Ki m Newran - Andy Warhol's Dracul a

As Nancy snuffed, her blood curdled. The taste of vile scabs fl ooded
hi s

nmout h. He pushed her away, detaching fangs from her worn wounds. Ropes
of

bl oody spittle hung fromher neck to his maw. He w ped his nmouth on his

wist, breaking their liquid link. Alast electric thrill shuddered,

arci ng between them Her heart stopped.

He had pull ed her backward onto the bed, holding her down to himas he

wor ked at her throat, her hands feebly scrabbling his sides. Enpty, she

was dead weight on top of him He was unconfortably aware of the other

garbage in the bed: magazi nes, bent spoons, hypoderm c needl es, used

Kl eenex, ripped and safety-pinned cl othes, banknotes, congeal ed

sandwi ches, weeks of uneaten conplinmentary mnts. A package of singles

Sids "My Way" —had broken under them turning the nuch-stained
mattress

into a fakir's bed of nails. Vinyl shards stabbed his unbroken skin.

Johnny Pop was naked but for |eopard-pattern briefs and socks, and the

jewelry. Prizing his new clothes too nuch to get them gory, he had
neatly

fol ded and pl aced the suit and shirt on a chair well away fromthe bed.

Hi s face and chest were sticky with bl ood and ot her di scharges.

As the red rush burst in his eyes and ears, his senses flared, nore
acute

by a dozenfold. Qutside, in iced velvet Cctober night, police sirens

sounded like the wailings of the bereaved nothers of Europe. D stant
shot s

burst as if they were fired in the room stabs of noise inside his
skul I.

Bl obby TV light painted neon a cityscape across ugly wall paper,
popul at ed

by psychedel i ¢ cockroaches.

He tasted the ghosts of the Chel sea Hotel: drag queens and vanpire

killers, junkies and pornographers, artists and freaks, visionaries and

wasters. Pressing into his mnd, they tried to make of his undead body

channel through which they could claw their way back to this plane of

exi stence. Their voices shrieked, clanmoring for attention. Cast out of

Manhattan, they lusted for restoration to their paved paradise.

Though his throat protested, Johnny forced hinmself to swallow Nancy's

living blood had scarcely been of better quality than this dead filth.

Anericans fouled their bodies. Her habits would have killed her soon
even

if she hadn't invited a vanpire into Room 100. He didn't trouble
hi nmsel f

with guilt. Sone people were |ooking for their vanpires, begging al
their

lives for death. H's nosferatu hold upon the world was tenuous. He
coul d

only remain on sufferance. Wthout the willing warm he would starve
and

die. They fed him They were to blanme for him

Dead bl ood, heavy with Tuinol and Dilaudid, snote his brain, washing

away

the ghosts. He had to be careful; this city was thronged with the truly

dead, loitering beyond the ken of the warm desperate for attention
from

those who coul d perceive them Wen he was feeding, they crowded



ar ound

opened

t al ons

asked

her e.

Havi ng been dead, however briefly, he was a beacon for them

He yowl ed and threw the neat-sack off him He sat up in the bed, nerves
drawn taut, and | ooked at the dead girl. She was ghost-white flesh in
bl ack underwear. The fl owering neck wound was the | east of the marks on
her. Scarifications crisscrossed her concave tumy. Pulsing slits

like gills in her sides, leaking the |ast of her. The marks of his

they were dead nout hs, beseeching nore kisses fromhim
Since arriving in America, he'd been careful to take only those who

for it, who were already living like ghosts. They had few vanpires

Drai ned corpses attracted attention. Al ready, he knew, he'd been

noti ced.

First,

and

f ace.

eyes

raged

and

Chel se

white.

To prosper, he nmust practice the skills of his father-in-darkness.

to hide; then, to naster.

The Father was always with him first anong the ghosts. He watched over
Johnny and kept himfromreal harm

Sid, Belsen-thin but for his Biafra-bloat belly, was slunmped in a ratty
chair in front of blurry early early television. He | ooked at Johnny

at Nancy, incapable of focusing. Earlier, he'd shot up through his
eyeball. Colors slid and flashed across his bare, scarred-and-scabbed
chest and arns. H's head was a skull in a spiky fright wi g, huge eyes
swarning as Josie and the Pussycats reflected on the screen of his

The boy tried to | augh but could only shake. A silly little knife, not
even silver, was loosely held in his |eft hand.
Johnny pressed the heels of his fists to his forehead, and jamed his

shut. Blood-red light shone through the skin curtains of his eyelids.
had felt this before. It wouldn't |last nmore than a few seconds. Hel

in his brain. Then, as if a black fist had struck himin the gullet,
peristaltic novenent forced fluid up through his throat. He opened his
mout h, and a thin squirt of black liquid spattered across the carpet

agai nst the wall.

"Magi c spew," said Sid, in amazenent.

The inmpurities were gone. Johnny was on a pure bl ood-high now He
contained all of Nancy's short life. She had been an all-Anerican girl.
She had gi ven hi m everyt hi ng.

He considered the boy in the chair and the girl on the bed, the punks.
Their tribes were at war, his and theirs. Cothes were their colors,
Italian suits versus safety-pinned PVC pants. This session at the

a

had been a truce that turned into a betrayal, a rout, a nassacre. The
Fat her was proud of Johnny's strategy.

Sid | ooked at Nancy's face. Her eyes were open, show ng only vei ned

He gestured with his knife, realizing sonething had happened. At sone
point in the evening, Sid had stuck his knife into hinself a few tines.
The tang of his rotten blood filled the room Johnny's fangs slid from
their gum sheat hs, but he had no nore hunger yet. He was too full

He thought of the punks as Americans, but Sid was English. A nusician
though he couldn't really play his guitar. A singer, though he could



only
shout .
America was a strange new | and. Stranger than Johnny had inmagined in
t he
A d Country, stranger than he could have inmagined. If he drank nore
bl ood,
he woul d soon be an Anerican. Then he woul d be beyond fear
unt ouchabl e.
It was what the Father wanted for him
He rolled the corpse off his shins, and cleaned hinself |ike a cat,
contorting his supple back and neck, extending his foot-long tongue to
lick off the last of the bloodstains. He unglued triangles of vinyl
from
his body and threw t hem away. Satisfied, he got off the bed and pull ed
on
crusader white pants, inmmodestly tight around crotch and runp, |oose as

sailor's bel ow the knee. The dark purple shirt settled on his back and

chest, sticking to himwhere his saliva was still wet. He rattled the

cluster of gold chains and medal | i ons —Transyl vani an charns, badges of

honor and conquest —that hung in the gap between his hand-sized

col l ar-points.

Wth the white jacket, lined in blood-red silk, Johnny was a blinding

apparition. He didn't need a strobe to shine in the dark. Sid raised
hi s

kni fe hand, to cover his eyes. The boy's reaction was better than any

mrror.

"Punk sucks," said Johnny, inviting a response.

"Disco's stupid,” Sid sneered back

Sid was going to get in trouble. Johnny had to nake a sl ave of the boy,
to

keep hinself out of the story.

He found an unused needl e on the bed. Pinching the nipple-like bulb, he

stuck the needle into his wist, spearing the vein perfectly. He let
t he

bul b go and a nmeasure of his bl ood —of Nancy's? —filled the glass
phi al .

He unstuck hinself. The tiny wound was invisibly healed by the tine
he' d

sneared away the bead of bl ood and licked his thunbprint. He tossed the

syrette to Sid, who knew exactly what to do with it, jabbing it into an

old armtrack and squirting. Vanpire blood slid into Sid' s system

somet hi ng between a virus and a drug. Johnny felt the hook going into

Sid' s brain, and fed himsone |ine.

Sid stood, nonentarily invincible, teeth sharpening, eyes reddened,
ears

bat-fl ared, novenents swifter. Johnny shared his sense of power, al nopst

paternally. The vanpire buzz wouldn't last long, but Sid would be a
sl ave

as long as he lived, which was unlikely to be forever. To becone

nosferatu, you had to give and receive blood; for centuries, nost
nortal s

had nmerely been giving; here, a fresh conpact between the warm and the

undead was being invented.

Johnny nodded towards the enpty thing on the bed. Nobody's bl ood was
any

good to her now. He willed the command through the Iine, through the
hook,

into Sid' s brain. The boy, briefly possessed, |eaped across the room

| andi ng on his knees on the bed, and stuck his knife into the already



dead

girl,
dozens

messi ng up the wounds on her throat, tearing open her skin in

of places. As he slashed, Sid snarled, black fangs splitting his guns.
Johnny let hinmself out of the room
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They were calling hima vanpire |ong before he turned.

At the Silver Dream Factory, the Ml e Peopl e, anphetan ne-swift
dusk-til-dawners eternally out for blood, nicknamed him"Drella"
hal f-Dracul a, half-Ci nderella. The coven often tal ked of Andy's
"victins": first, castoffs whose |lives were appropriated for Art,
rarely given noney to go with their linmted fame (a great nunber

themnow truly dead); later, wealthy portrait subjects or
advertisers, courted as assiduously as any Renai ssance art patron
great nunber of them ought to be truly dead). Andy |eeched off

all, left themdrained or transformed, using themw thout letting
them touch him never distinguishing between the comodities he
could only coax from ot her people: noney, |ove, blood,

devotion, death. Those who rated hima genius and those who
hima fraud reached eagerly, too eagerly, for the netaphor. It

so persistent, it mnmust eventually becone truth.

In Sw mm ng Underground: My Years in the Warhol Factory (1995),
supervanp Mary Woronov (Hedy/ The Shoplifter, 1965; The Chel sea
Grls, 1966) wites: "People were calling us the undead,

me and ny little brothers of the night, with our |ips pressed
agai nst the neck of the city, sucking the energy out of scene

scene. W left each party behind |i ke a wasted corpse, raped and
carelessly tossed aside. . . . Andy was the worst, taking on five
and six parties a night. He even | ooked |like a vanpire: white,
enpty, waiting to be filled, incapable of satisfaction. He was

white worm —al ways hungry, always cold, never still, always
twisting." Wien told that the artist had actually turned vanpire,
Lou Reed arched a ragged eyebrow and qui zzed, "Andy was alive?"

the multitude of nmenoirs and word or song portraits that try to
define Andy Warhol, there is no instance of anyone ever using the
adj ective "warm' about him

Val eri e Sol anas, who pronpted Andy's actual turning, took
superstitious care to shoot himw th honenade silver bullets. She
tried wapping .32 ammunition in foil, which clogged the

before resorting to spray-paint in the style of Billy Nane

the silver-happy decorator of the Factory who coffined hinself in
tiny back roomfor two years, coming out only at dead of night to
forage. The nanes are just consonants short of anagrans: Andy

War hol a, Wad Dracul ya; Valerie Sol anas, Van Helsing. Valerie's
statement, the slogan of a fearless vanmpire killer: "He had too



and

latter

ski n.

seventi es,

open

You

like

dot s.

or

dar k

silver

Dracul a

t he

of

be,

as

control over nmy life." On the operating table —4:51 pm Mnday,
June 3, 1968 —Andy Warhol's heart stopped. He was decl ared
clinically dead but came back and lived on, his vision of death

disaster fulfilled and survived. The stringmeat ghost of the

years was sonetinmes a parody of his living self, a walking Di ane
Arbus exhibit, belly scars |ike zippers, Ray-Ban eyes and dead

War hol a the Vanpyre sl oped nosferatu-tal oned through the
a fashion-setter as always, as —after nearly a century in the

in Europe —vanpirism (of a sort) at last established itself in
America. He had no get, but was the fountai nhead of a bl oodline.

can still see them in galleries or People, on the streets after
dark, in the clubs and cellars. Andy's kids: cloned creatures,

the endl ess replications of his silkscreen celebrity portraits,
faces repeated until they becone neani ngl ess patterns of col or

When alive, Andy had said he wanted to becone a machi ne and t hat
everybody shoul d be alike. How did he feel when his wi shes were
com ng true? How did he feel about anything? Did he feel ? Ever?

you spend any amount of time trying to understand the nan and his
work, you can't help but worry that he's reaching from beyond the
grave and forcing you to becone Valerie.

Consi der the signs, the synptons, the synmbols: that pale,

al most - al bi no face, sinmultaneously babyi sh and ancient, shrinking
i ke a bucket of salted slugs when exposed to the sun; the sharp

battered black clothes, stiff fromthe grave; the goggle-like
gl asses, hypnotic bl ack hol es where eyes should be; the slavic
monot one of the whispery voice and the pared-down, kindergarten
vocabul ary; the covert religiosity, the prizing of sacred or
objects; the squirrelling-away of nobney and possessions in a
centuried lair; even the artificial shocks of grey-white-silver

hair. Are these not the attributes of a classical vampire,

hi nsel f? Look at photographs taken before or after June 1968, and
you can't tell whether he is or isn't. Like the Mirgatroyds of

1890s, Andy was a disciple before he became a vanpire. For him
turni ng was dropping the seventh veil, the last chitinous scrap

chrysalis, a final stage in becom ng what he had al ways neant to

an admittal that this was i ndeed what was inside him
H's whole |ife had revol ved around the dead.

—Kat hl een Conklin, "Destroying Drella"
Paper delivered at "Warhol's Wirlds," inaugural conference of The
Andy Warhol Museum (April 21-23, 1995); revised for publication

"War hol a the Vanpyre" in Wwo is Andy Warhol ?, edited by Colin



MacCabe with Mark Francis and Peter Wl len
(The British Filmlinstitute and The Andy Warhol Miseum 1997)

He stepped out of the Chel sea Hotel onto the sidewal k of West 23rd

Street,

dr ugs.

hungry

agai n.

bodi es

and tasted New York. It was the dead tinme, the thick hours before dawn,
when all but the npst conmitted night oW s were home abed, or at | east
crashed out on a floor, blood sluggish with coffee, cigarettes or

This was the vanpire afternoon, and Johnny understood how al one he was.
There were other vanpires in this city, and he was al nost ready to seek
them out, but none like him of his line.

America was vast, bloated with rich, fatty bl ood. The fresh country
supported only a few ticks that tentatively poked probosci ses through
thick hide, sanpling w thout gorging. By conparison, Johnny was a

nonster. M nutes after taking Nancy, he could have fed again, and
He had to take nore than he needed. He coul d handl e dozens of warm

a night wthout bursting, wi thout choking on the ghosts. Eventually, he
woul d make chil dren-in-darkness, slaves to serve him to shield him He
must pass on the bloodline of the Father. But not yet.

He hadn't intended to cone to this city of towers, with its noat of
running water. His plan was to stick to the film people he had hooked

up

with in the AOd Country, and go to fabled Holl ywod on the Pacific. But

there was a m x-up at JFK and he was detained in Immgration while the

rest of the company, American passports brandi shed |ike protective

banners, were waved on to catch connecting flights to Los Angel es or
San

Franci sco. He was stuck at the airport in a crom of overeager

petitioners, dark-skinned and warm as dawn edged threateningly closer

The Father was with himthen, as he slipped into a nmen's room and bl ed
a

Canadi an flight attendant who gave hima come-on, invigorating hinself

wi th somet hing new and wild. Buzzing with fresh blood, first catch of
this

new | and, he concentrated his powers of fascination to face down the

officials who barred his way. It was beneath himto bribe those who
coul d

be overpowered by force of wll.

America was disorienting. To survive, he nust adapt swiftly. The pace
of

change in this century was far nore rapid than the glacial shifts of
t he

| ong years the Father had in his Carpathian fastness. Johnny woul d have
to

surpass the Father to keep ahead, but bloodline would tell. Though of
an

ancient line, he was a twentieth-century creature, turned only
thirty-five

years earlier, taken into the dark before he was formed as a living
man.

In Europe, he had been a boy, hiding in the shadows, waiting. Here, in

this bright America, he could fulfil his potential. People took himfor
a

young man, not a child.
Johnny Pop had arrived.
He knew he had been noticed. He was working hard to fit in, but



recogni zed
how gauche he had been a few short weeks ago. On his first nights in
New
York, he had nmade mistakes. Blood in the water excited the sharks.
Soneone stood on the corner, watching him Two black nen, in | ong
| eat her
coats. One wore dark glasses despite the hour, the other had a
slimbrimed hat with a tiny feather in the band. Not vanpires, there
was
somet hi ng of the predator about them They were well-arnmed. Silver
shoe- buckl es and buttons, coats |oose over guns. And their bodies were
weapons, a finished blade, an arrow shaft. Frominside his coat, the
bl ack
man in sungl asses produced a dark knife. Not silver, but polished

har dwood.

