Coppol a's Dracul a
a novella by by Ki m Newran

A treeline at dusk. Tall, straight, Carpathian pines. The red of sunset
bl eeds into the dark of night. Geat flapping sounds. Huge, dark shapes
flit languidly between the trees, sinister, dangerous. A vast batw ng
brushes the treetops.

JimMrrison's voice wails in despair. 'People Are Strange'

Fire bl ossons. Blue flame, pure as candle light. Black trees are

consuned

Fade to a face, hanging upside-down in the roiling fire.

Harker's Voice: Wallachia ... shit!
Jonat han Harker, a solicitor's clerk, lies uneasy on his bed, upstairs
in
the inn at Bistritz, waiting. H s eyes are enpty.
Wth great effort, he gets up and goes to the full-length mrror. He
avoids his own gaze and takes a swig froma squat bottle of plum
br andy.
He wears only long drawers. Bite-marks, alnmost heal ed, scab his
shoul ders.
Hi s arms and chest are sinewy, but his belly is white and soft. He
staggers into a programof isonetric exercises, vigorously Christian,
i neptly executed.
Harker's Voice: | could only think of the forests, the nmountains ..
t he
inn was just a waiting room Wenever | was in the forests, | could
only
thi nk of hone, of Exeter. Whenever | was hone, | could only think of
getting back to the nountains.
The blind crucifix above the mrror, hung with cloves of garlic, |ooks
down on Harker. He misses his footing and falls on the bed, then gets
up,
reaches, and takes down the garlic.
He bites into a clove as if it were an apple, and washes the pul p down
wi th nmore brandy.
Harker's Voice: All the tinme | stayed here in the inn, waiting for a
conmi ssion, | was growing older, losing precious life. And all the tine
the Count sat on top of his mountain, |eeching off the | and, he grew
younger, thirstier.
Har ker scoops a | ocket froma bedside table and opens it to | ook at a
portrait of his wife, Mna. Wthout nmalice or curiosity, he dangles the
caneo in a candle flame. The face browns, the silver setting bl ackens.
Harker's Voice: | was waiting for the call from Seward. Eventually, it
cane.
There is a knock on the door
"It's all right for you, Katharine Reed,' Francis whined as he picked
over
the unappetising craft services table. 'You re dead, you don't have to
eat

this shit.'
Kate showed teeth, hissing a little. She knew that despite her

coke-bottl e

gl asses and freckles, she could | ook unnervingly feral when she sml ed.
Francis didn't shrink: deep down, the director thought of her as a

speci al

effect, not a real vanpire.



In the makeshi ft canteen, deep in the production bunker, the Anericans
wi ttered nostal gia about McDonal d's. The Brits - the warm ones, anyway

r hapsodi sed about Pi newood breakfasts of kippers and fried bread.
Romani an

| ocation catering was not what they were used to.

Francis finally found an apple less than half brown and took it away.
Hs

wei ght had dropped visibly since their first meeting, nonths ago in

pre-production. Since he had conme to Eastern Europe, the insurance
doct or

di agnosed himas suffering frommalnutrition and put himon vitanin
shot s.

Dracul a was running true to form sucking himdry.

A production this size was |ike a swarm of vanpire bats - some |arge
many

tiny - battening tenaciously onto the host, making insistent,
never - endi ng

demands. Kate had watched Francis - bespectacl ed, bearded and
hyperacti ve

- lose substance under the draining siege, as he made and justified

deci sions, yielded the visions to be translated to celluloid, rewote
t he

script to suit locations or new casting. How could one nman throw out so

many i deas, only a fraction of which would be acted on? In his
posi tion,

Kate's mind would bl eed enpty in a week.

A big budget filmshot in a backward country was an insane proposition,

like taking a touring three-ring circus into a war zone. Wo will
survive,

she thought, and what will be left of then?

The craft table for vanpires was as poorly stocked as the one for the

warm Unhealthy rats in chickenwire cages. Kate watched one of the
fl oor

effects men, a newborn with a padded wai stcoat and a tool belt, select

withing specinmen and bite off its head. He spat it on the concrete
fl oor,

face stretched into a mask of disgust.

"Ringworm ' he snarled. 'The conme gits are trying to kill us off with

di seased vernin.'

"I could nmurder a bacon sarnie,' the effects man's mate sighed.

"l could nurder a Romani an caterer,' said the new born

Kate decided to go thirsty. There were enough Yanks around to nake
com ng

by human blood in this traditionally superstitious backwater not a

problem N nety years after Dracula spread vanpirismto the Western
wor | d,

Amrerica was still sparsely popul ated by the bl ood-drinki ng undead. For
a

| ot of Anmericans, being bled by a genuine olde worlde creature of the

ni ght was something of a thrill.

That woul d wear off.

Qut si de the bunker, in a shrinking patch of natural sunlight between a
stand of real pines and the skel etons of fake trees, Francis shouted at
Harvey Keitel. The actor, cast as Jonathan Harker, was stoic,

i nexpressive, grunpy. He refused to be drawn into argument, invariably
driving Francis to shrieking hysteria.

"I"mnot Martin Fucking Scorsese, nman,' he screaned. 'Il'mnot going to



sl ather on some | ousy voice-over to conpensate for what you're not
gi vi ng
me. Wthout Harker, | don't have a picture.'
Keitel made fists but his body | anguage was casual. Francis had been
riding his star hard all week. Scuttlebutt was that he had wanted
Paci no
or McQueen but neither wanted to spend three nonths behind the Iron
Cur tai n.
Kate coul d understand that. This featurel ess WA | bunker, turned over

to
the production as a conmand centre, stood in ancient nountains, dwarfed
by
the tall trees. As an outpost of civilisation in a savage land, it was
ugly and ineffective.
When approached to act as a technical advisor to Coppola's Dracula, she
had thought it mght be interesting to see where it all started: the
Changes, the Terror, the Transformation. No one seriously believed
vanpi ri sm began here, but it was where Dracula cane from This | and had
nurtured himthrough centuries before he decided to spread his w ngs
and

extend his bl oodline around the world.
Three nonths had al ready been revised as six nmonths. This production
didn't have a schedule, it had a sentence. A few were al ready demandi ng
par ol e.
Sone vanpires felt Transyl vania should be the undead Israel, a new
state
carved out of the nuch-redrawn map of Central Europe, a geographica
and
political honeland. As soon as it grew froman inkling to a notion
Ni col ae Ceausescu vi gorously vetoed the proposition. Holding up in one
hand a silver-edged sickle, an iron-headed hanrer and a shar pened oak
spar, the Premier renminded the world that 'in Romania, we know how to
treat | eeches - a stake through the heart and off with their filthy
heads.' But the Transylvania Movenment - back to the forests, back to
t he
nmount ai ns - gathered nomentum sone el ders, after ninety years of the
chaos of the larger world, wished to withdraw to their forner |egendary
status. Many of Kate's generation, turned in the 1880s, Victorians
stranded in this nechanistic century, were synpathetic.
"You're the Irish vanpire lady,' Harrison Ford, flown in for two days
to
play Dr Seward as a favour, had said. 'Were's your castle?
"l have a flat in Cerkenwell,' she admtted. 'COver an off-licence.’
In the promised Transylvania, all elders would have castles, fiefdons,
sl aves, human cattle. Everyone woul d wear evening dress. Al vanpires
woul d have treasures of ancient gold, |ike | eprechauns. There woul d be

silk-lined coffin in every crypt, and every night would be a full noon.

Unlife eternal and | uxury wi thout end, bottom ess wells of blood and
Pari s

| abel shrouds.

Kat e thought the Movenent lunatic. Never m nd cooked breakfasts and
(the

ot her crew conplaint) proper toilet paper, this was an intellectua

desert, a country w thout conversation, wthout (and she recogni sed the

irony) life.

She understood Dracula had left Transylvania in the first place not
nerely

because he - the great dark sponge - had sucked it dry, but because
even



he was bored with ruling over gypsies, wolves and nountain streans.

That
did not prevent the elders of the Transylvania Movenent from clai m ng
t he
Count as their inspiration and using his seal as their synbol. An
Arthurian whisper had it that once vanpires returned to Transyl vani a,
Dracula would rise again to assune his rightful throne as their ruler
Dracul a neant so rmuch to so many. She wondered if there was anything
| eft
i nsi de so many meani ngs, anything concrete and inarguable and true. O
was
he now just a phantom a slave to anyone who cared to invoke his nane?
So
many causes and crusades and rebellions and atrocities. One man, one
nmonster, could never have kept track of themall, could never have
enconpassed so nuch rmutual |y excl usive argunent.
There was the Dracula of the histories, the Dracula of Stoker's book
t he

Dracula of this film the Dracula of the Transyl vania Myvenent.
Dr acul a,
the vanpire and the idea, was vast. But not so vast that he could cast

hi s

cl oak of protection around all who clained to be his foll owers. Qut
here

in the mountains where the Count had passed centuries in petty
predati on,

Kate understood that he nust in hinmself have felt tiny, a lizard
craw i ng

down a rock.

Nat ure was overwhel ming. At night, the stars were |laser-points in the
deep

vel vet bl ack of the sky. She could hear, taste and smell a thousand
flora

and fauna. If ever there was a call of the wild, this forest exerted
it.

But there was nothing she considered intelligent life.

She tied tight under her chin the yellow scarf, shot through wth
gol den

traceries, she had bought at Biba in 1969. It was a flimsy, delicate

thing, but to her it meant civilisation, a coloured nonent of frivolity

alife too often preoccupi ed with nonochrone nonentousness.
Francis junped up and down and threw script pages to the winds. H s

flapped |ike wi ngs. Couds of profanity envel oped the uncaring Keitel

"Don't you realise |'ve put up ny own fucking nmoney for this fucking

picture,' he shouted, not just at Keitel but at the whole conpany. 'l

could | ose ny house, ny vineyard, everything. | can't afford a fucking

honourabl e failure. This has abso-goddam-lutely got to outgross Jaws
or

|"mpersonally inpaled up the ass with a sharpened tel egraph pole.’

Ef fects nen sat slunped against the exterior wall of the bunker - there

were few chairs on location - and watched their director rail at the

heavens, demandi ng of God answers that were not forthcom ng. Script
pages

swirled upwards in a spiral, spreading out in a cloud, whipping against

the upper trunks of the trees, soaring out over the valley.

'He was worse on Godfather,' one said.

Servants usher Harker into a well-appointed drawing room A table is



set

with an informal feast of bread, cheese and nmeat. Dr Jack Seward, in a
white coat with a stethoscope hung around his neck, warmy shakes

Har ker's

hand and |l eads himto the table. Quincey P. Mrris sits to one side,
tossing and catching a spade-sized bow e knife.
Lord Godal mi ng, well-dressed, napkin tucked into his starched coll ar,

sits

at the table, forking down a doubl e hel pi ng of paprika chicken
Har ker' s

eyes neet Godal m ng's, the nobl eman | ooks away.

Seward: Harker, help yourself to the fare, Jon. It's uncomonly decent
for

foreign nmuck.

Har ker: Thank you, no. | took repast at the inn

Seward: How is the inn? Natives bothering you? Superstitious babushkas,

what ?

Harker: | amwell in nyself.

Seward: Splendid ... the vanpire, Countess Marya Dolingen of Gaz. In

1883, you cut off her head and drove a hawt horn stake through her
heart,

destroying her utterly.

Harker: 1'mnot di sposed just now to discuss such affairs.

Morris: Cone on, Jonny-Boy. You have a commendation fromthe church, a

papal decoration. The frothing she-bitch is dead at |ast. Take the
credit.

Harker: 1 have no direct know edge of the individual you mention. And if
I

did, | reiterate that I would not be disposed to discuss such affairs.

Seward and Morris exchange a | ook as Harker stands inpassive. They know

they have the right man. Godal mi ng, obviously in command, nods.

Seward clears plates of cold nmeat froma strong-box that stands on the

tabl e. Godal mi ng hands the doctor a key, w th which he opens the box.
He

takes out a woodcut and hands it over to Harker

The picture is of a knife-nosed nedi aeval warrior prince.

Seward: That's Vlad Tepes, called 'the Inpaler'. A good Christian

def ender of the faith. Killed a million Turks. Son of the Dragon, they
called him Dracul a.

Har ker is inpressed.

Morris: Prince VMl ad had Orthodox Church decorations out the ass. Coul da
made Metropolitan. But he converted, went over to Rome, turned Candle.
Har ker: Candl e?

Sewar d: Roman Cat hol i c.

Har ker | ooks again at the woodcut. In a certain light, it resenbles the
young Marl on Brando.

