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M sEE ...” said the vampize thoughtfully,
and slowly he walked across the room towards the window.
Tor 2 long time he siood there against the dim light from
Drvisadero Street and the passing beams of maffic. The bov
could see the fumishings of the room more clearly now, the
round oak tabie, the chairs. A wash basin hung on one wall
with a mirror. He set his brief case on the table and waited

“Bat how much tape do you have with you?” asked the
vampire, twining now so the boy could sse his profile.
“Enongh for the story of a Hfe?

“Sure, H i's a good Life. Sometimes 1 interview as many
as three or four peopie 2 night i Pm Iucky. Buf It has 10 be
a good story. Thai’s caly fair, isn’t #7°

“Admirably fair,” the vampire answered. “T wouid like to
tell vou the story of my hfe, then. I would Hke to do that
very much.”

“Cireat,” said the boy. And guickly he removed the smail
tape recorder from his brief case, making a check of the
cassetie and the batteres. “T'm seally anxions i© hsar why
you believe this, why you ...”

“No,” said the vampire abruptly. “We can’t begin that
way. I8 your equipment ready?”

“Yes,” szid the boy.

“Then sit down. I'm going o tom o the overhead
Hght”

“Bui ! thonght vainpires didn't like light,” said the boy.
“H you think the dark adds to the aimosphere . . .” But then
he stopped. The vampire was watching him wih his back
o the window. The bov could make cut nothing of his face
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4 INTERVIEW WITH THE VAMPIRE

now, and something about the still figure there distracted
him. He started to say something again but he said nothing.
And then he sighed with relief when the vampire moved to-
wards the iabie and reached for the overhead coxd.

At once the room was flooded with a harsh yellow light.
And the boy, staring up at the vamipire, could not repress a
gasp. His fingers domoed backwards on the tsble to grasp
the edge. “Dear God!” he whispered, and then he gazed,
speechless, af the vampire,

The vampire was atterly white and smooth, as i he were
sculpted from bleached bore, and his face was a5 seem
ingly inanimate a5 a statue, except for two. WEEIE green
eves that looked down at the boy intently like flames in 2
skuli. Bt then the vampire smiled almost wistfully, and the
smooth white substance of his face moved with the nfi-
nitely flexible but minimal lines of 2 cagtoon. “Do you
sze?” he esked sofily.

The hoy shuddered, Hifting kis haad as if 1o shisld Rm-
self from a powerful Hght. His eyes moved slowly over the
fmely tiiored black coat he'd ouly ghimpsed in the bas,
the long foids of the cape, the black sifk tie knotted at the
throat, and the gleam of the white collar that was as white
ag the vampire’s flesh. He staved at the vampire’s full black
hair, the waves that were combed back over the tips of the
ears, the curis that barely touched the edge of the white col-
laz,

“Now, do you stiil want the interview? the vampire
asked.

- The boy’s mouth was open before the sound came out.
He was nodding. Then he said, “Yes.”

The vampire sat down slowly opposite him and, leaning
forward, said gently, confidentally, “Don’t be afraid. Juat
start the tape.”

And then he reached out over the leagth of the table. The
boy recoiled, sweat mumning down the sides of his face. The
vampirs &mﬂmmr & hand on the boy’s shoulder and said,
“Believe me, I wor't hast vou. T want this mmmow,cm@ It’s
more important 1o me than you can realize now. I waat you

[
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to begin” And he withdrew his hand mmm sat collecied,
walting.

It took a moment for the boy to wipe his forshead and
his Hps with a handkerchief, to stammer that the micro-
phone was in the machine, to press the button, © say that
the machine was on.

“You weren’t always a vampire, were you?” he bezan.

“No,” answered the vampire. “1 was a twenty-five-yoar-
old man when I became a vampire, ang the year was sev-
enteen ninety-ons.”

The boy was starfled by the preciseness of the date and
he repeated i before be asked, “How did it come about?”

“There’s a simple answer o that. I don’t believe 1 want
to give simple answers,” said the vampire. “1 think 1
want t0 tell the real story... "

“Yes,” the boy said quickly. fe was folding his handker-
chief over and over and Emﬁm his lips now with It again.

“Thers was a tragedy ...” the vampire staried. “It was
my younger brother. . . . He died” And then he stopped, s0
that the boy cleared Fm mﬁo@ and wiped at his face again
before stuffing the handkerchis{ slmost impatiently inte his
pockst

“It’s pot painful, is 1t7" he asked fmidly.

“Does it seern 507 asked the vampire. “No.” He shook
his head “it’s simply that I've only fold this story {0 one
other person. And that was so long ago. No, #t's not pain-

. “We were living in Louisians then. We'd reczived a land
grant and settled two indigo plantations on the Mississippi
very near New Orleans. . ..

“Ah, that's the accent ...” the boy said softly.

For a moment the vampire stared biankly. “T have an ac-
cent?” He began to laugh.

And the boy, finstered, answered quickly. “I noticed ® in
the bar when I asked vou what you did for a living. It's just
a sigit sharpness to the consonants, that’s all. I never
guessed I was French.”

“It's all right,” the vampire assured him. “T'mo not as
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shocked as T pretend to be. It’s oniy that I forget it from
tme to time. Bur let me goom...”

“Please ...” said the bov.

“I was talking about the plantations. They had a great
deal 1o do with &, really, my becoming a vampire, But I'li
come to that. Our life there was both haxurious and primi-
tive. And we curselves fomnd i extremely atvactive. You
see, we fved far betier there then we could have sver Yved
in France. Perhaps the sheer wilderness of Louisiana only
made it seem so, but sespming 80, it was. I remember the
mported furmitnre that clettered the house.” The vamgpire
emiled. “And the hapsichond; that was fovely. My sister
used to play it. On swmmer evenings, she would sit st the
keys with her back io the open French windows. And I can
still remember that thin, rapid music and the vision of the
Swamp rising beyond ber, the moss-img cypresses fcating
agaost the sky. And there were fhe souands of the swamp,
a chorus of creatures, the cry of the birds. 1 think we ioved
it. it made the rosewood frinue all the 1oTe precicus, the
music more delicate and desirable. Fven when the wisteria
ioie the shutters off the attc windows aad worked its ten-
Grils right into the whitewashed brick in less than a
yean ... Yes, we loved it Al except my brother, T don’t
itk | ever heard bim complaim of anything, but I knew
how he felt. My father was dead then, and I was kead of
the Tawily and T had to defend him constantly from my
mother and sister. They wanted 1o take him visiting, and 1o
New Orfcans for parties, but he hated these things. T think
be stopped going altogether before he was {welve. Prayer
was what mattersd to him, prayer and his leatherbound
Lives of the saims. :

“Finally 1 built him an craiory removed from the house,
and he began 10 spend most of every day there and often
the early evening. It was ironic, really. He was so different
from: us, so different from everyone, anc I was so regular!
Thers was nothing extraordingry sbout me whatsoever”
The varpire smiled.

“Sometimes fu the evening { would go out to km and
find Him in the garden near fhe Oratory, sitting absohutely
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composed on a stone bench there, and I'd =} him my troi-
bles, the difficuities T had with the slaves, how I &mﬁ.ﬁmﬂwﬂ.
the overseer or the weather or my brokers .. . all the prob-
iems that wade up the length and breadth of my existence.
And he would listen, making only a few comments, &ﬁ.mwm
sympathetic, so that when 1 left him | had mw.w. &mmﬁw m-
pression he had solved everytivng for me. I didn’t think 1
could deny him anylhing, and I vowsd thet no matter how
it would break my heart to lose hira, he could amter the
priestooG when the fime came. Of course, T was wrong.”
The vampire stopped.

For a moment the boy cnly gazed at him and fhen he

- started as if awakened from deep thought, and he floun-

dered, as ¥ he conld not find the rght words. “Ah . .. .Wn
didn’t want to be a priest?” the boy asked. The vampire
smdied him as If wying to discers the meaning of his ex-
pression. Then he said: 1

“T meant that 1 was wrong about myscif, about my ot

© denying him anything.” His eyes moved over the far wall

and fixed on the panes of the window. “He began {0 see vi-
signs.”

“Real visions”” the boy asked, but again there was hes-
itation, as if he were thinking of something else.