Johnny tensed, ready to fight and kill. He had just fed. He was at his

strongest.

The kni feman smiled. He bal anced his weapon by its point, and tapped
hi s

forehead with its hilt, a warrior salute. He would not attack yet. H's

presence was an announcenent, a warning. He was showi ng hinmsel f. This
man

had seen Johnny before he was seen. His night-skills were sharp

Then, the knifeman and his partner were gone. They had seened to

di sappear, to step into a shadow even Johnny's ni ght eyes coul d not

penetr at e.

He suppressed a shudder. This city was not yet his jungle, and he was

exposed here —out on the street in a white suit that shone like a
beacon

—as he had not been in the A d Country.

The bl ack men shoul d have destroyed hi m now. Wen they had a chance.

Johnny woul d do his best to see they did not get another

It was tine to nmove on, to join the crowd.

A mustard-yellow taxi cruised along the street, energing |ike a dragon

from an orange-pi nk groundswel |l of steam Johnny hailed the cab, and

slid

into its cage-like interior. The seat was crisscrossed with duct tape,

battl efield dressings on a fatal wound. The driver, a gaunt white man
with

a baggy mlitary jacket, |ooked instinctively at the rearview mrror

expecting to lock eyes with his fare. Johnny saw surprise in the young

man's face as he took in the reflection of an enpty hack. He twisted to

| ook into the dark behind himand saw Johnny there, understanding at
once

what he had picked up

"You have a probl en?" Johnny asked.

After a nonment, the taxi driver shrugged.

"Hell, no. Alot of guys won't even take spooks, but 1'll take anyone.

They all cone out at night."

Behi nd the driver's gunsight eyes, Johnny saw jungle tw light, purpled
by

napal m bl ossons. He heard the reports of shots fired years ago. H s
nostrils stung with dead cordite.

Unconfortabl e, he broke the connection

Johnny told the driver to take himto Studio 54.

Even now, this late in the night, a desperate line |ingered outside the
club. Their breaths frosted in a cloud, and they stanped

unf ashi onabl y-shoed feet against the cold. Losers with no chance, they

woul d cajole and plead with Burns and Stu, the hard-faced bouncers, but



never see the velvet rope lifted. An invisible sign was on their

f oreheads. Wbrse than dead, they were boring.

Johnny paid off the cab with sticky bills Iifted from Nancy's purse,
and

stood on the sidewal k, listening to the throb of the nmusic frominside.

"Pretty Baby," Blondie. Debbie Harry's l|iving-dead voice called to him

The taxi did not nove off. WAs the driver hoping for another fare from

among these damed? No, he was fixing Johnny in his mnd. A man w thout

reflection should be renenbered.
"See you agai n soon, Jack," said the white nman.
Li ke the black men outside the Chel sea, the taxi driver was a danger
Johnny had marked him It was good to know who woul d cone for you, to
be
prepared. The white man's name was witten on his license just as his
pur pose was stanped on his face. It was Travis. In Vietnam he had
| ear ned
to |l ook nonsters in the face, even in the mirror
The cab snarled to life and prow ed off.
Movi ng with the nusic, Johnny crossed the sidewal k towards the infernal
doorway, reaching out with his mnd to reconnect with the bouncers,
muscul ar guys with Tom of Finland | eather caps and jackets. Burns was a
nmoonl i ghting cop with sad eyes and bruises, Stu a trust-fund kid with

hi s

own nonster father in his head; Johnny's hooks were in both of them

pl ayed out on the thinnest of threads. They were not, would never be,
hi s

get, but they were his. First, he would have warmchattels; get would
cone

| ater.

He enjoyed the wails and conplaints fromlosers as he breezed past the

line, radiating an "open sesane" they could never manage. Stu clicked
t he

studded heels of his notorcycle boots and saluted, fingers aligned with

the peak of his black |eather forage cap wi th Austro-Hungarian
pr eci si on.

Burns smartly lifted the rope, the little sound of the hook being
det ached

fromthe eye exciting envious sighs, and stood aside. To savor the
nonent ,

Johnny paused in the doorway, knowi ng the spill of light frominside
made

his suit shine like an angelic rainent, and surveyed those who woul d
never

get in. Their eyes showed such desperation that he alnpst pitied them

Two weeks ago, he had been anbng them drawn to the Iight but kept away

fromthe flame. Like some ol der creatures of his kind, he could not
force

his way into a place until he had been invited across the threshold.
Then,

his clothes —found in a suitcase chosen at random fromthe carousel at

the airport —had not been good. Being nosferatu was unusual enough to
get

himattention. Steve Rubell was passing the door, and took note of

Johnny's sharp, beautiful face. Possessed of the knack of seeing
hi nmsel f

as others saw him Johnny understood the owner-nanager was intrigued by

the vanpire boy on his doorstep. But Shining Lucifer hinmself couldn't
get

into 54 with a Bicentennial shirt, cowboy boots and bl ack hair



flattened

i ke wet sealskin to his skull.

VWhen he cane back, the next night, he wore clothes that fit: a Hal ston

suit —black outside in the dark, with a violet weave that showed under

the lights —and a Ral ph Lauren shirt with fresh bl oodstains across the

pol o player. They still smelled faintly of their previous owner, Tony
from

Br ookl yn. The bouncers didn't even need to check with Steve to |et
Johnny

in, and he took the opportunity, later that night in the back rooms, to

lay a tiny snmear of his blood on them both, apparently a token of

gratitude, actually a sigil of ownership. Johnny was saving themfor

| ater, knowi ng they woul d be needed.

As he ducked past the curtains and slid into 54, Johnny felt Tony's
ghost

in his linbs. He had taken nmuch from Tony Manero, whom he had

exsangui nated on the Brooklyn Bridge. Fromthe boy, he had caught the

bl ood rhythnms that matched the nmusic of the nonth. Tony had been a
dancer;

Johnny had inherited that fromhim along with his fluffed-up but

fl ared-back hairstyle and clothes that were not just a protective cover

but a style, a display.

Tony was with himnost nights now, a ghost. The kid had never nmade it
to

54, but he'd been better than Brooklyn, good enough for Manhattan
Johnny

t hought Tony, whose enpty carcass he had wei ghted and tossed off the

Bri dge, would be happy that some of himat |east had made it in the
real

city. Wien the blood was still fresh in him Johnny had followed its

track, back to Tony's apartnent, and slipped in —unnoticed by the
kid's

famly, even the fallen priest —to take away his wardrobe, the

ni ght - cl ot hes that were now his arnor.

He let the nmusic take him responding to it with all his blood. Nancy's

ghost protested, making puking notions at the sound of the disco
despi sed

by all true punks. By taking her, Johnny had won a great victory in the

style wars. He liked killing punks. No one noticed when they were gone.

They were all committing sl ow suicide anyway; that was the point, for

there was no future. To |ove disco was to want to live forever, to
aspire

to an imortality of consunption. Punks didn't believe in anything
beyond

deat h, and | oved not hing, not even thensel ves.

He wondered what woul d happen to Sid.

A man-in-the-nmon puppet, spooning coke up his nose, beamed down from

t he

wal |, blessing the throng with a 1978 benediction. As Johnny stepped
onto

the illumnated floor and strutted through the dancers, his suit shone

like white flame. He had the beat with his every movenent. Even his
hear t

pul sed in time to the music. He smled as he recogni zed the song, fangs

bri ght as neons under the strobe, eyes red glitterballs. This was the

musi ¢ he had nade his own, the song that nmeant the nost of all the
songs.

"Staying Alive," The Bee Cees.

In its chorus, he heard the wail of the warmas they died under his

ki sses, ah-ah-ah-ah, staying alive. Inits lyric, he recognized hinself,



woman's man with no tine to talk.

H s dancing cleared a circle.

It was like feeding. Wthout even taking blood, he drew in the blood of
the cromd to hinself, |oosening the ghosts of those who danced with him
fromtheir bodies. Tulpa spirits stretched out through nmouths and noses
and attached to himlike ectoplasmc straws. As he danced, he sucked

with
hi s whol e body, tasting nminds and hearts, outshining themall. No one
cane
near, to challenge him The Father was proud of him
For the length of the song, he was alive.
Andr ew War hol a was an American —born in Pittsburgh on August
6t h,
1928 —but his famly were not. In The Life and Death of Andy
War ho
(1989), Victor Bockris quotes his statenent "I am from nowhere,"
but
gives it the lie: "The Warhol as were Rusyns who had enmigrated to
America fromthe Ruthenian village of Mkova in the Carpathian
Mount ai ns near the borders of Russia and Poland in territory that
was, at the turn of the century, part of the Austro-Hungarian
Empire." Bockris takes care, introducing early the thene that
cones
to dom nate his biography, to note "The Carpathi an Mountains are
popul arly known as the honme of Dracula, and the peasants in
Jonat han
Har ker's description kneeling before roadsi de shrines, crossing
thensel ves at the mention of Dracula s nane, resenble Andy
War hol ' s
di stant relatives."
The third son of Ondrej and Julia Warhola grew up in Soho, an
et hnic
encl ave that was al nost a ghetto. Froman early age, he seened a
changel i ng, paler and slighter than his famly, |aughably unfit
for
a future in the steel mlls, displaying talent as soon as his
hand
could properly hold a pencil. Qhers in his situation m ght
fantasize that they were orphaned princes, raised by peasant
wood- cutters, but the Warhol as had eni grated —escaped? —from
t he
| and of the vanpires. Not fifty years before, Count Dracul a had
cone
out of Carpathia and established his short-lived enpire in
London.
Dracul a was still a powerful figure then, the npbst fanous vanpire
in
the world, and his name was spoken often in the Wrhol a
househol d.
Years later, in a film Andy had an actress playing his nother
claim
to have been a victim in childhood, of the Count, that Dracula's
bl oodl i ne remai ned in her veins, passing in the wonb to her |ast
son. Like much else in Andy's evol vi ng autobi ography, there is no
literal truth in this story but its hero spent years trying to
wi sh

it intoreality and may even, at the last, have managed to pul
of f
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the trick. Before settling on "Andy Warhol" as his eventua

prof essi onal nane, he experinmented with the signature "Andrew

Al ucard. "

Julia was horrified by her little Andrew s inclinations. For her
vanpi res were objects not of fascination but dread. A devout
Byzantine Catholic, she would drag her children six mles to the
wooden church of St. John Chrystostomis on Saline Street and

themto endless rituals of purification. Yet, anmong Andy's first
drawi ngs are bats and coffins. In the 1930s, as Dracul a held

in one of his many exiles, the Arerican illustrated press were as
obsessed with vanpires as with novie stars. There were severa
successful periodicals —Wird Tales, Spicy Vanpire Stories —
devoted al nmpbst entirely to their social activities. To | ook

these nmagazines, as the child Andy did, is to understand what it
to learn that a party is going on after your bedtinme, to which
cannot possibly secure an invitation. Literally, you had to die
get in. In Vienna, Budapest, Constantinople, Mnte Carlo and
estates and castles scattered in a crescent across Europe,

ki ngs and queens held court.
Young Andrew cli pped phot ographs and portraits fromthe magazi nes
and hoarded themfor the rest of his life. He preferred

especially the blurred or distorted traces of those who barely
regi stered on canmeras or in mrrors. He understood at once that
creatures denied the sight of their own faces nmust prize portrait
painters. He wote what night be called "fan letters" to the

of vanpire fashion: de Lioncourt of Paris, Andrew Bennett of
the White Russian Rozokov. Hi s especial favorites anong the

under st andabl y, were the child-vanpires, those frozen infant
imortal s Noel Coward sings about in "Poor Little Dead Grl." Hs
prize possession as a boy was an aut ographed portrait of the
martyred C audia, ward of the stylish de Lioncourt, considered a
paragon and an archetype anong her kind. He would | ater use this
i mmge —a subscription gift sent out by Night Life —in his

sil kscreen, Vanpire Doll (1963).

In his fascination with the undead, Andy was in the avant-garde.
There were still very few vanpires in Amrerica, and those

Aneri can-born or -made tended to flee to a nore congeni al Europe.
There was a vanpire panic in the wake of the First World War, as
returni ng veterans brought back the tainted bl oodline that burned
out in the epidemc of 1919. The |ost generation new borns, who

i ncubated within their bodies a burning disease that ate them up
fromthe inside within nonths, were ghastly proof that vanpires
woul d never "take" in the New Wrld. Congress passed acts agai nst
the spread of vanpirism save under inpossibly regul ated

circunmst ances. J. Edgar Hoover ranked vampires just bel ow

and wel |l above organized crine as a threat to the American way of
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life. In the 1930s, New York District Attorney Thomas Dewey led a
crusade against an influx of Italian vanpires, successfully
deporting coven-leader Niccolo Cavalanti and his acolytes. In the
Sout h, a resurgence of the Ku Kl ux Klan viciously curbed a

renai ssance of interlocked vanpire hounforts in New Ol eans and

t hr oughout the bayou country.

America, like Julia Warhola, considered all vanpires | oathsone
monsters. Yet, as Andy understood, there was a dreadful glamnour.
During the Depression, glinpses of the high life lived in another
continent and by another species seened enticing. The Hungari an

Lukas was the first Hollywood actor to specialize in undead

from Scarface (1932) to The House of Ruthven (1937). A few rea
vanpires, even, made it in the nmovies: Garbo, Ml akai, Chevalier
Futaine. Wth the rise of fascismand the Second Wrld War cane a
trickle of vanmpire refugees fromthe Ad Wrld. Laws were revised
and certain practices tolerated "for the duration," while

FBI —constantly nagged by America's witch-hunters Cardi na

and Fat her Coughlin —conpiled foot-thick dossiers on elders and
new borns alike. As Nazi eugenicists strived to cleanse his
bl oodline fromthe Reich, Dracula hinmself aligned with the

and a vanpire underground in occupi ed Europe cooperated with the
i berating forces.

When the War was over, the clinmate changed again and a round of
bl acklistings, arrests and showtrials —notably the prosecution

treason of American-born and -nade vanpire Benjam n Lat hem by
F. Kennedy —drove all but those who could "pass for warni back

Europe. That was the era of the scare novies, w th honburg-hatted
governnent men taking crucifix and stake to swarthy, foreign
infiltrators: | Married a Vanpire (1950), | Was a Vanpire for the
FBI (1951), Blood of Dracula (1958). Warhol was in New York by

sket chi ng shoes for ad | ayouts or arrangi ng wi ndow di spl ays for
Bonwit Teller's, making a hundred thousand dollars a year but
fretting that he wasn't taken seriously. Mney wasn't enough for
him he needed to be fanmous too, as if under the curse described

Fritz Leiber in "The Casket Denmon" (1963) —unl ess known of and
tal ked about, he would fade to nothingness. Like America, he had

outgrown his vanpire craze, just learned to keep quiet about it.
In 1956, the year Around the Wirld in 80 Days took the Best

Cscar, Andy took an extended trip with the frustratingly
unfort hcom ng Charl es Lisanby —Hawaii, Japan, India, Egypt,

Pari s, London. Throughout that itinerary, he saw vanpires living
openly, mngling with the warm as adored as they were feared. Is

too much to suppose that, in a maharajah's palace or on a Nile
paddl e- wheel er, spurned by Charles and driven to abase hinsel f
bef ore some exotic personage, he was bitten?



—Conklin, ibid.

"Cee, who is that boy?" asked Andy, evenly. "He is fantastic."
Penel ope was used to the expression. It was one of Andy's few
adj ecti ves.
Everyone and everything was either "fantastic" or "a bore" or sonething
simlar, always with an el ongated vowel early on. Al television was

"fa-antastic"; Wrld War Il was "a bo-ore." Vintage cookie tins were

"si-inmply wonderful"; incone taxes were "ra-ather old." Fanobus people
wer e

"ve-ery interesting"; living daylight was "pra-actically forgotten."