Seward wal ks to a side-table, where an antique dictaphone is set up. He
fits a wax cylinder and adjusts the needl e-horn.

Seward: This is Dracula's voice. It's been authenticated.

Seward cranks the dictaphone.

Dracul a's Voice: Cheeldren of the naight, |leesten to them What nuseek
t hey mai ke!

There is a strange distortion in the recording.

Harker: What's that noise in the background?

Seward: Wolves, my boy. Dire wolves, to be precise.

Dracula's Voice: To die, to be reallllly dead, that nust be ..

gl ori ousssss!

Morris: Viad's well beyond Rone now. He's up there, in his inpenetrable
castle, continuing the crusade on his own. He's got this army of



Szekel

ey
Gypsies, fanatically loyal fucks. They follow his orders, no matter how
atrocious, no matter how appal ling. You know the score, Jon. Dead

babi es,

beyond

drai ned cattle, defenestrated peasants, inpaled grandnothers. He's
god- dammed Un-Dead. A fuckin' nonster, boy.

Har ker is shocked. He | ooks again at the woodcut.

Seward: The firmwould |ike you to proceed up into the nountains,

t he Borgo Pass ..
Harker: But that's Transylvania. W' re not supposed to be in

Tr ansyl vani a.

coteri

t hi nk

hone,

whil e

back

and

to

froze

role

Codal m ng | ooks to the heavens, but continues eating.

Seward: ... beyond the Borgo Pass, to Castle Dracula. There, you are to
ingratiate yourself by whatever neans cone to hand into Dracula's

e.

Then you are to disperse the Count's househol d.

Har ker: Di sperse?

CGodal m ng puts down his knife and fork

Codal ming: Disperse with ultimte devotion

"What can | say, we nmade a mistake,' Francis said, shruggi ng nervously,
trying to seemconfident. He had shaved off his beard, superstitiously
hopi ng that would attract nore attention than his announcenent. 'I

this is the courageous thing to do, shut down and recast, rather than
continue with a frankly unsatisfactory situation.'

Kate did not usually cover showbiz, but the specialist press - Variety,
Screen International, Positif - were dunbstruck enough to convince her

was not standard procedure to fire one's leading nan after two weeks
wor k, scrap the footage and get soneone el se. Wen Keitel was sent

the whole carnival ground to a halt and everyone had to sit around

Francis flew back to the States to find a new star.

Soneone asked how far over budget Dracula was, and Francis smled and
waf f| ed about budgets bei ng provisional

'"No one ever asked how nuch the Sistine Chapel cost,' he said, waving a
chubby hand. Kate woul d have bet that while M chel angel o was on his

with the brushes, Pope Julius Il never stopped asking how rmuch it cost

when woul d it be finished.
During the break in shooting, money was spiralling down a drain. Fred
Roos, the co-producer, had explained to her just how expensive it was

keep a whol e conpany standing by. It was al nbst nore costly than having
t hem wor k.

Next to Francis at the inpronptu press conference in the Bucharest Town
Hall was Martin Sheen, the new Jonathan Harker. In his md-thirties, he
| ooked much younger, like the | ost boy he played in Badl ands. The actor
munbl ed generously about the opportunity he was grateful for. Francis
beanmed |i ke a shorn Santa Caus on a forced diet and opened a bottle of
his own wine to toast his new star.

The man from Vari ety asked who woul d be playing Dracula, and Francis

in md-pour, sloshing red all over Sheen's wist. Kate knew the title



- actually fairly small, thanks to Bram Stoker and screenwiter John
Mlius - was still on offer to various possibles - Kl aus Kinski, Jack
Ni chol son, Chri stopher Lee.

"I can confirm Bobby Duvall will play Van Hel sing,' Francis said. 'And

we

have Denni s Hopper as Renfield. He's the one who eats flies.'

"But who is Dracul a?

Francis swal |l oned sonme wine, attenpted a cherubic | ook, and wagged a

finger.

"I think I'Il let that be a surprise. Now, |adies and gentlenen, if
you' |

excuse ne, | have notion picture history to make.'

As Kate took her roomkey fromthe desk, the night nanager nagged her
in

Romani an. When she had first checked in, the door of her roomfell off
as

she opened it. The hotel nuaintained she did not know her own vanpire

strength and shoul d pay exorbitantly to have the door replaced.

Apparently, the materials were available only at great cost and had to
be

shi pped from Ml davi a. She assuned it was a scamthey worked on

foreigners, especially vanpires. The door was nade of paper stretched
over

a straw franme, the hinges were cardboard fixed with draw ng pins.

She was pretending not to understand any | anguage in which they tried
to

ask her for noney, but eventually they would hit on English and she'd
have

to nake a scene. Francis, light-hearted as a child at the nonent,
t hought

it rather funny and had taken to teasing her about the damn door

Not tired, but glad to be off the streets after nightfall, she clinbed
t he

wi nding stairs to her room a cranped triangular space in the roof.
Though

she was barely an inch over five feet, she could only stand up straight
in

the dead centre of the room A crucifix hung ostentatiously over the
bed,

a | ooking glass was propped up on the basin. She thought about taking
t hem

down but it was best to let insults pass. In many ways, she preferred
t he

canp-site conditions in the nountains. She only needed to sleep every
t wo

weeks, and when she was out she was literally dead and didn't care
about

cl ean sheets.

They were all in Bucharest for the nmonment, as Francis supervised

script-readings to ease Sheen into the Harker role. Hs fellow

coach- passengers - Fredric Forrest (Westenra), Sam Bottoms (Mirray) and

Al bert Hall (Swales) - had all been on the project for over a year, and

had been through all this before in San Francisco as Francis devel oped

John MIlius's script through inprovisation and happy accident. Kate
didn't

Queen

think she would have liked being a screenwriter. Nothing was ever
fini shed.
She wondered who woul d end up playing Dracula. Since his marriage to



Victoria made himofficially if enbarrassingly a satellite of the
British

Royal Fanmily, he had rarely been represented in filns. However, Lon
Chaney

had taken the role in the silent London After M dni ght, which dealt
with

the court intrigues of the 1880s, and Anton \al brook pl ayed VI ad
opposite

Anna Neagle in Victoria the Geat in 1937. Kate, a lifel ong theatregoer

who had never quite got used to the cinema, renenbered Vincent Price

opposite Helen Hayes in Victoria Regina in the 1930s.

Aside froma couple of cheap British pictures which didn't count, Bram

Stoker's Dracula - the singular mx of documentation and
wi sh-ful fil nent

that inspired a revolution by showi ng how Dracul a coul d have been
def eat ed

in the early days before his rise to power - had never been made as a

film Oson Welles produced it on radio in the 1930s and announced it
as

his first picture, casting hinself as Harker and the Count, using

first-person canmera throughout. RKO thought it too expensive and
convi nced

himto make Citizen Kane instead. Nearly ten years ago, Francis had

[ ured
John MIlius into witing the first pass at the script by telling him
nobody, not even Orson Wlles, had ever been able to lick the book
Francis was still witing and rewiting, stitching together scenes from
Mlius's script with new stuff of his own and pages torn straight from
t he

book. Nobody had seen a conplete script, and Kate thought one didn't
exi st .
She wondered how many times Dracula had to die for her to be rid of

hi m
Her whole |life had been a dance with Dracula, and he haunted her still.
When Francis killed the Count at the end of the nmovie - if that was the
ending he went with - maybe it would be for the last tine. You weren't
truly dead until you'd died in a notion picture. O at the box office.
The | atest word was that the role was on offer to Marl on Brando. She
couldn't see it: Stanley Kowal ski and Vito Corl eone as Count Dracul a.

One

of the best actors in the world, he'd been one of the worst Napol eons
in

the movies. Historical characters brought out the hamin him He was

terrible as Fletcher Christian too.

Oficially, Kate was still just a technical adviser - though she had
never

actually met Dracula during his tinme in London, she had lived through
t he

peri od. She had known Stoker, Jonathan Harker, Godal ming and the rest.

Once, as a warmgirl, she had been terrified by Van Hel sing's rages.
Waen

St oker wrote his book and smuggled it out of prison, she had hel ped
with

its underground circulation, printing copies on the presses of the Pal

Mal | Gazette and ensuring its distribution despite all attenpts at

suppression. She wote the introduction for the 1912 edition that was
t he

first official publication.
Actual ly, she found herself inpressed into a nmultitude of duties.
Franci s



treated a $20, 000, 000 (and clinbing) novie like a college play and
expected everyone to pitch in, despite union rules designed to prevent
t he
crew being treated as slave | abour. She found the odd afternoon of
sew ng
costunmes or night of set-building welcome distraction.
At first, Francis asked her thousands of questions about points of
detail ;
now he was shooting, he was too wrapped up in his own vision to take
advice. If she didn't find sonmething to do, she'd sit idle. As an
enpl oyee
of Anerican Zoetrope, she couldn't even wite articles about the shoot.
For once, she was on the inside, know ng but not telling.
She had wanted to wite about Ronmania for the New Statesman, but was
under
orders not to do anything that m ght jeopardi se the cooperation the
producti on needed fromthe Ceausescus. So far, she had avoided all the
of ficial receptions N colae and El ena hosted for the production. The
Prem er was known to an be extrene vanpire-hater, especially since the
stirrings of the Transylvania Movenent, and occasionally ordered
not - so-di screet purges of the undead.
Kate knew she, like the few other vanpires with the Dracula crew, was
subj ect to regular checks by the Securitate. Men in black | eather coats
loitered in the corner of her eye.
'"For CGod's sake,' Francis had told her, 'don't take anybody |ocal."’
Li ke nost Americans, he didn't understand. Though he coul d see she was

tiny woman with red hair and gl asses, the mind of an aged aunt in the
body

of an awkward cousin, Francis could not rid himself of the inpression
t hat

vanpi re wormen were raveni ng predators with unnatural powers of

bewi t chment, lusting after the poundi ng bl ood of any warm yout h who

happens al ong. She was sure he hung his door with garlic and wol f shane,

but hal f-hoped for a whispered solicitation.

After a few unconfortabl e nights in Conmuni st-approved beer-halls, she
had

| earned to stay in her hotel roomwhile in Bucharest. People here had

menories as long as her lifetime. They crossed thensel ves and nuttered

prayers as she wal ked by. Children threw stones.

She stood at her wi ndow and | ooked out at the square. A patch of

devast ati on, where the ancient quarter of the capital had been, marked
t he

site of the pal ace Ceausescu was building for hinmself. A three-storey

poster of the Saviour of Romania stood anmid the ruins. Dressed like an

ort hodox priest, he held up Dracula's severed head as if he had
personal |y

killed the Count.

Ceausescu harped at |ength about the dark, terrible days of the past

when

Dracul a and his kind preyed on the warm of Romania to prevent his |oyal

subj ects fromconsidering the dark, terrible days of the present when
he

and his wife | orded over the country |ike especially corrupt Roman

Enperors. Inpersonating the supplicant baker in The CGodfather, Francis
had

abased hinmself to the dictator to secure official co-operation

She turned on the radio and heard tinny martial music. She turned it
of f,

lay on the narrow, lunpy bed - as a joke, Fred Forrest and Francis had



put
a coffin in her roomone night - and listened to the city at night.

Li ke

the forest, Bucharest was alive with noises, and snells.

It was ground under, but there was life here. Even in this grimcity,

someone was | aughi ng, someone was in |ove. Sonmebody was allowed to be a

happy f ool

She heard winds in tel ephone wires, bootsteps on cobbles, a drink being

poured in another room soneone snoring, a violinist sawi ng scales. And

someone outside her door. Soneone who didn't breathe, who had no

heart beat, but whose cl othes creaked as he noved, whose saliva rattled
in

his throat.

She sat up, confident she was el der enough to be silent, and | ooked at
t he

door.

"Come in,' she said, "it's not |ocked. But be careful. |I can't afford
nor e

br eakages.'

Hi s name was |on Popescu and he | ooked about thirteen, with big,

ol i ve-shiny orphan eyes and thick, black, unruly hair. He wore an
adult's

cl ot hes, much distressed and frayed, stained with |ong-dried bl ood and

earth. Hs teeth were too large for his skull, his cheeks stretched
tight

over his jaws, drawing his whole face to the point of his tiny chin.