“1 didn’t think s0,” the vampire answered. “It happensd
when he was fifteen. He was very handsome then. He had
the smoothest skin and the largest blue eyes. He was robust,
not thin as I am now and was then ... but his eves . .. it
was as if when I looked into his eyes 1 was standing alope
on the edge of the world .. . on a windswept ocean beach.
There was nothing but the sof roar of the waves., Well,” he
said, his eves still fixed on the window panes, “he began io
see visions. He only hinted at this at first, and he stopped
taking his meals aliogether, He lived in the oratory. At aay
hour of day or might, T could find him on the bare flag-
stones kmeeling before the altar. And the oratory itself was
neglected. He stopped tending the candles or changing the
altar cloths or sven sweeping our the leaves. One might I
became rezally alarmed when 1 stood in the rose arhor

“ - warching him for one sofid hous, during wiich he never
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%4&Woﬁgm knees and never once lowered his arms,
which he held outstretched i the form of a cross. The

" 'slaves all thought he was mad.” The vampire raised his

eyebrows in wonder. “1 was convinced that he was only ...
overzealous. That In his love for God, he had perhaps gons
tco far. Then he told me zbont the visions. Both St
Dominic and the Blessed Virgin Mary had come to Him in
the oratory. They had told him he was o sell all our orop-
erty in Louisiana, everyiting we owned, and use the money
to do God’s work in France. My brother was o be 2 great
religious feades, t0 retarn the country to its former ferver, o
waen the tide agginst atheism and the Revolition. OF Ccougse,
be had no money of bis owsn. I was to sell the plantations
and our town houses in New Orleans and give the money
© him” ’

Apain the vampire stopped. And the boy sat motionless
regarding him, asiomished. “Ah ... excose me,” he whis-
pered. “What did you say? Did you sell the plantations?”

“No,” said the vampire, his face calm as it had hesn
from the start. “T laughed 2t him. And be . . . he became in-
censed. He insisted his command came from the Virgin her-
self. Who was T 1o disregard it? Who indeed?” he asked
sofily, as if he were thinking of this again. “Who indeed?
And the more he tried to convince me, the more I langhed.
It was nonsense, [ told him, the product of an immature and
even morbid mind. The oratory was a mistake, I szid to
him; T would have it torn down at once. He would g0 t0
school in New Orleans and get such inare notions out of
his head. I don’t remember ail that I said, But ] remember
the feeling, Behind all this contemptuous dismissal on my
part was a smoldering anger and a disappointment. 1 was
bittesly diseppointed. I didn’t believe him at ail.”

“But that’s understandable,” szid the boy quickly when
the vampire paused, his expression of astonishment sofi-
ening. “T mean, would anyone have believed Him?”

“Is it so understandable?” The vampire looked st the
boy. “1 think perhaps it was vicicus egotism. Let me ex-
mmmwm. I loved my brother, as T told you, and at thnes 1 he-
Lieved hitn 10 be a living saint. I encouraged hir in his

L e,
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prayer and meditations, as I said, and T was willing to give
him up to the priesthood. And i#f someone had told me of
a saint in Asles or Lourdes who saw visions, I wonld have
believed it | was a Catholic; I believed in saints. I it tapers
before their statues m churches; I knew their pictures, their
symabols, their names. But I dida’t, couldr’t believe my
brother. Not only did I not believe he saw visions, I
couidn’t entertain the motion for 2 moment. Now, why? Be-
cagse be was my brother. Hely he might be, peculiar most
defimitely; but Francis of Assisi, no. Not my brother. No
brother of mime could be sach. That is egotism. Do you
sea?”

The boy thought about it before he answered and then he
nodded and said that yes, he thought that he did.

“Perhaps he saw the visions,” said the vampize.

“Ther you ... you don't clalm o know ... now ..
whether he did or not?”

“No, but 1 do know that he never wavered in his convie-
tion for a second. That I know now and knew then the
night he left my room crazed and grieved. He pever wa-
vered for an mstant. And within minntes, he was dead”™

“How?” the boy asked.

“He simply walked out of the French doors onto the gal-
lery and stood for a moment at the head of the brick stairs.
And then he fell. He was dead when 1 reached the botiom,
his neck broken.” The vampire shock his head In conster
nation, but his face was still sersne.

“Did you see him fall?” asked the boy. “Did he lose his
footing?”

“MNo, but two of the servants saw it happen. They said
that he had looked up as if he had just seen something in
the air. Thep his emiire body moved forward as if being
swept by & wind. Oue of them said he was zbout to say
something when he fell. I thought that he was sbout to
say something too, but it was af that moment § muned away
from the window. My back-was tumned when 1 heard the
noise.” He glanced at the tape recorder “1 could not forgive
myseif. I felt responsible for his death,” he said, “And ev-
eryone else seemed to think I was responsible aiso.”
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" +But how could they? You said they saw him fall”

“It wasn't a direct accusation. They simply kmew that
something had passed berween us that was umpleasant. That
we had argued minutes before the fall. The servants had
heard ns, my mother had heard us. My mother would not
stop asking me what had happened and why my brothes,
who was so quiet, had been shouting. Then my sister Joined
in, and of course | refusad to say. I was so bitterly shocked
and miserable that I had no patence with anyone, only the
vague determination they would mnot know about his “vi-
stons.” They wonld not know thar ke had become, finaily,
8ot & saint, but only a ... fanatic. My sister went o bed
rather than face the funeral, and my mother sold £veryons
in the parish that something horrible had happened in my
room which § would not reveal; and even the police gues-
Soned ms, on the word of my own mother Finally the
priest came to see me and demanded to know what had
gone on. I 101G no one. It was only a discussion, I said. I
was not on the gallery when he f2ll, I protested, and they
all stared at me as if I'd killed him. And I felr thar P'd
kilted him. I sex in the parlor beside his coffin for two davs
thinking, T bave killed him. I stared at his face until spots
appeared before my eyes and I nearly fainted. The back of
his skull had been shattered on the pavernent, and his head
tiad the wrong shape on the pillow. I foreed myself to stage
at it, to study it simply because I could hardly endure the
pain and the sroell of decay, and I was tempied over and
over 0 oy 1o open his eyes. All these were mad thoughs,
mad opulses. The main thought was this: 1 had laughed
at him; I bad not believed him; I had not been kind to
him. He had fallen becauss of me”

“This really happemed, didn’t #t?” the boy whispered.
“You'rs telling me something . . . that’s tue”

“Yes,” said the vampirs, jooking at him without surprise.
“T want 1o go on telling you” Bur as his eyes passed over
the boy and returned to the window, he showed only faint
imerest in the boy, who seemed engaged in some silent in-
ner stuggle.

INTERVIEW WITH THE VAMPIRE i1

“But you said you didn’t know about the visions, that
you, a vampze . .. didn’t know for cértain whether . ..”

“I want 1O teke things in ordes” said the vampie, “1
want 0 20 on telling you things as they happened. No, §
don’t kmow about the visions. To this day” And again he
waited umntil the boy said:

“Yes, please, piease go on”

“Well, I wanted to sell the plantations. I never wanted to
see the house or the owatory again. 1 leased them finally 1o
an agency which would work thern for me and manage
things so I need never go there, and | moved my mother
and sister fc one of the town bouses in Mew Orleans. Of
course, 1 did not escape my brother for a moment. T could
think of nothing bt his body rotting in the ground. He was
buried in the St. Louis cemetery in Mew Orleans, and 1 did
everything o avold passing thosc gates; but sill 1 thonght
of him constantly, Drenk or sober, I saw his body rotting in
the coffin, and I couldn’t bear it. Over and over I dreamed
that he was at the head of fhe sieps and | was holding his
amm, tatking kindly to Wm, oiging kim back inte the bed-
roor, telling bim gendy that T 3id helieve him, that he must
pray for me o have faith. Meantirme, {be slaves on Pointe
du Lac {that was my plantation) had begun to talk of sesing
bis ghost on the gallery, and the overseer couldn’t kesp or-
der. People In society asksd my sister offensive guestions
about the whole incident, and she became an hysteric. She
wast't resily an hysieric. She simiply thought she cught to
react that way, s0 she did. I drank all the firoe and was at
home as ltde as possible. I lived lke 5 men who wented
o die but who had po courage o do it nmself. I walked
black streets and alleys alone; 1 passed o In cabarsts, [

backed owt of two duels more from apathy then cowardice’

and truly wished 10 be mwurdered. And then I was attacked.
it miight have been anyone—and my nvitation was open 10
sailors, thicves, maniacs, anyone. But it was a vampire. He
caught me just a few steps Trom my door one night and left
me for dead, or so I thought”

“You mean ... he sucked youwr blood?” the boy asked.
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“Yes,” the vampire langhed. “He sucked my blood. That
is the way it's done.” ] L

“But voun Hved.” said the young man. “You said he left
you for dead”

“Well, he drainsd me almost 1o the point of death, which
was for him sufficient. 1 was put to bed as soon as I was
fornd, confused and really unaware of what had bappened
to me. T suppose I thought that drnk had finally cansed a
siroke. 1 expected o die now and had no interest in eating
or drinking or talking to the doctor. Wiy mother sent for the
priest. 1 was feverish by then and T told the priest every-
thing, &l about my brother’s visions and what 1 had doane.
I remember I chung 1o his arm, making him swear over and
over he would tell no one. ‘T koow 1 dide’t kill him,” | seid
0 the priest finally. “It’s that 1 casmot live now that he's
dead. Not after the way 1 meated him.’

