
    
      Vampires Are
    

    
      Stephen Kaplan and Carole Kane
    

    
              
    

    
      I don't have the means to scan the book without damaging it so I'm just going to transcribe it, minus the Elizabeth chapter which has a far better scan than I could make. Nothing has been added or taken away, it's written exactly as it was published by ETC Publications in 1984.
    

    
      I do not profit off of this in any way, nor would I wish to, I just want Kaplan's research to be easily accessible to anyone interested and until it comes back into print this is the best option.
    

    
      Also note, on page 84 in this transcription he mentions a map on page 59. In the transcription version, that is on page 41 (or should be).
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      Foreword
    

    
      By Joel Martin, Host, “Joel Martin Show”
    

    
      WBAB Radio, Babylon, New York
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
              How does one introduce and describe a vampirologist? Then again, how does one even meet a vampirologist in the first place? My introduction to Dr. Stephen Kaplan was in 1974 when I happened upon a newspaper article about him and his Vampire Research Center on Long Island. How could I resist?
    

    
              As a radio/TV talk program host, I have had many strange encounters with many guests. There have been murderers, politicians, and people abducted by UFO’s, psychics who bent spoons and repaired broken watches; those who claimed to have traveled out of body; those who have come back as spirit voices. I have interviewed clairvoyants, witches, cultists, exorcists - to say nothing of a long list of distinguished authors, celebrities, and other internationally known figures.
    

    
      Now here was an article about a vampirologist! How could I resist digging further (if you’ll pardon the play on words)? I bit! I called Dr. Kaplan and introduced myself, and the rest, as they say, is history. I became the first human on radio and TV to interview this strange but articulate character!
    

    
      Was he part showman? Was he part social scientist, as he claimed? And was he, in fact, a distinguished and award-winning instructor who really taught courses at a major university about “Vampires, Werewolves, and Creatures of the Night”? The answer to all this is yes! And is he sincere in his research of contemporary vampirism? Again, the answer I have found is yes— sincere and dedicated to an admittedly bizarre subject.
    

    
      It is now many years later. Dr. Steven Kaplan has been internationally acclaimed; he has been interviewed on hundreds of radio and TV programs around the world, to say nothing of numerous articles in national magazines, newspapers, and journals. He became the first “vampire consultant” to the successful off-Broadway show “The Passion of Dracula” as well as to various television network programs and major motion pictures about vampires and the occult.
    

    
              He has seen the subject become one of the most popular themes in the media in recent years—on TV, stage, and film—just as he predicted would happen.
    

    
              I believe you will find this book fascinating—and some parts are frightfully funny—as funny as Dr. Kaplan is in real life.
    

    
              What would you like to know about vampires? Perhaps you think it all died with the legendary Count Dracula. Not so! Dr. Kaplan has resurrected and pumped new blood into the legend. He is firmly convinced that it did not end 500 years ago in Transylvania, but that Dracula’s descendants and their kind are living amongst us—now! The lid on Dracula’s coffin has been left somewhat ajar for modern investigation. Dr. Kaplan says there are vampires actually roaming our streets, avenues and highways. This is what he and his group study; and their laboratories are often those very streets, avenues, and highways. They do not confine themselves to an office. They are unlike any other group of researchers you’ll ever meet.
    

    
              On one occasion I had the opportunity to visit the Vampire Research Center. They receive a steady barrage of mail and phone calls, and no call to the Center is ordinary. (I am told by one research assistant that a salesman once tried to sell them life insurance—to no avail.) Would-be vampires often call. But it is not Dial-A-Joke; a good many are dead serious, some very urgent. They come from loved ones of victims—and the culprits; from law enforcement specialists; from serious students of vampires and Dracula in history; from people in the media; and from those wanting information about the vampires of today.
    

    
              I know that you will want to read ahead—that you will be compelled to read this book. It is the first of its kind ever; the first contemporary, yet entertaining, book on every facet imaginable about today’s vampires.
    

    
              Now, I don’t want to take all this too seriously—but as I’m writing this at night I’m wearing my cross; my clove of garlic hangs over the doorway, and my stake is at hand. Listen—better safe than sorry, especially when the world’s greatest authority on vampires tells us they are there… waiting!
    

    
              By the way, do you suppose you
      —
      or I—are vampires? Dr. Kaplan has a test for that, too.
    

    
      
                Am I safe? Are you? Don’t get nervous. As he says, “If you’ve been bitten by curiosity, read the book.” It’s informative and entertaining… and it’s safe. 
        

                So dig in!
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Chapter I
    

    
      Introduction
    

    
      
    

    
              
      Ask the average man or woman what a vampire is, and when they stop laughing they’ll usually tell you it’s a living-dead creature, preferably with fangs, pale green skin, hypnotic eyes, and a black opera cape with a red lining. It rises from its coffin at night to stalk innocent victims; and of course it has a heavy Transylvanian accent—”I vant to drink yourr blahd.”
    

    
              Let’s face it, we’re all greatly influenced by the media. Bela Lugiosi has immortalized Count Dracula by his brilliant film portrayal of the hairy, 500-year-young nobleman sporting bad breath and sharp teeth. He sucks out his victims’ blood and drinks it so he can live forever, then returns to his coffin before daybreak. An entertaining story; kind of scary—but still only fiction. Our same average man or woman is sure that there’s no such thing as a real vampire. Once, I myself felt the same way. But not now!
    

    
              During my years of vampire research I have had some very frightening experiences. Many times, in sheer terror, I was ready to give up the study and let a less cowardly soul dig up the facts. But my vampire interest wouldn’t die; it rose up again and again, and I would return to my work, painstakingly documenting case after case in this strange, unprecedented field of research.
    

