]
        


Ghost Dance

Rod Marsden

Publisher: Night to Dawn
Magazine & Books LLC

www.bloodredshadow.com

ISBN: 978-1-937769-03-1

Copyright by Rod
Marsden

Smashwords
Edition

First Edition
2010

Second Edition
2016

http://www.bloodredshadow.com

Printed in the United States
of America

Editor: Barbara
Custer

Front cover illustration:
Teresa Tunaley

The names, characters, and incidents
depicted in this book are either products of the author’s
imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual
events, locations, organizations, or persons, living or dead, are
entirely coincidental, and are not to be construed as truth or
fact.

All rights reserved:

It is illegal for you to copy or
distribute copies of this book or any copyright written work in
print or electronic form without the written consent from the
publisher. Please do not purchase unauthorized copies. For further
information, contact Barbara Custer, c/o Night to Dawn Magazine
& Books LLC, P. O. Box 643, Abington, PA 19001.

This book is dedicated to
the following people:

Steve Carter and Antoinette
Rydyr, Australians writing and drawing horror.

Tom and Ginger Johnson,
Texans keeping the pulps alive and well.

My dad, Charles, who lives
at Iluka, NSW and to my mom, May, who spends some of her time
nowadays at the old Ramsgate Baths, South of Sydney.

Acknowledgements:

I would like to thank Barbara Custer
for her help from coming up with the right cover design to keeping
the writing jogging along nicely. Also, Lyn McConchie, a New
Zealand novelist I have known for some decades now, has been
extremely generous yet again with her time and energy. Someday the
combination of Custer and McConchie will hammer, superheat, and
pressure this lump of coal into the blue diamond writer he was
always meant to be. You can count on it!

I wish to thank Jens H.
Altmann for his German insights and also thank the
Night to Dawn people for
their friendship. It has meant a lot to me.

I wish to thank my sister, Debra, and
her husband, Ari, for being there for me when their help was sorely
needed.

I have been inspired by
British writers such as James Thomson, Lionel Johnson, George
Orwell, Agatha Christie, and Bram Stoker. There’s also
Before Armageddon, a
collection of early science fantasy edited by Michael Moorcock
(1975). Within is W.J Wintle’s rather optimistic but thoroughly
enjoyable essay, Life in Our New
Century (January 1901).

On the Australian front,
we have Richard Harland and Peter Carey. There is also editor and
literary historian Van Ikin who, through his book
Australian Science Fiction – an anthology (1982), I discovered Mary Anne Moore-Bentley
who wrote, in 1901, A Woman of
Mars. In this novel she relates the
horrors of a human population out of control and thus puts forward
the case for population control more than seven decades before the
American movie, Soylent Green
(1973), based on American writer Harry Harrison’s
grim science fiction novel, Make Room,
Make Room! (1966), tackled the
issue.

Further on the American
front, there’s the poet William B. Vogel III, F. Scott Fitzgerald,
Ernest Hemingway and Laurell K. Hamilton, author of the highly
acclaimed Anita Blake, Vampire Hunter series. Also, for insight
into how magic may be weaved into a modern setting, there’s
The Dresden Files by Jim
Butcher.

I continue to be inspired
by the Marvel bullpen of the 1960s and ‘70s as well as American
television shows such as Star Trek
(the lot), The Josephine
Baker Story mini-series,
Buffy, Smallville, Medium, Ghost Whisperer,
Dexter, and Flash
Gordon (the 21st Century
version).

The Secret Compass came
together, in its present form, via my reading of
Born in Blood,
The Lost Secrets of Freemasonry
by John J. Robinson, UK, 1989, and
Restless Bones, the Story of Relics
by James Bentley, Great Britain, 1985. It also
came together via numerous documentaries on Scotland, Ireland,
England and Wales produced for and by the BBC over the past two
decades. Then there is my friendship with Scottish surrealist
writer, Neil K. Henderson, who lives in Knightswood,
Scotland.

My insights into
Catholicism have come from Catholic friends, news reports on
television and the newspapers, documentaries shown on the ABC
television program, Compass
and numerous other sources.

The disco known as The Blue is
fictional but based on a real Sydney disco of the 1970s that did
help to destroy the hopes of a whole generation. Both name and
location have been changed to protect both the guilty and the
innocent.

