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Introduction

 The menace of the vampire has
been with us for a very long time. Over the centuries people in
various societies have developed their own methods of dealing with
it. The Japanese in the 17th Century, for example,
created the Rising Sun Group
of specialist ninjas and samurai. In the West
the Secret Compass, an offshoot of Freemasonry, came to the fore. 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.

Rod Marsden 2009

PART I: THE BEGINNING...

Fury said to a mouse that he met in
the house,

“Let us both go to law: I
will prosecute you,

Come, I’ll take no denial;
we must have a trial:

For really this morning
I’ve nothing to do.”

Said the mouse to the cur,
“Such a trial, dear sir,

With no jury or judge
would be wasting our breath.”

“I’ll be judge, I’ll be
jury,” said cunning old Fury:

“I’ll try the whole cause
and condemn you to death.”

“The Mouse’s Tale”,
Chapter Three

Alice’s Adventures in
Wonderland by Lewis Carroll,
1865

Prelude

Lizzy was far from new to the disco
scene. At age twenty she was already a veteran. Slinky and sexy,
she had a long way to go to middle age and responsibilities without
number. She had a long way to go before she became her mother. Her
favorite place was The Blue
and she would go there at least once every two
weeks with her friends. It was just a hole in the ground with
lights and sound but the barmen were friendly, she liked the
alcohol they served, and she loved to dance. It was that
complicated. There wasn’t much else to her and she liked to keep it
that way. She felt there was little point in cluttering up one’s
mind with too much junk.

On her lunch break at the diner, where
she flipped burgers, she would get into the latest Zen book to make
it onto the shelf at the local newsagents. And there was no big
deal in that. Everyone was doing it. Christianity had failed quite
miserably and anyone who was anyone was looking to the East or
maybe India for a solution. She might have done well to have looked
at karma, especially her own, but she didn’t. Being young, she
figured cosmic balance had more to do with other people and their
actions. She couldn’t have been more wrong.

“I’m free and I’m into Zen when I
dance,” she once told Kassie, her best friend, over
coffee.

“God help anyone who breaks your
divine concentration,” Kassie had replied.

“Yes. When I’m in my church and
praying in my own way, I don’t want to be disturbed by anyone
unless, of course, the guy is super hot. Even then he’d better
think twice about doing it.”

“But what if...,” Kassie
began.

“What?” snapped Lizzy.

“Never mind,” Kassie breathed. She
felt it was dangerous to continually attack people, even guys at
discos, even if only verbally. Someday one of them might take her
all too serious and react in a physical way and, though he might
well get into trouble for his actions; she would be worst for it.
Kassie knew nothing about the bad points in the realm of karma
Lizzy was accumulating by continually hurting those who have meant
her no harm. What she did know was that Lizzy might be heading for
a fall. What’s more, she wasn’t in a listening mood to have common
sense presented to her.

There was a moment’s pause while Lizzy
looked sternly at her friend. In this way Lizzy was telling Kassie
to back off.

“Cigarette?” offered Kassie, showing
Lizzy the packet.

Lizzy shook her head. She wasn’t into
smoking but it didn’t matter. She was part of the in-crowd at
dance-spots where she could meditate away with her feet. That, for
her, was what counted.

While Kassie lit up and puffed away,
Lizzy examined the salt shaker on the table in front of her. It was
square and a heavy grayish-brown. It reminded her of her uncle,
Miles, the big, important Free-mason, who was square as they come
and tended to wear heavy grayish-brown suits loaded with God knows
what. There was a time when she thought he was a spy for the
Australian government.

What he wanted most was for her to
come back to what he called the true faith. He was convinced there
were dark forces she would do well to be on guard against and the
best protection she could have was to be part of a good
congregation. She thought he was old-fashioned, but she knew he
meant well so she was never quick with her tongue or her temper.
She’d even gone to Easter Mass a few times over the years to keep
him and her parents happy. When it came to religion, though, no one
was going to make up her mind for her, least of all her mother’s
overly protective brother.

Smoke drifted across the diner and
Lizzy found herself remembering the time she’d gone to Cronulla
near the sea and, as a lark, had paid a fortune teller to tell her
fortune. Well, the crystal ball jazz was what she expected. Stuff
like meeting a tall, dark stranger and becoming really good at her
job being typical fare for any young woman and therefore a yawn.
But when the old hag read her palm there was something in her eyes
which showed an inkling of fear. She was pushed away with: “A short
life. Best make plans for eternity” if that made much sense. The
hag wouldn’t go on. Strangely enough, Lizzy had the feeling for a
moment that the hag was afraid to say more. How did anyone plan for
eternity anyway? All she got as a reply was a shrug of bony
shoulders and the words: “Bad karma, best address the issue while
you may.” She asked what was meant by bad karma and two words
emerged from the old woman: men and manners. What the hell did that
mean? The hag didn’t seem to know except to say it was written in
the stars but there was still time to change. Change what? If she
had been told more, maybe she could have planned better but that
remains doubtful.