Once in her room he crouched down in a corner, away from a w ndow. He

talked only in a whisper, in a mx of English and German she had to
strain

to follow. H's nmouth wouldn't open properly. He was alone in the city,

wi t hout comunity. Now he was tired and wanted to | eave his honel and.

begged her to hear himout and whi spered his story.
He claimed to be fifty-two, turned in 1937. He didn't know, or didn't
care
to talk about, his father- or nother-in-darkness. There were bl anks
bur ned
in his menory, whole years missing. She had come across that before.
For
nost of his vampire life, he had |ived underground, under the Nazis and
then the Communi sts. He was the sole survivor of several resistance
nmoverments. Hi s warm conrades had never really trusted him but his
capabilities were useful for a while.
She was reninded of her first days after turning. Wen she knew
not hi ng,
when her condition seened a di sease, a trap. That lon could be a
vanpire
for forty years and never pass beyond the new born stage was
i ncredi bl e.
She truly realised, at |ast, just how backward this country was.
"Then | hear of the Anerican film and of the sweet vanpire lady who is

with the conpany. Many tines, | try to get near you, but you are
wat ched.
Securitate. You, | think, are ny saviour, ny true nother-in-the-dark."'

Fifty-two, she reni nded herself.

| on was exhausted after days trying to get close to the hotel, to 'the
sweet vanpire lady', and hadn't fed in weeks. His body was icy cold.
Though she knew her own strength was |ow, she nipped her wist and
dribbled a little of her precious blood onto his white |lips, enough to



put
a spark in his dull eyes.
There was a deep gash on his arm which festered as it tried to heal

She

bound it with her scarf, wapping his thin linb tight.

He hugged her and slept |ike a baby. She arranged his hair away from
hi s

eyes and imagined his life. It was |like the old days, when vanpires
wer e

hunt ed down and destroyed by the few who believed. Before Dracul a.
The Count had changed not hing for 1on Popescu

Bistritz, a bustling township in the foothills of the Carpathian Al ps.
Harker, carrying a d adstone Bag, weaves through crowds towards a
wai ting
coach and six. Peasants try to sell himcrucifixes, garlic and ot her
[ ucky
charns. Wonen cross thensel ves and mutter prayers.
A wildly-gesticulating photographer tries to stop himslow ng his pace
to
exam ne a conplicated camera. An infernal burst of flash-powder spills
pur pl e smoke across the square. People choke on it.
Cor pses hang from a four-man gi bbet, dogs |eaping up to chew on their
naked feet. Children squabble over m smatched boots filched fromthe
executed men. Harker | ooks up at the tw sted, nouldy faces.
He reaches the coach and tosses his bag up. Swal es, the coachman,
secures
it with the other luggage and grow s at the | ate passenger. Harker

pul | s
open the door and swings hinself into the velvet-lined interior of the
carri age.
There are two ot her passengers. Westenra, heavily moustached and
cradling

a basket of food. And Murray, a young man who smiles as he | ooks up
from
his Bible.
Har ker exchanges curt nods of greeting as the coach lurches into
noti on.
Harker's Voice: | quickly forned opinions of ny travelling conpanions.
Swal es was at the reins. It was my conmi ssion but sure as shooting it

was

his coach. Westenra, the one they called ' Cook', was from Witby. He
was

ratcheted several notches too tight for Wallachia. Probably too tight
for

VWi tby, conme to that. Murray, the fresh-faced youth with the Good Book
was a rowi ng blue from Oxford. To look at him you'd think the only use
he'd have for a sharpened stake would be as a stump in a knock-up
mat ch.
Later, after dark but under a full noon, Harker sits up top with Swal es.
A
wi nd-up phonograph crackl es out a tune through a sizeable trunpet.
M ck Jagger sings 'Ta- Ra- Ra- BOOM De- Ay' .
Westenra and Murray have junped fromthe coach and ride the | ead
hor ses,
whooping it up like a nursery Charge of the Light Brigade.
Harker, a few years past such antics, watches neutrally. Swales is
i ndul gent of his passengers.
The nountain roads are narrow, precipitous. The | ead horses, spurred by
their riders, gallop faster. Harker | ooks down and sees a sheer drop of



thousand feet, and is nore concerned by the fool hardi ness of his
conpani ons.
Hooves stri ke the edge of the road, narrowy m ssing disaster
Westenra and Murray chant along with the song, letting go of their
nmount s'
manes and doi ng hand-gestures to the |lyrics. Harker gasps but Swal es
chuckl es. He has the reins and the world is safe.
Harker's Voice: | think the dark and the pines of Romani a spooked them
badly, but they whistled merrily on into the night, inferna
cake-wal kers
with Death as a dancing partner

In the rehearsal hall, usually a people's ceranics collective, she
i ntroduced lon to Francis.
The vanpire youth was sharper now. In a pair of her jeans - which fit

hi m

perfectly - and a Godfather Il T-shirt, he | ooked | ess the waif, nore
like

a survivor. Her Biba scarf, now his talisman, was tied around his neck

"I said we could find work for himwith the extras. The gypsies.'

"I amno gypsy,' lon said, vehenently.

'He speaks English, Romani an, German, Mgyar and Romany. He can

co-ordinate all of them'

"He's a kid.'

"He's ol der than you are.'

Francis thought it over. She didn't nmention lon's problens with the

authorities. Francis couldn't harbour an avowed dissident. The

rel ati onshi p between the production and the government was al ready

strained. Francis thought - correctly - that he was being bled of funds
by

corrupt officials, but could afford to | odge no conplaint. Wthout the
Romani an arny, he didn't have a cavalry, didn't have a horde. And
wi t hout

the location permts that still hadn't come through, he couldn't shoot
t he

story beyond Borgo Pass.

"I can keep the rabble in line, maestro,' lon said, smling.

Sonehow, he had | earned how to work his jaws and lips into a snmile
Wth

her blood in him he had nmore control. She noticed hi mchanel eoning a

little. Hs smle, she thought, mght be a little like hers.

Franci s chuckl ed. He |iked being called 'maestro'. lon was good at
getting

on the right side of people. After all, he had certainly got on the
ri ght

side of her.

' Ckay, but keep out of the way if you see anyone in a suit.'

lon was effusively grateful. Again, he acted the age he | ooked, hugging

Francis, then her, saluting like a toy soldier. Martin Sheen, noti cing,

rai sed an eyebr ow

Francis took lon off to meet his own children - Roman, G o and Sofia -
and

Sheen's sons Emilio and Charley. It had not sunk in that this wiry kid,

obvi ously keen to | earn baseball and chew gum was in warmterns

m ddl e- aged.

Then again, Kate never knew whether to be twenty-five, the age at which

she turned, or 116. And how was a 116-year-ol d supposed to behave
anyway?

Since she had let himbleed her, she was having flashes of his past:



scurrying through back-streets and sewers, like a rat; the stabbing
pai ns

of betrayal; eye-searing flashes of firelight; constant cold and red

thirst and filth.

lon had never had the tinme to grow up. O even to be a proper child. He

was a waif and a stray. She couldn't help but love hima little. She

had

chosen not to pass on the Dark Kiss, though she had once - during the

Great War - come close and regretted it.

Her bl oodline, she thought, was not good for a new born. There was too

much Dracula in it, maybe too nuch Kate Reed.

To lon, she was a teacher not a nother. Before she insisted on becom ng
a

journalist, her whole fanmly seened to feel she was predestined to be a

governess. Now, at |ast, she thought she saw what they neant.

lon was admiring six-year-old Sofia's dress, eyes bright with what Kate

hoped was not hunger. The little girl laughed, plainly taken with her
new

friend. The boys, heads full of the vanpires of the film were |ess
sure

about him He would have to earn their friendship.

Later, Kate would deal with Part Two of the |on Popescu Problem After
t he

filmwas over, which would not be until the 1980s at the current rate
of

progress, he wanted to | eave the country, hidden in anong the rest of
t he

production crew. He was tired of skul king and dodgi ng the politica

police, and didn't think he could manage it rmuch longer. In the \Wst,
he

said, he would be free from persecution

She knew he woul d be di sappointed. The warmdidn't really |ike vanpires
in

London or Rone or Dublin any nore than they did in Timsoara or
Buchar est
or Cuj. It was just nore difficult legally to have them destroyed.

Back in the nountains, there was the usual chaos. A sudden

t hunder st or m
whi pped up out of nowhere like a djinn, had torn up real and fake trees
and scattered themthroughout the valley, denolishing the gypsy

encanpnent
producti on desi gner Dean Tavoul aris had been buil di ng. About half a
mllion dollars' worth of set was irrevocably |ost, and the bunker
itself

had been struck by lightning and split open like a punpkin. The steady

rain poured in and streaned out of the structure, washing away props,

docunents, equi prent and costumes. Crews foraged in the valley for
stuf f

that could be reclaimed and used.

Francis acted as if God were personally out to destroy him

'Doesn't anybody el se notice what a disaster this filmis? he shouted.

haven't got a script, | haven't got an actor, |'mrunning out of noney,
I"mall out of tinme. This is the goddammed Unfini shed Synphony, man.'
Nobody wanted to talk to the director when he was in this nood. Francis
squatted on the bare earth of the mountainside, surrounded by snashed
bal sawood pi ne-trees, hugging his knees. He wore a stetson hat, filched
from Quincey Mrris's wardrobe, and drizzle was running fromits brimin



out

| eaky

rem nd

t he

t hat

shut

and

Giffi

pl asti

worth

vanpir

coul d

wooden

tiny stream Eleanor, his wife, concentrated on keeping the children

of the way.

"This is the worst fucking filmof ny career. The worst 1'll ever nake
The | ast novie.'

The first person to tell Francis to cheer up and that things weren't so
bad would get fired and be sent hone. At this point, crowded under a

lean-to with other surplus persons, Kate was tenpted.

"I don't want to be Orson Wlles,' Francis shouted at the slate-grey
skies, rain on his face, 'l don't want to be David Lean. | just want to
make an Irwin Allen novie, with violence, action, sex, destruction in
every frame. This isn't Art, this is atrocity.

Just before the crew |l eft Bucharest, as the storm was begi nning, Marlon
Brando had consented to be Dracula. Francis personally wired hima
mllion-dollar down-payment against two weeks' work. Nobody dared

Francis that if he wasn't ready to shoot Brando's scenes by the end of

year, he would | ose the noney and his star
The six nmonths was up, and barely a quarter of the filmwas in the can
The production schedul e had been extended and reworked so many tines

all forecasts of the end of shooting were treated |ike forecasts of the
end of the War. Everyone said it would be over by Christmas, but knew

woul d stretch until the last trunp.
"I could just stop, you know,' Francis said, deflated. 'l could just

it down and go back to San Francisco and a hot bath and decent pasta

forget everything. | can still get work shooting comrercials, nudie
novi es, series TV. | could nmake little films, shot on video with a
four-man crew, and show themto ny friends. All this DW

th-David

O Selznick shit just isn't fucking necessary.

He stretched out his arms and water poured fromhis sleeves. Over a
hundred peopl e, huddled in various shelters or wapped in orange

c

ponchos, |ooked at their lord and master and didn't know what to say or
do.

"What does this cost, people? Does anybody know? Does anybody care? I|s

worth all this? A novie? A painted ceiling? A synphony? |Is anything

all this shit?

The rain stopped as if a tap were turned off. Sun shone through cl ouds.
Kate screwed her eyes tight shut and funbl ed under her poncho for the
heavy sungl asses-clip she always carried. She night be the kind of

e

who could go about in all but the strongest sunlight, but her eyes

still be burned out by too rmuch light.

She fixed clip-on shades to her glasses and blinked.

Peopl e energed fromtheir shelters, rainwater pouring fromhats and
ponchos.

"W can shoot around it,' a co-associate assistant producer said.
Francis fired himon the spot.

Kate saw lon creep out of the forests and straighten up. He had a



staff, newy-trimed. He presented it to his maestro.
"To |l ean on,' he said, denonstrating. Then, he fetched it up and held

i ke a weapon, showing a whittled point. '"And to fight with.'

Francis accepted the gift, nade a few passes in the air, liking the
f eel

of it in his hands. Then he | eaned on the staff, easing his weight onto

t he strong wood.

"It's good,' he said.

lon grinned and sal ut ed.

"Al'l doubt is passing,' Francis announced. 'Mney doesn't matter, tine

doesn't matter, we don't matter. This film this Dracula, that is what

matters. It's taken the smallest of you,' he laid his hand on lon's
curls,

"to show nme that. When we are gone, Dracula will remain.'

Francis kissed the top of lon's head.

"Now, ' he shouted, inspired, 'to work, to work.'

The coach trundl es up the mountainside, w nding between the tall trees.
A

bl aze of blue Iight shoots up

Westenra: Treasure

Harker's Voice: They said the blue flames marked the sites of |ong-Iost

troves of bandit silver and gold. They al so said no good ever cane of

finding it.