She turned to | ook down on the dance floor. They were sitting up on the

bal cony, above the churning masses, glasses of chilled blood on the
tabl e

bet ween t hem at once shadowed enough to be mysterious and visible
enough

to be recogni zable. There was no point in coming to Studio 54 unless it

was to be seen, to be noticed. At tonmorrow s sunset, when they both

rose
fromtheir day's sleep, it would be Penny's duty to go through the
col ums, reading out any nmentions of their appearances, so Andy coul d
cluck and crow over what was said about him and | ament that so nuch
was

left out.
It took her a nonment to spot the object of Andy's attention
For once, he was right. The dancer in the white suit was fantastic.
Fa-antastic, even. She knew at once that the boy was |ike her
nosf er at u.
Hi s | ook, his style, was Anerican, but she scented a whiff of European
grave-noul d. This was no new born, no nouveau, but an experienced
creature, practiced in his dark-skills. Only a vanpire with many nights
behi nd hi m coul d seem so young.
It had to happen. She was not the first to come here. She had known an
i nvasi on was inevitable. America could not hold out forever. She had
not
cone here to be unique, but to be away fromher kind, from her forner
lives. Though she had inevitably hooked up with Andy, she did not want
to
be sucked back into the world of the undead. But what she wanted neant
very little any nore, which was as it should be. \Watever came, she
woul d
accept. It was her duty, her burden.
She | ooked back at Andy. It took sharp senses indeed to distinguish his
real enthusiasnms fromhis feigned ones. He had worked hard —and it did
not do to underestimate this | anguid scarecrow s capacity for hard work

to becone as inexpressive as he was, to cultivate what passed in
Anerica

for a lack of accent. H s chal k-dusted cheeks and cold nouth gave
not hi ng

away. His wig was silver tonight, thick and stiff as a knot of
fox-tails.

H's suit was quiet, dark and Italian, worn with a plain tie.

They both wore goggle-like black glasses to shield their eyes fromthe

club's frequent strobes. But, unlike sone of his earlier famliars,
Penny

made no real attenpt to ook |like him

She wat ched the dancer spin, hip-cocked, armraised in a disco heil,
white
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jacket flaring to show scarlet lining, a snarl of concentration on his
cold lovely face
How coul d Andy not be interested in another of the undead? Especially

like this.
At | east, the dancing boy nmeant the night wasn't a conpl ete wash-out.

had been pretty standard, so far: two openings, three parties and a
recepti on. One big disappointnent: Andy had hoped to bring Mz Lillian
the President's mama, to the reception for Princess Ashraf, twin sister

the Shah of Iran, but the White House got wind and scuttled the plan
Andy's fall-back date, Lucie Arnaz, was hardly a substitute, and Penny

forced to make | ong conversation with the poor girl —whom she had
heard of —while Andy did the silent act nost peopl e thought of as
del i berate nystification but which was actually sinple sulking. The
Princess, sharp ornanent of one of the few surviving vanpire ruling

houses, was not exactly on her finest fettle, either —preoccupi ed by

troubl es of her absolutist brother, who was currently back homne

sur rounded

cream

matter

she

far

was

wel |

been

didn't

had

by Mbohanmmredan fanatics screamng for his inpal ement.

In the car between Bianca Jagger's party at the Tea Roons and L.B.
Jeffries's opening at the Photographers' Gallery, Paloma Picasso rather
boringly went on about the tonic properties of human bl ood as face

Penny woul d have told the warmtwit how stupid she was bei ng about

s

of which she plainly knew nothing, but Andy was frozen enough al ready
wi t hout his faithful vanpire companion teeing off sonmeone so famus —
Penny wasn't sure what exactly the painter's daughter was fanous for —

was sure to get his nane in Vanity Fair. At Bianca's, Andy thought he'd
spotted David Bowi e with Catherine Deneuve, but it turned out to be a

| ess interesting couple. Another disappointnent.
Bob Col acell o, editor of Inter/VIEWand Andy's connection with the
Pahl avis, wittered on about how well the Princess was bearing up, and

trying to sell himon comtting to an exhibition in the new nmuseum of
nodern art the Shah had endowed in Teheran. Penny could tell Andy was
chilling on the idea, sensing —quite rightly —that it would not do

to throwin with soneone on the point of |osing everything. Andy
el aborately ignored Bob, and that neant everyone else did too. He had

delighted to Il earn fromher what "being sent to Coventry" neant and
redoubl ed his use of that ancient school boy torture. There was a hurt
desperation in Bob's chatter, but it was all his own fault and she

feel a bit sorry for him

At the Photographers', surrounded by huge bl owups of war orphans and
devast ated Asian vill ages, Andy got on one of his curiosity jags and
started qui zzi ng her, Penny, about Oscar WIde. Wiat had he been like,

he really been anusing all the time, had he been frightened when the
wol ves gat hered, how much had he earned, how famous had he really been
woul d he have been recogni zed everywhere he went? After nearly a



hundr ed
years, she remenbered Wl de | ess well than many ot hers she had known in
the '80s. Like her, the poet was one of the first nodern generation of
new born vanpires. He was one of those who turned but didn't |ast nore
than a decade, eaten up by disease carried over fromwarmlife. She
didn't
like to think of contenporaries she had outlived. But Andy insisted,
naggi ng, and she dutifully coughed up anecdotes and aphorisns to keep
hi m
contented. She told Andy that he rem nded her of Oscar, which was
certainly true in sonme ways. Penny dreaded being recategorized from
"fascinating" to "a bore," with the consequent casting into the outer
dar kness.
Al her life, all her afterlife, had been spent by her own choice in
t he
shadows cast by a succession of tyrants. She supposed she was puni shing
herself for her sins. Even Andy had noticed; in the Factory, she was
cal l ed "Penny Penance" or "Penny Penitent." However, besotted wth
titles
and honors, he usually introduced her to outsiders as "Penel ope
Chur chward, Lady Godal mi ng." She had never been married to Lord
Codal m ng
(or, indeed, anyone), but Arthur Hol mwod had been her
f at her-i n-dar kness,
and sonme vanpire aristos did indeed pass on titles to their get.
She was not the first English rose in Andy's entourage. She had been
told
she | ooked like the nbdel Jane Forth, who had been in Andy's novi es.
Penny
knew she had only become Andy's Grl of the Year after Catherine
Qui nness
left the Factory to becone Lady Neidpath. She had an advantage Andy's

over

earlier debs, though: she was never going to get old. As Grl of the
Year ,

it was her duty to be Andy's conpanion of the night and to handl e much
of

the organi zational and social business of the Factory, of Andy Warhol

Enterprises, Incorporated. It was sonething she was used to, from her

Victorian years as an "Angel in the Hone" to her nights as |ast
gover ness

of the House of Dracula. She could even keep track of the nobney.

She si pped her bl ood, decanted from sone bar worker who was "really" an

actor or a nodel. Andy left his drink untouched, as usual. He didn't
trust

bl ood that showed up in a glass, and nobody ever saw himfeedi ng. Penny

wondered if he were an abstainer. Just now, the red pinpoints in his
dar k

gl asses were fixed. He was still watching the dancer

The vanpire in the white suit hooked her attention too.

For a monent, she was sure it was him conme back yet again, young and

| ethal, intent on nurderous revenge.

She breat hed the nanme, "Dracula."

Andy's sharp ears picked it up, even through the dreadful guff that
passed

for music these days. It was one of the few nanes guaranteed to provoke

his interest.

Andy prized her for her connection to the late King Vanpire. Penny had

been at the Palazzo Oranto at the end. She was one of the few who knew

the truth about the last hours of il principe, though she jeal ously



kept
that anecdote to herself. It was bad enough that the nmenories |ingered.
"The boy looks like him" she said. "He mght be the Count's get, or of
his bl oodline. Mst vanpires Dracula made came to |l ook like him He
spread
hi s doppel gangers throughout the world."
Andy nodded, liking the idea.
The dancer had Dracula's red eyes, his aquiline nose, his full nouth.
But
he was cl ean-shaven and had a bouffant of teased black hair, like a
Broadway actor or a teenage idol. His | ook was as nmuch Roman as
Romani an.
Penny had understood on their first neeting that Andy Warhol didn't

want

to be just a vanpire. He wanted to be the vanpire, Dracula. Even before

his death and resurrection, his coven had called him"Drella." It was

meant to be cruel: he was the Count of the night hours, but at dawn he

changed back into the girl who cleared away the ashes.

"Find out who he is, Penny," Andy said. "W should nmeet him He's going
to

be fanmous."

She had no doubt of that.

Fl ushed from dancing and still buzzed with Nancy's bl ood, Johnny noved
on

to the commerce of the night. The first few tines, he had set up his
shop

in men's roons, like the dealers he was rapidly putting out of
busi ness.

Spooked by all the mirrors, he shifted fromstriplit johns to the

curtai ned back roons where the other action was. Al the clubs had such

pl aces.

In the dark room he felt the heat of the busy bodies and tasted
ghost s,

expel l ed on yo-yo strings of ectoplasmduring orgasm He threaded his
way

through withing linbs to take up his habitual spot in a |eather
arnchair.

He slipped off his jacket, draping it carefully over the back of the

chair, and popped his cuff-links, rolling his sleeves up to his el bows.

H s white |l ower arnms and hands shone in the dark

Burns, on a break, came to himfirst. The hook throbbed in his brain,

jones throbbing in his bones |ike a slow drunbeat. The first shot of

drac

had been free, but now it was a hundred dollars a pop. The bouncer
handed

Johnny a crisp Cnote. Wth the nail of his little finger, Johnny jabbed
a

centinmeter-long cut in the skin of his left arm Burns knelt down in
front

of the chair and |licked away the welling blood. He began to suckle the

wound, and Johnny pushed hi m away.

There was a plea in the man's eyes. The drac jolt was in him but it

wasn't enough. He had the strength and the senses, but al so the hunger

"CGo bite someone,"” Johnny said, |aughing.

The bouncer's hook was in deep. He |oved Johnny and hated him but he'd
do

what he said. For Burns, hell would be to be expelled, to be denied
forever the taste
Agirl, in a shimering fringed dress, replaced the bouncer. She had
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"I's it true?" she asked.

"lI's what true?"

"That you can make people |ike you?"

He smiled, sharply. He could nake people | ove him

"A hundred dollars and you can find out," he said.

"I''"'mgane. "

She was very young, a child. She had to scrape together the notes, in
singles and twenties. Usually, he had no patience for that, and pushed
such small-timers out of the way to find sonmeone with the right noney,

curt as a bus driver. But he needed small bills too, for cab fare and
tips.
As her nmouth fixed on his fresh wound, he felt his barb sink into her

was a virgin, in everything. Wthin seconds, she was his slave. Her

wi dened as she found she was able to see in the dark. She touched
fingertips to her suddenly sharp teeth.

It would last such a pathetically short time, but for now she was a
princess of the shadows. He named her Nocturna, and made her his

er

until dawn. She floated out of the room to hunt.

He drew nore cuts across his arm accepted nore noney, gave nore drac.

processi on of strangers, all his slaves, passed through. Every night

wer e nore.
After an hour, he had $8,500 in bills. Nancy's ghost was gone, stripped
away fromhimin dribs and drabs, distributed anong his children of the
night. Hi s veins were sunken and tingling. H's mnd was crowded wi th
i mpressions that faded to nothing as fast as the scars on his nilky

Al around, in the dark, his temporary get bit each other. He relished

musi cal yel ps of pain and pl easure
Now, he thirsted again.

Vanpi res show up in the 1950s fashion drawi ngs, if only through
coded synbol s: ragged- edged batw ng cl oaks, draped over angul ar
figures; red lipstick nouths on sharp-cheeked, black and white
faces; tiny, alnmost unnoticeable, fangs peeping fromstretched
smles. These in-jokes are self-criticism a nervous adnission of
what had to happen next. To beconme "Andy Warhol ," the illustrator
and wi ndowdresser nust die and be reborn as an Artist. Those who
accuse him of being concerned only with his earnings —which, to

fair, is what he told anyone who would |isten —forget that he
abandoned a considerable income to devote all his energies to

which initially lost a | ot of nobney.
Shortly before the Coca-Cola Bottle and Canpbell's Soup Can

made hi m fanous, and in a period when he feared he had recovered
from one "nervous breakdown" only to be slipping into another
Warhol did a painting —synthetic polyner and crayon on canvas —

Bat man (1960), the only vanpire ever really to be enbraced by
Anerica. Though justifiably eclipsed by Lichtenstein's
appropriations fromcomc strip panels, Batman is an inportant
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inits own right, an idea seized but abandoned hal f-finished, the
first flash of what woul d soon cone to be called Pop Art. Like

fromthe period before Warhol hit upon repetition and manufacture
nmodes of expression, it seenms inconplete, childish crayon
across the cow ed Bob Kane outline of the classic vanmpire

Exhibited at the Castelli Gallery, the work was the first Warhol
pi ece to command a serious price froma private collector —an
anonynmous buyer on behalf of the Wayne Foundation —which may

encouraged the artist to continue with his personal work.
During an explosion of creativity that began in 1962 and | asted

|l east until he was shot, Warhol took a | ease on a forner hat
at 231 East 47th Street and turned the loft space into the

with the intention of producing Art on a production line. At the
suggestion of assistant Nathan d uck, Warhol seized upon the
sil kscreen process and ("like a forger") turned out series of

bills, soup cans and Marilyn Monroes. It seenmed that he didn't

what his subjects were, so long as they were famous. Wen Henry
CGel dzahl er, Assistant Curator for Twentieth Century Anerican Art

the Metropolitan Museum told himhe should apply hinself to nore
"serious" subjects, Warhol began his "death and di saster" series,
i mges of car crashes, suicides and the electric chair.

the trivial and the serious are his vanpire portraits: Carmilla
Karnstein (1962), Vanpire Doll (1963), Lucy Westenra (1963).
Red- eyed and j agged- nout hed undead faces, reproduced in sheets

unperforated stanmps, vivid greens and oranges for skin-tones, the
series reinvents the nineteenth-entury genre of vanpire

The vanpire subjects Andy chose shared one thing: all had been
famously destroyed. He produced parallel silkscreens of their

deat hs: inpal enents, decapitations, disintegrations. These are
perhaps the first great works, ruined corpses swiming in scarlet
bl ood, untenanted bodies torn apart by grimpuritans.

In 1964, Andy delivered a twenty by twenty black and white nura
called Thirteen Vanmpires to the Anerican pavilion at the New York
Wrld s Fair, where it was to be exhibited beside work by Robert
Rauschenberg and Roy Lichtenstein. Anong the thirteen, naturally,
was Warhol's first Dracula portrait, though all the other undead
not abl es represented were wonen. The architect Philip Johnson

had comm ssi oned the piece, informed Warhol that word had cone

the Governor that it was to be renpbved because there was concern
that it was offensive to the god-fearing. Wien Warhol's

that the portraits all be defaced with burning crosses to



synbol i se

silver

Ki ng

\War ho

t han

about

(1963)

second

The

and

nmout h- parts;

of

hi m

Enpire
wor | d,

activity.

hor n.

the triunph of the godly was vetoed, he went out to the fair with
Gel dzahl er and anot her of his assistants, Gerard Ml anga, and
pai nted the mural over with a thick layer of undead-bani shing
pai nt, declaring "and that'll be nmy art." W can only specul ate
about that |ost Dracula portrait, which none of the few who saw

can describe in detail. Wich of the many, many i mges of the
of the Vanpires —then, truly dead for only five years —did

reproduce? The npst tantalizing suggestion, based on Ml anga's
later-retracted version, is that for the only time in his entire
career as an Artist, Warhol drew on his own imagi nation rather

copi ed or reproduced fromlife. Andy lied constantly, but this is
the only occasi on when anyone has ever accused hi m of naking
somet hi ng up.

Warhol's first experiments with film conducted in real-tinme with
the co-opted coll aborati on of whoever happened to be hangi ng

in the Factory, are steeped in the atnosphere of vampirism The
camera hovers over the exposed throat of John Gorno in Sleep

as if ready to pounce. The projection of filmshot at twenty-four
franes per second at the silent speed of sixteen franes per

gives G orno's six-hour night a suggestion of vampire |assitude

flashes of white | eader that mark the change of shots turn dirty
sheets into white coffin plush, and the death rattle of the
projector is the only soundtrack (aside fromthe com cal yawns

angry ticket-noney-back demands of any audi ence nmenbers happeni ng
upon the filmin a real theater). That same year, Warhol shot

explicit studies of vanpirism in Kiss, a succession of couples
oscul ate like insects unable to uncouple their conplex

in Eat, Robert Indiana crans his nmouth with unidentifiable neats;
and Suck-Job is an extended (thirty minutes) close-up of the face

a young man who i s being nibbled by beings who never intrude into
the frame or register on film For Suck-Job, Wrhol had arranged
with Alex Ford, a real vanpire, to "appear" but Ford didn't take

seriously and failed to show up at the Factory for the shoot,

forcing the artist to substitute pasty-faced but warm hustlers
dragged off the street.