As a cigarette butt was dashed out in
a glass ashtray, Lizzy accidentally spilled the sugar bowl. She had
been reaching for a napkin. The spill reminded her of the men and
the boys of the disco scene and how their nights usually came out.
Still, no matter how much verbal abuse she and others slammed them
with, they always came back. If things were in reverse, she wasn’t
sure she could take abuse in such a philosophical way. Then again
she was a girl and far more sensitive by nature or so she told
herself. In any event, she didn’t care.

Anyone who got between her and her Zen
state was asking for it and she was more than willing to give it to
them. In her mind’s eye, she could even see guys lining up to offer
up themselves as a kind of sacrifice to her for, say, a bad day or
week she’d just had. She saw it as their contribution to making her
feel better and what was it to her if they didn’t get much out of
it? Hey! They got to see her in a mini-skirt and she had good legs.
Surely that was enough, and if it wasn’t then tough. No one made
them ask her dumb questions and, once they did, she was free to rip
forth with whatever she liked.

Occasionally, she would hear things
whispered such as “She’ll get hers” and “What comes around goes
around” (karma) but she couldn’t make anything out of any of that.
It would have been good if she could have.

The afternoon rolled around and Lizzy
found herself powdering her nose in the ladies’ room of the place
where she worked. She was powdering and thinking at the same time
of what a long and difficult day she’d just had. She’d been yelled
at by her boss and the customers and felt more than ever like
yelling back at someone, anyone. She knew her boss liked to yell
and would find any excuse to do so. Last time it was over a dropped
cup that had coffee in it. The coffee spilled over a patron’s foot,
making him get mad at her too. Before that it had been a plate she
hadn’t properly washed because she had sore feet and had also been
daydreaming. She felt bad and now wanted to take this feeling out
on somebody, anybody.

She had plans to have a
meal with friends before heading off to The Blue. She felt like going
straight home instead. There her parents might offer a sympathetic
ear. But the hole in the ground with its dance floor beckoned and
she felt she really needed her Friday night out. It might also make
up, in some small way, for the day she had just had.

It was going to happen
at The Blue.
Nothing and no one was going to keep Lizzy from her destiny or
even, in the end, offer an explanation to her and her loved ones as
to why her fate was going to be what it was going to be. Strangely
enough, in the lap of the gods
would be her last coherent thought for the night.
It was almost a prayer outside Zen, outside her own internal
workings. It was almost a proper reaching out but it had come far,
far too late to count for much.

Despite her youth, there would be a
crossing over. Despite her youth, a tally would be made of her
minor misdeeds and what little good she had done and a conclusion
would be reached. She would be found wanting. Despite her lack of
belief in her accountability, there would indeed be an
accounting.

Some nights earlier in
another part of the city, a young man also had thoughts
concerning The Blue and what went on there. He was about to emerge from his
cocoon. He would be fresh born and ready for a new life when he
did. He would shrug off the old and step forward into his future.
It would not be a future without risk, he knew, but he would no
longer be anyone’s fall guy. The people who had once used him as a
doormat would now be his meat.

The covering over him provided no
warmth because he no longer required warmth. But it did provide a
place to emerge from and that was good enough. He needed to emerge,
but there was a lot to assimilate, including black deeds to be done
and wrongs to be avenged. Did he really want to be involved in
black deeds? Did he want to avenge wrongs, even minor
ones?

There was a time when just getting
ahead would have been enough. There was a lot to be said about just
getting ahead. Who cares, for instance, about past slights and
indignities when you’re ahead? A hero gets ahead and – glory to
behold - all is right with the accumulated goings on of the
universe. After many trials, the hero triumphs and the crowd
cheers. Then some reader somewhere applauds and wishes he was that
hero toppling that evil and making the world a better
place.

All up, he was never going to meet
that hero and see him shine let alone be that hero. What’s more,
the world didn’t deserve such champions and would not get one in
him. Why this was so was something to contemplate at some later
date. Right now all he had to do was accept it as a fact and move
on. No hero, sure, but there were other ways. There was now an
avenger.

With this new life he was
going to be that avenger and balance out the earth if not the
universe in his favor. He had the strength to do it too. He just
needed the courage. He was going to be more active in combating the
wicked, but he would be doing it as a dark angel rather than a
creature of light. He was going to strike balances in his own favor
and then tilt the scale to teach the world at large a lesson. Those
that do wrong, even minor wrong, were about to be wronged; they
were about to be wronged many times over. Life was going to be very
different for certain individuals who thought they ruled their
planet, very different indeed. And The
Blue would never, ever be the same
again.

They had created a monster and he was
that monster. Now they would have to, God help them, deal with him
in his fresh new guise with his fresh new abilities. He could
hardly wait to have them try and fail. He could hardly wait for his
first victory. He could almost taste it on his lips as a wine
critic might a fine burgundy. Yes, a fine burgundy, the red of
reds. He would savor it and take more and more until the vessel was
empty and it was time to call for another.