West enra: Coachman, stop! Treasure

Swal es pulls up the reins, and the teamhalt. The clatter of hooves and

reins dies. The night is quiet.

The blue flame still burns.

Westenra junps out and runs to the edge of the forest, trying to see

between the trees, to |locate the source of the light.

Harker: I'lIl go with him

Warily, Harker takes a rifle down fromthe coach, and breeches a
bul | et.

Westenra runs ahead into the forest, excited. Harker carefully follows
up,

pl aci ng each step carefully.

Westenra: Treasure, man. Treasure

Har ker hears a noise, and signals Westenra to hold back. Both nen
freeze

and |isten.

The blue light flickers on their faces and fades out. Wstenra is

di sgust ed and di sappoi nt ed.

Sonet hi ng noves in the undergrowth. Red eyes gl ow

A dire wolf leaps up at Westenra, claws brushing his face, enornously

furred body heavy as a felled tree. Harker fires. Ared flash briefly

spotlights the beast's tw sted snout.

The wol f's teeth clash, just mssing Westenra's face. The huge ani nal ,

startled if not wounded, turns and di sappears into the forest.

West enra and Harker run away as fast as they can, vaulting over
prom nent

tree-roots, bunping | ow branches.

West enra: Never get out of the coach ... never get out of the coach

They get back to the road. Swal es | ooks stern, not wanting to know
about

the trouble they're in.

Harker's Voice: Wrds of wi sdom Never get out of the coach, never go
into

the woods ... unless you're prepared to beconme the conpleat animal, to
stay forever in the forests. Like him Dracul a.



had

hadn' t

At the party celebrating the 100th Day of Shooting, the crew brought in

coffin bearing a brass plate that read sinply DRACULA. Its lid creaked
open and a girl in a bikini |eaped out, nestling in Francis's |lap. She

pl astic fangs, which she spit out to kiss him

The crew cheered. Even El eanor | aughed.

The fangs wound up in the punch-bow . Kate fished them out as she got
drinks for Marty Sheen and Robert Duvall .

Duval I, lean and intense, asked her about Ireland. She admitted she

been there in decades. Sheen, whom everyone thought was Irish, was
H spani c, born Ranon Estevez. He was drinking heavily and | osing

wei ght ,

but

travelling deep into his role. Having surrendered entirely to Francis's
"vision', Sheen was talking with Harker's accent and devel oping the
character's holl oweyed | ook and pani cky gl ance.

The real Jonathan, Kate renenmbered, was a decent but dull sort,
perpetual |y 'unbl e around brighter people, deeply suburban. Mna, his
fiancée and her friend, kept saying that at |east he was real, a worker
ant not a butterfly like Art or Lucy. A hundred years later, Kate could
hardly remenber Jonathan's face. From now on, she woul d al ways thi nk of
Sheen when anyone nentioned Jonathan Harker. The original was eclipsed.
O erased. Bram Stoker had intended to wite about Kate in his book

left her out. Her few poor braveries during the Terror tended to be
ascribed to Mna in nost histories. That was probably a bl essing.
"What it nust have been |ike for Jonathan,' Sheen said. 'Not even

knowi ng

there were such things as vanmpires. Imagine, confronted with Dracul a
hinsel f. H s whole world was shredded, torn away. Al he had was

hi nsel f,

and it wasn't enough.'
"He had famly, friends,' Kate said
Sheen's eyes glowed. 'Not in Transylvania. Nobody has fam |y and

friends

| aced

in Transyl vania.'

Kate shivered and | ooked around. Francis was showi ng off martial arts
noves with lon's staff. Fred Forrest was rolling a cigar-sized joint.
Vittorio Storaro, the cinematographer, doled out his special spaghetti,
smuggl ed into the country inside filmcans, to appreciative patrons. A
Romani an official in an ill-fitting shiny suit, liaison with the state
studi os, staunchly resisted offers of drinks he either assunmed were

with LSD or didn't want other Romani ans to see himsanpling. She

wonder ed

t he

not

eyes

whi ch of the native hangers-on was the Securitate spy, and giggled at
thought that they all night be spies and still not know the others were
wat chi ng t hem

Punch, which she was sipping for politeness's sake, squirted out of her
nose as she laughed. Duvall patted her back and she recovered. She was

used to social drinking.
lon, in a baseball cap given himby one of Francis's kids, was joking

the girl in the bikini, a dancer who played one of the gypsies, his

reddening with thirst. Kate decided to | eave thembe. lon would contro



hinself with the crew. Besides, the girl mght like a nip fromthe
handsone | ad.
Wth a handkerchi ef, she w ped her face. Her specs had gone crooked

her spluttering and she rearranged them

"You're not what | expected of a vanmpire lady,' Duvall said.

Kate slipped the plastic fangs into her nouth and snarled |like a
kitten.

Duval | and Sheen | aughed.

For two weeks, Francis had been shooting the 'Brides of Dracul a
sequence.

The nount ai nsi de was crowded as Oxford Street, extras borrowed fromthe

Romani an arny salted with English faces recruited fromyouth hostels
and

student exchanges. Storaro was up on a di nosaur-necked canera crane,

swoopi ng through the skies, getting shots of rapt faces.

The three girls, two warm and one real vanpire, had only showed up

toni ght, guaranteei ng genui ne crowd excitenment in |ong-shot or blurry

background rather than the flatly faked enthusiasmradiated for their
own

cl ose- ups.

Kate was supposed to be available for the Brides, but they didn't need

advice. It struck her as absurd that she should be asked to tell the

actresses how to be alluring. The vanpire Marl ene, cast as the bl onde

bri de, had been an actress since the silent days and wandered about
nearly

naked, exposing herself to the winds. Her warm sisters needed to be

swat hed in furs between shots.

In a shack-1ike tenporary dressing room the brides were transforned.

Bunty, a sensible Englishwoman, was in charge of their make-up. The
l'iving

girls, twins from Malta who had appeared in a Pl ayboy |ayout, submitted

to

al | -over pancake that gave their flesh an unhealthy shi mrer and opened

their nouths like dental patients as fangs - a hundred tines nore

expensive if hardly nore convincing than the joke shop set Kate had
kept

after the party - were fitted.

Francis, with lon in his wake carrying a script, dropped by to cast an
eye

over the brides. He asked Marlene to open her nmouth and exam ned her

dai nty pointy teeth.

"W thought we'd | eave them as they were,' said Bunty.

Franci s shook his head.

' They need to be bigger, nore obvious.'

Bunty took a set of dagger-like eye-teeth fromher kit and approached

Mar |l ene, who waved them away.

"I'"'msorry, dear,' the make-up woman apol ogi sed.

Mar | ene | aughed nusically and hi ssed, making Francis junp. Her mouth

opened wide |like a cobra's, and her fangs extended a full two inches.

Franci s grinned.

"Perfect.'

The vanpire lady took a little curtsey.

Kate mngled with the crew, keeping out of canera-shot. She was used to

the tedious pace of filmmaking now Everything took forever and there
was

rarely anything to see. Only Francis, alnobst thin now, was constantly
on



the nmove, popping up everywhere - with lon, nick-naned 'Son of Dracul a'

by

the crew, at his heels - to solve or be frustrated by any one of a

t housand probl ens.

The stands erected for the extras, made by local |abour in the nonths

bef ore shooting, kept collapsing. It seened the construction peopl e,
whom

she assuned al so had the door contract at the Bucharest hotel, had

substituted inferior wood, presumably pocketing the difference in leis,

and the whole set was close to useless. Francis had taken to having his

peopl e work at night, after the Romani ans contractually obliged to do
t he

job had gone home, to shore up the shoddy work. It was, of course,

rui nously expensive and amazingly inefficient.

The permits to filmat Borgo Pass had still not come through. An
associ ate

producer was spending all her tine at the Bucharest equival ent of the

Crcum ocution Ofice, trying to get the tri-Ilingual docunentation out
of

the Mnistry of Film Francis would have to hire an entire local film
crew

and pay themto stand idle while his Hollywod people did the work.
That

was t he expected harassnent.

The official in the shiny suit, who had cone to represent for everyone
t he

forces hindering the production, stood on one side, eagerly watching
t he

actresses. He didn't pernit hinmself a snmile

Kate assunmed the man dutifully hated the whole idea of Dracula. He

certainly did all he could to get in the way. He could only speak
Engl i sh

when the tine cane to announce a fresh snag, conveniently forgetting
t he

| anguage if he was standing on the spot where Francis wanted canera
track

laid and he was being told politely to get out of the way.

"Gve nme nore teeth,' Francis shouted through a bull-horn. The
actresses

r esponded.

"Al'l of you,' the director addressed the extras, 'look horny as hell."’

lon repeated the instruction in three | anguages. In each one, the
sent ence

expanded to a paragraph. Different segnents of the crowd were enthused
as

each announcenent cl ued themin.

Arcs, brighter and whiter than the sun, cast nercil ess, bl eaching
pat ches

of light on the crowd, naking faces |ook like skulls. Kate was
bl i nki ng,

her eyes watering. She took off and cl eaned her gl asses.

Li ke everybody, she could do with a shower and a rest. And, in her case,

decent feed.
Runours were circul ating of other reasons they were being kept away
from
Borgo Pass. The twins, flying in a few days ago, had brought al ong
copi es
of the Guardian and Ti me Magazi ne. They were passed around the whol e
conpany, offering precious news fromhone. She was surprised howlittle



seenmed to have happened while she was out of touch

However, there was a tiny story in the Guardi an about the Transyl vani a

Moverent . Apparently, Baron Meinster, sone obscure disciple of Dracula,

was bei ng sought by the Romani an authorities for terrorist outrages.
The

newspaper reported that he had picked up a band of vanpire followers
and

was out in the forests somewhere, fighting bl oody engagenents with

Ceausescu's nen. The Baron favoured young get; he would find | ost

children, and turn them The average age of his arny was fourteen. Kate

knew the type: red-eyed, lithe brats with sharp teeth and no
conpuncti ons

about anything. Runobur had it that Meinster's Kids woul d descend on

vill ages and nmurder entire popul ations, gorging thensel ves on bl ood,

killing whole fanilies, whole conmunities, down to the animals.

That expl ai ned the nervousness of sone of the extras borrowed fromthe

arny. They expected to be sent into the woods to fight the devils. Few
of

them woul d come near Kate or any other vanpire, so any gossip that

filtered through was third-hand and had been translated into and out of

several |anguages.

There were quite a few civilian observers around, keeping an eye on

everyt hing, wavi ng i nconprehensi ble but official docunentation at
anyone

who queried their presence. Shiny Suit knew all about them and was
their

unofficial boss. lon kept well away fromthem She nust ask the lad if
he

knew anyt hing of Meinster. It was a wonder he had not becone one of

Meinster's Child Warriors. Maybe he had, and was trying to get away
from

that. G ow ng up.

The crowd rioted on cue but the camera-crane jamred, dunping the
oper at or

out of his perch. Francis yelled at the grips to protect the equi pnent,

and lon translated but not swiftly enough to get theminto action

The canera canme | oose and fell thirty feet, crunching onto rough stone,

spilling filmand fragments.

Franci s | ooked at the mess, unconprehending, a child so shocked by the

breaking of a favourite toy that he can't even throw a fit. Then, red
fury

expl oded.

Kate woul dn't want to be the one who told Francis that there m ght be

fighting at Borgo Pass.

In the coach, late afternoon, Harker goes through the docunents he has
been given. He examines letters sealed with a red wax 'D, old scrolls
gone to parchnment, annotated maps, a wit of excomunication. There are
pi ctures of Ml ad, woodcuts of the Christian Prince in a forest of
i mpal ed
infidels, portraits of a dead-looking old man with a white noustache, a
bl urry photograph of a murk-faced youth in an unsuitable straw hat.
Harker's Voice: Vlad was one of the Chosen, favoured of God. But
sonewher e
in those acres of slaughtered foenen, he found something that changed
hi s
m nd, that changed his soul. He wote letters to the Pope, recomendi ng
the rededication of the Vatican to the Devil. He had two cardinals,
sent
by Rone to reason with him hot-collared - red-hot pokers slid through



their back passages into their innards. He died, was buried, and cane
back

Har ker | ooks out of the coach at the violent sunset. Rai nbows dance
around

the tree-tops.

Westenra cringes but Murray is fascinated.

Murray: It's beautiful, the Iight

Up ahead is a clearing. Coaches are gathered. A natural stone
anphi theatre

has been kitted out with linelights which fizz and flare.

Crowds of Englishnen take seats.

Harker is confused, but the others are excited.

Murray: A nusical evening. Here, so far fromPiccadilly ..