When Warhol turned his canera on the Enpire State Building in

(1964), it sawthe edifice first as the largest coffin in the
jutting out of the ground as if dislodged by sonme seisnic
As night slowy falls and the fl oodlights cone on, the building

becones a cl oaked predator standing col ossal over New York City,
shoul ders sl oped by the years, head sprouting a dirigible-mast



After that, Warhol had fellow underground fil muaker Jack Snmith

swi sh

a cape over Baby Jane Hudson in the now | ost Batman Dracul a
(1964) .

Only tantalising stills, of Smith with a mouthful of plastic
teeth

and staring Lon Chaney eyes, remain of this film which —as with

the silver-coated Thirteen Vanpires —is perhaps as Andy want ed
it.

As with Sleep and Enpire, the idea is nore inportant than the

artifact. It is enough that the films exist; they are not neant

actually to be seen all the way through. When Jonas Mekas
schedul ed

Empire at the Fil mmakers' Co-Op in 1965, he lured Warhol into the

screening roomand tied himsecurely to one of the seats with
st out

rope, intent on forcing the creator to sit through his creation

When he cane back two hours later to check up, he found Warho
had

chewed t hrough his bonds —briefly, an incarnation of Batnman
Dracul a

—and escaped into the night. In the early sixties, Warhol had
begun

to file his teeth, sharpening themto piranha-Iike needl e-points.
—Conklin, ibid.

A redheaded vanpire girl bunped into her and hissed, displaying pearly
fangs. Penel ope | owered her dark gl asses and gave the chit a neon

gl are.

Cowed, the creature backed away. Intrigued, Penny took the girl by the

bare upper arm and | ooked into her nouth, Iike a dentist. Her fangs
wer e

real, but shrank as she quivered in Penny's nosferatu grip. Red swirls

dwi ndl ed in her eyes, and she was warm again, a frail thing.

Penny understood what the vanpire boy was doing in the back room At
once,

she was aghast and struck with adm ration. She had heard of the warm

tenmporarily taking on vanpire attributes by drinking vanpire bl ood
wi t hout

thensel ves being bitten. There was a story about Katie Reed and a flier
in

the First Wrld War. But it was rare, and dangerous.

Vell, it used to be rare.

Al'l around her, mayfly vanpires darted. A youth blundered into her arms

and tried to bite her. She firmy pushed hi maway, breaking the fingers
of

his right hand to make a point. They would heal instantly, but ache
like

the Devil when he turned back into a real boy.

A wormof terror curled in her heart. To do such a thing neant having
a

vi sion. Vanpires, made conservative by centuries, were rarely
i nnovat ors.

She was reni nded, again, of Dracula, who had risen anong the nosferatu
by

virtue of his willingness to venture into new, |arge-scale fields of
conquest. Such vanpires were always frightening.

Wuld it really be a good thing for Andy to neet this boy?

She saw the white jacket shining in the darkness. The vanpire stood at



t he

bar, with Steve Rubell, ringmaster of 54, and the novie actress

| sabel | e

Adj ani . Steve, as usual, was flying, hairstyle falling apart above his
bal d spot. Hi s pockets bulged with petty cash, taken fromthe

over st uf fed

hi m

and

get .

t here

seen

What

tills.
Steve spotted her, understood her nod of interest, and signalled her to
come over.

"Penny darling," he said, "look at me. I'mlike you."
He had fangs too. And red-sneared lips.
"I . . am. . . a vanpiah!"

For Steve, it was just a joke. There was a bitemark on Adjani's neck
whi ch she dabbed with a bar napkin.

"This is just the biggest thing evah," Steve said.

"Fabul ous," she agreed.

Her eyes fixed the vanpire newconer. He withstood her gaze. She judged

no | onger a new born but not yet an elder. He was definitely of the
Dracul a |ine.

"I ntroduce me," she demanded, delicately.

Steve's red eyes focused.

"Andy is interested?"

Penny nodded. Whatever was swarming in his brain, Steve was sharp.
"Penel ope, this is Johnny Pop. He's from Transyl vani a. "

"I aman Anerican, now," he said, with just a hint of accent.

"Johnny, ny boy, this is the witch Penny Churchward."

Penny ext ended her knuckles to be kissed. Johnny Pop took her fingers

bowed slightly, an old world habit.

"You cut quite a figure," she said.

"You are an el der?"

"CGood grief, no. I'mfromthe class of '88. One of the few survivors."
"My conplinents.”

He I et her hand go. He had a tall drink on the bar, blood concentrate.

woul d need to get his blood count up, to judge by all his fluttering

Sone fell ow rose off the dance floor on ungainly, short-lived |eather
wings. He made it a fewfeet into the air, flapping furiously. Then

was a ripping and he coll apsed onto the rest of the crowd, yelling and
bl eedi ng.

Johnny sniled and raised his glass to her

She woul d have to think about this devel opnent.

"My friend Andy woul d like to nmeet you, Johnny."

Steve was delighted, and sl apped Johnny on the arm

"Andy Warhol is the Vampire Queen of New York City," he said. "You have
arrived, ny deah!"

Johnny wasn't inpressed. Or was trying hard not to be.

Politely, he said "M ss Churchward, | should like to neet your friend

War hol . "
So, this ash-faced creature was coven nmaster of New York. Johnny had
Andy Warhol before, here and at the Mudd C ub, and knew who he was, the

man who pai nted soup cans and made the dirty novies. He hadn't known
Warhol was a vanpire, but now it was pointed out, it seenmed obvious.



el se could such a person be?

Warhol was not an el der but he was unreadabl e, beyond Johnny's
experi ence.

He woul d have to be careful, to pay proper honmage to this master. It

woul d
not do to excite the enmty of the city's few other vanpires; at |east,
not yet. Warhol's woman —consort? nistress? slave? —was intriguing,
t oo.
She danced on the edge of hostility, radiating prickly suspicion, but
he
had a hook of a kind in her too. Born to follow, she would trot after
hi m

as faithfully as she foll owed her artist master. He had net her kind
bef ore, stranded out of their tinme, trying to make a way in the world
rather than reshape it to suit thenmselves. It would not do to
underesti mate her.
"Cee," Warhol said, "you rmust come to the Factory. There are things you
could do."
Johnny didn't doubt it.
Steve made a sign and a phot ographer appeared. Johnny noticed Penel ope
edgi ng out of shot just before the flash went off. Andy, Steve and
Johnny
were caught in the bl eached corner. Steve, grinning with his fresh
t eet h.

"Say, Johnny," Steve said, "we will show up, won't we? | nean, |'ve
still
got ny image."
Johnny shrugged. He had no idea whether the drac suck Steve had taken
earlier would affect his reflection. That had as much to do with Nancy
as
hi m
"Wait and see what devel ops,” Johnny said.
"If that's the way it has to be, that's the way it is."
It didn't do to think too hard about what Anericans said.
"Cee," nused Andy, "that's, uh, fa-antastic, that's a thought."
Wthin nmonths, Johnny would rule this city.
From 1964 to 1968, Andy abandoned painting —if silkscreen can be
called that —in favor of film Some have suggested that works
like
Couch (1964) or The Thirteen Mst Beautiful Boys (1965) are just
portraits that nove; certainly, nore people caught them as an
anbi ent backdrop to the Exploding Plastic Inevitable than endured
themreverentially at the Co-Op. Myvies, not films, they were
supposed to play to audi ences too busy dancing or speeding or
covering their bleeding ears to pay the sort of attention
required
by Hol | ywood narrati ve.
By now, "Andy's vanpire novies" had gone beyond standing joke —
ei ght hours of the Enpire State Building!! —and were taken
seriously by genuine underground fil mrakers |ike Stan Brakhage
(who
consi dered silent speed the stroke of genius). The Fil mmakers
Co- O

regul arly schedul ed "Warhol Festivals" and word got out that the
filnms were, well, dirty, which —of course —pulled in audi ences.
Suck-Job was about as close to vanpirismas even the nost extrene
New Yor k audi ences had seen, even if it was silent,

bl ack- and-whi te,
and slightly out of focus. |Isabelle Dufresne, |ater the supervanp
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Utra Violet, saw Suck-Job projected on a sheet at the Factory,
under stood at once the strategy of inconpletion, whereby the neat

the matter was beyond the frame. In Dead for Fifteen Mnutes: M
Years Wth Andy Warhol (1988), Utra Violet wites: "Although ny
eyes remain focused on the face of the young man receiving the

job, ny attention is constantly drawn to the enpty space on the
sheet below the screen. | am being visually assaulted an insulted

the sane tine. It is unnerving: | want to get up and seize the
camera and focus it downward to capture the action. But | can't,

that's where the frustration cones in."
Utra Violet also reports that, during that screening, sone

hangers-on present relieved the frustration by nibbling each

drawi ng squeal s of pain and streaks of quick-drying blood. Such
tentative pretend-vanpirismwas common anong the Ml e People, the
nighttine characters Andy gathered to hel p make "his" novies and
turned into his private coven in the back room of Max's Kansas

Wth no genui ne undead avail abl e, Andy made do with self-nade
supervanps, who showed up on filmif not at rehearsals: Pope

(who drew real blood), Brigid (Berlin) Polk, Baby Jane Hudson
had once been a real-live novie star), Milanga' s nuse Mary
Carmillo Karnstein, Ingrid Supervanp. Brian Stableford would

coin the term"lifestyle fantasists" for these people and their
modern avatars, the goth nmurgatroyds. Like Andy, the Mdl e People
already lived |ike vampires: shunning daylight, speeding al

filing their teeth, devel opi ng pasty conpl exi ons, sanpling each
other's drug-Ilaced bl ood.

The butcher's bill came in early. The dancer Freddi e Herko, who
appears in Kiss (1963) and Dance Mvie/Roller Skates (1963), read

Mont ague Sunmers' The Vanpire: His Kith and Kin (1928) that those
who conmitted suicide spectacularly enough "w thout fear" were
reborn as "powerful vanpires." Just before Hall oween 1964, Herko
danced across a friend's Geenwich Village apartment, trailing a
ten-foot Batman/Dracul a cl oak, and sailed elegantly out of a
fifth-floor wi ndow. Having skimread the Summers and not bot hered

forma Pact with the Devil, an essential part of the
imortality-through-self-slaughter ganbit, Herko did not rise

the dead. When he heard of Herko's defenestration, Warhol was
irritated. "Cee," he sighed, "why didn't he tell me he was going

do it? We could have gone down there and filned it." Herko was

the first of the Warhol death cluster, his personal disaster
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Edi e Sedgwi ck (1971), Tiger Mrse (1972), Andrea Fel dman (1972),
Candy Darling (1974), Eric Emerson (1975), G egory Battcock

Tom Baker (1982), Jackie Curtis (1985), Valerie Sol anas (1989),
Ondi ne (1989). And Warhol hinself (1968?). Only Andy nmade it

of course. He had to be the vanpire they all would have been

Val eri e.
In 1965, the term "vanpire novies" took on another |ayer of

at the Factory, with the arrivals of Ronald Tavel, a playwi ght
hired to contribute situations (if not scripts) for the filmns,

Edi e Sedgwi ck, a bl uebl ood bl onde who was, in many ways, Andy's
ultimte supervanp. Mvies |ike The Death of Radu the Handsone
(1965), with Ondine as Viad the Inpaler's gay brother, and Poor
Little Dead Grl (1965), with Edie as the Vanpire daudia, run
seventy minutes (two uninterrupted thirty-five mnute takes, the
Il ength of a filmmagazine, stuck together), have intermttently
audi bl e soundtracks and minic Holl ywod to the extent of having
somet hi ng approaching narrative. Wre it not for the incandescent
personalities of the supervanps, the beautiful and the damed,
efforts would be nore |like "zonbie novies," shanbling gestures of
m nesi s, constantly tripping up as the immobile i mage (Andy had

nmost stoned Mol e Person handl e the canera) goes in and out of

or the wal k-on "victims" run out of things to do and say. Ondi ne,
Edie and a few others understand that the filnms are their own

at vanpire inmortality. Wth dinmestore plastic fangs and shrouds
fromthe dress-up chest, these living beings cavort, preserved on
filmwhile their bodies are long in the grave, flickering in
undeat h. For Andy, the filmcanmera, like the silkscreen or the
Pol aroi d, was a vanpire nachine, a process for turning life into
frozen death, perfect and reproducible. Hurting people was al ways

interesting, and left the nost fabul ous Rorschach stain patterns

t he sheets.
Edie cut her hair to match Andy's wigs and took to wearing
imtations of his outfits, especially for photographs and

They | ooked |ike asexual twi ns or clones, but were really trying

model thensel ves on that nost terrifying denizen of the world of
darkness, the old vanpire couple. R D. Laing' s study Hel ga and
Hei nrich suggests that, after centuries together, vanpire couples
m ngle identities, sharing a consci ousness between two

frail -seem ng

he

bodi es, finishing each other's sentences as the mnd flickers
between two skulls, nmoving in on their victinms in an instinctive
pi ncer novenent. |f one partner is destroyed, the other rots in
sympat hy. Edi e woul d probably have gone that far —she did
eventually commit suicide —but Andy was too self-contained to
commit anything or commit to anything. He saw her as the mrror

didn't like to look in —his reflection rem nded hi mthat he was



alive, after all —and would often play the m mc gane, patterned

after Harpo Marx, with her, triunphantly squirting mlk fromhis

mout h or producing a walnut froma fist to show he was the
ori gi nal

and she the copy. Wen he said he wanted everyone to be alike, he

was expressing a solipsist not an egalitarian ideal: everyone was
to

be like him but he was still to be the nold.

—Conklin, ibid.

He fed often now, |ess for sustenance than for business. This one,
sei zed
just before sunrise, was the last of three taken throughout a single
Apri l
ni ght. He had waylaid the Geek girl, a seanstress in the garnent
district, on her way to a long day's work. She was too terrified to make

a
sound as Johnny ripped into her throat. Blood poured into his gaping
mout h, and he swallowed. He fed his lust, his need. It wasn't just

bl ood,
it was noney.

The girl, dragged off the street into an alley, had huge, startled
eyes.

Her ghost was in himas he bled her. She was called Thana, Death. The
nane

stuck in his craw, clogging the lizard stemof his brain that always
cane

alive as he fed. She should have been called Zoé&, Life. Was sonet hing

wong with her bl ood? She had no drugs, no di sease, no madness. She

started to fight him nentally. The girl knew about her ghost, could

struggle with himon a plane beyond the physical. Her unexpected skil

shocked him

He broke the bl oody comruni on and dropped her onto sone cardboard
boxes.

He was exhilarated and terrified. Thana's ghost snapped out of his nind

and fell back into her. She sobbed soundl essly, nouth agape.

"Deat h," he said, exorcising her

Her bl ood made himfull to the point of bursting. The swollen veins
around

hi s mouth and neck throbbed |ike painful erections. Just after a big

f eed,
he was unattractively jowy, turgid sacs under his jaw ine, purplish

flush

to his cheeks and chest. He couldn't completely close his nouth,
cr owded
as it was with bl ocky, jagged fangs.

He thought about wasting Thana, fulfilling the prophecy of her nane.
No. He must not kill while feeding. Johnny was taking nore victins but
drinking less fromeach, holding back fromkilling. If people had to be

killed, he'd do it without taking blood, rmuch as it went against the
Father's warrior instinct that subjugation of the vanqui shed shoul d be
commenor ated at | east by a nmouthful of hot blood. This was Anerica and
things were different.

Who' d have thought there'd be such a fuss about Nancy and Sid? He was
surprised by the extensive news coverage of another drab death at the
Chel sea. Sid, a slave who could never finger Johnny wi thout burning out
his brain conpletely, was charged with murder. Qut on bail, he was
remanded back to jail for bottling Patti Smith's brother. On Riker's



I sl and, he found out "punk" had another meaning in prison. Kicked |oose
again, he had turned up dead of an overdose, with a suntan that struck
wi t nesses as being unusual for February. It was either down to the
political situation in Iran or Johnny's own enterprise: in the weeks

Sid
was | ocked up and kicking, heroin had beconme infinitely purer, perhaps
thanks to Persians getting their noney out in drugs, perhaps dealers
conpeting with drac. Because Sid was wel |l -known, the ragged end of his
life was picked apart by a continuing police investigation. Loose ends
could turn up; sonmeone |ike Rockets Redglare, who had dealt in Room

100,
m ght renmenber seeing Sid and Nancy with a vanpire on the night of the
killing. Johnny had no idea a singer who couldn't sing would be so

f anous.