Is this madness?
He wondered as he was getting ready to throw
aside the covering. If it was, then it had to be of the divine
variety. There was a large glitter ball he was going to destroy
figuratively if not literally, and before that he would destroy as
many of those who had wronged him as possible. Perhaps, instead, he
would leave it as a sort of tombstone to those whose vitality he
would claim. If indeed he did see to its destruction then he was
going to tear it apart and watch all the false sparkle drift down
like snow in summer time, all untrue in its plastic and glass
nature but marking an end to such representational
falsehoods. The truth will
out, he said inside his head, his hand
moving the cover aside, his eyes opening to greet the night. His
time for complete rebirth had come.


Chapter One: Sydney, the
Rocks, the First Friday in November, 1976

 The dock rats were around
but in fewer numbers than before. The smart ones had already staked
their claim to the Hyde Park area and to the railroad tunnel system
between Town Hall and Circular Quay. There people dumped plenty of
food in quarter, even half-filled packets. Also, there were many
dark, safe places to get some sleep during the day.

The Rocks area of the docks, however,
had retained some nocturnal life. It had built upon certain beliefs
in humans and had flourished. Strangely enough, like the rats of
yore, certain comings and goings were not only of the night but
also took place beneath the pavement where life could be chilly in
winter and muggy in summer. There was even the mating dance, not
dissimilar to the one performed by the rodent, only crueler in its
promises and in too many of its outcomes.

For Western style humanity the summer
of love had died, killed by a number of movements including disco,
a less than amiable bowel movement. Even so, young men still went
along to the underground venues of false light and loud music for
the remnants of the hippy dream. They wanted to howl at the distant
moon like lycanthropes or maybe at the giant ball that rotated in
all such places as a cold, rotund ice goddess. It was all so
similar to the North American ghost dance and the hope of turning
back the world to a better time that one could choke on the tears
it invariably elicited. Yet dance cannot turn back the clock or the
calendar. Dance can neither bring back the buffalo to the American
prairie nor can it take us to that oh, so special summer in which
the best of emotions reigned. So what, in the end, is the use of
it?

The young men at the disco were told
that how you danced no longer mattered and were then judged on how
they danced. The scotch served early in the night was of a cheap
brand no matter what was on the label of the bottle it came in. It
got weaker from being watered down as the night progressed. It was
a rip-off from start to finish but, hey! Where else did you go to
meet girls? And they were girls and you were not quite a man but,
oh so anxious to become one, God help you!

Listening to the recorded music was
like having two gallons of corn syrup from the States or forest
honey locally produced dumped on you. The senses became blocked
with all the phony sweetness. A hole to breathe through could be
cut with a glass or two of scotch or bourbon but the ensuing
alcoholic haze carried its own falsehoods. The liquor in the gut,
in the end, held best the lies one tells one’s self when things are
not going well. Only one usually has the common sense to keep those
lies to one’s self. It was amazing what one might say while in that
haze and to whom. It could be downright tragic or, if not tragic,
then comical in an executioner’s joke book sort of way. And who
needs a laugh more than the guy about to get it in the
neck?

Sure, I’m Bogart looking at some tall,
luscious babe. Sure, I’m Sean Connery going after some hot dame who
knows something. Sure, I’m Errol Flynn with a drink in my
hands. And all in one night folks! All in one single night and
without strings. All happening right here, right now, this night
folks.

Here there was a nasty cycle of
unrealistic promise followed by despair followed by more
unrealistic promise. Only the elite got anywhere but few
participants understood this. Plenty of fools thought they could
make their dreams come true and their money was as good as anyone
else’s. Others knew from night one the odds against them were
ridiculously high but gambled anyway because there was nothing else
they could see themselves doing. Besides, didn’t the Phantom beat
the odds? Didn’t Batman fly home a winner to the bat cave? Was it
then so impossible to meet a nice girl you could have a good time
with? Did the success stories all have to be about supermen with
their Lois Lanes?

The Blue
was once part of a warehouse. It was the below
ground part where coal used to be stored. Since becoming
The Blue, there had been
a glittering sign on the street pointing downwards to the action.
From there stairs descended into what appeared at first to be a
dark pit lined with old, cheap carpet. The carpet was red and the
stairs always smelled. Sometimes they reeked of vomit but more
often than not of cleaning alcohol or industrial strength
antiseptic. No one commented going down and once down it was hard
to communicate with anyone except whoever was serving the drinks.
The management liked it that way. There wasn’t a cover charge.
Watering the drink at the appropriate hour was enough.