Pemberton’s Ramsgate Baths, south of
Sydney was a real place I do have fond memories of. I do remember
the Olympic pools, the arcade with its wonders and the banana
fritters. In this instance, paradise was pulled down to put up a
parking lot. The Baths were opened on October 1924 and were closed
at the end of the 1969-1970 swimming season. Further information
about the old Baths came from researcher Bob Mitchell, Kirsten
Broderick who is the local history services specialist for Rockdale
Library and Community Information Service, and also from Ron
Rathbone’s book on the Sans Souci Peninsula.

Table of Contents

​Prologue

Introduction

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter
Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter
Seven

Chapter
Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter
Eleven

Chapter
Twelve

Chapter
Thirteen

Chapter
Fourteen

Chapter
Fifteen

Chapter
Sixteen

Chapter
Seventeen

Chapter
Eighteen

Chapter
Nineteen

Chapter
Twenty

Chapter
Twenty-One

Chapter
Twenty-Two

Chapter
Twenty-Three

Chapter
Twenty-Four

Chapter
Twenty-Five

Chapter
Twenty-Six

Chapter
Twenty-Seven

Chapter
Twenty-Eight

Chapter
Twenty-Nine

Chapter
Thirty

Chapter
Thirty-One

Epilogue

Contributors


Introduction

​ The menace of the vampire has
been with us for a long time. Over the centuries, various societies
have developed their own methods of dealing with it. The Japanese
in the 17th Century created the Rising Sun
Group of specialist ninjas and samurai. In
the British Empire and then the British Commonwealth the
Secret Compass, an
offshoot of Freemasonry, came to the fore. It now has many branches
including the Scottish Maclean branch. In and around Greece there
were the Greek mystics who formed an alliance with INTERPOL and
then with the Sydney, NSW branch of the Secret Compass. In the USA there was
the Pinkerton Detective Agency
out of Chicago followed by the FBI and the CIA.
Over time such organizations have come to share information,
resources and even personnel in the continuing fight.

The events mentioned in
this book mainly take place in 1975. The events of the previous
novel, Disco Evil: Dead Man’s
Stand, mainly take place between the years
1976 and 2010.

In 1975 Lilith and Paul
Priestly can be seen at The
Blue, an inner Sydney disco but have yet
to meet up and form an alliance. Lizzy, Miles Henry’s niece, can
also be seen doing her thing at The
Blue. Her fate has yet to be sealed. It
will be soon enough in 1976.

Helen Kiln, a
Secret Compass psychic,
knows The Blue in 1975 as a place that might attract the undead.
Miles Henry and Frank Long are field agent partners in the Sydney
branch of the Secret Compass
and have worked together off and on since the
Korean War. They are attracted to Helen. Miles and Long, however,
are not the only field agents working for the Secret Compass.

Note: “Bring back the buffalo,” was the
cry and the hope of a generation of North American Indians. “Bring
back love and hope,” was the cry of a different people of a
different generation. It was more universal but just as heartfelt.
Both people, both generations thought they could do it through
music and movement. They thought the Great Spirit would weave magic
their way and it would be done. They were wrong. Both are examples
of the now traditional ghost dance.

There is another version that is just
as well known and just as traditional. It is part of Mardi Gra and
the Venetian Carnevale. In both instances, it evokes the meeting of
two worlds – the living and the dead. Both sides are masked. Both
sides are to be revealed. If properly executed, it is quite a
powerful dance and the results are unpredictable. It is the dance
of the present, the past, and the future. It can be joyful or the
complete opposite. It is the dance of the living hand-in-hand with
the dead. At such events, the ungodly need to be wary.

The mask is as old as civilization. It
was part of ancient Greek theater. It lives on in the European
clown and the American version of Halloween. It has also played a
crucial role in defining the American costumed hero which, in 1938,
evolved into the superhero. Meanwhile the undead, in various forms,
continue to haunt all of humanity.

Rod Marsden 2016


Prologue

​It was the night of the full moon,
March 1965. The air was charged with energy both natural and
otherwise. In a wine cellar in Newcastle, on the north coast of
NSW, a handsome man in a black robe was engaged in what can best be
described as old magic. His name this decade was Herman Franklin
Montag. He was a warlock, sometimes referred to as a sorcerer or a
wizard.