The coach slows and stops. Westenra and Miurray | eap out to join the

cr owds.

Warily, Harker follows. He sits with Westenra and Murray. They pass a

hi p-fl ask between them

Har ker takes a cautious pull, stings his throat.

Into the anphitheatre trundles a magnificent carriage, pulled by a
singl e,

bl ack stallion. The beast is twelve hands high. The carriage is black
as

the night, with an enbossed gold and scarlet crest on the door. A
red-eyed

dragon entwi nes around a letter 'D .

The driver is a tall man, draped entirely in black, only his red eyes

showi ng.

There is m1d appl ause.

The driver |eaps down fromhis seat, crouches |like a big cat and stands

taller than ever. His cloak swells with the night breeze

Loud nusic cones froma small orchestra

' Take a Pair of Crimson Eyes', by Glbert and Sullivan

The driver opens the carriage door

Aslimwhite linb, clad only in a transparent veil, snakes around the

door. Tiny bells tinkle on a delicate ankle. The toe-nails are scarl et
and

curl like claws.

The audi ence whoops appreci ation. Miurray burbl es babyi sh delight.
Har ker

is wary.

The foot touches the carpet of pine needles and a wonan swi ngs out of
t he

carriage, shroud-like dress fluttering around her slender form She has

cloud of black hair and eyes that glow like hot coals.

She hi sses, tasting the night, exposing needl e-sharp eye-teeth.
Wi t hi ng

she presses her snake-supple body to the air, as if sucking in the

essences of all the nen present.

Murray: The bl oofer |ady ..

The other carriage door is kicked open and the first woman's twi n | eaps

out. She is less languid, nore sinuous, nore animal-like. She claws and
rends the ground and clinbs up the carriage wheel like a lizard, |ong
red
tongue darting. Her hair is wild, a tangle of twi gs and | eaves.
The audi ence, on their feet, applaud and whistle vigorously. Sone of
t he

men rip away their ties and burst their collar-studs, exposing their
throats.



First Wonan: Kisses, sister, kisses for us al
The hood of the carriage opens, folding back |like an oyster to disclose

a
third woman, as fair as they are dark, as voluptuous as they are
sl ender.
She is spraw ed i n abandon on a plush nountain of red cushions. She
withes, crawing through pillows, her scent stinging the nostrils of
t he
rapt audi ence.
The driver stands to one side as the three wonmen dance. Sonme of the nen
are shirtless now, clawing at their own necks until the blood trickles.
The wonen are contorted with expectant pleasure, licking their ruby
lips,
fangs already noi st, shrouds in casual disarray, exposing |lovely |inbs,
swan-whi te pal e skin, velvet-sheathed nuscle.
Men crawl at their feet, piling atop each other, reaching out just to
touch the ankles of these wonen, these nonstrous, desirable creatures.
Murray is out of his seat, hypnotised, pulled towards the vanpires,
eyes
mad. Harker tries to hold himback, but is wenched forward in his
wake,
dragged |i ke an anchor.
Murray steps over his fallen fellows, but trips and goes down under
t hem
Harker scranmbles to his feet and finds hinmself anbng the wonen. Six
hands
entwi ne around his face. Lips brush his cheek, razor-edged teeth
drawi ng
scarlet lines on his face and neck
He tries to resist but is bedazzled.
A mllion points of light shine in the wonen's eyes, on their teeth, on
their earrings, necklaces, nose-stones, bracelets, veils, navel-jewels,
| acquered nails. The lights close around Harker
Teeth touch his throat.
A strong hand, sparsely bristled, reaches out and hauls one of the
worren
away.
The driver steps in and tosses another vanpire bodily into the
carri age.
She | ands face-down and seens to be drowning in cushions, bare | egs
ki cki ng.
Only the blonde remai ns, caressing Harker, eight inches of tongue
scrapi ng
the underside of his chin. Fire burns in her eyes as the driver pulls
her
away.
Bl onde Wman: You never |ove, you have never |oved ..
The driver slaps her, dislocating her face. She scranbles away from
Harker, who lies sprawl ed on the ground.
The wonen are back in the carriage, which does a circuit of the
anphitheatre and slips into the forests. There is a massed how of
frustration, and the audi ence falls upon each ot her
Harker, slowy recovering, sits up. Swales is there. He haul s Harker
out
of the nel ée and back to the coach. Harker, unsteady, is pulled into
t he

coach.
Westenra and Murray are dejected, gloony. Harker is still groggy.
Harker's Voice: A vanpire's idea of a half-holiday is a third share in



smal |

juicy peasant baby. It has no other needs, no other desires, no other
yearnings. It is nmere appetite, unencunbered by norality, philosophy,
religion, convention, enotion. There's a dangerous strength in that. A
strength we can hardly hope to equal

Shooting in a studio should have given nore control, but Francis was
constantly frustrated by Romani ans. The inn set, perhaps the sinplest
element of the film was still not right, though the carpenters and
dressers had had alnost a year to get it together. First, they took an
office at the studio and turned it into Harker's bedroom It was too

to fit in a canera as well as an actor and the scenery. Then, they
reconstructed the whole thing in the mddle of a sound stage, but stil
bolted together the walls so they couldn't be moved. The only shot

Storaro

could take was fromthe ceiling | ooking down. Now the walls were

fly-away

i deal i

enough to all ow canera novenment, but Francis wasn't happy with the set
dr essi ng.

Prom nent over the bed, where Francis wanted a crucifix, was an

sed

portrait of Ceausescu. Through lon, Francis tried to explain to Shiny
Suit, the studio manager, that his filmtook place before the
President-for-Life cane to power and that, therefore, it was highly
unlikely that a picture of himwould be decorating a wall anywhere.
Shiny Suit seenmed unwilling to admt there had ever been a tine when
Ceausescu didn't rule the country. He kept | ooking around nervously, as

expecting to be caught in treason and hustled out to summary execution
"Cet nme a crucifix,' Francis yelled.
Kate sat nmeekly in a director's chair - a rare luxury - while the

ar gunent

Shi ny

punchi

scurri

i mage

t hen

continued. Marty Sheen, in character as Harker, sat cross-legged on his
bed, taking pulls at a hip-flask of potent brandy. She could snell the
liquor across the studio. The actor's face was florid and his novenents
sl ow. He had been nore and nore Harker and less and | ess Marty the | ast
few days, and Francis was driving himhard, directing with an enotiona
scal pel that peeled his star Iike an onion

Francis told lon to bring the offending item over so he could show

Suit what was wong. Ginning cheerfully, lon squeezed past Marty and
reached for the picture, dextrously dropping it onto a bed-post which
shattered the gl ass and speared through the niddl e of the franeg,

ng

a hole in the Premer's face.

lon shrugged in fake apol ogy.

Franci s | ooked al nost happy. Shiny Suit, stricken in the heart,

ed

away in defeat, afraid that his part in the vandalism of the sacred

woul d be noti ced.
A crucifix was found fromstock and put up on the wall.
"Marty,' Francis said, 'open yourself up, show us your beating heart,

tear it fromyour chest, squeeze it in your fist and drop it on the
floor.'

Kate wondered if he nmeant it literally.

Marty Sheen tried to focus his eyes, and saluted in slow notion.
"Quiet on set, everybody,' Francis shouted.



Fr anci

get
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scene,

scr aw

woul d
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j ust

t hey

over

| ens

woul d

coat .

been

Kate was crying, silently, uncontrollably. Everyone on set, except

s

and perhaps lon, was also in tears. She felt as if she was watching the
torture of a political prisoner, and just wanted it to stop

There was no script for this scene.

Franci s was pushing Marty into a corner, breaking himdown, trying to

to Jonat han Harker.
This woul d cone at the beginning of the picture. The idea was to show

real Jonathan, to get the audience involved with him Wthout this

the hero woul d seem just an observer, wandering between ot her people's
set - pi eces.

"You, Reed,' Francis said, 'you're a witer. Scribble me a voice-over

I nt ernal nonol ogue. Stream of -consci ousness. G ve nme the real Harker.'
Through tear-blurred spectacles, she | ooked at the pad she was

ing

on. Her first attenpt had been at the Jonathan she renenbered, who

have been enbarrassed to have been thought capabl e of
st ream of - consci ousness. Francis had torn that into confetti and poured

over Marty's head, making the actor cross his eyes and fall backwards,
compl etely drunk, onto the bed.

Marty was hugging his pillow and bawling for M na.

Al for Hecuba, Kate thought. Mna wasn't even in this novie except as

| ocket. God knows what M's Harker would think when and if she saw
a.

Francis told the crewto ignore Marty's conplaints. He was an actor
j ust whi ni ng.

lon transl at ed.
She remenbered what Francis had said after the storm 'what does this

cost, people? Was anything worth what this seened to cost? 'l don't
have to make Dracula,' Francis had told an interviewer, '|I have to be
Dracul a.'

Kate tried to wite the Harker that was emnergi ng between Marty and
Francis. She went into the worst places of her own past and realised

still burned in her nenory |ike smoul dering coal s.

Her pad was spotted with red. There was blood in her tears. That didn't
happen often.

The canera was close to Marty's face. Francis was intent, bent close

the bed, teeth bared, hands claws. Marty nunbled, trying to wave the
away.

"Don't | ook at the camera, Jonathan,' Francis said.

Marty buried his face in the bed and was sick, choking. Kate wanted to

protest but couldn't bring herself to. She was worried Martin Sheen

never forgive her for interrupting his Acadeny Award scene. He was an
actor. He'd go on to other roles, casting off poor Jon like an old

He rolled off his vomit and | ooked up, where the ceiling should have



but wasn't.

The canera ran on. And on.

Marty lay still.

Finally, the canmera operator reported 'l think he's stopped breathing.'
For an eternal second, Francis let the scene run

In the end, rather than stop filmng, the director el bowed the canera
aside and threw hinself on his star, putting an ear close to Marty's
sunken bare chest.

Kat e dropped her pad and rushed into the set. A wall swayed and fel

with

a crash.

"His heart's still beating,' Francis said.

She could hear it, thunping irregularly.

Marty spluttered, fluid | eaking fromhis nmouth. H's face was al nost

scarl et.

Hi s heart sl owed.

"I think he's having a heart attack,' she said.

'"He's only thirty-five,' Francis said. '"No, thirty-six. It's his
bi rt hday

t oday."'

A doctor was called for. Kate thunped Marty's chest, wi shing she knew
nor e

first aid.

The canera rolled on, forgotten

"If this gets out,' Francis said, 'I'mfinished. The filmis over.'

Franci s grabbed Marty's hand tight, and prayed.

"Don't die, man.'

Martin Sheen's heart wasn't listening. The beat stopped. Seconds
passed.

Anot her beat. Not hi ng.

lon was at Francis's side. His fang-teeth were fully extended and his
eyes

were red. It was the closeness of death, triggering his instincts.

Kate, hating herself, felt it too.

The bl ood of the dead was spoil ed, undrinkable. But the blood of the
dyi ng

was sweet, as if invested with the life that was being spilled.

She felt her own teeth sharp against her |ower lip.

Drops of her blood fell fromher eyes and nmouth, spattering Marty's
chin.

She pounded hi s chest again. Another beat. Nothing.

lon craw ed on the bed, reaching for Marty.

"I can nake himlive,' he whispered, nouth agape, nearing a pul sel ess

neck.

"My God,' said Francis, madness in his eyes. 'You can bring himback
Even

if he dies, he can finish the picture.’

" Yesssss,' hissed the old child.

Marty's eyes sprang open. He was still conscious in his stalling body.

There was a flood of fear and panic. Kate felt his death grasp her own

heart.

lon's teeth touched the actor's throat.

A cold clarity struck her. This undead youth of unknown bl oodl i ne mnust
not

pass on the Dark Kiss. He was not yet ready to be a father-in-darkness.

She took himby the scruff of his neck and tore himaway. He fought
her,

but she was ol der, stronger.
Wth | ove, she punctured Marty's throat, feeling the death ecstasy
convul se through her. She swooned as the blood, |aced heavily with



br andy,
wel l ed into her nouth, but fought to stay in control. The lizard part

of
her brain would have sucked himdry.
But Kat hari ne Reed was not a nonster.
She broke the contact, smearing bl ood across her chin and his chest
hai r.
She ri pped open her blouse, scattering tiny buttons, and sliced herself
with a sharpening thunmbnail, drawi ng an incision across her ribs.
She raised Marty's head and pressed his nmouth to the wound.
As the dying man suckl ed, she | ooked through fogged gl asses at Francis,
at

lon, at the canera operator, at twenty studio staff. A doctor was
arriving, too late.