“ “Ihat’s ridicolous,” he answered me. “Of course you
can live. There’s nothing wrong with yon but self
mdulgence. Your mother needs you, not &0 mention vour
sister. And as for this brothsr of yours, Ire was possessed of
the devil” I was so stummed when he said this T couldn’t
protest. The devil made the visions, he went on io explain.
‘the devil was rampant. The entire country of France was
under the Influence of the devil, and the Revolution had
been his greatest triumph, Nothing would have saved my
brother but exorcism, prayer, and fasting, men to hold him
down while the devil raged in his body and tried to throw
him about. “The devil threw him down the steps; it's per-
fectly obvious,” he declared. “You weren't tatking to your
brother in that room, you were talking 0 the devil! Wall,
this enraged me. I believed before thar I had been pushed
to my Lmits, but  had not. He went on talking about the
devil, about voodoo amongst the glaves and cases of pos-
session in other parts of the world. And I went wiid.
wrecked the room in the process of nearly killing him”

“But your sirength . | . the vaipire . .. 7" asked the boy.

“I was out of my mind,” the vampire explained. *T &id
thirgs I could not have done in perfect health. The scens is
confused, pale, fantastical now. Bui T do remember that 1
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drove him out of the back doors om ﬁo.wamm.ﬂ across the
couriyard, and against the brick wall of Em kitchen, where
I pounded his head uniil T nearly killed him. When H Was
subdued finally, and exhausted then almost to ﬁn point of
death, they bled me. The fools. But I was going to say
something else. It was then that I ncmom?&. of my own
egotism. Perheps T'd seen It reflected in the priest. His con-
wempmous atiitude towards my brothsr reflected my own;
his iromediare and shallow carping about the devil; his re-
fusal © even enteriain the idea that sanctity had passed so
close.”

“But he did believe in possession by the devil”

“ihat s a much more mundane ides,” sald the vampire
immediately. “People who cease t0 believe in God or good-
ness aliogether st believe in the devil. I don’t know why.
No, I do indesd know why. Evil is always possible. Wma
goodness 18 stemally difiicolt But vou must nndersiand,
mommmmmwom is really another way of saying somecne is mad.
I felt it was, for the priest. I"m sure he’d seen madness. Per-
haps he had siood right over raving madness and pro-
noupeed it possession. You don’f have to sse Satan when he,
is exorcised. Bui to stand in the presence of a st ... To
believe that the szint has seen a vision. No, it's egotism, our
refusal 1o believe it conld occur in our midst”

“I never thoughi of it in that way,” said the boy. “But
what happened o you? You sald they bled you to cure you,
and that must have nearly killed you.”

The vampire laughed. “Yes. It certainly did. But .&m
vampire came back that night. You see, he wanted Pointe
du Lac, my plantation.

“It was very late, after my sister had fallen asleep. 1 can
remernber it as if it were yesterday. He came in from the
couwrtyard, opening the French doors without a sound, a @ll
fzir-skinmed man with 2 mass of blond hair and a graceful,
almost feline guality to his movements. And gendy, .Wm
draped a shawl over my sister’s eyes and lowered the wick
of the lamp. She dozed there beside the basin and the cloth
with which she’d bathed my forehead, and she never once



14 INTERVIEW WITH THE VAMPIRE

stizred under that shaw! unt! morming. But by that fime [
was greatly changed.”

“What was this change?” asksd the boy.

The vampire sighed. He leaned back against the chair ¥
and looked at the walls. “At first 1 thought be was ancther
doctor, 0f someone suramoned by the family to &y to rea-
son with me. But s suspicion was removed at once. He
stepped close to my bed and leaned down so that his face .
was in the lamplight, and I saw that he was no ordinary
man at all. His gray eyes bumed with an incandescence,
ang the long white hands which hung by his sides were not
those of a humen being. I think T knew sverything in th
mgiant, and all that ke told me was only aftermath. What 1
mean 15, the moment [ sew him, saw his extracrdinary anra
and knew him to be no creaiure I'd ever known, 1 was re-
duced 10 nothing. That ego which conld not accept the pres-
ence of an exitreordinery humap being in its midst was
crashed. AN my conceptions, even my gnilt and wich ©
die, seemed uterly umimmporiant. I completely forgot my-
s2if1” he said, now silently wouching his breast with his fist.
“I forgot myself toially. And In the same instant knew to-
tally the meaning of possibifity. From then on I experisnced
only increasing wonder. As he talked 1o me and told me of
what I might hecome, of what his 1ife had been and siood
10 be, my past shwank {0 ermbers. 1 saw my 1ife as i [ stood
apart from i, the vanity, the seif-serving, the constent fles-
ing from ome petly annoyance afier another, the Iip service
t0 God and the Virgin and a host of saints whose names
filled my prayer books, none of whom made the slightest
difference in a nerrow, materialistic, and selfish existence. I
saw my real gods .. . the gods of most men. Food, drink,
and security in conformity. Cinders.”

The boy's face was tepse with a mixtwe of confusion
and amazement. “And $0 you decided to become a vam-
pire?” be asked. The vampire was silent for a moment.

“Decided. & doesn’t seem the right word. Yet I cannot
say it was evitable from the moment thet he stepped into
that room. No, indeed, it was not inevieable, Yet I can’t say
i decided. Let me say that when he’d fimished speaking, 1o
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other decision was possibie for me, and I pursued my

couzse without a backward glance. Except for one.”
“Fxcept for one? What?” .
“My last suprise,” said the vampire. “That momming, I

was B¢t yei & vamprre. And 1 saw my last sunrise.

-, | rememsher it compleiely; vet 1 do not think 1 remember

-

© gpy other sunsise before it. | remember the light came frst

io the tops of the French windows, 2 paling behind the lace
cirtains, and then a2 gleam growing brighter and brighier in
patches ameng the leaves of the trees. Finally the sun came
wrough the windows thernsclves and the lace lay W shad-
ows on the stone fiocr, and 2l over the form of my sister,
who was sl sleeping, shadows of lace on the shawi over
her shoulders and head. As soon as she was warm, che
mmmwmm the shawl away withoat awakening, and then the
sen shome full on her eves and she tightened her svelids,
Then i was giearmmng On ihe f2ble where she resied her

- head on her amms, and gleaming, biazing, in the water in the

pitcher. And | could feel it on my hands on the counterpane
and thea on my face. I Yay in the bed thunking about &l the
things the vampire had told me, and then # was thai 1 said
good-bye 6 the sunmise and went o to become a vampire,
It was ... the last sanrise.”

The vampire was looking out the window again. And
when he stopped, the silence was so sudden the boy
seetned o hear it. Then he could hear the noises Fom the
steeel. The sound of a tuck was deafening. The light cord
stirred with the vibrafion. Then the truck was gome.

“Do you miss it?” he asked then in a small voice.

“MNot really,” said the vampire, “There are so many other
things. But where were we? You want (0 know how it hap-
pened, how I became 2 vampire” ‘

“Yes,” said the boy. “How did you change, exactly?”