The term warlock came about in the 17th
Century as a condemnatory name for a male practitioner of spell
weaving. Herman, though he started with Wiccan ideas and ideals
gave up any pretence to the less harmful white side of the craft
when he found the dark, forbidden side far too tempting. He was for
all intents and purposes a warlock.

Thanks to black magic, Herman Franklin
Montag’s history was now quite colorful. Born in England around the
time of Napoleon Bonaparte’s retreat from Russia, he’d seen and
done quite a few marvelous things over the years. He had been an
observer for the British government during the first battle of Bull
Run (Manassas) in the American Civil War and he was an American
journalist covering the Italian campaign during the First World
War. He made a fortune on the American stock market in the 1870s
and, in 1929, lost it all in a single day of trading. He moved to
Australia near the end of the 2nd World War. He was there on George
Street, Sydney at the end of hostilities in time to see the dancing
man do his thing in the returned services march. Half a dozen times
over the years he had changed his nationality, all to forestall any
examination by any government into his true age.

One thing he couldn’t change, though,
was the ritual that had to be performed once every decade. To not
go through with it would mean rapid decay and a most unpleasant
death. What’s more, he didn’t think anything would much go his way
after he had died. Like Oscar Wilde’s fictional character, Dorian
Gray, he had sinned greatly and there was no doubt a regiment of
unhappy female spirits just waiting for their opportunity to
collect him and take him to Hell. The thought of that happening
pushed him to do what had to be done.

To stay in his early thirties and be
safe from the nether regions, Herman was about to plunge a special
dagger into the chest of the young female dancer before him. The
dance he had taught her and which she was performing was needed for
the magic to work. She didn’t have to be naked but he preferred her
that way. He was still a man with a man’s interest in the female
form. Also he didn’t want to dispose of bloodstained female
attire.

If anyone got curious about bloodstains
on his own discarded clothes he could pass it off as a cut on his
hand which had bled profusely. He often used his own blood in his
own conjuring and there were people who could vouch for this. He
could make it so that no one would believe the blood was not his
own. There was talk in some scientific journals that DNA testing of
blood might be done by law enforcement agencies sometime in the
future. Meanwhile he didn’t have to be naked during his ritual and
he preferred it that way. The ritual wasn’t about sex. It was about
renewal.

The girl dancing before
him was a Sydney University student researching arcane beliefs for
a paper she was writing. She had met him at a lecture on
The Devil and Christianity. She was a young, bright blonde from Victoria who had fallen
in love with him as the others had done.

Silvia Bradford was this
decade’s volunteer. She knew she was helping him to conjure up a demon just as
the others had known. Unlike some of the others, she wanted to know
why she was dancing outside the protective circle he was in and why
he had to have such a lethal looking ceremonial dagger in his hand
if it was just for show. The loaf of leaven bread, the shaker full
of salt and the copper goblet filled with wine, the grapes of which
were harvested and made into alcohol the year he was born, didn’t
worry her. She danced around the bread, the shaker and the goblet
without even bothering to ask what they were doing outside the
circle. It was only the blade that concerned her. To make her feel
more at ease he put it down.

In explanation he told her the dance
had to be performed outside the circle to be effective and that no
demon was likely to make an appearance if there wasn’t at least one
respectable looking dagger present. Demons, after all, have their
pride. Also, he reminded her that she was supposed to jump into the
circle after the dance was over and kiss him gently on the lips. If
that didn’t get the demon’s blood racing, he told her, then nothing
would. Of course he had no intention of having her kiss him. He
just needed her to willingly get that close.

Silvia thought this whole business a
lark and, like many of the others, had a hard time taking it
seriously. His seriousness, however, was catching and so she danced
well. As per usual at least one promise had been made. She had been
told she’d learn arcane magic not found in books. Other females had
been promised other things. It didn’t matter just so long as she
danced to the demon’s satisfaction and Herman stabbed her at the
appropriate moment.

He watched her wear herself out. The
dance was similar to the dance of the seven veils only without the
material. It came from Mesopotamia. It has been said that rising
salt problems in the irrigation canals doomed that city. It might
just as well have been a demon attack. Bringing creatures into our
world that are just as likely to rip you in half as look at you was
and is a dangerous sport. Herman was lucky that the demon he was
now familiar with was amused as well as fed by what he was
doing.