She | ooked at the bl ank round eye of the canera.

"Turn that bloody thing off,' she said.

The principles were assenbled in an office at the studio. Kate, stil

drai ned, had to be there. Marty was in a clinic with a drip-feed,
awai ti ng

nore transfusions. His entire bl oodstream would have to be flushed out

several times over. Wth luck, he wouldn't even turn. He would just

have

some of her life in him some of her in him forever. This had happened

bef ore and Kate wasn't exactly happy about it. But she had no other

choice. lon would have killed the actor and brought himback to life as
a

new born vanpire

' There have been stories in the trades,' Francis said, holding up a
copy

of Daily Variety. It was the only newspaper that regularly got through
to

the conpany. 'About Marty. We have to sit tight on this, to keep a lid
on

panic. | can't afford even the rumour that we're in trouble. Don't you

understand, we're in the twilight zone here. Anything approaching a

shooting schedul e or a budget was left behind a long tine ago. W can
film

round Marty until he's ready to do close-ups. His brother is com ng
over

fromthe States to double himfromthe back. W can weather this on the

ground, but maybe not in the press. The vultures fromthe trades want
us

dead. Ever since Finian's Rainbow, they' ve hated ne. I'ma smart kid
and

nobody likes smart kids. Fromnow on, if anybody dies they aren't dead

until 1 say so. Nobody is to tell anyone anything until it's gone
t hr ough

me. People, we're in trouble here and we may have to |lie our way out of

it. I know you think the Ceausescu regime is fascist but it's nothing

conpared to the Coppola regine. You don't know anything until | confirm

it. You don't do anything until | say so. This is a war, people, and
we're

| osing.'

Marty's family was with him Hs wife didn't quite know whether to be

grateful to Kate or despise her.

He would live. Really live.

She was getting snatches of his past life, nmostly fromfilns he had
been

in. He would be having the sane thing, coping with scranbl ed



i mpressi ons

of her. That nust be a nightrmare all of its own.
They let her into the room It was sunny, filled with flowers.
The actor was sitting up, neatly groomed, eyes bright.

"Now | know,' he told her. "Now | really know. | can use that in the
part.

Thank you.'

"I"'msorry," she said, not know ng what for

At a way-station, Swales is picking up fresh horses. The old ones,

| athered with foamy sweat, are watered and rested.

Westenra barters with a peasant for a basket of apples. Miurray smles
and

| ooks up at the tops of the trees. The moon shines down on his face,

maki ng himl ook Iike a child.

Har ker quietly snokes a pipe.

Harker's Voice: This was where we were to join forces with Van Hel sing.

Thi s stone-crazy doubl e Dutchman had spent his whole life fighting
evil.

Van Hel sing strides out of the mountain mists. He wears a scarlet arny

tunic and a curly-brimed top hat, and carries a cavalry sabre. His
face

is covered with old scars. Crosses of all kinds are pinned to his
cl ot hes.

Harker's Voi ce: Van Helsing put the fear of God into the Devil. And he

terrified ne.

Van Hel sing is acconpani ed by a band of rough-riders. O all races and
in

wildly different uniforms, they are his personal arny of the righteous.
In

addition to nounted troops, Van Hel sing has command of a coupl e of

man-lifting kites and a supply wagon.

Van Hel sing: You are Harker?

Harker: Dr Van Hel sing of Ansterdan?

Van Hel sing: The sane. You wi sh to go to Borgo Pass, Young Jonat han?

Harker: That's the plan.

Van Hel sing: Better you should wish to go to Hades itself, foolish

Engl i shrman.

Van Helsing's Aide: | say, Prof, did you know Murray was in Harker's
Crew.

The stroke of ' 84.

Van Hel sing: Hah! Beat Canbridge by three | engths. Msterful

Van Helsing's Aide: They say the river's at its nost |evel around Borgo

Pass. You know these nountain streams, Prof. Tricky for the oarsnan.

Van Hel sing: Wiy didn't you say that before, danfool? Harker, we go at

once, to take Borgo Pass. Such a stretch of river should be held for
t he

Lord. The Un-Dead, they appreciate it not. Nosferatu don't scull

Van Helsing rallies his nen into nounting up. Harker dashes back to the

coach and clinbs in. Westenra | ooks appall ed as Van Hel si ng waves his

sabre, comng close to fetching off his own Aide's head.

Westenra: That man's conpletely nad

Harker: In Wallachia, that just nakes himnormal. To fight what we have
to

face, one has to be a little nad.

Van Hel sing's sabre shines with noonfire.

Van Hel sing: To Borgo Pass, ny angels ... charge!

Van Hel sing |l eads his troop at a fast gallop. The coach is swept al ong



the wake of the uphill cavalry advance. Man-lifting box-kites carry
observers into the night air.

Wl ves how in the distance.

Between the kites is slung a phonograph horn

Musi ¢ pours forth. The overture to Swan Lake.

Van Hel sing: Misic. Tchai kowsky. It upsets the devils. Stirs in them
menories of things that they have | ost. Makes them feel dead. Then we

kill
them good. Kill them forever
As he charges, Van Hel sing waves his sword fromside to side. Dark, |ow
shapes dash out of the trees and slip anobng the horses' ankles. Van
Hel si ng sl ashes downwards, decapitating a wolf. The head bounces agai nst
a

tree, becoming that of a gypsy boy, and rolls down the nountainside.
Van Hel sing's cavalry weave expertly through the pines. They carry
fl am ng
torches. The nmusic soars. Fire and snoke whi p between the trees.
In the coach, Westenra puts his fingers in his ears. Murray sniles as
if
on a pleasure ride across Brighton Beach. Harker sorts through
cruci fixes.

At Borgo Pass, a small gypsy encanpnent is quiet. Elders gather around

t he

fire. Agirl hears the Tchai kowsky whi ni ng anong the wi nds and alerts
t he

tribe.

The gypsies bustle. Some begin to transforminto wol ves.

The man-1ifting kites hang agai nst the noon, casting vast bat-shadows
on

t he nount ai nsi de.

The poundi ng of hooves, anplified a thousandfold by the trees,
t hunders.

The ground shakes. The forests trenble.

Van Hel sing's cavalry expl ode out of the woods and fall upon the canp,

riding around and through the place, knocking over wagons, draggi ng

through fires. A dozen flamng torches are thrown. Shrieking
wer ewol ves,

pelts aflane, leap up at the riders.

Silver swords flash, red w th bl ood.

Van Hel sing di snmounts and strides through the carnage, meking head
shot s

with his pistol. Silver balls explode in wolf-skulls.

A young girl approaches Van Helsing's aide, smling in wel conme. She
opens

her mouth, hissing, and sinks fangs into the man's throat.

Three cavalrynmen pull the girl off and stretch her out face-down on the

ground, rending her bodice to bare her back. Van Helsing drives a

five-foot lance through her ribs from behind, skewering her to the

bl oodi ed earth.

Van Hel sing: Vanpire bitch!

The caval rymen congratul ate each other and cringe as a barrel of
gunpowder

expl odes nearby. Van Hel sing does not flinch.

Harker's Voi ce: Van Hel sing was protected by God. \Whatever he did, he

woul d survive. He was bl essed.

Van Hel sing kneel s by his wounded Ai de and pours holy water onto the
man' s

ravaged neck. The wound hi sses and steans, and the Aide shrieks.

Van Hel sing: Too late, we are too late. |I'msorry, ny son



Wth a kukri knife, Van Helsing slices off his aide' s head. Bl ood
gushes

over his trousers.

The overture concludes and the battle is over.

The gypsy encanpnent is a ruin. Fires still burn. Everyone is dead or

dyi ng, inpaled or decapitated or silver-shot. Van Hel sing distributes

consecrated wafers, dropping crunbs on all the corpses, nuttering
prayers

for saved souls.

Har ker sits, exhausted, bl oody earth on his boots.

Harker's Voice: If this was how Van Hel sing served God, | was begi nning
to

wonder what the firm had agai nst Dracul a.

The sun pinks the skies over the nountains. Pale light falls on the

encanpmrent .

Van Hel sing stands tall in the early nmorning msts.

Several badl y-wounded vampires begin to shrivel and scream as the
sunl i ght

burns themto man-shaped ci nders.

Van Helsing: | love that snmell ... spontaneous conbustion at daybreak
I't

smells like ... salvation

Li ke a small boy whose toys have been taken away, Francis stood on the

rock, orange cagoul vivid against the m st-shrouded pines, and watched
t he

cavalry ride away in the wong direction. Gypsy extras, puzzled at this

reversal, mlled around their canp set. Storaro found sonething
techni cal

to check and absorbed hinself in |enses.

No one wanted to tell Francis what was going on

They had spent two hours setting up the attack, laying canera track

pl anting charges, rigging decapitation effects, m xing kensington gore
in

pl astic buckets. Van Helsing's troop of ferocious cavalry were
uni f or ned

and readi ed.

Then Shiny Suit whispered in the ear of the captain who was in comand

of

the arny-provided horsemen. The cavalry stopped bei ng actors and becane

sol diers again, getting into formation and riding out.

Kate had never seen anything like it.

| on nagged Shiny Suit for an explanation. Reluctantly, the official
told

the little vanpire what was goi ng on

"There is fighting in the next valley,' lon said. 'Baron Meinster has
cone

out of the forests and taken a keep that stands over a strategic pass.

Many are dead or dying. Ceausescu is |laying siege to the
Transyl vani ans.

"W have an agreenent,' Francis said, weakly. 'These are ny nen.'

"Only as long as they aren't needed for fighting, this man says,'
reported

lon, standing aside to let the director get a good | ook at the Ronmani an

official. Shiny Suit alnbst smled, a certain snug attitude suggesting

that this would even the score for that dropped picture of the Premnier

"I"'mtrying to nake a fucking novie here. If people don't keep their
wor d,

maybe they deserve to be overthrown.'

The few bilingual Romanians in the crew cringed at such sacril ege. Kate



could think of dozens of stronger reasons for pulling down the

Ceausescu

Fr anci

phut

ran

back,

to

alive.

regi nme.

'There m ght be danger,' lon said. 'If the fighting spreads.’

"This Meinster, lon. Can he get us the cavalry? Can we do a deal with
hi n

"An arrogant elder, maestro. And doubtless preoccupied with his own
projects."'

"You're probably right, fuck it.'

"W're losing the light," Storaro announced.

Shiny Suit smled blithely and, through lon, ventured that the battle
shoul d be over in two to three days. It was fortunate for himthat

s

only had prop weapons w thin reach

In the gypsy canp, one of the charges went off by itself. A pathetic

sent out a choking cloud of violently green snmoke. Trickles of flane

across fresh-painted flats.

A grip threw a bucket of water, dousing the fire.

Robert Duvall and Martin Sheen, in costune and make-up, stood about
usel essly. The entire canera crew, effects gang, support team were
gathered, as if waiting for a cancelled train.

There was a | ong pause. The cavalry did not conme riding triunphantly

ready for the shot.
'Bastards,' Francis shouted, angrily waving his staff |ike a spear

The next day was no better. News filtered back that Minster was thrown
out of the keep and withdrawing into the forests, but that Ceausescu
ordered his retreat be harried. The cavalry were not detailed to return

their filmnaking duties. Kate wondered how many of them were stil

The retaking of the keep nust have been a bl oody, costly battle. A

cavalry

t he

She

been

charge against a fortress position would be al nost a suicide mssion
Di sconsol ately, Francis and Storaro sorted out some pick-up shots that
coul d be managed

A search was mounted for Shiny Suit, so that a definite time could be
establ i shed for rescheduling of the attack scene. He had vani shed into

msts, presumably to escape the American's wrath.
Kate huddl ed under a tree and tried to puzzle out a | ocal newspaper

was brushi ng up her Romani an, sinultaneously coping with the eupheni snms
and | acunae of a non-free press. According to the paper, Meinster had

crushed weeks ago and was hiding in a ditch somewhere, certain to be
beheaded wi thin the hour.

She couldn't help feeling the real story was in the next valley. As a
newspaper wonman, she should be there, not waiting around for this

stal |l ed

juggernaut to get back on track. Meinster's Kids frightened and

f asci nat ed

her. She should know about them try to understand. But American

Zoet r ope

had first call on her, and she didn't have the heart to be another
def ect or.
Marty Sheen joined her.



He was nostly recovered and understood what she had done for him
t hough

he was still exploring the inplications of their blood link. Just now,
he

was nore anxi ous about working with Brando - who was due in next week -

than his health.

There was still no scripted ending.