“1 can’t tell you exactly,” said the vampire. “I can tell
yon about i, enclose it with words that will make the value
of it 1o me evident to you. But  can't tell vou exactly, any
more than I could il you exacily what is the experience of
sex if you have never had &

The young man sesmed struck snddenly with still an-
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estivn, be ~re He Cou the vampire went

¢ aneatinn, But:before be could speak sy
%Mm BMM.MBF this vampire Lestat, wanted the planta-
fion, A mhundane reason, surely, for granting me a life
which will last undl the end of the world; but he was nor

“a very discrirainating person. He didn’t consider the worid's
. small populatior of vampires as being a select chub,

should say. He had human problems, a blind father who did
not know his son was a vampire and st not find out.
Living in New Orleans had become o difficult for him,
comsidering his needs and the necessity to care for his fa-
ther, and he wanted Pointe di Lac,

“We went at once to the plantation the next evaning,
ensconced the biind father in the master badroom, and 1
proceeded to make the change. I cannot say that it consistad
n agy one step realiy—though one, of course, was the step
beyond which T could make no refmm, But there were sev-
eral acts involved, and the first was the death of the over
seer. Lestat ook him W his sleep. I was to watch and to
approve; that is, to witness the taking of a homan life ag
proof of my commitment and part of my change. This
proved without doubr the most difficult part for me. I've
told you I had no fear regarding my own death, only a
squearmishness about taking my life myself. But I had a
most high regard for the Hfe of others, and a homor of
death most recently developed becaungs of a1y brother. T had
o watch the oversesr awake with 3 start, &y to throw off
Lestat with both hands, fail, then lie there straggling under
Lestat’s grasp, and finally go limp, drained of blood. And
die. He did not die at once. We si0od I his narrow hed-
room for the better part of an hour waiching him die. Part
of my change, as I said Lestat wouid never have smayed
otherwise. Then i was Becessary to get id of the oversear's
body. 1 was almost sick Som this. Weak and feverish al
eady, [ had Hile reserve; and handling the dead body with
$uch 2 purpose caused me pausea, Lestat was laughing, =il
g me cailously that I would feel so different once I was
a vampire that 1 wopld laugh, w0, He was wron abowt
that. I never laugh at aeath, 8o matier how often and reg-
ulardy 1 am the cause of i, -
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-“But ist me take things in order. We had to drive up the
river road mntl we came to open fields and leave the over
seer there. We tore his coat, stole his money, and saw (o it
his lips were stained with liquor. | knew his wife, who Hived
m New Orleans, and knew the state of desperation she
would suffer when the body was discovered. But more than
sormow for her, T fek pain that she would pever know what
had happened, that her bushand had ot been fornd drunk
on the road by robbers. As we bear the body, bruising the
face and the shoulders, I became more and more aroused.
Of cowmse, you must realize that all this time the vampire
Lestal was exiraordinary. He was no more humsn to me
than a biblical angel. But under this pressure, my enchant-
ment with him was strained. 1 had seen my becoming a
vampie in two lights: The first light was sirnply enchant-

ext; Lestat had overwhelmed me on my deathbed. But the
other light was my wish for seif destmuction. My desize to
be thoroughly damned. This was the opern door through
which Lestat had come on both the first and second occa-
gioms. Now 1 was not destroying myself but someone clge.
The overseer, his wife, his family. 1 recofled and migh:
nave fled from Lestat, my sanity thoroughly shattered, had
not he sensed with an infallible instinct what was happen-
ing. Infallible instinct ...” The vampire mused. “Let me
say the powerful instinct of 2 vampire to whom even the
stightest change in 2 human’s facial €Xpression is as appar-
et 28 a gesture. Lestat bad preternanral dming. He rushed
me inte the camriage and whipped the homses home. ‘T want
to die,” T began to mummur. “This is unbearable. I want o
die. You have it in your power to kill me. Let me die” I
refused o look at him, to be spelibound by the sheer beauty
of kis appearance. He spoke my pame ¢ me softly, laugh-
tng. As 1 said, he was determined to have the plantation”

“But would he have let you go?” asked the boy. “Undsr
any clhrenmsiances?”

“T don’t know. Knowing Lestat as I do now, [ world say
he would have killed me rather than let me go. But this was
what | wanted, yon see. Tt didn’t matter. Mo, this was what
I thought I wanted. As soon 25 we reached the house, I
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jumped down out of the cardage and walked, 2 zombie. fo
the brick stairs where my brother had fallen, The house had
been unoccupied for months now, the overseer having his
Own coftage, and the Louisiana heat and damp were ajready
picking apart the sieps. Every crevice was sproating grass
and even soall wildfiowers. I romember feeling the mois-
e which in the sight was cool as T sat down on the fower
5&ps and even rested my head against the brick and felt the
hittle wax-stenuned wildfiowers with my hands. 1 pulled 2
om%uw of them ont of the easy dirt it ope hand. T want to
die; kil me. Kill me,” I said to the vampire. ‘Now | am
m.mm.&\ of rmder. I can’t Bve.” He speersd with the impa-
tience of people lisiening to the obvious hes of others. And
then in a flash he fastened on me just as Be bad oa my
man. 1 thrashed against him wikdly. I dug my boot into his
“onmM and kicked him as fiercely as I conld, his testh sting-
ing wmy throat, the fever sounding in oy empies. And with
a movement of Iis entire body, much 100 fast for me o sge,
ke was suddenly stonding disdainfoily at the foot of the
steps. T thought you wanied 1o die, Louls,” he said”

The boy made a soft, abrupt sound when the VETDANS
said his name which the vampire acknowledged with the
guick statement, “Yes, that is my name,” and went on,

“Well, 1 lay there helpless i the face of My OWn Cow-
artice and fatousness again,” he said. “Perhaps so directly
conironied with i, [ might in time have gained the courage
0 truly take my life, not 10 whine and beg for others o
iake it. I saw myself turning on a knifs then, Mmmummwmw.wmm Fis!
a day-to-day suffering which I found as RECEessary as pen-
ance from the confessional, truly hoping death would find
me nnawares and render ae fit for etemal pardon. And also
I saw myseif as if in 2 vision standing at the head of the
Stairs, fust where my brother had stood, and then huriling
my bedy down on the bricks. i

“But there was no time for courage. Or shall I say, there
was no time in Lestat’s plan for anytring but his plan.
‘Now Hsten t0 me, Louis,” he said, and he lay down beside
e 00w On the steps, his movement so graceful and so per-
sozel that at once & made me think of a lover, T recpiled.
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But he put his right amm around me and polled me close ©
his chest. Never had T been this close to him before, and in

 the dim light 1 could see the magnificent radiance of his

eye and the unpatural mask of his skin. As T tried 10 move,
he pressed his right fingers against my Hps and said, ‘Be
still. 1 am going o drain you now to the very threshold of
death, and I want you to be quiet, so quiet that yon can al-
moest hear the flow of biood through your veins, so goiet
that you can hear the flow of that same blood through
mine. It is your consciousness, your will, which must keep
you alive.” T wanted to struggle, but he pressed so hard with
his fingers that ke beld my entire prore body in check: and
as soon as ! stopped my abortive attempt at rebellion, he
sank his tecth info my neck”

The boy’s eyes grew huge. He had drawn farther and far-
ther back in his chalr as the vampire spoke, 2nd now his
face was tense, 18s eves narrow, as if he were preparing io
weather a Dlow.

“Have you ever 108t & great aznount of blood?” asked the
vampire. “Do you Tmow the feeling?®

The boy’s Hips shaped the word ne, but no soumd cams
out. He cleared g throat “No,” he said

“Candles burned in the upstairs parlor, where we had
planned the death of the oversesr. An ol lantern swayed in
the breeze on the gallery. All of this light coalesced end be-
gan o shimmer, as though a golden presence hovered over
me, suspended in the stairwell, soffly entangled with the
railings, curling and contracting ke smoke. “Listen, keep
your eyes wide,” Lestat whispered to me, his lips moving
agamst my meck. I remember that the movement of his lips
ratsed the hair all over my body, sent a shock of sensation
ihrough my body that was not unlike the plessure of pas-
sien. . ..”

He mused, his right fingers slghily curled bensath his
chin, the frst finger appearing 10 lghtly siroke it “The re-
sult was that within minntes I was weak to paralysis. Panic-
stricken, I discovered 1 conld not even will myself 1o speak.
Lestar still held me, of course, and his arm was like the
weight of an iron bax I feit his tecth withdraw with such a
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keenness that the two punchime wounds seemed enormous,
Lined with pain. And now be bent over my helpless head
and, taking his right hand off me, bit his own wrist. The
blood flowed down upon my shirt and coat, and he watched
it with 2 narrow, gleaming eye. It seerned an etemnity that
he watched it, and that shimmer of light now hung behind
his head like the backdrop of an spparition. T think that I
knew what be meant to do even before he did i, and I was
waiting in xy belplessness as if I'd been waiting for years.
He prsssed his bleeding wiist o my mouth, said firmiy, 2
litde impatiently, “Lonis, drink.” And 1 did. ‘Steady, Louis,’
and ‘Humry,’ he whispered 1o me a nwmber of times. 1
drank, sucking the blood out of thé heles, experiencing for
the fivst time since infancy the special Ewmmmwm of sucking
nogrishivent, the body focused with the mind upon cne vi-
tal source. Then something happened.” The vampie sat
back, 2 slight frown on his face.

“How parhetic it is o describe these things which can’
truly be described,” he said, his voice low ahmost to a whis-
per. The boy sat as if frozen.