Paul Priestly had taken the stairs a
dozen or more times. On the last night he would truly be himself he
said to that inner voice, his subconscious, he would never, ever do
it again but that would not be entirely true. The truth was that if
he ever did return it would be as a new, possibly improved Paul
Priestly. The Taoists believe that a person cannot cross the same
stream twice because, with each crossing, both the person and the
stream are different. Possibly an extra leaf here and there for the
stream, possibly an extra wrinkle here or there for the person. The
differences might be so minor they are impossible to detect or
so huge they cannot be ignored. 

He was on his own. He was a small,
skinny guy always alone and he wanted to change that. He had come
to realize that this was not the right venue for him. Maybe it
wasn’t the right venue for anyone with a soul. Maybe this
realization at last made him smarter than some of the other people
who tried their luck there; but he was still dumb enough to turn up
one last time just in case he was wrong. It was pathetic. Hope
burned and the intensity of the flame meant he had to have at least
one more throw of the dice he knew had to be loaded against
him.

The only thing he could think of to
make himself feel better about where he was and what he was doing
were the bizarre murders he’d read about in the paper. They had
taken place less than two blocks away and involved a jock football
player who had had his right arm broken in three places before
being siphoned of blood. A female tennis player had had her neck
broken before being emptied the same way. Paul didn’t see himself
as the type this killer or killers were after, but that could
change. At present, they seemed to be after people he had no reason
to like and that suited him fine.

From the bottom of the stairs it was
two hundred of Paul’s own paces to the bar and another hundred to
the nearest table. From the tables it was virtually no distance at
all to the polished wood dance floor that would make or break him.
Beyond the dance floor was the stand bands sometimes used. Songs
were launched from this platform but generally didn’t fly very high
or very far. For the most part they were easily forgotten. Why they
existed at all was no mystery. It wasn’t just the guys on the dance
floor with hope for lost causes.

Looking at the platform, Paul
remembered there had been a drummer and champion weightlifter named
Mike O’Dea who had disappeared after playing there. Someone had
heard a lot of yelling after the last set for the night and then he
was gone. The cops were still looking. Could his vanishing act have
something to do with the murders? They had all happened about a
month apart.

It was laughable that none of the
local talent the management got in could play disco music. If they
could play at all it was mostly pop or rock or heavy metal. No
singer could sing without swallowing the mike and then
regurgitating it before the audience. It was like watching a
pelican feed its young. One night Paul wondered if someone came
along the following morning and sprayed it with mouth wash or
detergent or something. He thought it would otherwise stink badly
and then no one would be game to do the swallowing and the
regurgitating. He knew the female singers liked to treat the mike
like a phallic object but he had no idea what the male singers were
thinking and he didn’t want to know. It was all a bit seedy, stupid
and unprofessional. Still he wasn’t there for the bands or the
singers; maybe no one was or ever had been.

The girls that drifted in ranged in
age from their late teens to their mid-twenties. Sometimes an older
woman walked in but she wouldn’t stay long. The same could be said
for the guys. They were more likely to be loners, most of them shot
out of a cannon and flying solo without a net, hoping for the best
but expecting a rough landing.

On Friday nights the place was packed.
Not even the two recent killings, having taken place not far away,
made much of a difference. It did a good business Saturday too.
Paul had mostly come on a Friday after work and this, the last
night for him as he presently stood, was a Friday.

Paul sauntered up to the bar
pretending to be as casual as he looked in his designer jeans and
black, long-sleeved shirt. He wanted to project an image somewhere
between that of a man-about-town and a Spanish matador. He wasn’t
sure what he ended up with but, whatever it was, it belonged to him
and he wasn’t sure if that was a good thing. Maybe it should have
belonged to somebody else. In any event, he was happy to settle for
whatever worked on at least one girl.

He had to raise his voice to get his
first scotch and coke which was not cool – the raising of the
voice, not the drink. He didn’t consider it his fault but that
didn’t matter. It was a sign of weakness in a place where to show
weakness could prove disastrous.

There was a smiling blonde bombshell
who merely whispered in the bartender’s ear to get what she wanted.
Now that was cool. She gave Paul a stern who-do-you-think-you-are
look and that would have been enough to have deflated his moustache
if he had one. It was his first put down for the evening and nobody
had said a word. No one needed to.

A flock of peacocks disguised as women
nodded at the blonde and invited her over to their table. She went
but not without first giving Paul a final blast with her eyes. They
were arctic blue and they sent a cold shiver up and down his spine.
He needed the drink he had in hand. He needed something to keep him
from shaking.

There were cat-like
leather girls eyeing him as if he were a pigeon about to be
plucked, leaving him to wonder if that was a good thing or not. It
was a shame that cat-like leather girls didn’t come with
sub-titles. He remembered reading about one of them turning up
stark white and dead a few stations away on some Saturday night a
year ago but he wasn’t sure if that had anything to do with
The Blue or his current
situation. Just what was one less cat-like leather girl in the
world supposed to signify anyway?

The dance floor was half empty but it
wouldn’t be that way for long. Paul enjoyed looking at the space
between dancers as much as he did the dancers themselves. Actually,
the space could be much better. It might shrink or it might expand
but it wasn’t going to give him grief. The same could be said for
the overhead ball with its many tiny glass segments that reacted to
the various lights shone on its many surfaces.