The dance came to its conclusion and
Silvia, feeling foolish but also quite happy, leapt into the circle
from a position a mere foot away. She then went to kiss Herman. She
didn’t see him pick up the dagger or the red horned being
materialize out of a puff of black smoke a few feet to her left.
Herman shoved the blade hard into her heart as she embraced him
then withdrew it in order to cut her throat. Blood sprayed from the
girl out toward the demon. Silvia didn’t have time to scream but
there was that quizzical look on her face the others had and which
he had come to expect. There was the smell of rotten eggs in the
air accompanied by a wave of intense heat from the scarlet fiend.
From this he concluded that where the creature had come from, by
human standards, must have been a terrible place.

The demon, with its three large, black
eyes, including one in the center of its forehead, flaring nostrils
and exaggerated genitalia, awaited his prize. He was in no hurry.
He knew that his presence made the human who summoned him nervous.
He liked seeing the human nervous and added to this by smiling
broadly, showing his large tiger-like teeth.

Herman pushed the dying girl at the
demon and watched as a red hairy arm encircled her waist. As part
of the ritual, the demon’s hand moved once over the wine, the salt
and the bread before he returned to whence he came. A second puff
of smoke and he was gone. The girl’s by now dead body was also
gone. Herman was pleased he didn’t have to dispose of it. The demon
was happy to do whatever he did with it elsewhere. Clothes,
however, didn’t interest the fiend and so he would have ripped them
off her and thrown them at Herman, as he had on the other occasions
when a girl sacrifice was still dressed.

As any person with good sense would who
had summoned such a fearful entity, Herman waited a good half hour
before leaving the protective circle. When he did, he salted the
bread and tasted the wine. He then sat down at a table he had set
up nearby and had the demon cursed food as a proper meal. It
energized him as he knew it would. Once more he had defeated the
aging process and all it took was a piece of chalk, a design, a
dance, a few odds and ends together with a young woman not likely
to ever enquire about the dark arts again.

“Today I change my name to Hercule
Gibbs Morgan,” he said out loud. He repeated the name, letting it
roll around on his tongue. Hercule had come from an old Agatha
Christie novel, Gibbs had once been his surname and Morgan was the
name of a famous sorceress and also the name of a well remembered
English seafaring rogue. It was perfect.

The following week Herman, now Hercule,
left Newcastle for Sydney. He was in the process of buying a place
in Wollongong. It wasn’t a case of spur of the moment thinking. He
had planed the move well in advance. There was already a buyer for
his Newcastle property and he had already put down a holding
deposit on a house. He had fake papers to support his new name and
enough money to bribe whatever official might need bribing to
secure his new position in society. He realized there would come a
time when creating a new identity would not only be time consuming
but, due to advances in office technology, be virtually impossible
to maintain even over a period of only ten years. He was grateful
that such advances had not yet come about.

The third Friday after he moved into
his new Wollongong home, Hercule studied in earnest the crystal
ball he’d taken off a Belgium Gypsy whom he had murdered a fistful
of decades ago. Earlier in the week there had been an unusual spike
in the supernatural ether of the local area he was now living in.
It was as if a being with a toe, even a foothold in the realm of
the demigods was struggling to come into full existence. He hoped
to catch the spike again and then zero in on its exact location. He
knew the spike had taken place north of his current position. Could
it have come from the suburb of Heathcote? There wouldn’t be
another spike, however, for almost a decade. By then the spike
would be very high indeed.

Hercule wanted to someday save humanity
and the planet from the hardships human overpopulation would cause
in the not too distant future. He was going to require a lot of
power, though, if he was to do anything significant. His mind’s eye
drifted for a moment to the dancing skeletons found on late
medieval and early renaissance woodcuts. Perhaps they were part of
the answer he sought. Perhaps they pointed the way.

Approaching the night of the full moon,
April, 1975 life promised to be full of change for Frank Burkhard.
He had turned twenty-one so his dutiful parents gave him a fistful
of tranquilizers to take with water then locked him in chains down
in the family wine cellar. There was a heavy bolt on the cellar
door and at least one trap set on the rickety old stairs to give
his possible alter ego grief if he tried to get out. They had
thought of everything including a bottle of Black Douglas for him
to drink for when the pain became intense. There was a chance that
nothing would happen but no one in the know wanted to simply depend
on that chance.