“1 saw nothing but that lght then as I drew blood. And
then thic next thing, this next thing was . . . sound. A dujl
roar at frst and then a pounding Lke the pounding of a
drumn, growing londer and londer, as if some enormous
creatire were coming up on ore slowly through a dark and
alien forest, pounding as he came, 2 huge drum. And then
there came the pounding of another drum, as if another gi-
ant were comming yards behind him, and each giant, intent
on kis own drum, gave no notice to the rhythm of the other,
The sound grew louder and louder until it seemed to fill not
wuﬁ my bearing but ail my senses, to be throbbing in my
lips and fingers, in the flesh of my temples, in my veins.
mumoﬁw all, in my veins, drum and then the other Crum; and
then Lestat puiied his wrist free suddenly, and 1 opened my
eyes and checked myself in a moment of meowumm for his
wrist, grabbing it, forcing it back to my mouth at ali costs:
1 checked myself becanse I realized that the drum was my
heart, and the second drum had been his” The ammmwwgm
sighed. “Do you understand?”
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The boy began t0 speak, and then he shook his head.
“Ng ... 1 mean, Ido,” he said. “T mean, I..."

“0f course,” said the vampire, looking away.

“Wair, wait!” said the boy in a welier of excitement.
“The tape is 2lmost gone. I have o i it over.” The vam-
pire watched patiently as he changed it.

“What happened then?” the boy asked. His face was
moist, and he wiped it humiedly with his handkerchief.

“] saw as a vampire,” said the vampire, his voice now
slightly detached. It seemed 2lmost distracted. Then he
drew himseif up. “Lestat was standing again at the foot of
the stairs, and T saw him as I counld not possibly have ssen
tim before. He had seemed white io me before, starkly
white, so that in the mght he was almost lurninous; and
now I saw him fitied with hus own life and own blood: he
was radiant, not fuminons. And then I saw that not omly
Lestat had changed, but all things had changed.

“ft was as if 1 had only just been able to see colors and
shapes for the first time. 1 was so enthralled with the but-
tons on Lestat’s black coat that 1 looked at nothing else for
2 long tme. Then Lestat begam to langh, and 1 heard his
iazghier as { had never heard anvihing before. His heart {
still heard like the beating of a drum, and now came this
metallic langhter. It was confosing, sach sound runmng into
the next sound, Hke the mingling reverberations of bells,
umtil I leamed to separate the sounds, and then they over-
lapped, each soft but distinct, increasmg but discrete, peals
of laughter” The vampire smiled with delight “Peals of

“ ‘Stop looking at my buttons,” Lestat said. “Go out there
into the wees. Rid vourself of all the human waste in your
body, and don't fali so madly in love with the night that
you lose your way!’

“That, of course, was a wise command. When I saw the
moon on the flagstones, 1 became so enamorsd with it that
i must have spent an hour there. 1 passed my brother’s or-

~atory without s¢ much as a thought of him, apd standing

among the cotionwood and oaks, I heard the night as i &t
were a chorus of whispering women, all beckoning me ©
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their breasts. As-for my body, it was not yet totally con-
verted, and as scon as I became the least accustomed 1o the
sounds and sighss, it begen to ache. All my human finids
were being forced out of me. I was dying as a hwman, yet
completely alive as 2 vampire; and with my awakened
senses, [ had fo prsside over the death of my body with a
certain discomfort and then, finaily, fear. I ran back up the
steps to the pardor, where Lestat was alrsady at work o the
planiation papers, going over the expenses and profis for
the last year “You're a rich man” he said fo me when
came 1. ‘Something’s bappening to me,” I shouted

““Yowre dying, that’s afl; don’t be a fool. Don't you
have any oil lamps? Al this money and you can’t afford
whale oil except for thet lamtern. Bring me that lansern)

“ Dying!” 1 shouted. Dyingl

“ ‘It bappens to everyone,” he persisted, refusing to help
me. As I look back op this, T 81l despise him for it Not
because T was afraid, but becanse he might have drawn my
aftention to these changes with reverence. He might have
catmed me and told me I might waich my desth with the
same fascination with which I had watched and felt the
might. But he didn’t Lestat was never the vampire I am.
Not at ail.” The vampire did not say this boastfully. He said
it as if he would truly have had it otherwise.

“Alors,” he sighed. *1 was dying fast, which meant that
my capacity for fear was diminishing as rapidly. I simply
regret I was not more attentive to the process. Lestar was
being & perfect idiot. ‘Ch, for the love of helll” he began
shouting. ‘Do you realize I've made no provision for you?
What a fool I am.” I was tempted to say, ‘Yes, you are,’ but
I didn’t “You’ll have to bed down with me this moraing. I
haven’t prepared you a coffin.’ ™

The vampire laughed. “The coffin struck such a chord of
terror in me I think it absorbed all the capacity for terror 1
had left. Then came only my mild alarm at having to share
a coffin with Lestat. He was in his father’s bedroom mean-
tme, telling the old man good-bye, that he wonld return in
the morning. ‘But where do you go, why must you Hve by
sach & schedule!’ the old men demanded, and Lestat be-
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._mmBm impatient. Before this, he’d been gracious io the oid

‘mait, almost 0 the point of sickening -one, but now he be-
came & bully. I take care of you, don’t I? I've put a betier
roof over your head than you ever put over mine! If [ want
+o sleep all day and drink all night, I'll do it, damn you!’

.The old man started to whine. Only my peculiar state of

emotions and most unusual feeling of exhaustion kept me
from disapproving. I was watchimg the scere through mam
owﬂw door, enthralied with the colors of the om.ﬁmq&mmm.mm and
the positive riot of color in the old man’s face. Iis blue

" veins pulsed beneath his pink and grayish flesh. I found
" even e yellow of his teeth appealing 10 me, and I became
. aimost hypnotized by the quivering of his ip. “Such a son,

soch 2 son,” he said, never suspecting, of course, the e
patare of his son. ‘AH right, then, go. | koow you ksep a
wormAn Semewhere; you go 1o see her as scon as her bus-

. band leaves in the morning. Give me my Tosary. What's

happened fo my rosary? Lestat said something blasphe-
mons and gave him the rosary. ...

“Bat ..." the boy started. .

“Yes?* said the vampire. “T'm afraid | don't aliow you o
ask snough guesiions.”

“T was going to ask, rosaries have crosses on them, dom’t
they?”

“Oh, the rumor sbont crosses!” the vammpire laughed.
“You refer 1o ouwr being afsaid of crosses?”

“Unable to look on ther, 1 thought,” said the boy.

“Monsense, my friend, sheer nonsense. I can look on
anything I like. And I rather like looking op crucifixes in

E particnlar”

“And what 2bout the rumor about keyholes? That vou
cam ... become sicamn and go through them.”

“T wish I could,” laughed the vampire. “How posiiively
delightful. 1 shouid like to pass through all menner of dif-
fereni keyholes and fes] the tickle of thelr pecuiiar shapes.
Mo He shook his head. “That is, how would you say to-
day ... Dolshit?” .

The boy langhed despiie Whmsell Then his face grew se-
TOS,
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“You must’t be so shy with me” the vampire said.

“What is it?

“The story about stakes through the heart,” said the bov,

his cheeks coloring slightly.

“The samme,” said the varmpie, “Bull-shit,” he said, care-
fully articulating both syllables, so that the boy smiled. “No
magical power whatsosver. Why den’t you smoke one of
your cigareties? [ see you have them in vour shirt pocket.”

“Ok, thank you,” the boy said, as if it wege a marvelous
suggestion. But once ke had the cigarerte to his lips, his
hands weze wembling so badly that he mengled the first

fragile book maich.

“Allow me,” said the vampite. And, taking the book, he
Guickly put a lighted match to the boy’s cigarette. The boy
inhaled, kis eves on the vampire’s fingers. Now the varapire
withdiew across the wable with a soft rustling of garments.
“There’s an ashtray on the basin,” he said, and the boy
moved nervously to get it. He stared at the few butts in it
for 2 moment, and then, secing the small waste basket be-
neaih, he emptied the ashiray and quickly ser it on the ta
ble. His fingers left damp marks on the cigaretic when he

put il down. “Is this your room?” he asked.

“No,” answered the vampire. “Jost a room.”

“What happened then?” the boy asked. The VaIrpire ap-
peared 0 be watching the smoke gather beneath the over
head buib, .

“Ah ... we went back to New Orleans posthaste,” he
said. “Lestat had his coffin in a miserable room near
the rampearts.”

“And you did get into the coffin?”