He knew some of the history of the
bedazzling sphere. It dated back to at least the 1920s Jazz era
when the music was better and not out to fool anyone. Or, if the
music did lie back then, they were different lies for a different
generation. No doubt no one could remember the untruths going back
so far. No one to Paul’s knowledge was around at that juncture and
still around who might remember.

It seemed to him that everything grand
had come to an end once the Vietnam conflict was over. There had
been a precious moment when young people were out to create a shiny
new future based on pretty dreams and exotic whimsy. What
eventuated was not little diamonds for all, or even paste
masquerading as diamond, but plain ordinary glass on a ball, with
strobe lights occasionally hitting it at just the right angle to
make miniature rainbows that looked lovely, but meant nothing. But
what were you supposed to think, what were you supposed to do to
build a better world when you were drunk and there was emptiness
around you and just the ball for company? Maybe you were best off
not thinking. Maybe you just became a vegetable. He was nowhere
near being in that state, not with the first drink, but he could
easily get there.

It was seven-thirty and already there
were clusters of tank top girls in their mini-skirts and white
leggings talking furiously at each other in secret little
smoke-filled corners like so many hornets around secret little
smoke filled nests. No doubt they were planning their next
collective move against mankind. God knows they had the ammunition.
Some were seated at smoke-filled tables in perpetual shadow while
others showed a preference for standing behind pillars made wispy
by what they exhaled, or near walls but close enough to the dance
floor to see what was going on.

Paul had planned on making three moves
before going home. They would either be bold or skittish. Chances
stood they weren’t likely to work because he’d never had a success
and wouldn’t know one if it came up and shook his hand and
introduced itself.

Time to face
facts, he told himself.
You can’t win here, but you can get drunk
watching other people fail if that’s any
consolation.

It seemed that, in the early hours of
any night, all that the eager guys did was fail. Part of him wished
them good luck but part of him wished they’d just go away and take
all the bad vibes with them. He also wanted to see the offending
girls punished in some way.

Two scotch and cokes in him and Paul
was ready to make that first move. It was half past eight and he
was feeling a little better about the whole thing. The scotch was
working. They couldn’t hurt him as much as they could have even
half an hour ago. He felt a comforting dullness ease over him
heralding a blissful semi-not-caring. Three more drinks and he’d be
floating and no use to anyone, not even himself. It was thus that
he had to act before those three drinks eventuated or forfeit the
night. And he had forfeited too many nights already.

He was about to go forth when someone
did the going forth in his stead. A woman – not a silly girl around
his age but a woman – was making her way to him. He was taken
aback. Some time ago it would have been a dream come true. Now he
didn’t know what it was and suspicion that it could only be
something bad was taking hold. Girls, certainly, didn’t do this
sort of thing. Why then was this woman doing it and what could it
mean?

Immediately he found himself taken
with her as if he didn’t have much choice in the matter. Once her
hazel eyes had locked onto his, he was gone. Even before she opened
her strawberry lips and said, “Shall we dance?” he belonged to her.
At the time, however, he still had the concept of free will
swimming around in his head but it was becoming more and more
illusory.

If he had a real choice,
Paul would have been torn between what he felt must be true about
his current situation and what he hoped was true. He was afraid of
a set-up. Women like her
don’t have anything to do with guys like
me; he tried to tell himself,
unless she plans on making some sort of example, unless she has something awful in mind
for me. He also found himself afraid it
wasn’t a set-up at all but his one big chance to get somewhere. If
he blew it he might as well go to the tallest building he could
find, climb to the top floor and jump off. It was thus that the
second, more tantalizing fear won over the first. Thus, with one of
his fears in the lead plus her own mesmerizing influence, she took
him onto the dance floor.

To say she walked onto the polished
timber would have been wrong. She drifted. Paul was amazed and, at
the same time, surprised no one else noticed. But maybe everyone
else was used to her or could think of her weird talent for moving,
but without the usual propulsion, as too much drink on their part.
Also, the air was cold, almost frozen around her and it was high
summer. How could that be?

He noticed that, in absolute contrast
to her dress, her skin was pale in a condensed-milk-out-of-a-tube
sort of way. There was a touch of yellow in the white but not a
hard yellow. She looked European but he couldn’t figure out from
where and something within him, possibly an ancestral memory, told
him not to ask. What’s more, what told him not to ask wanted him to
bolt for the stairs and not look back. This, of course, he could
not do and probably wouldn’t have even if he was in full charge of
his own faculties. Ultimately, she was too good to be true and he
knew it but what he knew didn’t make one iota of
difference.