The day that the cavalry - well, sonme of them - cane back, faces drawn
and

downcast, uniformnms nuddi ed, eyes haunted, Shiny Suit was di scovered
with

hi s neck broken, flopped half-in a stream He must have fallen in the
dark, tumbling down the precipitous nmountainside.
Hi s face and neck were ripped, torn by the sharp thorns of the nountain
bushes. He had bled dry into the water, and his staring face was white.
"It is good that CGeorghiou is dead,' lon pronounced. 'He upset the
maestro.
Kate hadn't known the bureaucrat's nane.
Francis was frustrated at this fresh delay, but graciously let the

cor pse
be renoved and the proper authorities be notified before proceedi ng

with

t he shoot.

A police inspector was escorted around by lon, poking at a few broken

bushes and exam ni ng Georghiou's effects. lon sonehow persuaded the man
to

concl ude the business speedily.

The boy was a miracle, everyone agreed.

'"Mss Reed,' lon interrupted. She | aid down her newspaper

Dressed as an American boy, with his hair cut by the nmake-up departnent,
a

[ight-meter hung around his neck, lon was unrecogni sable as the
bedr aggl ed

or phan who had come to her hotel roomin Bucharest.

Kate | aid aside her journal and pen.

"John Popp,' lon pronounced, tapping his chest. His J-sound was
perfect.

"John Popp, the American.'

She thought about it.

lon - no, John - had sloughed off his nationality and all nationa

characteristics |like a snake shedding a skin. New born as an American

pi nk-ski nned and gl owi ng, he woul d never be chal |l enged.

"Do you want to go to America?

"Ch yes, Mss Reed. Anerica is a young country, full of life. Fresh
bl ood.

There, one can be anything one chooses. It is the only country for a

vanpire.

Kate wasn't sure whether to feel sorry for the vampire youth or for the

Ameri can continent. One of themwas sure to be di sappointed.

"John Popp,' he repeated, pleased.

Was this how Dracul a had been when he first thought of noving to G eat

Britain, then the liveliest country in the world just as America was
now?

The Count had practised his English pronunciation in conversations with

Jonat han, and nenorised railway time-tables, relishing the exotic nanes
of

St Pancras, King's Cross and Euston. Had he rolled his anglicised nane

Count DeVille - around his mouth, pleased with hinself?



O course, Dracula saw hinmself as a conqueror, the rightful ruler of
al |

| ands he rode over. lon-John was nore like the Irish and Italian
em grants

who poured through Ellis Island at the begi nning of the century,
certain

America was the | and of opportunity and that each potato-picker or
bar ber

coul d becone a sel f-nmade plutocrat.

Envi ous of his conviction, affection stabbing her heart, w shing she
coul d

protect him al ways, Kate kissed him He struggled awkwardly, a child

hugged by an enbarrassingly aged auntie.

M sts pool around Borgo Pass. Black crags project fromthe white sea.
The coach proceeds slowy. Everyone | ooks around, wary.

Murray: Renenber that |ast phial of laudanum... | just downed it.
Westenra: Good show, man.

Murray: It's like the Crystal Pal ace.

Harker sits by Swal es, |ooking up at the ancient castle that dom nates

t he

vi ew. Broken battlenents are jagged agai nst the boiling sky.

Harker's Voice: Castle Dracula. The trail snaked through the forest,

leading ne directly to him The Count. The countryside was Dracul a. He
had

become one with the nmountains, the trees, the stinking earth.

The coach halts. Murray pokes his head out of the wi ndow, and sighs in

amazement .

Swal es: Borgo Pass, Harker. |I'll go no further.

Har ker | ooks at Swal es. There is no fear in the coachman's face, but
hi s

eyes are slitted.

A sliver of dark bursts like a torpedo fromthe sea of mist. A
shar pened

stake inpal es Swal es, bl oody point projecting a foot or nore fromhis

chest.

Swal es sputters hatred and takes a grip on Harker, trying to hug him
to

pul | himonto the sharp point sticking out of his sternum

Harker struggles in silence, setting the heel of his hand agai nst
Swal es' s

head. He pushes and the dead nman's grip rel axes. Swales tunbles from
hi s

seat and rolls off the precipice, falling silently into the msts.

Murray: Good grief, man. That was extrene.

Ri si ng over Borgo Pass was Castle Dracula. Half nobssy black stone, half

fresh orange tinber.

Kate was i npressed.

Though the permits had still not conme through, Francis had ordered the

crew to erect and dress the castle set. This was a | ong way from
Buchar est

and wi t hout Georghiou, the hand of Ceausescu could not fall.

From some angl es, the castle was an ancient fastness, a fit lair for
t he

vanmpire King. But a few steps off the path and it was a shell, propped
up

by tinbers. Painted board m ngled with stone.

If Meinster's Kids were in the forests, they could | ook up at the
nount ai n



humred

t hi ck

r eady

on

Day

and take heart. This shamcastle mght be their rallying-point. She

' Paper Mon', inmgining vanpires sumoned back to these mountains to a
castle that was not a castle and a king who was just an actor in

gr easepai nt .

A grip, silhouetted in the gateway, used a gun-like device to w sp

cobweb on the portcullis. Cages of inported verm n were stacked up

to be unl oosed. Stakes, rigged up with bicycle seats that woul d support
the inpal ed extras, stood on the nountainside.

It was a magnificent fake.

Francis, leaning on his stake, stood and adnired the edifice thrown up

his orders. lon-John was at his side, a faithful Renfield for once.
"Orson Welles said it was the best train set a boy could have,' Francis
said. lon probably didn't know who Welles was. 'But it broke himin the
end.'

In her cardigan pocket, she found the joke shop fangs fromthe 100th

of Shooting Party. Soon, there would be a 200th Day Party.

She snapped the teeth together |ike castanets, feeling al nost giddy up
here in the msts where the air was thin and the nights col d.

In her pleasant contralto, far nore Irish-inflected than her speaking
voi ce, she crooned 'it's a Barnum and Bail ey world, just as phoney as

can be, but it wouldn't be make-believe if you believed in ne.'

On foot, Harker arrives at the gates of the castle. Westenra and Mirray
hang back a little way.

A silent crowd of gypsies parts to let the Englishmen through. Harker
noti ces human and wolf teeth strung in necklaces, red eyes and feral
fangs, w thered bat-nmenbranes curtaining under arns, furry bare feet
hooked into the rock. These are the Szekeley, the children of Dracul a.
In the courtyard, an armadill o noses anong freshly-severed human heads.
Harker is snmitten by the stench of decay but tries to hide his

di st ast e.

Murray and Westenra groan and conpl ain. They both hold out |arge

cruci fixes.

Arat-like figure scuttles out of the crowds.

Renfield: Are you English? I'man Englishman. R M Renfield, at your
servi ce.

He shakes Harker's hand, then hugs him H's eyes are jittery, nad.
Renfiel d: The Master has been waiting for you. I'ma lunatic, you know.
Zoophagous. | eat flies. Spiders. Birds, when | can get them It's the
bl ood. The blood is the life, as the book says. The Master understands.
Dracul a. He knows you're coning. He knows everything. He's a

poet -warri or

in the classical sense. He has the vision. You'll see, you'll learn
lived through the centuries. Hs wisdomis beyond ours, beyond anything
can i magi ne. How can | nake you understand? He's prom sed ne |ives.
lives. Some nights, he'll creep up on you, while you' re shaving, and
your mrror. A foul bauble of man's vanity. The bl ood of Attila flows

his veins. He is the Master.
Renfield plucks a crawling insect fromWstenra's coat and gobbles it



down.

Renfiel d: | know what bothers you. The heads. The severed heads. It's
hi s

way. It's the only | anguage they understand. He doesn't |ove these
t hi ngs,

but he knows he nust do them He knows the truth. Rats! He knows where

t he

rats come from Sonetimes, he'll say 'they fought the dogs and killed
t he

cats and bit the babies in the cradles, and ate the cheeses out of the

vats and licked the soup fromthe cooks' own |adles’

Harker ignores the prattle and wal ks across the courtyard. Scraps of
m st

waft under his boots.

A huge figure fills a doorway. Moonlight shines on his great, bald
head.

Heavy jow s glisten as a humourl ess snile discloses yell ow eye-teeth
t he

size of thunbs.

Har ker halts.

A bass voice runbles.

Dracula: I ... am... Dracul a.

Francis had first envisioned Dracula as a stick-insect skeleton, dried
up,

hol | ow-eyed, brittle. Wen Brando arrived on set, weighing in at 250

pounds, he had to rethink the character as a bl ood-bl oated | eech, ful
to

bursting with stolen Iife, overflow ng his coffin.

For two days, Francis had been trying to get a usable reading of the
l'ine

"I amDracula'. Kate, initially as thrilled as anyone el se to see
Br ando

at work, was bored rigid by numberl ess munbl ed ret akes.

The line was witten in three-foot tall black letters on a |arge piece
of

cardboard held up by two grips. The actor experimented wi th enphases,

accents, pronunciations from'Dorragulya' to 'Jacoolier'. He read the
l'ine

| ooki ng away fromthe canera and peering straight at the lens. He tried

with false fangs inside his mouth, sticking out of his mouth, shoved up

his nostrils or thrown away altogether

Once he cane out with a bat tattooed on his bald head in black
lipstick.

After considering it for a while, Francis ordered the decal w ped off.
You

couldn't say that the star wasn't bringing i deas to the production

For two hours now, Brando had been hangi ng upsi de-down in the archway,

secured by a teamof very tired technicians at the end of two
guy-ropes.

He thought it might be interesting if the Count were discovered |like a

sl eepi ng bat.

Literally, he read his |ine upside-down.

Marty Sheen, over whose shoul der the shot was taken, had fallen asleep.

'l amDracula. | amDracula. | amDracula. | am Dracul a.

'l am Dracula! | am Dracul a?

"Dracula aml. Am| Dracula? Dracula | am | Dracula am AmDracula I?
"1'"'m Dracul a.

' The nane's Dracul a. Count Dracul a.



"Hey, |'m Dracul a.
"Me ... Dracula. You ... liquid lunch.'
He read the line as Stanley Kowal ski, as Don Corl eone, as Charlie Chan

as

Jerry Lewis, as Laurence Aivier, as Robert New on.

Francis patiently shot take after take.

Denni s Hopper hung around, awed, snoking grass. All the actors wanted
to

wat ch.

Brando's face went scarlet. Upside-down, he had problens with the
t eet h.

Rel i eved, the grips eased up on the ropes and the star dropped towards
t he

ground. They sl owed before his head cracked |ike an egg on the ground.

Assi stants hel ped hi mrearrange hinself.

Franci s thought about the scene.

"Marlon, it seens to ne that we could do worse than go back to the
book. "

' The book?' Brando asked.

" Renenber, when we first discussed the role. W tal ked about how St oker

descri bes the Count.'

"l don't quite ...’

"You told ne you knew the book.'

"l never read it.'

"You said ...

"I lied.'

Harker, in chains, is confined in a dungeon. Rats crawl around his
feet.

Water flows all around.

A shadow passes.

Har ker |1 ooks up. A gray bat-face hovers above, nostrils elaborately

frilled, enornous teeth | ocked. Dracula seenms to fill the room black
cape

stretched over his enornous belly and trunk-1ike |inbs.

Dracul a drops sonething into Harker's lap. It is Wstenra's head, eyes

whi t e.

Har ker screans.

Dracul a i s gone.

An insectile clacking emerged fromthe Script Crypt, the wall ed-off
space

on the set where Francis had hidden hinself away with his typewiter.

MI1llions of dollars poured away daily as the director tried to conme up

with an ending. In drafts Kate had seen - only a fraction of the
attenpts

Franci s had nade - Harker killed Dracula, Dracula killed Harker
Dracul a

and Harker becane allies, Dracula and Harker were both killed by Van

Hel si ng (unwor kabl e, because Robert Duvall was maki ng another film on

anot her continent), |ightning destroyed the whol e castle.

It was generally agreed that Dracul a should die.

The Count perished through decapitation, purifying fire, running water,
a

stake through the heart, a hawthorn bush, a giant crucifix, silver

bullets, the hand of God, the claws of the Devil, armed insurrection

sui cide, a swarm of infernal bats, bubonic plague, disnmenbernent by
axe,

per manent transformation into a dog.
Brando suggested that he play Dracula as a Green Suitcase.



Francis was on nedi cati on.

' Reed, what does he mean to you?

She thought Francis neant |on-John

"He's just a kid, but he's getting older fast. There's sonmething ..

"Not John. Dracul a.'

"Ch, him'

"Yes, him Dracula. Count Dracula. King of the Vanpires.'