In a small town in Louisiana, USA,
Frank’s Uncle Arthur had been executed by the locals when the thing
that was inside him got out. It was only the third time that this
had happened in or near the town but three times had been too much.
There were three graves to prove it. The creature had made his way
back to where the Burkhard family had then resided. On this last
venture, however, he had brought with him enough evidence to
convict. It was hard to argue with a severed hand found in poor
Uncle Arthur’s pocket. It was difficult for Arthur to argue because
he had no recollection of how it got there.

One of the locals who had performed the
execution was an ex-FBI agent by the name of Edward Draper. Back
when he was with the FBI, Draper had been in a special branch that
looked into strange phenomena. He hadn’t come across anything as
strange as Arthur with his lack of memory of the hideous crimes he
had committed which included one obvious act of cannibalism.
Forensic experts were certain there were human as well as canine
teeth marks around the hand as if a dog or a wolf had gotten to it
and then a man.

Draper didn’t do his part in the
capturing and condemning of Arthur out of meanness but out of a
desire to help both the town and, in certain ways, poor Arthur. If
there had been a proper trial things would have worked out worse
for Arthur and the entire Burkhard family. Not many people like the
supernatural a stone’s throw from their own front yard and Arthur’s
monthly transformations smacked of the supernatural. What’s more, a
trial in a courtroom would have led to God knows what in prison. An
illegal but lethal injection administered by Draper while Arthur
was in human form was simply seen by Draper and Arthur as the best
way of dealing with lycanthropy. Death by lethal injection would
have come after a messy trial anyway but to save the rest of the
Burkhard family it was better that it came sooner and without too
many people knowing about it. Draper didn't want to administer the
death concoction to Arthur but it was better than having all of the
Burkhards condemned and possibly executed by a frightened and angry
mob. Even so, after Arthur’s death, what then remained of the
Burkhard family had to leave. There was talk already that where
there was one maniac in the family there might be more. Draper
didn’t know if he agreed with that but he knew there would be more
trouble if they stayed.

Once the Burkhard family had left,
Draper managed to have the whole thing hushed up not only for their
sake but also for the town. The hand was photographed and then
buried with the other remains of the third victim. Outsiders would
be told that it was a fake and that the person who had killed those
three people had been carrying it around for reasons unknown. Fear
of the Loupe Garou from the old days was such that, if too many
people from elsewhere in Louisiana knew the truth, then the rest of
the Burkhards would be hunted down and done away with. Personally,
Draper had liked the Burkhards and so had gone to some length to
see that it didn’t happen. Even so, what remained of the Louisiana
Burkhards had to move away. Where they moved to was Australia. They
ended up in Heathcote, south of Sydney in NSW. There they hoped to
leave the past behind. That was more than two decades
ago.

Frank’s parents hoped that in a new
country there might be a new start with a new outcome. Frank’s
father, William, had missed out on the family curse. It had been
hoped that Frank too would miss out.

Frank had grown up knowing what he
might expect to happen to him on the night of the full moon
directly after his twenty-first birthday. Uncle Arthur had made
notes before he died. He had tried various ways to stop the
transformation but without much success. There was a whole line of
Burkhard men who had tried various ways of putting a stop to the
curse and who had met their end trying.

The cellar made Frank think of old
Universal Pictures movies about vampires in comic opera capes and
lumbering Frankenstein monsters. It was all so unreal. “This is
insane,” he said out loud. The drugs in his system then brought his
heart rate down. This downward turn only lasted a short
while.

Frank’s heart rate went up and he began
to sweat. This went on for a few minutes resulting in a sweat
soaked shirt. When it stopped he wondered if it had been a sign of
what was to follow or just a matter of the cellar being in need of
proper air-conditioning.

An hour passed and nothing happened.
His heart rate had balanced out and become steady. He was just
settling into the idea that nothing would happen when he saw hair
sprouting on the palms of his hands followed by hair sprouting
elsewhere it didn’t belong. He unscrewed the lid and took a swig
from the bottle of scotch. What would happen next would be really
bad.