“I had no choice. I begged Lestar 1o let me sty in the
closet, but he Taughed, astonished. ‘Don’t vou know what
you are? he asked. ‘But is magical? Must it have thig

{ T &1
shape? I pleadad. Only to hear him laugh again. I couldnt
bear the idea; but as we ued, I realized T bad no real
fear. It was a stange realization. All my Iife I'd feared
closed places. Born and bred in French nouses with lofty
ceilings and floor-length windows, I had & diead of being
enciosed. T feit uncomforiahie even in the confessional in
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church. It was a normal encugh fear. .?wm now 1 realized as
I protested to Lestar, I did not actually feel this mwu‘,un.@nw..m
wsm simply remembering it Hanging on to it from habit,
moﬁ a deficiency of ability to recognize my wmwmwﬁ mwﬁw
exhilarating freedom. “You're carrying on badly, h@mwm.
mmﬁ finally. ‘And it’s almost dawn. 1 skonld let you die.

"vyou will die, you know. The sun will destroy the blood Pve

given you, iv every tissue, every ﬂwﬁ mﬁ yon mw_u&&w; be
feeling this fear at 2ll. I think vou're mhﬁ, a man who loses
an arm of 2 leg and keeps insisting that he can m.wm.w pain
where the arm or leg uvsed © be.” g&mmu that was wﬁﬁﬁ@
the most intelligent and osefol thing Lesiat ever mm&u in my
presence, and it bronght me around at once. ‘Now, Pm get-

ting into the coffim,’ ww,mmmmw said to me in his most dis-

deinfiil tope, ‘and you will get in on top of me if yoo Wwﬂé
what's good for you.” And [ did. 1 lay m.mnm,moém .om mﬁp
witerly conifused by my absence of dread and mmwm gmm a
distaste for bemg 0 close 0 wm.mm.,.w_mmamoumw and ﬁm.._mmmm
though he was. Anc be shut the id ,.wam [ mmw& himg 1 1
was compietely dead. by body was ﬂmmmmm and iching mm
over. ‘No, you're not then,’ he said. .ﬁwmm. you are, you'l
only hear and see it changing and fesl nothung. You should
be dead by tonight. Go 1o slesp.” ™ o ) o
“Was he right? Were vou ... dead when you “woke up?
“Yes, changed, I should say. As ow&oﬁﬂm I am alive.
My body was dead. It was some time befors it hecame ab-
soluiely cleansed of the fluids and matter it mo.wommma
needed, but it was dead. And with the mmmwwmﬂom of it came
another siate in my divorce from humean emotions. The first

- thing which becamme apparent to me, even while Lestat and

1 were loading the coffin into a hearse and stealing mmomﬂmH
coffin from a morwary, was fhat 1 did not ke w.mm.mmw at mw.
i was for from being his egual vei, but I was iniinite}

" closer to him then I had been before the death of my body.

"I can't reslly make this clear to you for the obviocus reason

.. that you are now as I was before my body died. You caunot

understend. But before [ died, Lestat was mwmommmﬂm the
- 1aost overwhelming experience U'd ever had. Your cigarstie
: EEI I i,
has become one long cylndrical ash
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quickly ground the filfer into the glag

- ipean that when the &ap was closed betwee «Yes,” said the boy; but he was stll visibly shaken. The
A a2 1 Aol . Al 4 11 FONT R - . ad ﬁ .
Tost his .. . spell?”” be asked, his eyes guickiy mwm%ow w | yarnpie eyed him for a moment, and then he said, “1 was

olling you . - -
b ont your first Kill” said the boy.

“Ves. 1 should say first, however, that the planiation was
in @ state of pandemonium. The overseer’s body had been
fond and so had the blind old men in the master bedroom,
and no. one couid explain the blind old man’s presence. And
16 one had been able to find me in New Crleans. My sister
had coniacted the police, and several of them were at
Pointe du Lac when I srrived. It was already quite dark,
patorally, and Lestat guickly explained to me that I must
aot let the police see me in even minimal Hghs, especially
zot with my body in its present remarkable state; so I
talked to them in the avenue of oaks before the plantation
. ‘Louse, ignoring their requests fhat we go inside. I explained
" Té been to Poinie du Lac the night before and the blind old
" men was my guest. As for fhe oversesr, he had not been
- hers, tat hed gore {0 New Oreans on business.

“Afrer that was seitled, during which my new detach-
ment served me admizsbly, [ bad the problem of the plan-
tation itself. My slaves were 1 a state of compisie
confitsion, and no work had been dope ail day. We had 2
large plant then for the making of the indigo dye, and the
overseer's management had been most important. Buot I had
several exivernely Inteiligent slaves who might have dome
“his job just as well 2 Iong thme before, if I had recognized
their mitelligence and not feaved their Afiican appearance
snd mamer. I stedied them clearly now and gave the mam-
‘agerment of things over to them. To the best, I gave the
overseer’s house on a promise. Two of the young womsn
were brought back nfo the hosse from the fislds o care for

Mwwm M.NMMM& slow and somewhat languid to me. And 1 Lestat’s mmmm.mm and M wold mwmwﬂ_.m wanted as .Hmmnw privacy as
G O my finger brushing your coar « ©. And the ‘L possible and they would all of them be rewarded not only
Well, T didn’t mean o frighien vou, 1 Mmm Gulte audible. ' for service but for leaving me and Lestat absolutely alone.
YOU Can see from this that my reg Hnow ©58. Bul perhaps 4 1 did not realize at the time that these slaves would be the
a feast of new experionces, the Bm.o olnte du Lac was . first, and possibly the only ones, to ever suspect that Lestat
ranch in the wind g a@mwww: € Swayimg of a e and T were not ordinary creatares. 1 failed o realize that

* their experience with the supemaiure! was far greater than

“"yampire, ‘his hands now produci i
| T . 0 g A Cigaret; i
Hﬁ% more easily than before. : ket and mmat
“Yes, that’s comrect” said 4 i
3 1, the vampire with ohy
’ ¢ : 1th obvion
MMMM “The JW@ back to Pointe du Lag was mﬁ&ﬁdmhowwmmmm.
con Boummbmwwi ter of %mmwwﬁ Was positively the mmo“ﬁ wo%@
oo sk W,wmu%m @Jm i experienced. Of course ag I m;E“m
kil om being Hw equal. I had my dead imbs 10 nor_q
i m_ wﬁo use hig ‘Comparisot. And I learped thar % £
. Hw Lght, when I had io make my first K> p
prome Mwﬁlw Mﬁnwwm across the table now ang gently
proued an ash fom the boy's lapel, and fhe oy siey
i Ew._.w@.m.ﬁwwm hand i alam, “Hxouse me,” mmmw m.,mwwm iy
muw T didn’t mean 1o frighten you.” ‘
Excuse me,” szid the bay. :
suddenly that your arm wag .
monwmw without meving!”
iZOMuu .m\w ) s - =
o wﬁmwwta mwm Mmﬂﬁuﬁm resting his handg agaim on his
8. "1 moved forward h i i £ :
seo. 1t s o 7V R 100 fast for yon o :

nql
%owmmoqwnms
. ,aﬂimw%w& %@mmmm?
s i a gt
JUSt 85 y0u ate now, with your back £ You Were sitting
“No,” repeated the S against the chair”
1 told vou. He mw“n Yvampire firmly. “T moved forward a
e boy stnres 00 I 288" And he did it again, and
¥ stared with ¢ : t am
“You M HI] i MM%M@WMWMMMM muwmwu e of confusion and fear
* ok 167 said the vampire. “Byg, « p
BP%WWWWMWM Mmu Hy outsiretched arm now, ir's HMmewzmMm, !
oercably long at all” And b raised his army, gt s
the ﬂcwn of bmwﬁmﬁ, as if he were an angel abour 1o qw&
tal differenc rwc Lot You have experienced 2 fundamen
~HHACe Detween the way you see ang 1 see. My mm,m-

T just got the irmpression ;
- abnosmatly long. You mac
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‘that of white men. In my own inexperience I stll though
of them as childlike savages barely domesticated by slay.
ery. I made a bad mistzke. But Jet me keep to my story.
was going to tell you about my first kill. Lestat bungled i
with his characteristic lack of common sense.”

“Bungled t?” asked the boy.