Even Andy was inpressed by the headlines, and wondered whet her he
shoul d

do a Sid picture to catch the nmoment.

He knelt by Thana, holding her scarf to her throat wound. He took her
hand

and put it up to the makeshift dressing, indicating where she should

press. In her hating eyes, he had no reflection. To her, he was
not hi ng.

Fi ne.

Johnny left the girl and | ooked for a cab

He had a penthouse apartnent now, rent paid in cash every nonth, at the

Branford, a Victorian brownstone of some reputation. A good address was

i nportant. He needed somewhere to keep his clothes, and a coffin |ined

with Transylvanian dirt. At heart, Johnny was a traditionalist. Andy
was

the sane, prizing Anerican antique furniture —American anti que, hah! —

and art deco bric-a-brac, filling his town house with the prizes of the

past while throwing out the art of the future in his Factory.

Johnny had over $11, 500,000 in several accounts, and cash stashes in
saf e

deposit boxes all over the city. He intended to pay incone taxes on
some

of it, quite soon. In a monent of candor, he had discussed his business

with the Churchward wonan. She was the only vanpire of real experience

the city, besides Andy —who clamed up shut when asked about feeding,
t hough Johnny knew he took nips fromall his assistants. Johnny and
Penel ope coul dn't deci de whet her what he did was agai nst the | aw or
not ,
but judged it best to keep quiet. Selling his own blood was a | ega
gray
area, but assault and rmurder weren't. He was reluctant to relinquish
t hose
tools entirely, but accepted that standards of behavior in Anerica were
ostensibly different fromthose of his European backwater honeland. It
wasn't that assault and nurder were | ess conmpbn here than in Ronania,

but
the authorities nmade nore noi se about it.
Those |i ke Thana, left alive after his caresses, m ght argue that his
powers of fascination constituted coercion, that he had perpetrated
upon
thema formof rape or robbery. Statutes agai nst organ-snatchi ng m ght
even be applicable. Penel ope said that soon it wouldn't be safe to pick
up

a M. Goodbar and suck himsilly w thout getting a signature on a



consent
form
The first real attenpt to destroy himhad cone not fromthe church or

t he

law, but fromcrimnals. He was cutting into their smack and coke
action.

A coupl e of oddly-dressed black nen cane for himw th silver razors.
The

iron of the Father rose up within himand he killed them bot h,
shreddi ng

their clothes and faces to nake a point. He found out their nanes from
t he

Dai |y Bugl e, Youngbl ood Priest and Tomry G bbs. He wondered if the
bl ack

men he had seen outside the Chel sea on the night he met Andy were in

with

that Harlemcrowd. He had glinpsed them again, several tines, singly
and

as a pair. They were virtual tw ns, though one was further into the
dar k

than the other. The knifeman's partner packed a crossbow under his
coat .

They woul d not be so easy to face down.

The Mott Street Triads had found a vanmpire of their own —one of those

hoppi ng Mandari ns, bound by prayers pasted to his forehead —and tried

feeding and m | king him cooking their own drac. Markedly inferior
their

product was exhausted within a nmonth, an entire body gone to dust and
sol d

on the street. Soon, such nosferatu slaves, captured and used up fast,

woul d be conmon. Ot her vampires would sell their own drac, in Anmerica
or

their honelands. If the craze could take off in New York, then it would

eventually trickle down to everywhere

Johnny had repeatedly turned down offers of "partnership” fromthe

establ i shed suppliers of drugs. A cash paynent of $6,000,000 to the
Prizzi

Fam |y elimnated nost of the hassle his people had been getting on the

street. The Harlemrogues were off his case. He could pass for Italian

whi ch neant he was to be respected for the noment. Mafia elders like

Corrado Prizzi and M chael Corleone were nmen of rough honor; younger

wi seguys |ike John Gotti and Frank Wite, on the rise even as the dons

were fading, were of a different stripe. Gotti, or someone |like him
woul d

eventual ly nove into drac. By then, Johnny intended to be retired and

anot her city.
The cops were interested. He had spotted them at once, casually

[ oitering
around crine scenes, chatting with dazed wi tnesses, giving penetrating
stares. He had them marked down: the bogus hippie with the woolly vest,
the conpletely bald man with the good suit, the maniac driver in the
battered porkpie hat. Like the Father, he knew when to be careful, when

to
be daring. The police meant nothing in this land. They didn't even have
silver bullets, like Securitate in the A d Country.
H s own children —the dhanpires —were busy. Wth his blood in them

t hey

changed for a while. The first fewtinmes, they just relished the new
senses, the feel of fangs in their nouths, the quickening of reflexes.



Then, red thirst pricked. They needed to assuage it, before the suck
wor e

of f.

Apparently, the biting had started in the sem -underground gay cl ubs,

among t he | eat her-and-chai ns community. Johnny guessed one of the
Studio

54 bouncers was the fountainhead. Both Burns and Stu were deni zens of

those cruising places. Wthin a few nonths, the biting had got out of

hand. Every week, there were deaths, as dhanpires |lost control during
t he

red rush, took too nuch fromtheir |overs of the nonent.

The noney, however, kept com ng in.

In the | obby, already brightening with dawnlight, an unnerving

twel ve-year-ol d cl acked together two pink perspex eggs on a string.
Johnny

under st ood he was trying to get into the Qui nness Book of Records. The

child was a holy terror, allowed to run | oose by his indul gent parents
and

their adoring circle. More than one resident of the Branford had
expressed

a desire to be around when little Adrian Wodhouse "got his
come- uppance, "

but Johnny knew it would not do to cross the boy. If you intend to live

forever, do not nmake enemies of children

He hurried towards the cage el evator, intent on getting out of
ear -range

of the aural water torture.

"Johnny, Johnny . "

As he spun around, excess blood dizzied him He felt it sloshing around

i nside. Everything was full: his stomach, his heart, his veins, his

bl adder, his lungs. It was practically backing up to his eyeballs.

The dhanpire was cringing in a shrinking shadow.

"Johnny, " she said, stepping into the light.

Her skin darkened and creased, but she ignored it. She had crunpl ed
bills

in her hand, dirty noney. He could inmagi ne what she had done to get it.

It was the girl he had once called Nocturna. The Virgin of 54. She
wasn' t

fresh any nore, in any way.

"Pl ease," she begged, mouth open and raw.

"Thi ngs have changed," he said, stepping into the el evator, draw ng
t he

mesh across between them He saw her red-rimred eyes.

"Take it," she said, rolling the bills into tubes and shoving them
t hr ough

the grille. They fell at his feet.

"Talk to Rudy or Elvira," he said. "They'll fix you up with a suck."

She shook her head, desperately. Her hair was a mess, singed white in

pat ches. She grabbed the grille, fingers sticking through |ike worns.

"I don't want a suck, | want you."

"You don't want me, darling. You can't afford me. Now, pull in your
cl aws

or you'll lose them"

She was crying rusty tears.
He wrenched the | ever and the el evator began to rise. The girl pulled
her

hands free. Her face sank and di sappeared. She had pestered hi m before.

woul d have to do sonet hi ng about her



It wasn't that he didn't do business that way any nore, but that he had

to
be nore selective about the clientele. For the briefest of suckles from
the vein, the price was now $10, 000. He was choosy about the nouths he
spurted into.
Everyone el se could just buy a suck.
Rudy and Elvira were waiting in the foyer of the apartment, red-eyed
from

the night, com ng down slowy. They were dhampires thensel ves, of
cour se.
The Fat her had known the worth of warm slaves, his gypsies and nadnen,
and
Johnny had taken some care in selecting the vassals he needed. As
Johnny
entered the apartment, peeling off his floor-length turquoise suede
coat
and tossing away his black-feathered white stetson hat, Rudy |eaped up
fromthe couch, alnost to attention. Elvira, constricted inside a black
sheat h dress | ow necked enough to show her navel, raised a wel com ng
eyebrow and tossed asi de The Sensuous Wman. Rudy took his coat and hat
and hung themup. Elvira rose like a snake from a basket and air-Kkissed
hi s cheeks. She touched black nails to his face, feeling the bl oat of
t he
bl ood.
They proceeded to the dining room
Rudy Pasko, a hustler Johnny had picked up on the A-train, dreamed of
turning, becoming like his master. Jittery, nakedly anbitious,
Aneri can,
he woul d be a real nonster, paying everybody back for ignoring himin
life. Johnny wasn't confortable with Rudy's focused needs, but, for the
nmonment, he had his uses.
Elvira, this year's conpleat Drac Hag, was a better bet for
imortality.
She knew when to run cool or hot, and took care to keep a part of
her sel f
back, even while snuffing nountains of drac and chewi ng on any youth

who

happened to be passing. She liked to snack on gay nmen, claining —with
her

usual dreadful wordplay —that they had better taste than straights.
Andy

had passed her on, fromthe Factory.

The noney was on the polished oak dining table, in attaché cases. It
had

al ready been counted, but Johnny sat down and did it again. Rudy called

him"the Count," al nbst nockingly. The boy didn't understand; the noney

wasn't Johnny's until it was counted. The obsessive-conpul sive thing was
a

trick of the Dracula bloodline. Some degenerate, nountain-dwelling
di st ant
cousins could be distracted fromtheir prey by a handful of punpkin
seeds,
unabl e to pass by wi thout counting every one. That was absurd, this was
i mportant. Andy understood about money, why it was essential not for
what
it could buy but in itself. Nunbers were beautiful
Johnny's fingers were so sensitive that he could nake the count just by
riffling the bundles, by caressing the cash. He picked out the dirty
bills, the torn or taped or stained notes, and tossed themto Rudy.



There was $158,591 on the table, a fair night's takings. H s persona

rake

woul d be an even $100, 000.

"Where does the ninety-one dollars cone from Rudy?"

The boy shrugged. The non-negotiable price of a suck was $500. There

shoul dn't be | ooser change fl oating around.

"Boys and girls have expenses,"” Rudy said.

"They are not to dip into the till," Johnny said, using an expression
he

had recently | earned. "They are to hand over the takings. If they have
expenses, they nust ask you to cover them You have enough for al
eventualities, have you not?"
Rudy | ooked at the heap of nessy bills and nodded. He had to be
rem nded
of his hook sonetines.
"Now, things must be taken care of."
Rudy followed himinto the reception room The heart of the penthouse,
t he
recepti on roomwas wi ndowl ess but with an expanse of glass ceiling.
Just
now, with the sun rising, the skylight was curtained by a rolling netal
blind drawn by a hand-cranked w nch.
There was no furniture, and the hardwood fl oor was protected by a
pl astic
sheet. It was Rudy's duty to get the roomready for Johnny by dawn. He

had
laid out shallow nmetal trays in rows, |ike seed-beds in a nursery.
Johnny undid his fly and carefully pissed blood onto the first tray.
The
pool spread, until it |apped against the sides. He paused his flow, and
proceeded to the next tray, and the next. In all, he filled

thirty-seven
trays to a depth of about a quarter of an inch. He lost his bloat, face
snoot hi ng and ti ghteni ng, clothes hangi ng properly again.
Johnny wat ched fromthe doorway as Rudy worked the winch, rolling the
blind. Rays of |ight speared down through the glass ceiling, falling
heavily on the trays. Mrning sun was the best, the purest. The trays

snoked slightly, like vats of tomato soup on griddles. There was a
smel |

he found of fensive, but which the warm —even dhanpires —coul d not

di stingui sh. Like an el der exposed to nercil ess daylight, the bl ood was

turning to granulated material. Wthin a few hours, it would all be red

dust, |ike the sands of Mars. Drac.

In the afternoon, as he slept in his white satin-lined coffin, a troop
of

good Catholic boys whose fear of Johnny was stronger than the
bl oodhooks

in their brains cane to the apartnment and, under Elvira's supervision

wor ked on the trays, scooping up and nmeasuring out the powdered bl ood
into

foil twists ("sucks" or "jabs") that retailed for $500 each. After
sunset,

the boys (and a few girls) took care of the distribution, spreading out
to

the clubs and parties and street corners and park nooks where the

dhanpi res hung out.

Known on the street as drac or bat's bl ood, the powder could be
snuf f ed,

swal | owed, snoked or heated to liquid and injected. Wth a fresh user



t he

effect |asted the hours of the night and was burned out of the system

at
sunrise. After a few weeks, the customer was properly hooked, a
dhanmpire,
and needed three or four sucks a night to keep sharp. No one knew about
long-termeffects yet, though serious dhampires |ike Nocturna were
prone
to severe sunburn and even showed signs of being susceptible to
spont aneous conbustion. Besides a red thirst for a gulp or two of
bl ood,
the dhanpire also had a need, of course, to raise cash to feed the
habi t .
Johnny didn't care much about that side of the business, but the Daily
Bugl e had run editorials about the rise in nugging, small burglary, car
crime and other petty fund-raising activities.
Thus far, Johnny was sole supplier of the quality stuff. During their
short-lived venture, the Triads had cut their dwindling drac with
cayenne
pepper, tomato paste and powdered catshit. The Good Catholics were al
dhanpi res t hensel ves, though he kicked them out and cut them off if
t hey
exceeded their prescribed dosage —which kept them scrupul ously honest
about cash. His mmjor expenses were kickbacks to the Fam lies, club
owners, bouncers, street cops and other mldly interested parties.
Johnny Pop woul d be out of the business soon. He was greedy for nore
t han
nmoney. Andy had inpressed on himthe inportance of being fanous.
War hol and Tavel nade Veneer (1965), the first filmversion of
Bram
Stoker's Dracula (1897). In Stargazer: Andy Warhol's Wirld and
Hs
Films (1973), Stephen Koch reports: "Warhol handed Tavel a copy
of
the novel with the remark that it might be easier to conpose a
scenari o based on fiction than one spun out of pure fantasy. He
had
acquired the rights to the Stoker book for $3,000, he said; it
ought
to nake a good nmovie. And so it did. It's not hard to guess why
War hol was inpressed by Dracula. (I should nention in passing
t hat ,
contrary to the nmyth he propagates, Warhol is quite wi dely read.)
The book is filled with the sexuality of violence; it features a
tough, erotic vanpire dandy joyously dom nating a gang of freaks;
its thene is humliation within a world that is sinultaneously
sordid and unreal; it is a history which at once did and did not
happen, a purposeful lie. Finally, there is the question of class
I think Warhol participates very deeply in America's
best - kept
secret —the painful, deeply-denied intensity with which we
experience our class structure. W should not forget that we are
speaki ng of the son of senmliterate immgrants, whose father was
a

steelworker in Pittsburgh. Wthin the terns of his own intensely
speci alized nentality, Warhol has |lived through Anerican cl ass
humiliati on and American poverty. And Dracul a, although British,
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very much about the sexuality of social class as it nerges with
spiritual dom nation."
Casting Edie as an ephebic silver-haired Dracula (Drella,

Gerard Mal anga as a whi p-wi el ding but huniliated Harker and

as a sly Van Hel sing, Warhol popul ated the Factory's Transyl vania
and Carfax Abbey (the sanme "set," black sheets hung with silver
cobwebs) with lost souls. Well before Francis Ford Coppol a,

saw that the problenms in film ng the novel could be sidestepped

force of will. Indeed, he approached the enterprise with a

deliberate diffidence that all but ensured this would not be a
"proper" film Ronnie Tavel at |east read half the book before
getting bored and typing out a script in his usual three days.

shooting consisted of a conplete run-through of the script as a
performance, wth breaks only when the nagazi ne ran out, Tavel
consi dered that there ought to be actual rehearsals and that the
actors should stoop to learning their lines. Too fearful of
confrontation to di sagree, Warhol sinply sabotaged the rehearsals
Tavel organi sed and even the shooting of the filmby inviting the
press and various parasites to the Factory to observe and

and sendi ng Mal anga off on trivial errands or keeping himup
dawn at parties to prevent himfromeven reading the script (as
t he book, Harker has the nobst to say). Koch, again: "The sense

making a filmwas work —that it should involve the concentrated
attention of work —was utterly bani shed, and on shooting day the
Factory nerely played host to another 'Scene,' another party."
Stoker's intricate plot is reduced to situations. Harker, in

| eat her pants and Victorian deerstal ker, visits Castle Dracul a,
carrying a crucifix loaned to the production by Andy's nother

is entertained, seduced and assaulted by the Count (Edie's

fangs keep slipping out of her mouth) and his three gesticul ating
vanpire brides (Marie Mencken, Carmillo Karnstein, International
Vel vet). Later, in Carfax Abbey, Harker —roped to the Factory

—wat ches as Dracul a fascinates and vanpirizes Mna (Mary
in a tango that climxes with Mna drinking Canmpbell's tomato

froma can Dracul a has opened with a thunb-tal on and whi ch he
declares is his vanpire blood. Van Hel sing appears, with his
fearl ess vanpire hunters —Lord Godal mi ng (Chuck Wein), Quincey
Morris (Joe Dallesandro), Dr. Seward (Paul America) —dragged by
Renfield (a young, ravaged Lou Reed), who is |eashed |like a

bl oodhound.