He danced to the overly sweet sounds
of the band Sherbet as it was being played over the disco system.
For once he didn’t feel foolish doing so. He was beginning not to
feel at all. Her eyes were more and more a prison holding him. Her
silken black hair touched his hand, sending a thrill up his spin.
She kept him on the floor for a couple of songs then took him to a
darkened pillar where things went strange. Daddy Cool’s Eagle Rock
replaced Sherbet. Daddy Cool in more ways than one was superseded
by a cold embrace where the woman’s icy hands roamed
everywhere.

“What?” he began, unsure of what was
happening.

“Shhh!” she admonished. Her fangs then
sank deep into his flesh.

He tottered for quite some time
against the concrete, unsure of his role in events unfolding.
Wasn’t this, or something similar, what he had been wanting for
ages? Of course he had always imagined himself the instigator but
did that really matter?

Briefly he wondered about his flagging
strength. Where was it going? He was beginning to feel like an
orange that had been left out in the sun too long. His lips
trembled as they shriveled. Still, her smile assured him everything
was all right; nothing was amiss.

No one watched them leave. No one
cared that he was going early or that the woman he was with was
virtually carrying him up the stairs. The fresh air of the street
revitalized him and he struggled all too briefly to get away. She
held on so tightly she bruised his arm. What’s more, it didn’t take
any effort on her part to do so and he knew it. Her fangs plunged
once more and, moments later, he tasted something sour on his
tongue that could only have come from her. The night was crowding
in. What’s more, it was the night of forever – or was
it?


Chapter Two: A Time
without Place and a Place without Time

 Lightning bolts lit up the
sky and there was the harsh sound of thunder. The sky was in
various shades of red as if it had been bruised, even horribly
beaten by the lightning. Only the moans coming from the ground drew
Paul away from this spectacle. When he did look down, what he saw
was even more disturbing.

There were heads on pikes. They were
left-over from a great battle. The question now was: had they
fallen in their ranks or had there been a grand sweep of the
surrounding villages after the dust had settled? A wolf sniffed at
one of the heads and moved on. It stopped at another to pee. They
were female, these heads.

A wind got up blowing gravel
everywhere until the red sky was dark with grey debris. Then the
clouds of filth parted and the moon in its yellow fullness shone
down on the carnage below with its muted, non-judgmental
light.

There was an appropriate frigidity to
the barren landscape. Some war had obviously ended and of the
victors only Paul could be seen. But what had he won? Where were
the other victors? Surely he could not have slaughtered so many all
by himself. There were at least a thousand heads on spiky poles
gathered around his position and none of their bodies were lying
about. The heads were in neat clusters. Some dripped blood while
others were past that sort of thing and turning blue.

“Forgive me!” cried a blond head with
long flowing hair. He suspected the woman it had once belonged to
had been tall, elegant and arrogant. Of course, now with fortune
having gone so badly against her, she was anything but tall or
elegant and even her arrogance was gone.

It was then Paul realized he had a
shovel in his hands and there was no one with a complete body in
shouting distance to say what he could or could not do with it.
There was no one to stop him from smashing the talking
head.

Then another head cried out: “Save
me!” It was followed by a chorus of heads wanting the same thing.
Their eyes followed him. It was a novel idea what they wanted but
how do you save someone who is minus things like hands, arms,
stomach, legs, and feet?

He moved on past the grim clusters
without so much as a single word to them. Every once in a while his
own eyes rested upon a particular face but he didn’t feel much like
either hurting them more than they’d been hurt or, for that matter,
rescuing them from a condition of fate they’d probably brought on
themselves. He threw away the shovel.

The land was red but darker than the
sky. There were patches of gray. It was without vegetation. Not a
single tree stood. Yet in the distance there was something. It
looked like more than just another collection of rotting skulls.
Whatever it was it moved and he was attracted to the movement. The
general stillness was making him uneasy.

He went down into a deep valley where
there was a pool of brackish blood and up onto a gray knoll where
the object that had caught his attention from afar was made clear
under the rosy glow of nearby torch light.

It was a crucified woman decked out in
white flowing robes. Like so many paintings that got it wrong, the
nails went through her palms and into the wood. Miraculously, she
was not able to free herself no matter how she struggled and her
weight would not simply remove her from the overhead beam as
gravity dictated. The nails in her feet completed the
picture.

Her crimson hair rippled in the warm
breeze as did what passed for her clothing. She had small breasts
and long legs like a dancer. There was a spear up against her
cross; she was trying to point to it with one of her fingers. Her
breathing was labored. It was obvious she’d been crying.

“Please help me!” she begged.
“Please!”

She wanted him to run her through with
the spear to end her agony. He was tempted but could not comply.
She was there for a reason and until he knew the reason he wasn’t
about to act. For all he knew, she was a criminal who was getting
what she deserved.

“Ask whoever put you there,” he told
her and left.

He wondered why he hadn’t
done something for her the way he would have when he was a kid.
Then it came to him that he liked her helplessness
and her
misery. Such helplessness and misery reflected his own or at
least it reflected the way he had felt at various discos. For once
someone else – one of them!
– would not be saved. For once someone else who
could have been brought back into the bosom of humanity wasn’t
going to be and he was glad.