"l never acknow edged that title.'

"In the 1880s, you were agai nst hin?'

"You could say that.'

But he gave you so nuch, eternal life?

He wasn't nmy father. Not directly.'

But he brought vampirismout of the darkness.'

He was a nonster.'

"Just a nmonster? In the end, just that?

She thought hard

'"No, there was nore. He was nore. He was ... he is, you know ... big.
Huge, enornous. Like the el ephant described by blind nen. He had many
aspects. But all were nonstrous. He didn't bring us out of the

dar kness.

He was the darkness.'

"John says he was a national hero.'
"John wasn't born then. O turned.’
'CQuide ne, Reed.'

"I can't wite your ending for you.'

At the worst possible tine, the policeman was back. There were

guesti ons
about Shiny Suit. Irregularities revealed by the autopsy.
For some reason, Kate was questi oned.
Through an interpreter, the policenmen kept asking her about the dead
of ficial, what had their dealings been, whether Georghiou' s prejudice
agai nst her kind had affected her.
Then he asked her when she had last fed, and upon whonf?
"That's private,' she said.
She didn't want to admt that she had been snacking on rats for nonths.
She had had no time to cultivate anyone warm Her powers of fascination
wer e t hi nni ng.
A scrap of cloth was produced and handed to her.
"Do you recogni se this? she was asked.
It was filthy, but she realised that she did.
"Way, it's my scarf. FromBiba. | ...’
It was snatched away from her. The policenman wote down a note.
She tried to say sonething about lon, but thought better of it. The
translator told the policeman Kate had al nbst admitted to sonething.
She felt distinctly chilled.
She was asked to open her nouth, like a horse up for sale. The
pol i ceman
peered at her sharp little teeth and tutted.
That was all for now
'How are nonsters made?’
Kate was weary of questions. Francis, Marty, the police. Al ways
guesti ons.
Still, she was on the payroll as an advi sor
"I"ve known too many nonsters, Francis. Sone were born, sone were nade
al |

at once, sonme were eroded, sone shaped thensel ves, sone tw sted by
hi story.'



"What about Dracul a?

'He was the nonster of nonsters. Al of the above.'
Franci s | aughed.

"You' re thinking of Brando.'

"After your nmovie, so will everybody el se.’

He was pl eased by the thought.

"l guess they will.'

"You're bringing himback. Is that a good idea?
"It's a bit late to raise that.'

"Seriously, Francis. He'll never be gone, never be forgotten. But your
Dracula will be powerful. In the next valley, people are fighting over
t he
tatters of the old, faded Dracula. What will your Technicolor, 70 mm
Dol by stereo Dracul a mean?'
' Meanings are for the critics.'
Two Szekel eys throw Harker into the great hall of the castle. He
spraw s
on the straw covered fl agstones, enaciated and wild-eyed, close to
madness.
Dracula sits on a throne which stretches wooden wi ngs out behind him
Renfiel d worships at his feet, tongue applied to the Count's bl ack
| eat her
boot. Murray, a blissful smle on his face and scabs on his neck,
st ands
to one side, with Dracula's three vanpire brides.
Dracula: | bid you wel cone. Come safely, go freely and | eave sone of
t he
happi ness you bring.
Har ker | ooks up.
Harker: You ... were a Prince.
Dracula: | ama Prince still. O Darkness.
The brides titter and clap. A look fromtheir Master silences them
Dracul a: Harker, what do you think we are doing here, at the edge of
Christendon? What dark mrror is held up to our unreflecting faces?
By the throne is an occasional table piled high with books and
periodi cals. Bradshaw s Guide to Railway Tinetables in England,
Scot | and
and Wal es, George and Wedon G ossnith's Diary of a Nobody, Sabine
Bari ng- Goul d's The Book of Were-Wlves, Oscar WIlde's Sal ong.
Dracul a picks up a volunme of the poetry of Robert Browning.
Dracula: 'I rmust not omit to say that in Transylvania there's a tribe
of
alien people that ascribe the outlandi sh ways and dress on which their
nei ghbours lay such stress, to their fathers and nothers having risen
out
of some subterraneous prison into which they were trepanned |ong tine
ago
in a mghty band out of Hanelin town in Brunsw ck |and, but how or why,
they don't understand.’
Renfi el d cl aps.
Renfiel d: Rats, Master. Rats.
Dracul a reaches down with both hands and turns the nadman's head ri ght
around. The brides fall upon the madman's tw tchi ng body, nipping at
hi m

greedily before he dies and the bl ood spoils.
Har ker | ooks away.

At the airport, she was detained by officials. There was sone question
about her passport.



Francis was worried about the crates of exposed film The negative was
precious, volatile, irreplaceable. He personally, through John, argued
with the custons peopl e and handed over disproportionate bribes. He

still

carried his staff, which he used to point the way and rap puni shnment.
He

| ooked a bit Iike Friar Tuck

The film the raw naterial of Dracula, was to be treated as if it were

val uabl e as gold and dangerous as plutonium It was stowed on the

aer opl ane by sol diers.

A bl ank-faced woman sat across the desk from Kate.

The stirrings of panic ticked inside her. The schedul ed tine of
departure

near ed.

The rest of the crew were lined up with their |uggage, joking despite

tiredness. After over a year, they were glad to be gone for good from
this

backward country. They tal ked about what they woul d do when they got
hore.

Marty Sheen was | ooking healthier, years younger. Francis was bubbling
again, excited to be on to the next stage.
Kate | ooked fromthe Romani an wonan to the portraits of Nicol ae and
El ena
on the wall behind her. Al eyes were cold, hateful. The woman wore a
di screet crucifix and a Party badge clipped to her uniforml apel
A rope barrier was renmoved and the eager crowd of the Dracul a conpany
storned towards the aeropl ane, nounting the steps, squeezing into the
cabi n.
The flight was for London, then New York, then Los Angeles. Half a
wor | d
away.
Kate wanted to stand up, to join the plane, to add her own jokes and
fantasies to the rowdy chatter, to fly away from here. Her |uggage, she
realised, was in the hold.
A man in a black trenchcoat - Securitate? - and two uniformed policenen
arrived and exchanged terse phrases with the wonman.
Kate gathered they were tal king about Shiny Suit. And her. They used

ol d,

cruel words: |eech, nosferatu, parasite. The Securitate man | ooked at
her

passport.

"It is inmpossible that you be allowed to | eave.'

Across the tarmac, the last of the crew - |on-John anpbng them basebal

cap turned backwards, bul ky kit-bag on his shoul der - disappeared into
t he

sl eek tube of the aeroplane. The door was pulled shut.

She was forgotten, |eft behind.

How | ong would it be before anyone noticed? Wth different sets of
peopl e

debarking in three cities, probably forever. It was easy to mi ss one
nousy

advisor in the excitenment, the anticipation, the triunph of going hone

with the novie shot. Months of post-production, dial ogue |ooping,
editing,

rough cutting, previews, publicity and rel ease |lay ahead, wi th box
office

takings to be crowed over and prizes to be conmpeted for in Cannes and
on

Gscar ni ght.

Maybe when they cane to put her credit on the film someone would think



to
ask what had becorme of the funny little old girl with the thick glasses
and the red hair.
"You are a synpathiser with the Transyl vani a Movenent.'
' God CGod,' she blurted, 'why would anybody want to live here.'
That did not go down well.
The engi nes were whi ning. The plane taxied towards the runway.
"This is an old country, Mss Katharine Reed,' the Securitate man
sneer ed.
"W know t he ways of your kind, and we understand how they shoul d be

deal t
wth.'
Al'l the eyes were pitiless.
The giant black horse is lead into the courtyard by the gypsies. Swords
are drawn in salute to the animal. It whinnies slightly, coat glossy
ebony, nostrils scarlet.
I nside the castle, Harker descends a circul ar stairway carefully,
Wi pi ng
asi de cobwebs. He has a wooden stake in his hands.
The gypsi es cl ose on the horse.
Harker's Voi ce: Even the castle wanted hi mdead, and that's what he
served

at the end. The ancient, blood-caked stones of his Transyl vani an
f ast ness.

Har ker stands over Dracula's coffin. The Count lies, bloated with
bl ood,
face puffy and violet.
Gypsy knives stroke the horse's flanks. Blood erupts fromthe coat.
Harker raises the stake with both hands over his head.
Dracul a's eyes open, red marbles in his fat, flat face. Harker is given
pause.
The horse neighs in sudden pain. Axes chop at its neck and | egs. The
m ghty beast is felled
Har ker plunges the stake into the Count's vast chest.
The horse jerks spastically as the gypsies hack at it. Its hooves
scrape
pai nfully on the cobbl es.
A gout of violently red bl ood gushes upwards, splashing directly into
Harker's face, reddening himfromhead to waist. The fl ow conti nues,

expl odi ng everywhere, filling the coffin, the room driving Harker
back.
Dracul a's great hands grip the sides of the coffin and he tries to sit.
Around himis a cloud of blood droplets, hanging in the air like slo-no
f og.
The horse kicks its last, clearing a circle. The gypsies look with
r espect
at the creature they have slain.
Har ker takes a shovel and pounds at the stake, driving it deeper into
Dracul a's barrel chest, forcing himback into his filthy sarcophagus.
At last, the Count gives up. Whispered words escape fromhimwth his
| ast
br eat h.
Dracul a: The horror ... the horror
She supposed there were worse places than a Romanian jail. But not
nany.

They kept her isolated fromthe warm prisoners. Rapists and nurderers
and



gnawed

had

wound.

| eft

of f.

hung

her

di ssidents were afraid of her. She found herself penned wth
uncomuni cati ve Transyl vani ans, haughty el ders reduced to grinme and
resentful new borns.

She had seen a couple of Meinster's Kids, and their calm purposeful
bl ank- eyed vi ci ousness di sturbed her. Their definition of eneny was
terrifyingly broad, and they believed in killing. No negotiation, no
surrender, no accommodation. Just death, on an industrial scale.

The bars were silver. She fed on insects and rats. She was weak.
Every day, she was interrogated

They were convi nced she had nurdered Georghiou. H s throat had been

and he was conpl etely exsangui nat ed.

Why her? Why not sone Transylvanian terrorist?

Because of the bloodied once-yellow scrap in his dead fist. A length of
thin silk, which she had identified as her Biba scarf. The scarf she

thought of as civilisation. The bandage she had used to bind lon's

She sai d not hi ng about that.
| on-John was on the other side of the world, making his way. She was

behind in his stead, an offering to placate those who woul d pursue him
She could not pretend even to herself that it was not deliberate. She
understood all too well how he had survived so many years under ground.

had | earned the predator's trick: to be loved, but never to |ove. For
that, she pitied himeven as she could cheerfully have torn his head

There were ways out of jails. Even jails with silver bars and garlic

fromevery wi ndow The Romanian jailers prided thensel ves on know ng
vanpires, but they still treated her as if she were feebl e-m nded and
fragile.

Her strength was sapping, and each night w thout proper feeding nade

weaker .
Wal | s could be broken through. And there were passes out of the

country.

She woul d have to fall back on skills she had thought never to exercise
agai n.

But she was a survivor of the night.

As, quietly, she planned her escape fromthe prison and fromthe

country,

he

wor | d

she tried to i magi ne where the ' Son of Dracula' was, to conceive of the
life he was living in Arerica, to count the used-up husks left in his
wake. Was he still at his maestro's side, making hinself useful? O had

passed beyond that, found a new patron or becone a naestro hinsel f?
Eventual ly, he would build his castle in Beverly Hlls and enslave a
harem What might he become: a studio head, a cocaine baron, a rock
promoter, a nmedia nogul, a star? Truly, lon-John was what Francis had
want ed of Brando, Dracula reborn. An old nonster, remade for the new

and the next century, meaning all things, tainting everything he

t ouched.

as

She woul d | eave himbe, this new nonster of hers, this creature born of
Hol | ywood fantasy and her own thoughtless charity. Wth Dracul a gone or
transforned, the world needed a fresh nonster. And John Popp woul d do

wel | as anyone el se. The world had made himand it could cope with him



wal | .

wasn' t

Kate extruded a fingernail into a hard, sharp spar, and scraped the

The stones were solid, but between themwas old nortar, which crunbl ed
easily.

Har ker, face still red with Dracula's blood, is back in his roomat the
inn in Bistritz. He stands in front of the mrror.
Harker's Voice: They were going to nake ne a saint for this, and |

even in their fucking church any nore.

Har ker | ooks deep into the mrror.

He has no reflection.

Harker's nmouth forns the words, but the voice is Dracula's.
The horror ... the horror