Cruci fi xes, stakes, whips and conmuni on wafers are tossed back

forth in a bit of knockabout that makes some of the cast giggle
uncontrol lably and drives others —notably, the still-tethered
Mal anga —to furious distraction. In Tavel's script, as in
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novel , Van Hel sing's band corner and destroy Dracula, who was to
spray-painted silver and suffocate, but Ondine is distracted when
girl who happens to be on the couch for no real reason —she

to be a set-visitor straying into frame —calls hima "phony,"
Ondi ne ignores the King Vanpire to |lash out at this inpertinent
chit, going for her face with his false fingernails. Ondine's

met hadrine rant rises in a crescendo, peaks and fades: "My God
forgive you, you're a phony, Little Mss Phony, you're a

phony, get off this set, you're a disgrace to humanity, you're a

di sgrace to yourself, you're a |oathsonme fool, your husband' s a
| oathsone fool . . . I"'msorry, | just can't go on, this is just

much, | don't want to go on." The camera, handled this time by
Wrtschafter, tries to follow the unexpected action, and for a

brief frames caught the ghost-white face of Andy hinmsel f hanging
shocked in the gloom the renoval of this slip is perhaps the

proper edit in any Warhol film nmade before the arrival of Pau
Morrissey. Van Hel sing, inconsolable, stands alone and the film

on and on, as he reassenbl es hinself.
Edi e, fangs spat out but still regally and perfectly Dracul a,

Wrtschafter's attention by tossing the soup can at him

the I ens, and commands the frane, hands on hips, for a few
before the filmruns out. "I am Dracula," she insists, the only
of dialogue taken directly (if unintentionally) fromthe book. "I
Dracul a," she repeats, sure of herself for the last time in her
life. Stoker had intended to inflict upon Dracul a the defeat he

eluded in reality, but Edie has dragged Warhol's Dracul a nmovie

to the truth. In the Factory, Drella bests the squabbling Vanpire
Sl ayers and reigns forever.

—Conklin, ibid.

Johnny Pop was certainly the social success of the sumer. He had j ust
showed up at Trader Vic's with Margaret Trudeau on his el egant arm
Penel ope was not surprised, and Andy was silently ecstatic. An

i nveterate

col l ector of people, he delighted in the idea of the Transyl vani an

hust| er

and the Prime Mnister's ex getting together. Margaux Hem ngway woul d

be

furious; she had confided in Andy and Penny that she thought it was
serious with Johnny. Penny could have told her what was serious wth
Johnny, but she didn't think any warm woman woul d under st and.



From across the room as everyone turned to | ook at the couple, Penny
observed Johnny, realizing again why no one el se saw himas she did. He
had O de Wrlde charmby the bucketful, and that thirsty edge that had
made hi m seem a rough beast was gone. Hi s hair was an inprobabl e
construction, teased and puffed every which way, and his lips were a
girl's. But his eyes were Dracula's. It had taken her a while to
noti ce,
for she had really known il principe only after his fire had dw ndl ed.
This was what the young Dracula, freshly nosferatu, nust have been
like.
This was the bat-cl oaked creature of velvet night who with sheer
snoki ng
magneti sm had overwhel med flighty Lucy, virtuous Mna and stately
Victoria, who had bested Van Hel sing and stolen an enpire. He didn't
dance
so often now that he had the city's attention, but all his noves were
like
danci ng, his gestures so considered, his | ooks so perfect.
He had told several versions of the story, but always insisted he was
Dracul a's get, perhaps the last to be turned personally by the King
Vampire in his five-hundred-year reign. Johnny didn't like to give
dat es,
but Penny put his conversion at sonewhere before the Last War. \Who he

had

been when warm was another matter. He clained to be a |ineal descendant
as

well as get, the last nobdern son of sone by-blow of the Inpaler, which
was

why the dying bloodline had fired in him making himthe true Son of

Dracul a. She could al nbst believe it. Though he was proud to nane his

father-in-darkness, he didn't like to talk about the A d Country and
what

had brought himto America. There were stories there, she would wager
Eventually, it would all cone out. He had probably drained a

conmi ssar' s
daught er and got out one step ahead of red vanpire killers.
There was trouble in the Carpathians now. The Transyl vani a Movenent,
wanting to claimDracula's ancient fiefdomas a honeland for all the
di spl aced vanpires of the world, were in open conflict with Ceausescu's
arny. The only thing Johnny had said about that mess was that he woul d
prefer to be in America than Romania. After all, the nodern history of
vanmpiri sm —so despi sed by the Transyl vani ans —had begun when Dracul a
left his honmel ands for what was in 1885 the nost exciting, nodern city

the world. She conceded the point: Johnny Pop was di splaying the rea
Dracula spirit, not TMreactionaries |ike Baron Meinster and Anton
Crainic

who wanted to retreat to their castles and pretend it was still the
m ddl e

ages.

Andy got fidgety as Johnny worked the room greeting poor Truman Capote
or

vener abl e Paul ette Goddard, sharp |van Boesky or needy Liza Mnnelli.
He

was deliberately delaying his inevitable path to Andy's table. It was
like

a Renai ssance court, Penny realized. Eternal shifts of power and

privilege, of favor and slight. Three nonths ago, Johnny had needed to
be

in with Andy; now, Johnny had risen to such a position that he could
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afford to hold hinmself apart, to decl are i ndependence. She had never

Andy on the hook this badly, and was willing to admt she took sone
delight init. At last, the master was nastered.

Eventual |y, Johnny arrived and displayed his prize.

Penny shook Ms. Trudeau's hand and felt the chill com ng fromher. Her
scarl et choker didn't quite match her crinson evening dress. Penny

smel | the musk of her scabs.
Johnny was drinking well, these nights.
Andy and Johnny sat together, close. Neither had anything interesting

say, which was perhaps why they needed so many peopl e around them
M's. Trudeau frowned, showi ng her own streak of jeal ousy. Penny

"t

be able to explain to her what Andy and Johnny had, why everyone el se

superfl uous when they were together. Despite the fluctuations in their
rel ati onship, they were one being with two bodies. Wthout saying nmuch,
Johnny made Andy choke with | aughter he could never let out. There was

reddi sh flush to Andy's al bi no face.
"Don't mnd them" Penny told Ms. Trudeau. "They're bats."

"I don't suppose this'd do anything for you," said the girl from Star
whose real name Penny had forgotten, cutting a |line of red powder on

coffee table with a silver razor bl ade

Penny shrugged.

Vanmpires did bite each other. If one were wounded al nost to death, an
i nfusion of another's nosferatu bl ood could have restorative powers.

woul d be offered by an inferior undead to a coven master to denonstrate
| oyalty. Penny had no idea what, if any, effect drac would have on her

wasn't especially keen on finding out. The scene was pretty nuch a

Princess Leia was evidently a practiced dhanpire. She snorted through a
tubed $100 bill and held her head back. Her eyes reddened and her teeth
grew points.

"Arm w estl e?" she asked.

Penny wasn't interested. Dhanpires all had this rush of vanpire power

no real idea of what to do with it. Except nibble. They didn't even

properly.

Most of the people at this party were drac addicts. They went for the
whol e bit, black capes and fingerless black wi dow web gl oves, Victorian
caneos at the throat, lots of velvet and |l eather, puffy mnidresses

t hi gh- boot s.
Hal f this lot had dracced thensel ves up conpletely for a nidnight
screeni ng of The Rocky Horror Picture Show at the Waverly, and were

conm ng down, which nmeant they were going around the room pestering
they thought m ght be hol ding out on a stash, desperate to get back up

there. There was a m asma of free-floating paranoia, which Penny
"t



keep out of her head.

"Wait till this gets to the Coast," said Princess Leia. "It'lIl be

nmonstrous. "

Penny had to agree.

She had | ost Andy and Johnny at CBGB's, and fallen in with this crowd.
The

pent house apartment apparently belonged to sone political bigw g she
had

never heard of, Hal Philip Wl ker, but he was out of town and Brooke

Hayward was staying here with Dennis Hopper. Penny had the idea that

Johnny knew Hopper from some foreign debauch, and wanted to avoid him —

which, if true, was unusual

She was wel cone here, she realized, because she was a vanpire

It hit her that if the drac ran out, there was a direct source in the

room She was stronger than any warm person, but it was a long tine
si nce

she had fought anyone. The sheer press of dhampires would tell. They
coul d

hol d her down and cut her open, then suck her dry, |eaving her like

crushed orange pulp. For the first time since turning, she understood

t he

fear the warm had of her kind. Johnny had changed thi ngs permanently.

Princess Leia, fanged and cl awed, eyed her neck slyly, and reached out
to

touch her.

"Excuse ne," said Penny, slipping away.

Voi ces burbled in her nmind. She was on a wavel ength with all these

dhanpi res, who didn't know how to conmmuni cate. It was just background

chatter, anplified to skull-cracking |evels.

In the bedroom where she had | eft her coat, a Playmate of the Mnth and

some rock 'n' roll guy were nessily perform ng dhanpire 69, gulping
from

wounds in each other's wists. She had fed earlier, and the blood did

not hi ng for her.

A Broadway director tried to talk to her.

Yes, she had seen Pacific Overtures. No, she didn't want to invest in

Sweeney Todd.

VWere had anybody got the idea that she was rich?

That fat Al banian from Ani mal House, fangs |ike sharpened cashew nuts,

cl ai med newfound vanpire skills had hel ped hi msol ve Rubi k's cube. He
wor e

a bl ack I nverness cape over baggy Y-fronts. His eyes flashed red and
gold

like a cat's in headlights.
Penny had a headache.
She took the el evator down to the street.

VWil e | ooking for a cab, she was accosted by sonme dreadful drac hag. It

was the girl Johnny called Nocturna, now a snowy-haired fright with
yel | ow

eyes and rotten teeth.

The creature pressed nmoney on her, a crunpled mess of notes.

"Just a suck, precious," she begged.

Penny was si ckened.

The noney fell fromthe dhanpire's hands, and was swept into the
gutter.

"I think you' d better go honme, dear,

"Just a suck."

Nocturna laid a hand on her shoul der, surprisingly strong. She retained

sone nosferatu attri butes.

advi sed Penny.



"Johnny still loves ne," she said, "but he has business to take care

of .
He can't fit ne in, you see. But | need a suck, just a little kiss,
not hi ng serious."
Penny took Nocturna's wist but couldn't break the hol d.
The dhampire's eyes were yolk yellow, with shots of bl ood. Her breath
was
foul . Her clothes, once fashionable, were ragged and ganey.
Penny gl anced up and down the street. She could use a cop, or
Spi der - Man.
Peopl e were passing, but in the distance. No one noticed this little
scene.
Noct urna brought out something fromher reticule. A stanley knife.
Penny
felt a cold chill as the bl ade touched her cheek, then a venonous
sting.
The tool was silvered. She gasped in pain, and the dhanpire stuck her
nmout h over the cut.
Penny struggl ed, but the dhanpire was suddenly strong, juiced up by
pure
drac. She woul d nake nmore cuts and take nore sucks.
"You're his friend," Nocturna said, lips red. "He won't mnd. |'m not
bei ng unfaithful."
Penny supposed she deserved this.
But, as the red rush dazed Nocturna, Penny broke free of the dhanpire.
She
dabbed her cheek. Because of the silver, the cut would stay open
per haps
even | eave a scar. Penny had too many of those, but this one would be
where it showed.
There were peopl e nearby, watching. Penny saw their red eyes. Mre
dhanpires, out for drac, out for her blood. She backed towards the
| obby,
cur si ng Johnny Pop
Noct urna staggered after her
A taxi cab stornmed down the street, scattering dhanpires. Penny stuck
out
her hand and flagged it down. Nocturna how ed, and flew at her. Penny
wr enched open the cab door and threw herself in. She told the driver to
drive off, anywhere, fast.
Nocturna and the others hissed at the window, nails scratching the
gl ass.
The cab sped up and | eft them behind.
Penny was resol ved. Penance was one thing, but enough was enough. She
woul d get out of this city. The Factory could run itself. She would
| eave
Andy to Johnny, and hope they were satisfied with each other
"Someday a rain's gonna cone," said the taxi driver. "And wash the scum
off the streets.”
She wi shed she could agree with him
It is easy to overstate the inportance of Nico to Warhol's late
' 60s
wor k. She was, after all, his first "real" vanpire. Croaking,
Ger man
and bl onde, she was the dead i mage of Edie, and thus of Andy.
N co

G zak, turned sonme time in the '50s, arrived in New York in 1965,
with her doll-like get Ari, and presented her card at the

Factory.
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She trailed the very faintest of associations with Dracul a

havi ng been a fringe nenber of that last party, in Rone 1959,
climaxed in the true death of the Vanpire King. "She was

and European,"” Andy said, abstaining fromany nmention of the

"a real noon goddess type." Like Dracula, she gave the inpression

having used up the O d Wrld and noved on, searching for "a young
country, full of blood."

In Edie: An Anerican Bi ography (1982), Jean Stein definitively
refutes the popul ar version, in which the naive, warm American is
suppl anted by the cold, dead European. Edi e Sedgwi ck was on the
poi nt of turning fromvampire to victimbefore Nico's arrival

had made the cardinal error of thinking herself indispensable, a
real star, and Andy was silently irked by her increasing need for
publicity as herself rather than as his mrror. She had al ready
strayed fromthe Factory and towards the circle of Bob Dyl an
tenpted by nore serious drug habits and heterosexuality. Edie was
justifiably mffed that the linmted financial success of the

benefited only Andy; his position was that she was rich anyway —

heiress," one of his favorite words —and di dn't need the nobney,
though far less well-off folk did as much or nore work on the

and sil kscreens for simlarly derisory pay. Edie's
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cannot be laid entirely on Andy and Nico —the Dyl an crowd hardly
hel ped, moving her up from anphetanines to heroin —but it is
undeni ably true that w thout Warhol, Edie would never have

in the English expression, "dead fanous."

Wth Nico, Andy finally had his vanpire. At the back of their
associ ati on nust have been the possibility —the prom se? —that

would turn him but for the nmonent, Andy held back. To becone
someone' s get woul d have displaced himfromthe center of his

and that was insupportable. Wien he turned, a circunstance that
remai ns mysterious, he would do so through anonynous bl ood

maki ng hi msel f —as usual —his own get, his own creature.

no one could seriously want Nico for a nother-in-darkness; for
rest of her nights, she drew blood from Ari, her own get, and

vanpire incest contributed to the rot that would destroy them
Andy was especially fascinated by Nico's relationship with

and film She was one of those vanpires who have no reflection

though he did his best to turn her into a creature who was al
reflection with no self. He had her sing "I'lIl Be Your Mrror,'

i nstance. "Hi gh Ashbury," the oddest segment of Twenty-Four Hour
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Movi e (1966), places Ondine and Utra Violet either side of an
absence, engaged in conversation with what seens to be a

voi ce. There are signs of N co's physical presence during the
the di spl acement of cushions, a cigarette that darts like a
dragonfly, a puff of snoke outlining an esophagus. But the
worman just isn't there. That rmay be the point. Andy took

of silver-foiled walls and untenanted chairs and passed them of f
portraits of Nico. He even silkscreened an enpty coffin for an

cover.
Havi ng found his vanpire nmuse, Andy had to do sonething with her

he stuck her together with the Vel vet Underground —a band who
certainly weren't that interested in having a girl singer who

human bl ood —as part of the Exploding Plastic Inevitable, the

events he staged at the Domon St. Mark's Place in 1966. Anid so
much bl ack | eather, he dressed Nico in bone-white and put an

spotlight on her, especially when she wasn't singing. Lou Reed
bought a crucifix, and started |ooking for a way out. The success

the EPI may well have been partially down to a wi de cross-section
New Yorkers who were intrigued by N co; nbst Amrericans in 1966
never been in a roomwith a vanpire, a real vanpire. Andy knew
and nade sure that, no matter how conveniently dark the rest of
packed club was, N co was always visible, always the red-eyed

mur mur i ng her way through "Fenme Fatal e” without taking a breath.
That song, of course, is a promise and a threat: "think of her at
nights, feel the way she bites . "

As the Velvets performed, Warhol hid in the rafters Iike the

of the Opera, working the lights and the projectors, cranking up
sound. Like Uysses, he filled his ears with wax to get through
ni ght. Behind the band, he screened his films. Often, as his rea
vanpi re paraded hersel f, he would show Veneer, trying to project

Edie onto Nico as he projected hinmself upon them bot h.
Everybody agrees: between 1966 and 1968, Andy Warhol was a

—Conklin, ibid.