Paul came to a blacksmith’s
establishment where a big man was pounding down on the skull of a
rather stressed-out woman in her late teens. He was using a hammer
made for making horseshoes. She was pleading for him to stop but
with a pleasant smile he continued. Then he saw his audience and
stopped to wipe sweat from his brow.

“Top o’ the morning to you,” he said
to Paul as if he had been busy making footwear for horses and could
do with a bit of a rest.

“What are you doing?” asked
Paul.

“Don’t fret son,” said the man. “She’s
secure. She won’t be getting away until I get my chance at
civilizing her.”

“Civilizing?” cried Paul. “But you’re
hurting her!”

The man examined the straps and the
head vice in which his victim was trapped with a critical eye. All
was secure. He’d even broken a few of her fingers to make escape
even more difficult.

Sweat mixed with blood and bits of
bone and hair glided down the poor female’s face like a sewer pipe
that had been broken by inclement weather. Her eyes were bloodshot.
Her mouth and tongue moved continuously as if they alone had a
chance to somehow remove themselves from what was happening to the
rest of her. Paul didn’t know if she was a blond, a brunette or a
redhead because of all the matted hair as well as flowing blood.
There might have been dandruff but, if so, it was hidden among the
flakes of cranium that shouldn’t have been visible.

“Just an experiment,” said the man
cheerfully. “I am trying to locate the on switch she should have
here somewhere. I haven’t had any luck so far but you never
know.”

“The on switch?”

“Yes. The poor dear grew up with her
good manners switch in the off position.”

As if to prove a point, the man swung
mightily and a cracking sound echoed well into the distance. The
woman’s skull was now split in two and the man was able to peel the
bone way from the brain. Paul witnessed the sight of clear goo of
some kind leaving her head as the pulsating grey mass he took to be
her brain throbbed riotously like a caged tiger released into the
wild.

“I don’t think this will do any good,”
said Paul.

“Probably not,” the man admitted, “but
it is fun trying. And you never know. Do be a good fellow and hand
me the probe on the bench. It’s the thin, metallic
object.”

Paul did as he was told
and then left the man to his task. There seemed little reason in
staying though he did not blame the man for what he was
doing. Who knows? Paul thought. Maybe, just maybe, the
man will find that on switch then glue her back together and send
her on her way.

He suspected there was a gravesite
somewhere of the man’s previous attempts at finding other such on
switches but it really didn’t matter. Paul’s heart was growing cold
and, where once he might have had sympathy for the laid-low
creature being tormented, much of that had gone the way of the
disco. With the loss of his hippy innocence much of his sense of
mercy had also fled and there seemed little chance of getting
either back.

In a dead field not far away, Paul
came across a group of cheerleaders bouncing up and down before a
group of football players playing football. Unbeknown to both the
cheerleaders and players, a group of men in khaki and full battle
gear were sneaking up on them. Then an order was given and bullets
from semi-automatics began to pummel the cheerleaders and the
footballers. Paul couldn’t help but watch the cheerleaders dance
their dance like the skeletons on the sides of medieval Italian and
French homes. But these weren’t the victims of plague doing such a
familiar tango but victims of their own barbaric nature come back
to see them transformed into moving pulp. It was a grim business
but only for the jockettes and the jocks. Paul found it quite
entertaining.

“We can keep them rising and falling
with our ammo but a short while,” said an army officer coming up
beside Paul for a talk. “Still, it is a sight, isn’t
it?”

“Yes,” Paul agreed. He’d
never seen such a wonderful ballet. If the
cheerleader and the football player didn’t want peace and love and
all that hippy jive then why not make them cannon fodder?
No war for them to be decent cannon fodder in,
you say? Well, why not blast them to hell and back anyway? If
cheerleaders preferred footballers to regular Joes and therefore
the world of violence over the world of peace then why shouldn’t
they get a proper belly full of it? At least this lot was not going
to mate and beget warriors for the next war.

Paul looked down and saw
how his heart was now encased in a block of ice. If he touched it,
he would have burnt his fingers on the almost complete lack of
warmth. Time to move on,
he thought.

He came to a cliff and
some caves. A short, buxom female with short black hair stood
outside a particularly deep cavern. She had a winning smile despite
the sack cloth and ashes she was wearing. She was carrying a
baseball bat which she offered to him and which he took off her
hands. He then clubbed her with it. With a soft crunch, she went
down and he watched her fall. Instinctively, he knew what he was
supposed to do next and got on with it. Grabbing two hands worth of
short black hair, he dragged her into the cave and propped her up
against the far wall. Primitive, he thought,
ugly and primitive. Take away love and
understanding and the rest of the hippy shit and what have you got
but primitive and ugly? I can learn to live with primitive. I can
learn to care for it and nurture it if that’s what they really
want. I can even be a good sport about such
ugliness.