Next thing he knew his nose went cold
and wet. Then a wave of intense pain swept over him as bones broke
down and reformed. His jaw elongated to accommodate larger teeth
and his fingers became claws. He took a few more gulps of scotch
before what he had for hands could no longer grip the bottle
resulting in it dropping and smashing on the ground. The scotch
helped but not enough. The tranquilizers he had taken earlier
didn’t seem to help at all. Fire coursed through his veins as
alterations to his internal organs took place. His heart rate
climbed once more. His heart felt like it was about to burst from
his chest. His stomach ached and then cramped as if he’d consumed
bad seafood. He was in agony on many fronts and in tears. He wanted
the terrible pops and cracks to stop and they did. They stopped
when something that had lain dormant within him for twenty years
came forth and he found his own mind on the retreat. It went into
limbo for several hours. During this time he was in a dream and
detached from the real world. During this time the pain no longer
existed but neither did anything else.

How Frank had managed to get out of the
chains and the cellar was a mystery. All he knew for sure upon
awakening was that his shirt and pants were now bloodstained and
torn. He was lying under a ghost gum in bushland that turned out to
be half a mile away from his home. The sun was shining and there
was no longer a full moon. He looked at his hands and they were
normal. He felt his jaw and it felt normal, too. Whatever had
happened to him had been reversed by time and a change in a certain
celestial body.

It had been his hope and that of his
parents that being away from the full moon in a dank dark cellar
would make a difference. It hadn’t for his uncle but there had been
that possibility. Apparently, being away from the moon only works
in the movies. It was enough that the moon was round and it was
full. The curse did not require direct stimulus from Diana to kick
in. The fateful rays from Luna it seemed could get to him no matter
where he was put. There was blood on his hands. He prayed it was
blood from the transformation and that it did not belong to anyone
else. He went home only to find his parents no longer there. What
had happened to them? A chill went up and down his spine when he
thought of one dreaded possibility.

Briefly the image of dancing skeletons
crossed his mind. What did they have to do with him? Did some
higher power now see him as the bringer of death?

At Conway, NSW, the 2nd Saturday in
April, 1975 Petra was out for her usual nightly feed. She flew
above Wilma Beach. Below her were two fifteen year old ghost
children moving about in the surf. They weren’t touching the water.
They were just there. They had remained fifteen since their brutal
double murder in January of 1965. They had been holidaying when the
bad thing happened. Now they were waiting for their parents to
collect them. Their parents, however, had left Conway not realizing
the children remained but in ghost form. The bodies of the girls
had been buried in a nearby cemetery but the horror of a particular
day in the history of Wilma Beach continued.

On the shore not far away a living
woman was trying to reach them. Petra sensed her name was Helen
Kiln and she wanted the children to know they should go to their
just reward. Petra wondered why they hadn’t already done so. If
they were the girls she was thinking of perhaps they had remained
because their murderer had never been caught.

Not far away an owl was on the wing and
a mouse was looking for shelter from the predator. There was a tiny
cry and the owl had his meal. The world was suddenly minus one
mouse.

Petra came to land a short distance
from the hotel that was close to the more central beach. Her
transformation from bat to human was flawless. After doing it for
so many decades it had become second nature to her. It only became
more difficult when she was in a stressful situation. Then she
would require a dark, quiet place in which to change. She would
drink from a local surfer. She would leave enough so the surfer
would survive. In her human form she was quite pretty. She dressed
in black like a 1920s vamp. It suited her sense of humor to do so.
She liked the look and always had. When she was alive, it stood for
freedom and rebellion.

Just as she was about to climb the
stairs to the hotel she got a vision. An old gypsy woman who lived
nearby was making psychic contact with her. She was being told
about a special dagger and a special mission to save a young man.
The vision, which included an image of the Gypsy and also the lad,
only lasted a moment. It was swiftly replaced by that of dancing
skeletons. They too vanished, leaving Petra to wonder about the
meaning of it all.

She shrugged her shoulders and
continued up the stairs to the hotel. She didn’t know what was
being asked of her by the Gypsy. The contact had been so brief, and
she still needed to eat. She suspected the vision would return when
she slept that morning and would be in greater detail. It was then
that she would learn of a curse, a remedy, and a family in need of
a miracle. There was also the possibility, that she could be called
upon one night to save the world.