*1 should never have started with hnman beings. Bu thig
was something I bad to leam by myself Lestst had us
plonge headiong inio the swamnps righi after the police and
the slaves were settied. ¥t was very late, and the slave cab-
s were compleicly dark. We soon lost sight of the Hghs
of Pointe du Lac altogether, and T became very agitated. Tt
was ife same thing again: remembered fears, confusion.
Lostat, had he any native inelligence, might have explainad
things 10 me patiendy and gently —thar 1 had no need o
fear the swamps, that 1o snakes and insecis T was uiterly -
vainerable, and that | must concentiate on my nsw ability
1 see in total darkness. fnsicad, he harassed me with con-
deronations. He was concerned only with our victims, with
finishing my initiation and getiing on with ir, _

“And when we finally came upoa ocur victims, he roshed
me into action. They were a srnall camp of runaway slaves.
Lestat had visited them before and picked of perhaps a
fourth of their number by watching from the dark for one ®
of them to leave the fire, or by taking them in fheir sleep. if
They knew absolutely nothing of Lestat’s preserce. We had §
0 watch for well over an hour before one of the men—they
were all men—finally left the clearing and came just a fow
paces into the tress. He unhooked his panis now and ai-
tenided to an ordinary physical necessity; and as he fumed
to go. Lestar shook me and said, “Take him’ ” The vampire

smiled at the boy’s wide eyes. “I think I was ahour as
hororsireck as you would be,” ke said, “Rut I didn’t know
then that T might kill animals instead of humens. I said
quickly I could not possibly take him. And the slave heard |
me speak. He turned, his back to the distant fire, and’-
peered into the dark. Then guickly and silently, he drew a°
long kuife out of his belt. He was naked except for the
pents and e belt a tall, strong-ermed, slesk youtng man
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.Wo said something in the French patois, ,m.mu %mm. ww
: forward. I realized that, though 1 saw him cleatly in
mﬁwmm he could not see us. Lestat stepped in back of him
ﬁmw a swiftess that baffled me and got 2 hold around his
b .wﬁmm he pinned Bis lefi arm. The slave cried cmm and
wamﬂow to throw Lestat off. He sank His teeth now, and Em
o pww&m froze as if from spakebite. He sank o his knees, and
Wmmmm fed fast as the other slaves came running wom
.ﬂmﬂw@m me,” he said when ma. got back to me. It was as
...ﬂb were black inssois uterty mw.mucﬂmmmwm 5“ Mw_m Em_ww
“watching the slaves move, m@mﬁomm.g as, a.pmcw‘cmw iy
‘wounded man, drag him back, fan out in the mowmmm_mcmw -
Eq for the atiacker “Come on, we w.m‘wm i get wmoﬁww 0nS
. nefore they ail retarn to camp,” he said. And quickly M@ mwm
off after one man who was separated m.ﬂ.ﬁw mwm. gihers. 1 %mm
il termibly agiteted, convinced 1 couidn’t brag myse ﬂw
attack and feeling mo mige io do mo..,m,wmmn were many
things, as I mention, which Lestiat .mﬁmam .ﬁma.w said and
“done. He might bave made the experience rich I so many
ways. But be did not” )
.ﬂmﬁwﬁw could he have done?’ the boy asked. “What do
. , - Mq« . )
: mowmm.w%m is no COrgimary mnw:. m&M the m,mﬁﬁmm. Om%
doesn’t simply glut oneself on Eﬁwom. He mbohow his mm%: .
"t is the experience of another’s life for nwﬂmqufmmmwmwowﬂ
the experience of the loss of that life through the Dlood,
“slowly. It is again and again the experience of mﬂmh »Mm.m m
" my own life, which I experienced when 1 mmnwﬁmm the o oo
“from Lestat’s wrist and felt his heart pound with my .mmwmﬂ.
‘It is again and again a celebration of that experience; m
~cause for vampires that is the ultimate expetience. m.m sai
“this most seriously, as if he were arguing with scinecns
©who held 2 different view. “I don't think Hmmwmm ever appre-
- gizted that, fhough how he could not, 1 don’t wmmﬂ.. Let HM
sav he appreciated something, but very maw, H mmmﬁ w
what there i8 to know. In any event, be took no pains wo 8-
mind me now of what I'd feit when [ clamped on 0 hig
" wiist Tor bife itself and wouldn't w.wm it go; or 10 pick mmm
. choose a place for me where I might experience my fisst
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suddenly, but I was feeling just what be'd said
i o a8 & %muwwmm pain in my stomach, a8 %.mmﬁa ﬁ}rﬁ-
e e were sucking my insides o ifself. Ft was the
Wu%m passing too rapidly imio my ¢wn Eo%;. put [ dide’t
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" kill with some measute of quict 2nd dignity. He rushed
headlong through the encountar as if it were something to
put behind us as goickly as possible, ke so many yards o
the road. Once he bad caughi the sigve, he gagged him ang
heid him, baring his neck. ‘Do #,” he said. *You can’t fn
back now.” Overcome with revulsicn and weak with frosira-
ton, I obeyed. 1 knelt beside the bent, strugghing man g,
clamping both ey hands on his shouiders, 1 went inio his
neck. My teeth bad only just begum to change, and I had 1o
tear Bis flesh, not punctire it; bat once the wound was
made, the blood flowed. And once thar happened, onee |
was locked to i, drinking ... all clse vapished

“Lestat and the swamnp and the noise of the disiane camp
meant nothing. Lestat mipht have been an msect, buzzing,
lighting, then vanishing m significance. The sucking mes-
merized me; the warm struggling of the man was sooting
i0 the tension of my hands; and there came fhe beating of
the drum again, which was the drumbeat of his heart—only
this fime it beat in perfect rhythm with the drumbeat of my

OWE heart, the two resounding in every fiber of my being,
wti! he beat began to grow slower and slower, so that each
was 2 soft mumble that fireatened 10 go on without end, 1
was drowsing, falling into weightlessness; and then Lestat
pulied me back. “He’s dead, you idiot!’ he said with his
characteristic charm and tact. “You don’t drink afier they’re
dead! Understand that?’ Iwasina frenzy for a moment, not
myself, insisting to him that the man’s heart st beat, and
I was in am agony 10 clamp onto him again, I ran mmy hands
over his chest, then grabbed his wrists. I would have cut

mio his wiist if Lestar hadn't pulled me o my feet and

slapped my face. This slap was astonishing, Bt was not w

painful in the ordinary way. It was a sensational shock of &

another sort, 2 rapping of the senses, 50 that 1 spun in cop- 9

fusion and found myseif helpless and staring, my back

against a cypress, the night pulsing with insects in my ears, .

Yow'll die i you do that,’ Lestar was saying. ‘He’ll suck

you right down into death with him if you cHng to him i

> vim with contemy maﬁmmagwmwwwﬁmnmmwgiamwm
MWWMMD\MNW Ewwmwmﬁw_w said; it would be nothing. 1 Bmmm Eww
w&a myself o be shaken. 1 was reaciing w0 mwwnr a8
the ‘mortal coll’ had not bee shaken off. 1 would vwmmwmmm
accustored o things aBl too guickly. ‘Do you tink so7 I
. %w&%@%%.m%wwﬁgﬁ%wmmﬁg@mﬁw
| ymdersiood now the difference betwesn us. For me mﬁ -
" vesience of killing had bsen cataclysmic. So had that of
S MMM.W%M Lestar’s wrist. These mﬁum%mw%m 50 oﬂmﬁwﬁﬁm
~and so changed my view of everyihing arcumd me, M.rom
| picame of my brother on the parior wall to wmm. mm,u..m A mw
" gingle star in the topmost pans of ﬁmmm%nw gmmﬁ muwm
i conld not imaglue another vampire ﬂmﬂwwmw them for
' granted. I was altered, permanently; 1 knew it. And what |
mm.F most profoundly, for everything, even the scuund ..Aw.m ﬂwm
playing cards being laid down one W% one upon the shining
rows of the solitaire, was respect. Lestat feit the mmﬁommwmw.
Or he felt nothing. He was the sow’s car out of which mr. -
ing fme could be made. As boring as a morial, a8 ﬁﬁm
and unhappy as a mortal, he chaniered .%mm.&mmmﬁmwwmm%m
- ing my experience, wtterly locked against the wwmﬁwmuwmm £
| any experience of his own. By moning, 1 Hmmmhmm that 1
wes his complete supetior and I had been sadly o@m QMM
having him for a teacher. He must guide me through ¢
necessary igssoms, i ihere were any more ﬂ& mmmwmmm, and
I must wierare in bim a frames of mind ﬁ”wﬁw was biasphe-
mous to life isslf. I felt cold towards him. I had a0 con-
tempt in superiority. Only a hurger for new experience, for

ceath. And aow vou've drumk too mach, besides; vou'l be
8L’ His voice grated on me. T had e urge o throw mysslf