Johnny was one of the privileged few allowed into Andy's town house to
witness the artist's levée. At high summer, it was inpractical to wait

for



sundown before venturing out —so Johnny had to be ferried the short

di stance fromthe Branford to East 66th Street in a sleek linp with

Pol aroi d wi ndows and hustl e under a parasol up to the door of Nunber
57.

Wth the Churchward wonan's desertion, there was a blip in the snmooth

runni ng of Andy's social life and he was casting around for a
repl acement

Grl of the Year. Johnny was wary of being inpressed into taking on too

many of Penny Penitent's duties. There were already so many demands on
hi s

time, especially with that nad Bella Abzug whi pping the NYPD into a
frenzy

about "the drac problem™ It wasn't even illegal yet, but his dealers
wer e

rousted every night, and his payoffs to the Famlies and the cops

ratcheted up every week, which pushed himto raise the price of a suck

whi ch neant the dhanps had to peddl e nore ass or bust nore head to
scrape

together the cash they needed. The papers were full of vanpire nurders,

and real vanpires weren't even suspects.

The two-story | obby of Nunber 57 was doni nated by inperial busts —

Napol eon, Caesar, Dracula —and still-packed crates of scul ptures and

pai ntings. Things were everywhere, collected but uncatal ogued, nost

still
in the original wapping.

Johnny sat on an uphol stered chai se | ongue and | eafed through a male
por nogr aphi ¢ nagazi ne that was on top of a pile of periodicals that
stretched from The New York Review of Books to The Fantastic Four. He
heard Andy novi ng about upstairs, and gl anced at the top of the w de
staircase. Andy nmade an entrance, a skull-faced spook-mask atop a
floor-length red vel vet dressing gown which dragged behi nd himas he
descended, |ike Scarlett O Hara's train.

In this small, private monent —with no one el se around to see —Andy
allowed hinself to smle, atermnally-ill little boy indulging his
| ove

of dressing-up. It wasn't just that Andy was a poseur, but that he |et
everyone know it and still found the reality in the fakery, making the
posi ng the point. \When Andy pretended, he just showed up the
hal f - hearted
way everyone else did the same thing. In the months he had been in New
York, Johnny had | earned that being an American was just |ike being a
vanmpire, to feed off the dead and to go on and on and on, meking a
virtue
of unoriginality, waxing a corpse-face to beauty. In a country of
surfaces, no one cared about the rot that |ay beneath the smle, the
shi ne
and the dollar. After the persecutions of Europe, it was an enornous
relief.
Andy extended a | ong-nail ed hand at an occasional table by the chaise
l ongue. It was heaped with the night's invitations, nore parties and
openi ngs and gal as than even Andy could hit before dawn.
"Choose, " he said.
Johnny took a handful of cards, and summarized them for Andy's approval
or
rejection. Shakespeare in the Park, Paul Toonbs in Tinon of Athens
("gee,
m sa-ant hropy"). A charity ball for sonme new wasting di sease ("gee
sa-ad"). An Anders Wl |l eck exhibit of metal scul ptures ("gee
fa-abulous"). A premiere for the latest Steven Spielberg film 1941

(" gee,



wo-onderful "). A screening at Max's Kansas City of a work in progress
by

Scott and Beth B, starring Lydia Lunch and Teenage Jesus ("gee,

u-underground"). A night-club act by Divine ("gee, na-aughty"). Parties
by

and for John Lennon, Tony Perkins ("ugh, Psycho"), Richard Hell and Tom

Ver | ai ne, Jonat han and Jennifer Hart ("ick!"), Blondie ("the cartoon

character or the band?"), Ml colm MLaren ("be-est not"), David
JoHansen,

Edgar Allan Poe ("ne-evernore"), Frank Sinatra ("Od Hat Rat Pack
Hack!") .

The ni ght had some possibilities.

Andy was in a sulk. Truman Capote, lisping through silly fangs, had
spitefully told himabout an Al exander Cockburn parody, nodelled on the
lunch chatter of Warhol and Col acello with |Inmelda Marcos as transcri bed

Inter/VIEW Andy, of course, had to sit down in the nmddle of the party

and pore through the piece. In Cockburn's version, Bob and Andy took
Count

Dracula to supper at Mrtiner's Restaurant on the Upper East Side and

prodded himwi th questions like "Don't you wi sh you' d been able to
spend

Christrmas in Transylvania?" and "lIs there still pressure on you to
t hi nk

of your image and act a certain way?"

Johnny understood the real reason that the supposedly unfl appabl e
artist

was upset was that he had been scooped. After this, Andy wouldn't be
abl e

to run an interview with Dracula. He'd been hopi ng Johnny woul d channe

the Father's ghost, as others had channell ed such Inter/VI EW subjects
as

the Assyrian wi nd demon Pazuzu and Houdi ni. Andy didn't prize Johnny
j ust

because he was a vanpire; it was inportant that he was of the direct

Dracul a i ne.

He didn't feel the Father with himso much, though he knew he was
al ways

there. It was as if he had absorbed the great ghost al nost conpletely,

| earning the | essons of the Count, carrying on his mission on Earth.
The

past was fog, now H s European life and death were faint, and he told

varying stories because he renmenbered differently each tine. But in the

fog stood the red-eyed, black-caped figure of Dracula, reaching out to

hi m reaching out through him

Soneti mes, Johnny Pop thought he was Dracula. The Churchward wonan had

al nost believed it, once. And Andy would be so delighted if it were
true.

But Johnny wasn't just Dracul a.

He was no | onger unique. There were other vanpires in the country, the

city, at this party. They weren't the O de Wrlde seigneurs of the

Transyl vani a Movenent, at once arrogant and pitiful, but Americans, if
not

by birth then inclination. Their extravagant names had a copy- of - a- copy

pal eness, suggesting hi ssy inpernmanence: Sonja Blue, Satanico
Pandenoni um

Skeet er, Scunbalina. Metaphorical (or actual ?) children-in-darkness of

Andy Warhol, the first thing they did upon rising fromthe dead was —



like
an actor landing a first audition —change their names. Then, wth

gol den
drac running in their veins, they sold thenselves to the dhanps,
f 1 oodi ng
to New York where the nbst suckheads were. In cash, they were richer
t han
nost castle-bound TM el ders, but they coffined in canper vans or at the
Y!

and wore stinking rags.

Andy snapped out of his sulk. A vanpire youth who called hinself
Not hi ng

pai d homage to himas the Master, offering hima crisscrossed arm Andy

stroked the kid' s wounds, but held back from sanpling the bl ood.

Johnny wondered if the hook he felt was jeal ousy.

Johnny and Andy lolled on the backseat of the linm with the sun-roof

open,
pl ayi ng chicken wi th the dawn.
The chatter of the night's parties still ran around Johnny's head, as
did
the seni-ghosts he had swallowed with his victinms' blood. He willed a
calm
cloud to descend upon the clanor of voices and stilled his brain. For
once, the city was quiet.
He was bloated with rmultiple feedings —at every party, boys and girls
of fered their necks to him—and Andy seened flushed enough to suggest
he
had accepted a few di screet nips sonewhere al ong the course of the
ni ght .
Johnny felt lassitude growing in him and knew that after relieving
hinsel f and letting the Good Catholics go to work, he would need to
hi de
inthe refrigerated coffin unit that was his New York sunmer |uxury for
a

full day.

The rectangl e of sky above was starl ess pre-dawn bl ue-grey. Red
tendrils

were filtering through, reflected off the glass frontages of Mdi son

Avenue. The al nost-chill haze of four A M had been burned away in an

instant, like an ancient elder, and it woul d be anot her nurderously hot

day, confining themboth to their lairs for a full twelve hours.

They sai d nothing, needed to say not hing.

Val eri e Sol anas was the founder and sol e nenber of the Society

for
Killing All Vampires, authoress of the self-published SKAV
Mani festo. In bite-sized quotes, the Manifesto is quite amusing —
"enl i ght ened vanpires who wi sh to denonstrate solidarity with the
Moverrent may do so by killing thenmselves" —but it remains a
weari sonme read, not |east because Valerie never quite sorted out
what she neant by the term"vanpire." O course, as an acadenic,
I
understand entirely the inpatience she nust have felt w th what
she

considered irrel evances |i ke agenda-setting and precise
definitions

of abstruse | anguage. In the end, Valerie was a paranoid
soci opat h,

and the vanmpires were her enemes, all who were out to get her
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The Hal | oween party at 54 was desperately | avish,

stand in her way. At first, she didn't even nean nosferatu when

referred to vanpires, but a certain type of patriarcha

At the end, she meant everyone else in the world.
She is in one of the little-known filns, |, Vampire (1967) —
mngling briefly with Tom Baker as the vanpire Lord Andrew

and Utra Violet, the wonderfully-naned Bettina Coffin and a
Ni co- shaped patch of enpty screen. She had vari ous grudges

Andy War ho
publi sh her

—he had | ost a playscript she sent him he woul dn't
book, he didn't make her fampus —but no nore than

one of a dozen other Ml e People.
never sure whether he should kil

Billy Nane has said that he was
hi nsel f or Andy, and kept

off the decision. Aiver Stone's Wo Shot Andy Warhol ? is nerely

culmnation of thirty years of nyth and fantasy. It bears

that the conspiracy theories Stone and ot hers have espoused have
little or no basis in fact, and Valerie Sol anas acted entirely on
her own, conspiring or colluding with no one. Stone's point,

is well-taken,
War hol

is that in June 1968, soneone had to shoot Andy
if Valerie hadn't stepped up to the firing Iine, anyone of

dozen others could as easily have nelted down the famly silver

bullets. But it was Valerie.

By 1968, the Factory had changed. It was at a new |l ocation, and
War hol had new associ ates —Fred Hughes, Paul Mbrrissey, Bob
Col acello —who tried to inpose a nore businessli ke at nosphere.

Mol e Peopl e were di scouraged from hangi ng about,
their bile on Andy's internediaries,

and poured out
unable to accept that they

been bani shed on the passive dictate of Warhol hinmself. Valerie
turned up while Andy was in a neeting with art critic Mari o Amaya
and on the phone with yet another supervanp Viva, and put two
bullets into him and one incidentally into Amaya. Fred Hughes,
negoti ator, apparently talked her out of killing himand she |eft
the freight el evator.

It was a big story for fifteen minutes, but just as Andy was
declared clinically dead at Col unbus Hospital news canme in from
Chi cago that Robert Kennedy had been assassi nated. Every

in Anerica remade their front pages, bunping the artist to "and

ot her news . .
Kennedy stayed dead. Andy didn't.

—Conklin, ibid.

and Steve made him
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of Honor, naming himthe O ficial Specter at the Feast.
In a brief year, Johnny had becone this town's favorite nonster. Andy

Vanpire Master of New York, but Johnny Pop was Prince of Darkness,

and furtherer of a generation of dhanps, scanps and vanps. There were
songs about him ("Fanme (I'm Gonna Live Forever)"), he had been in a

(at least his snudge had) with Andy (U li Lomel's Drac Queens), he got
nore neck than a giraffe, and there was a great deal of interest in him
fromthe Coast.

Cakes shaped like coffins and castles were wheeled into 54, and the Man

the Moon sign was red-eyed and fang-toothed in homage. Liberace and
John pl ayed duel l'ing pi anos, while the nonster-disguised Village People

the Indian as the Wlf Man, the Cowboy as the Creature fromthe Bl ack
Lagoon, the Construction Wrker as the Frankenstein Monster, the Biker

Dracula, the Cop as the Thing from Another Wrld, the Soldier as the
Hunchback of Notre Dane —belted out a cover of Bobby "Boris" Pickett's
"The Monster Mash."

The day drac becane a proscribed drug by act of Congress, Johnny

st opped

manufacturing it personally and i npressed a series of

down-on-t heir-|luck

agai n,

hi s

went

and

heard

of

nosferatu to be undead factories. The price of the product shot up

as did the expense of paying off the cops and the nob, but his persona
profits towered al nost beyond his mind' s capacity to count. He knew the
bubbl e woul d burst soon, but was ready to diversify, to survive into
another era. It would be the eighties soon. That was going to be a
different tine. The inportant thing was going to be not drac or fane or
party invites, but noney. Nunbers would be his shield and his castle,

spells of protection, invisibility and fascination
He didn't dance so much, now. He had nade his point. But he was called
onto the floor. Steve set up a chant of "Johnny Pop, Johnny Pop" that

around the crowd. Valerie Perrine and Steve CGuttenberg gave hima push
Nast assj a Kinski and George Burns sl apped his back. Peter Bogdanovich

Dorothy Stratten ki ssed his cheeks. He slipped his hal f-caped Versace
jacket off and tossed it away, cleared a space, and perforned, not to
i npress or awe others as before, but for hinself, perhaps for the |ast
time. He had never had such a sense of his own power. He no |onger

the Father's voice, for he was the Father. Al the ghosts of this city,

this virgin continent, were his to command and consune.
Here ended the Anerican Century. Here began, again, the Anni Dracul ae.

Huge, lovely eyes fixed himfromthe crowd. A nun in full penguin suit.
Red, red heart-shaped |ips and ice-white polished cheeks. Her pectora
cross, stark silver against a white collar, snote himwith a force that
made hi m stagger. She wasn't a real nun, of course, just as the Village
People weren't real nonsters. This was a party girl, dressed up in a
costume, trying to probe the outer reaches of bad taste.



and

She touched his mnd, and an electricity sparked.
He renenbered her. The girl whose nane was Death, whom he had bitten

left holding a scarf to a | eaki ng neck-wound. He had taken from her but
now, he realized, she had taken fromhim She was not a vanpire, but he
had turned her, changed her, made her a huntress.

She daintily lifted her crucifix and held it up. Her face was a

gor geous

of

hel p.

hi m

suck,

bl ank.

Her belief gave the synbol power and he was snmitten, driven back across
the flashing dance floor, between stunbling dancers. Death glided after
himlike a ballet dancer, instinctively avoiding people, face red and
green and purple and yellow with the changing light. At the dead center

the dance floor, she held her cross up high above her head. It was
reflected in the glitterball, a mllion shining cruciforns danci ng over
the crowds and the walls.

Johnny felt each reflected cross as a whiplash. He | ooked about for

Al his friends were here. Andy was up there on a bal cony, sonewhere,
| ooki ng down with pride. And Steve had planned this whol e evening for

This was where his rise had truly begun, where he had sold his first
made his first dollars. But he was not safe here. Death had consecrated

Studi o 54 agai nst him
O her vampires in the cromd withed in pain. Johnny saw the

shredded-| ace

far

i nsi de

punk princess who called herself Scunbalina hol ding her face, snoking
crosses etched on her cheeks and chin. Even the dhanpires were
unconfortabl e, henorrhagi ng from noses and nout hs, spattering the floor
and everyone around with their tainted bl ood.

Death was here for him not the others.

He barged through the throng, and made it to the street. Dawn was not

of f. Death was at his heels.
A taxi was waiting for him

I nside the hack, he told the driver to take himto the Branford.
He saw the nun step out of 54 as the vehicle noved off. He searched

hinself for the Father, willing the panic he had felt to subside. His
flight fromthe party would be remenbered. It did not do to show such
weakness.

Sonet hing was still wong. Wat was it?

The nun had shaken him Had the girl beconme a real nun? Was she

despat ched

from

claim

by sone Vatican bureau, to put an end to hin? The church had al ways had
its vampire killers. Or was she working with the mafia? To evict him

t he busi ness he had created, so the established crine famlies could

drac fortunes for their own. Perhaps she was a m nion of one of his own
ki nd, a catspaw of the Transylvania Mvenent. At the nonment, Baron

Mei nster was petitioning the U N for support, and TM el ders consi dered
Johnny an upstart who was bringing vanmpirisminto disrepute by sharing

so wi del y.
Thr oughout the centuries, Dracula had faced and bested enem es al npst
wi t hout nunber. To be a visionary was always to excite the enmity of



inferiors. Johnny felt the Father in him and sat back in the cab

pl anni ng.