Chapter One: The Rocks,
Sydney, NSW, 1st Friday in March, 1975

​
Petra Card knew how to party. She could enjoy
herself anywhere there was music, good company and the general lack
of pointy wooden objects. She knew how to swing from way back. In
the 1920s she danced the foxtrot with the best of them. Back then
she had her hair slicked back with cream so that it shone. She had
the most penetrating hazel eyes imaginable and a streamlined body
to go with the all out bad girl look. Damn! But she was hot! Not
much had changed either with her or the humans. Everything was
still underground. The older generation still didn’t understand the
young. The music was now more sugary and the costume she wore
didn’t quite have that just-painted-on look but hot was still
hot.

To any observer, Petra was in her
mid-twenties and gorgeous. Men told her they would die for her and
some came close to doing so. Fortunately, for those fellows she met
at The Blue and other discos, she was able to control her feeding
to where her victims came out of it weak and anemic but not dead.
Corpses were hard to explain and tended to alert either the Secret
Compass or the Rising Sun Group to the fact that there was a
vampire on the loose. She didn’t want to tangle with either outfit.
She liked being the huntress, not the hunted.

Petra had descended into the shadowy
world of The Blue with nothing more in mind than a little chit-chat
with some of the biker chicks and leather cat women, a dance with a
man of her choice and a quick meal. She didn’t know that her meal
would turn out to be something special.

She could glide onto a dance floor like
nobody’s business. When she was fully human, it took skill. As a
vampire, it came as second nature. Though she never felt the cold
she couldn’t help but absorb the heat from the other dancers. It
made them shiver and move away. It made them wary of her at first.
Then after so many nights they got used to the idea. The teenage
and 20-something men just figured that there were certain women who
were natural Frigidaires or drains on one’s energy. The teenage and
20-something women didn’t know what to think so they let it go. No
one asked Petra what she thought.

To Petra, the glitter ball hanging over
the dance floor was just a glitter ball. They had them in Germany
in the 1920s and ‘30s. Like pinball machines and distorting
mirrors, they were not supposed to be taken seriously. They were
just there to add background atmosphere.

There were young men at this disco,
especially one Paul Priestly, who saw the glitter ball with all its
glass squares and rectangles as a rotund goddess full of false
hope. He and others had a love/hate relationship with the thing.
Petra was happy to leave them to it. Maybe they were better off
with an object rather than a person.

Paul Priestly, a skinny kid dressed in
jeans and a blue long-sleeved shirt, seemed new to the disco scene.
Petra didn’t think he’d like it much and that he’d eventually go
away. How he would leave, she suspected, would determine his
future.

There was a girl Petra
mind read as Lizzy. She was giving some poor bastard a difficult
time. All he did was ask her for a dance. Apparently, that was
enough for her to try to start World War III. Sharp tongue, Petra thought.
Lizzy is heading for a world of hurt if she
doesn’t mend her ways.

Vampires make poor
preachers. For a start, they have a genuine problem with articles
as well as objects of faith. Secondly, they are better off where
conditions are rough and ready and people are disinclined to
believe in anything except, maybe, the distant possibility of three
square meals a day. Petra could have preached at this Lizzy but it
wouldn’t have done any good. If anything it would have made Lizzy
mad at her, resulting in the girl’s early demise. No vampire was
going to sit still and be badmouthed by a mortal no matter how
silly and uncomprehending that mortal might be. Let someone else throttle you, thought Petra. Unlife is too short
for me to bother.

There were slinky leather wearing cat
women and leathery biker chicks about who thought there was nothing
better than to have a hot Kawasaki or Honda between their legs.
Pushing the Gs on a bike and not giving a damn where you end up was
their idea of heaven. Petra could tell that half of these cat and
biker types thought The Blue beneath them. It was all too much
candy and fairy floss. What was a girl to sink her teeth
into?

There was a band playing. No one seemed
to be listening to them. The two guitarists were terrible and the
girl swallowing and regurgitating the mike needed singing lessons.
The drummer, however, knew his business. A pity he wouldn’t be
around much longer. A new vampire in town calling herself Lilith
wanted to take the drummer out. It had something to do with him
being a weightlifter on the side and therefore a jock. It was
alright with Petra if he died. Too bad he was the only band member
with any real potential.

What will you do, Lilith,
once you have killed this man? Petra
wondered. Only one thing was certain, this was not the night Lilith
would strike. Petra couldn’t sense her presence; therefore she was
elsewhere doing other things. Even so, Petra could detect the
shadow of death hanging over the drummer and sense in the air the
reasons why death was coming for him. Vampires, death and the realm
of the spirit sometimes
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