He waved the bat around
once then twice more before throwing it away. The woman groaned. A
lump was forming where she was bleeding. He looked at his hands and
saw blood mixed with strands of her hair making two delicate
patterns like a double Blue Poles
painting only in red.

“Who are you?” he asked his
semi-conscious victim. “And what do you want from me? What do any
of you want?”

From high school onwards, Paul wanted
to get along better with the opposite sex. From high school
onwards, they’d given him nothing but grief, no matter how nice he
was. Now it was all changing. Now he was no longer as nice. But
what did it all mean? Why here? Why now?

It had begun to rain, light at first
but then heavier. The water was crimson and smelled of iron and
trace elements of calcium and fish oil. It gave him a thirst but a
thirst for what? Was it coffee? No. Was it tea? No. It was
raspberry colored and the seat of most if not all life.

He left the cave and became drenched.
Up so close the rain had a bitter sweetness he recognized from the
time he’d fallen off his push bike at age ten and had skinned his
knee. He’d tasted his own blood back then and it was just as salty
and just as strong, like the building blocks of the universe
melting down and being served up as a kind of heavenly
soup.

It pushed him down, the rain. It
threatened to drown him but he knew that wouldn’t be. It was a
baptism, that’s what it was, a baptism summoning him to a new
existence.

He was wet, sticky, and gummy and, oh
so marvelous. He wanted to laugh and might well do so in a future
so fresh, so savage he could hardly wait to experience
it.


Chapter Three: Redfern,
Sydney, the Second Monday in November, 1976

 The crimson downpour
stopped and Paul, after some moments spent gathering his thoughts,
opened his eyes. He pulled away the sheet covering him. He was
alive, that much was certain. What was also certain was the fact
that he was not alone.

A round faced woman with a knot for a
nose, generous lips and deep green eyes was staring down at him.
Her curly yellow hair was almost touching his face. She looked like
someone who had just stepped out of some 1930’s film only she was
in color.

“I’m Sapphire,” she told him. “He’s
coming around,” she told the others.

“Yes,” said a tall man in
black.

It was then Paul came to realize there
were five of them and they were all in black. He looked at his own
clothing and saw that he too was wearing black. There was a small
pouch he suspected was filled with earth on a chain around his
neck.

“Who are you?” he asked. “And who
dressed me?”

“I did,” said a woman with long black
hair and a lethal looking chin. He recalled her from the disco.
Hadn’t they been intimate in some sort of way?

“And my clothes?” he asked.

“Disposed of,” she told him. “Don’t
worry; your wallet is safe in your new pants – the ones you are
wearing. Nothing of real importance has been taken from you.
Nothing you were using or going to make much use of. The pouch
around your neck is important though. If you wish to remain
vigorous, if you wish to remain healthy you must wear it when you
sleep. It is a good idea to have it on you always. We all have such
pouches around our necks and, you may have guessed, under our
clothes where they can’t be seen by those who do not need to know
they are there.”

Paul felt around for his
wallet and found it. At least on that
score you’re telling the truth, he
thought. He looked and, finding the pouch, felt the earth move
inside it, that part was also true. But
where am I and what’s going on? Why dress me like this? Why destroy
my old clothes?

He tried to sit up and was
greeted by a rush of dizziness. He lay back on what he now saw was
an antique divan. It was flush red and felt silken. He thought it
might be from the set of some old silent movie, the sort shot in
and around Sydney in the 1920s. The other furnishings also
reflected earlier times from the grated fireplace with its burning
log that could have come from a railway Inn, circa 1910, to the
paintings that looked as if they’d been done by the Dutch masters
of the 17th Century, to the oil lamps that harkened back to the days when
New South Wales was a mere colony of the British Empire.

The room was small and as far from
disco in quality as one was likely to get. Everything smacked of an
age when people actually cared about what they made and how they
made it. There was even a musty bee’s wax perfume coming from some
lit candles, reminiscent of when elegance wasn’t simply part of an
ad campaign but a real presence, a product of true
craftsmanship.

“Where am I?” asked Paul, slowly
shaking his head to clear his thoughts. If he shook too hard, he
had the feeling it might fall off. The sheet that had previously
covered him fell from the divan to the carpet.

“Elizabeth Street,” said a large,
middle aged man with glasses. “You were transported here because
Lilith thought it suitable for your awakening.”

“My awakening?”

“Yes. You’re one of us
now.”

“One of you?!”

Paul had the sinking feeling he’d been
drugged, manhandled and was now expected to join a religious cult.
This was the last thing he wanted. Religion hadn’t done much for
him in the past and he had a feeling it was going to do a lot less
for him in the future if, indeed, he had a future.

“We’re not a religious body,” said the
heavy jawed woman. “Far from it, in fact. I am Lilith and you are
one of us and, being one of us, you are without any religious
concerns whatsoever.”

“Who are you? What have I
joined?”
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