He needed sol diers. Vanmpires. Dhanpires. Get. An arny, to protect him
Intelligence, to foresee new threats. He would start with Rudy and

El vira.

It was time he gave them what they wanted, and turn them Patrick

Bat eman,

frost

not

wat er .

54

of

t he

and

to

hi s young i nvestnent advisor, was another strong prospect. Men |ike

Bat eman, nmade vanpires, would be perfect for the conming era. The Age of
Money.

The taxi parked, outside the Branford. It was full night, and a thin

of snow |l ay on the sidewal ks, slushing in the gutters.

Johnny got out and paid off the taxi driver

Fam |liar mad eyes. This was sonmeone el se he had encountered in the past
year. Travis. The man had changed: the sides of his head were shaved and

Huron ridge stood up like a thicket on top of his skull.
The cabbi e got out of the taxi.
Johnny could tear this warmfool apart if he tried anything. He could

be surprised.

Travis extended his arm as if to shake hands. Johnny | ooked down at
Travis's hand, and suddenly there was a pistol —shot out on a spring
device —in it.

"Suck on this," said Travis, janm ng the gun into Johnny's stomach and
pulling the trigger.

The first slug passed painlessly through himas if he were made of

There was an icy shock, but no hurt, no damage. An ol d-fashioned | ead
bul I et. Johnny | aughed out loud. Travis pulled the trigger again.

This time, it was silver.

The bull et punched into his side, under his ribs, and burst through his
back, tearing meat and liver. A hurricane of fire raged in the tunne
carved through him The worst pain of his nosferatu life brought himto
hi s knees, and he could feel the cold suddenly —his jacket was back at

—as the wet chill of the snow bit through his pants and at the pal m of
his outstretched hand.

Anot her silver bullet, through the head or the heart, and he woul d be
fini shed.

The taxi driver stood over him There were others, in a circle. A crowd

Fearl ess Vanpire Killers. The silent nun. The black man wi th wooden
kni ves. The black man with the crossbow. The cop who' d sworn to break

Transyl vani a Connection. An architect, on his own crusade to avenge a
famly bl ed dead by dhanps. The aging beatni k fromthe psychedelic van,
with his snmelly tracking dog. A red-skinned turncoat devil boy with the
tail and sawn-off horns. The exterminator with the skull on his chest

a flame-thrower in his hands.
Thi s conmpany of stone |oners was brought together by a single mssion,

put an end to Johnny Pop. He had known about themall, but never

guessed

they m ght connect with each other. This city was so conpli cat ed.

The cop, Doyle, took Johnny's head and nade himl ook at the Branford.
Elvira was dead on the front steps, stake jutting from her cleavage,
strewn linbs like the arms of a swastika. Rudy scuttled out of the



shadows, avoi di ng Johnny's eyes. He hopped fromone foot to another, a
heavy briefcase in his hands. The arrow nan nmade a di sm ssive gesture,

and
Rudy darted of f, hauling what cash he could take. The Vanpire Killers
hadn't even needed to bribe himw th their own noney.
There was a huge crunp, a rush of hot air, and the top floor w ndows
al |
expl oded in a burst of flane. @ ass and burning fragments rai ned al
around. His lair, his lieutenants, his factory, a significant anount of
noney, his coffin of earth. Al gone in a noment.
The Vanpire Killers were grimy satisfied.
Johnny saw people filling the | obby, rushing out onto the streets.
Agai n, he woul d have an audi ence.
The Father was strong in him his ghost swollen, stiffening his spine,
deadening his pain. Hs fang-teeth were three inches |ong, distending
hi s
jaw. Al his other teeth were razor-edged |unps. Fresh rows of
pi ranha-1ike fangs sprouted from buds he had never before suspected.
Hs
nail s were poi son daggers. His shirt tore at the back as his shoul ders
swel | ed, | oosing the beginnings of black wings. H s shoes burst and
rips
ran up the sides of his pants.
He stood up, slowy. The hole in his side was heal ed over, scabbed wth
dragon scal es. A wooden knife lanced at him and he batted it out of
t he
air. Flame washed against his legs, nelting the snow on the sidewal k,
burni ng away his ragged clothes, hurting himnot a bit.
Even the resolute Killers were given pause.
He fixed all their faces in his mnd.
"Let's dance," Johnny hissed.
Now Andy was really a vanpire, we would all see finally, doubters
and adm rers, what he had neant all al ong.
It has been a tenet of Western culture that a vanpire cannot be
an
artist. For a hundred years, there has been fierce debate on the
question. The general consensus on many careers is that many a
poet
or a painter was never the same man after death, that posthunous
wor k was al ways derivative self-parody, never a true reaction to
t he
wondrous new nightlife opened up by the turning. It is even
suggested that this synptomis not a drawback of vanpirism but
pr oof
of its superiority over life; vanpires are too busy being to pass
comrent, too concerned with their interior voyages to bother
i ssui ng
travel reports for the rest of the world to pore over
The tragedies are too well known to recap in detail. Poe reborn
struggling with verses that refuse to soar; Dali, grow ng ever

richer by forging his own work (or paying others to); Garbo,
beautiful forever in the body but showing up on filmas a rotting
corpse; Dyl an, born-again and boring as hell; de Lioncourt,
enbarrassing all nosferatu with his MOR goth rocker act. But Andy
was the U timte Vanpire before turning. Surely, for him things
woul d be different.

Al as, no.

Bet ween hi s deaths, Andy worked continuously. Portraits of Queens
and inverted Tijuana crucifixes. Numberless comm ssi oned



si |l kscreens

of anyone rich enough to hire him at $25,000 a throw Portraits

of

wor | d- f anous boxers (Mihanmad Ali, Apollo Creed) and foot bal

pl ayers (O J. Sinmpson, Roy Race) he had never heard of. Those

enbarrassingly flattering |ikenesses, inpossible to read as
i rony,

of the Shah, Ferdinand and | nel da, Countess Elisabeth Bathory,

Vi ctor Von Doom Ronnie and Nancy. And he went to a | ot of
parti es,

at the Wiite House or in the darkest dhanpire cl ubs.

There's nothing there.

Believe ne, |'ve | ooked. As an academic, | understand exactly
Andy' s

dilenma. | too was considered a vanpire long before |I turned. My

entire discipline is reputed to be nothing nmore than a canny way
of

feeding off the dead, prolonging a useless existence from one
gr ant

application to the next. And no one has ever criticized el der

vanpires for their |lack of |earning. To pass the centuries, one
has

to pick up dozens of |anguages and, in all probability, read
every

book in your national library. W nmay rarely have been artists,
but

we have al ways been patrons of the arts.

Among oursel ves, the search has al ways been on for a real vanpire

artist, preferably a creature turned in infancy, before any warm

sensibility could be formed. | was tenpted in ny reassessnent of

Andy's lifelong dance with Dracula to put forward a thesis that
he

was such a discovery, that he turned not in 1968 but, say, 1938,
and

exposed hinmself by degrees to sunlight, to let himage. That
woul d

expl ain the skin problens. And no one has ever stepped forth to
say

that they turned Andy. He went into hospital a living nan and
cane

out a vanpire, having been decl ared dead. Most conment ators have

suggested he was transfused with vanpire blood, deliberately or
by

accident, but the hospital authorities strenuously insist this is

not so. Sadly, it won't wash. W have to admit it; Andy's best
wor k

was done when he was alive; the rest is just the black bl ood of
t he

dead.

—Conklin, ibid.

Johnny | ay broken on the sidewal k, a snow angel with cloak-1ike w ngs
of
pool ed, scarlet-satin blood. He was shot through with silver and wood,

and

snoking froma dousing in flame. He was a ghost, |ocked in useless,
fast-spoiling neat. The Father was | oosed from him standing over his
ruin, eyes dark with sorrow and shane, a pre-dawn penunbra around his



shoul ders.
The Vanpire Killers were dead or wounded or gone. They had not bought

hi s
true death easily. They were like himin one way; they had | earned the
| esson of Dracula, that only a famly could take himdown. He had known
there were hunters on his track; he should have foreseen they would
band

together, and taken steps to break them apart as the Father woul d have
done, had done with his own persecutors.
Wth the New York sunrise, he would crunble to nothing, to a scatter of
drac on the snow.
Bodi es nmoved near by, on hands and knees, faces to the wet stone,
t ongues
| appi ng. Dhanpires. Johnny woul d have | aughed. As he died, he was being
sucked up, his ghost snorted by addicts.
The Father told himto reach out, to take a hold.
He could not. He was surrendering to the cold. He was | eaving the
Fat her,
and letting hinself be taken by Death. She was a huge-eyed fake nun
The Fat her insisted.
It wasn't just Johnny dying. He was the last link with the Father. When
Johnny was gone, it would be the end of Dracula too
Johnny's right hand twi tched, fingers clacking |ike crab-claws. It had
al nost been cut through at the wist, and even his rapid healing
coul dn't
undo t he damage.
The Fat her instructed.
Johnny reached out, fingers brushing a collar, sliding around a throat,
thunbnail resting against a punping jugular. He turned his head, and
focused his unburst eye.
Rudy Pasko, the betrayer, the dhanpire.
He woul d kill himand | eave the world with an act of vengeance.
No, the Father told him
Rudy's red eyes were balls of fear. He was swollen with Johnny's bl ood,
overdosi ng on drac, face shifting as nuscles under the skin withed
like
snakes.
"Help ne,’

Johnny said, "and I'Il kill you."

Rudy had boosted a car, and gathered Johnny together to pour himinto
t he

passenger seat. The dhanmpire was on a major drac trip, and saw the
l'i ght

at the end of his tunnel. If he were to be bitten by Johnny in his
current

state, he would die, would turn, would be a dhanpire no |onger. Like
al |

the dhanps, his dearest wish was to be nore, to be a full vanpire. It

wasn't as easy as some thought. They had to be bitten by the vampire
whose

bl ood they had ingested. Mdst street drac was cut so severely that the

process was scranbl ed. Dhanpires had died. But Rudy knew where the
bl ood

in himhad cone from Johnny realized that his Judas has betrayed him
not

just for silver, but because Rudy thought that if he spilled enough of

Johnny's bl ood, he could work the magic on his own. In the British
i di om

he had | earned from Sid, Rudy was a wanker.

They arrived at Andy's town house just before dawn.
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I f Johnny could get inside, he could survive. It wasn't easy, even with
Rudy's help. During the fight, he had shape-shifted too many ti nes,
sustai ned too many terrible wounds, even | ost body parts. He had grown
wi ngs, and they'd been shredded by silver bullets, then ripped out by

roots. Inportant bones were gone fromhis back. One of his feet was

off and lost in the street. He hoped it was hopping after one of his
eneni es.

He had tasted sone of them the Vanpire Killers. In Doyle's blood, he
found a surprise: the drac-busting cop was a secret dhampire, and had
dosed himself up to face Johnny. The knifenman, who had vanpire bl ood in
himfroma strange birth, had stuffed hinself with garlic, to nmake his
bl ood repul sive.

The bl ood was sonet hing. He was fighting now.

Rudy hamered on Andy's door, shouting. Johnny had | ast seen Andy at

at the party he had left. He should be honme by now, or would be hone

As dawn approached, Johnny felt hinmself snmoking. It was a frosty Al
Hal | ows' norn, but the heat building up |ike a fever inside himwas
nonsoon- oppressi ve and threatened to explode in flanes.

Johnny's continued |ife depended on Andy having made it hone.

The door was opened. It was Andy hinmsel f, not yet out of his party

cl ot hes, dazzled by the pinking end of night. Johnny felt waves of

pouring off the artist, and understood exactly how he nust | ook
"It's just red, Andy. You use a lot of red."
Rudy hel ped himinto Andy's hallway. The gl oomwas |ike a wel com ng

in mdsunmer. Johnny col | apsed on the chai se | ongue, and | ooked at

beggi ng.
Only one thing could cure him Vanpire bl ood.
H's first choice woul d have been the Churchward woman, who was al npbst

el der. She had survived a century and was of a fresh bl oodline. But

was gone, fleeing the city and leaving themall in the bloody lurch

It would have to be Andy. He understood, and backed away, eyes w de.
Johnny realized he didn't even know what Andy's bl oodline was. Wo had
made hi n®?

Andy was horrified. He hated to be touched. He hated to give anything,
much | ess hinsel f.

Johnny had no choice. He reached out with what was left of his mnd and
took a hold of the willing Rudy. He made the dhanp, still hopped up on
prime drac, grab Andy by the arnms and force himacross the | obby,

ng

himto the chaise | ongue as an offering for his Mster

"I"'msorry, Andy," said Johnny.

He didn't prolong the monent. Rudy exposed Andy's neck, stringy and
chal ky, and Johnny pounced |like a cobra, sinking his teeth into the

opening his throat for the expected gush of |ife-giving, mnd-blasting
vanmpire blood. He didn't just need to take bl ood, he needed a whol e

to replace the tatters he had | ost.
Johnny nearly choked.

He coul dn't keep Andy's bl ood down. Hi s stomach heaved, and gouts



pour ed

from his nouth and nose

How had Andy done it? For all these years?

Rudy | ooked down on them bot h, wondering why Johnny was trying to
| augh,

why Andy was squeal ing and hol ding his neck, what the frig was going
down

inthe big city?

Andy wasn't, had never been, a vanpire.

He was still alive.

Johnny at | ast understood just how rmuch Andy Warhol was his own
i nventi on.

Andy was dyi ng now, and so was Johnny.

Andy' s bl ood did Johnny some good. He could stand up. He coul d take
hol d

of Rudy, lifting himoff his feet. He could rip open Rudy's throat with

his teeth and gul p down pints of the dhanp's drac-1laced bl ood. He could

toss Rudy's corpse across the | obby.

That taken care of, he cradled Andy, trying to get the dying man's

attention. His eyes were still noving, barely. H's neck-wound was a

gouting hole, glistening with Johnny's vanpire spittle. The |light was

goi ng out.

Johnny stuck a thunbnail into his own wist and poured his blood into

Andy' s nouth, giving back what he had taken. Andy's lips were as red as

Rita Hayworth's. Johnny coaxed himand finally, after minutes, Andy

swal | owed, then relaxed and | et go, taking his first and final drac
trip.

In an instant, as it happens sonetines, Andy Warhol died and came back

was too |ate, though. Valerie Sol anas had hurt himvery badly, and
there

were ot her problens. The turning would not take.

Johnny was too weak to do anythi ng nore.

Andy, Warhol a the Vampyre at last, floated around his hallway,
relishing

the new sensations. Did he m ss being a magnificent fake?

Then, the seizures took himand he began to crunble. Shafts of |ight
from

the gl ass around the door pierced him and he nelted away |ike the
W cked

Wtch of the West.

Andy Warhol was a vanpire for only fifteen mnutes.

Johnny would nmiss him He had taken sone of the man's ghost, but it was

a
quiet spirit. It would never conpete with the Father for mastery.
Johnny waited. In a far corner, sonething stirred.
He had witten his own epitaph, of course. "In the future,
everyone
will live forever, for fifteen mnutes."

CGoodbye, Drella. At the end, he gave up Dracula and was left with
only Cinderella, the girl of ashes.
The rest, his legacy, is up to us.

—Conklin, ibid.

Rudy coul d have been a powerful vanpire. He rose, turned, full of
nosferatu vigor, eager for his first feeding, brain a-buzz with plans



of
establishing a coven, a drac enpire, a place in the night.
Johnny was waiting for him
Wth the last of his strength, he took Rudy down and ripped himopen in

dozen places, drinking his vanmpire blood. Finally, he ate the Anerican
boy's heart. Rudy hadn't thought it through. Johnny spat out his
used- up
ghost. Sad little man.
He exposed Rudy's tw ce-dead corpse to sunlight, and it powdered. The
remai ns of two vanpires would be found in Andy's house, the artist and
t he
drac deal er. Johnny Pop would be officially dead. He had been just
anot her
stage in his constant turning.
It was time to quit this city. Hollywood beckoned. Andy woul d have

l'i ked

t hat .

At nightfall, bones knit and face reforming, he left the house. He went
to

Grand Central Station. There was a cash stash in a | ocker there, enough
to

get himout of the city and set himup on the Coast.

The Father was proud of him Now, he could acknow edge his bloodline in
hi s name. He was no |onger |on Popescu, no |onger Johnny Pop; he was
Johnny Al ucar d.

And he had an enpire to inherit.