1 . that which was heauiifsl and as devastating a5 my Kii. And

1 saw that if I were %0 maximize every experience sveilable
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- * tood and changed bis manner agam
x@m_mmwwmwm%ﬂmmwmwﬁ&u eyes piercing the dark beyond
o et .wo% the bouse, peering down under the arching
: lights f the oaks. In an nsiant, wwwmm<ﬂmm®mmwm rEil-
wﬂmmnwmmmwm m.mm softly on the dist below, and muom Muummn
w%. Emwwa%m io catch something in both his mwmnw
, mm stood before me with it, 1 wmmwﬁ Ho. see it ua,mw :
S o't be such a damned idiot, ke said. ‘Haven't you
.Uow 2 rat? It was a huoge, mmﬁmmwwm. m&m ral with a
e He beld its neck s0 it coulén’t bite. “Rats can be
mmmwu > he said. And he tock the mat to the &Ew.,%mmm.
MM@MMMM mumomﬁ and filled the glass rapidly ﬁuﬁw olood.
The tat then went hurtling over the gallery mwww%m.. WM@
Testat held the wine glass to the candle trivmphantly. “You
way well bave w Yve off rats from time to tme, 5o Wipe
MWMM»%%@M off your face,” he said. Rats, nwmowgwu cat-
fe. Travelling by ship, you danm ﬁmw better live %w“ MMHM
s vou dom’t wish to cause suck a panic on board aat- By
.u.h_wow owr coffin. You damn well better keep the ship
b W rats.” And then he sipped the bicod as delicaiely as
MMMbéwww wmwmﬁﬁw. He made a shight face. It gers cold s0

fast.”

WITH THE VAMPIRE

”__..mm_‘.._ﬁw, I must exert my OWH DOWers over MY leavning
. F.estat was of BO mmm@. .
- “fr was well past midnight when ] finally rose out of the:

had been freshly whitewashed, the floorboards freshly
Swept, and a summer rain had left the Bight clean and spar.
Kling with drops of wazer, T leaned against the end pillar of
the gallery, my head touching the soft tendrils of a jasmyine.
wislck grew there in constard battle with a wisteria, ang '
thought of what izy before me throughout the world amd.
thronghout time, and resolved i £0 about it delicately an
reverently, learning that from each thing which would take
me best to another What this meant, § wasa't sure myscif, |
Do you understand me when { say T did not wish % rsh-
beadiong into experience, that what T'd fok a8 & varmpire -
was {ar 100 powerfel fo be wased?” K

“Yes,” said the boy eagerly. “t somnds as if it was like .
being i love™

The vampize’s eyes gleamed, “That’s correct. It is Hke .
love.” He smiled. “And I seli you my frame of mind Gy

. . ) ™ sia n I3 I imal n._.._» H
d.mmr e kmow thete axs profound differences be- - C“ ‘Do you mean, them, we can lve from animals
hween vampires, and how I came to take a differenr ap- s

“ “Yes.” He drank it all down and then nmwmmmuh,.&w.mﬁ E,m
o th face. 1 stared 2t the fragments. You don’t
o e ken glass with 2 sar-
mind, do you? He gestured to the who en g > ,w a8 ser
castic smile. ‘1 surely hope you aom 1, Wwwma,.mm ther

ing much you can do about it if you do H.wmm..ﬂ o Lo
" “ T can throw you and your father out of woﬁw Lm EE._
C i I mind’ T sald. I believe this was my st show ¢
i “Why would vou do thai?’ he asked with ﬁonﬁ&wﬁmw
You don’t know mqw@@mﬁm yet - rmmﬂ you? rm ﬂﬁ
.- laughing then and walking mm.o.w.ﬁ@ mm@ma s,m.,mowﬁm@mw *mm
. big fingers over the satin finish of the spinet ki

v mwu s WAW. ) ]

: wwmmm mww@ Mwwmmm.mmm ke, Don’t ﬁrmnwwuma mmmqmw mmmmwwm
at me, ‘TH touch i if 1 like?” he said “You don’t know, for

proach from Lestat You must tnderstand I did not snub |
him because he did not appreciate his experience, I simply
could pot wnderstand how such feslings conld be wasted,
But then Lestat gid someiling which was 1o show me a .
Wy 1 go about my learning,

“He had more than a casual appreciation of the weakh at
Pointe du Lac. He’d beeq much pleased by the beauty of
ine china vsed for bis father’s Supper; and he liked the fes]
of the velvet drapes, and he mraced the patierns of the car
pets with his toe. And now he took from one of the ching
closets a crystal glass and said, I do miss glasses.” Only
he said this with an impish delight that capsed me to study
him with 2 hard eve. I disliked him intensely! ‘T want
0 show vou a e trick,” he said. “Thar is, H you like
giasses” And afier setting it on the card table he Came ol
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‘ezampie; 2ll the ways you cen die. And dying now
be such & calamity, wonldn't &9 yE wouk

mpmaw mmw s, 1 said, .ﬁmmﬁm@ you're not the only vam
WMM %mr your Wﬁmw be’s perhaps seventy. You conlds’
H & vampite long, so someone mpst instre
g bes ust bave instrucseg
.. %MM do you thHnk you can find ofher vampires by
wwuwmmm ? They might see you coming, my friend, o you
won't 5es thern, M.fqoo m don’t think you have rmuch chojoe
about things at thig poant, friend, F'm your teacher and you
Beed me, and there sn’t mick yon can do abour 3t cither

way. Aad we both have pecrie o provide for My father 7

3€eEs 2 doctor, and then there is the matter of your mother

and gisier, wgmw get any m nolions abow teliing them
you are a vampire. Just provide for them and for my father
which mesns that WOmeTTow night vou had hetter kifl m&m
and then atiend 10 mmw business of your plantstion, Now 1o
.mw,,ﬂwm botk sleep i the same T00m; it makes for far less
risk,

LL & T, 3

) Mzcm YO sectire the bedroom for yourself” T gaid. “Trye
mom miention of staying in the Saine room with you’ )

He became figions, ‘Don’t do anything smpid, wuoﬁw i
WA You. MWm.mmum nothing you can do tg defend yourseif
once e sun rises, nothing. Separate rooms 13630 Separsic
securify, U..umEm precantions and double chance of momﬁ.wsw
He then "mma & score of things to frighten me 10 comply-
188, but he might as well have beep talking i the Emmm.wm
wetched bim inteatly, but T din’t fisten 10 himy 1go oy
beared fraid and stupid 0 ime, 2 man made of dried twigs
with a g carning voice. ‘T skeep alone,” 1 said, apgd gentd ;
put my wmwm azound the candle flames one by oumw € ww mww.
mmmmm morning!” he fnsisted. i .

. .mm .Moﬂm youmsel in’ ¥ said, embracing mv coffin
momwh”m 1 and carrying ¥t down the brick stairs, | ooﬁm
m,muﬁﬂ the iocks snapping o the French doors above, the
mﬂmo% Of the drapss. The sky was pale but enifi mummmwm&
mmﬁ stars, and mmommmw Yight rain blew now o the breeze

O tae river, speckling the Hagstones. | opened the door

¥ “There maust be someone else in the world io tsach e |
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1y brother’s oraiory, shoving back ihie roses and thoras
Enu had almost sealed i, and set the coffin on the stone
.&w before the priedien. 1 could almost make out the im-
s of the saints on the walls, ‘Paul,’ 1 said sofily, address-

mm.w,mm\ brother, “for the first time in my life T feel nothing

for. you, nothing for your death; and for the first time 1 feel
everyting for vou, feel the sorrow of your loss as #f 1
wever before knew feeling.” You see .. .”

The vampire turned to the boy. “For the first time now
was fully and completely a vampire. 1 shut the wood
linds flat wpon the small barred windows and bolted the
door. Then I climbed into the satin-lined coffin, barsly able
see the gleam of cloth I the darkness, and locked mysalf

4n. That is how 1 became a vampire.”

mﬁzwu THERE YOU WERE,” said the boy after
a pause, “with another vampire you hated.”
“But 1 had to stay with him,” answered the vampire. “As

. T've told you, he had me ai a great disadvaniage. He hinted
.- there was muoch I didn't know and must know and that he

alone conid tell me. But in fact, the main part of what he
did teach me was practical and not so diffieult to figure out

. for onessif. How we mighi tavel, for instance, by ship,

baving our coffins transported for us as though they con-
timed ihe remains of loved ones being sent here or there
for burial; how no one would dare to open such a coffin,
and we might rise from it ar sight to clean the ship of
rais—ihings of this natore. And then there were the shops
and businessmen he knew who admitted us well after hours
to outhit us In fhe finest Pazis fashions, and those agsnts