    
              It all began in 1971 while I was taking a graduate course in Legal and Political Anthropology at the State university of New York at Stony Brook, Long Island. As the semester progressed, I made a very interesting observation: many of the customs and rituals of the primitive cultures we were studying showed striking similarities to vampire myths and legends. 
    

    
              Having been bitten at an early age with a consuming interest in strange phenomena, I had already read much about vampirism, and knew that this practice is mentioned throughout history, even in the Bible. As a professional sociologist I am also very interested in habits and rituals of particular groups or cultures, as well as the effect these have on society in general.
    

    
              When I observed these two areas overlapping, I began to suspect that there might indeed be a basis of truth to the existence of vampires. And if this were so, it was possible that vampires still exist today! My mouth watered at the very thought! They might be walking among us; sitting next to us on the bus; waiting… On the other hand, this might be just another theory that would prove groundless. But either way, this was an area I wanted to sink my teeth into. I decided that if vampires exist, I was going to prove it; and if they don’t exist, I wanted to prove that to my own satisfaction, too. I must admit that deep down, I truly didn’t expect to find any real, contemporary vampires. 
    

    
              At that time there was virtually nothing available for the study of recent vampires. All the books, myths, legends, were about vampires way in the past. There were no organizations doing current research, very few scholarly books or papers, and even fewer newspaper articles. I decided that the best way to obtain the information I needed—if indeed any existed—was to form a research group myself, and collect data from around the world. In late 1971 I founded the Vampire Research Center (although we did not officially become recognized until nearly a year later) and persuaded a few of my colleagues to join me. Between us we had backgrounds in anthropology, sociology, psychology, and hematology. Later, some of these were to leave and other expert consultants would take their places. It took all our combined skills to analyze and categorize the information we would receive from recordings, field investigations, and interviews with vampires. Closet scholars would give us advice in our quest, and friendly media people would also act as our eyes and ears in reporting strange happenings from around the world.
    

    
              Right off the bat we learned that vampire researchers “don’t get no respect.” We were laughed at; picked apart by critics both in and out of the so-called scholarly world; even accused of being vampires ourselves! But as I often point out, being a criminologist does not make a person a criminal; being a bacteriologist does not make you a bacterium; so why would being a vampirologist make you a vampire?
    

    
              Today, a decade after we began our research, society is beginning to accept as possible many phenomena once deemed only myth or purely incredible fantasy. We are living in an age where scientists avidly hunt for Big Foot, Yeti, and the Loch Ness Monster; where landing on the moon is nonchalantly talked about as “old hat”; and where life after death is close to being proven as a scientific truth. The acceptance of life after death may be one of the reasons behind the tremendous interest in vampires that has recently arisen; for couldn’t the vampire be an example of life after death? But ten years ago, vampire research was considered just a bizarre oddity. We were pioneers, on our own in a dangerous, previously unexplored field.
    

    
              Yes, this research is a very dangerous undertaking. At any time, tracking down vampires can find the hunter suddenly becoming the hunted! After several unfortunate instances we had to develop elaborate security measures, even disguising identities to protect our families. But despite all the obstacles, we carried on our research, finding it more and more fascinating as we unearthed each new bit of precious information. 
    

    
      Some of our experiences have been downright funny. Most of them have been spine-chillingly dangerous. In fact, I am delighted to still be here to share our findings with you.
    

    
      So get out the garlic, some holy water, a Bible or a cross; check your door and window locks, take a deep breath, and brace yourself. You are about to read a hair-raising, true account of actual vampires in today’s world.
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Chapter II
    

    
      Undertaking Our Vampire Research
    

    
      
    

    
              In the early months of the Vampire Research Center, my colleagues and I had an enormous task ahead of us. We had to make the Center known, so that the public would be aware of a place to report suspected vampires or their rituals; and so that any vampires who so desired could call us. More importantly, we had to educate ourselves so that we could intelligently evaluate their reports. 
    

    
              We solved the first problem by convincing the telephone company we were legitimate researchers, and finally getting them to list the Center in several local telephone books. We began our background research by examining in minute detail every bit of data we could find out about vampires—legends, myths, Bible references, theories, fiction, news articles, comic books, movies, television shows. What does a vampire look like? How much blood does one need? Do their victims always die? There were endless questions to answer before we would ever be fully prepared—if we could 
      ever
       be fully prepared. But ready or not, it wasn’t long before I received a call that led to my first face-to-face encounter with a man who claimed to be a vampire.
    

    
              It was a quiet September evening in 1971. I was alone, answering the phone at the Center, beginning to feel like the host of a bad amateur show. I’d had three crank calls in a row, each one an imitation of Dracula. (We receive more calls like that than we care to count.) When the phone rang again, I had no idea of the adventure I was about to embark upon.
    

    
              A man I’ll call William was on the phone. He’d found our listing in his telephone book, and at first I thought this was another crank call.
    

    
              “I’m a vampire,” he said, “and I’d like to know if you can introduce me to some other vampires.”
    

    
              As he talked, I realized he was serious. He thought we were a dating service for vampires! Despite the absurdity of the situation, I was very aware that this was a fantastic opportunity for the center. Our first “real” vampire! I wanted to meet him—to interview him—and so I guess I led him on a bit… forgive me. I told him that it could be possible to arrange such an introduction, but I’d have to know more about him, his lifestyle, his needs. 
    

    
              “It would be a good idea if we could meet each other and talk,” I said. And he agreed!
    

    
              He invited me to his rented house, which was about a fifteen-minute drive from the Center, that very evening. Although no one was available to accompany me, I was so anxious to meet a “real” vampire that I decided to go alone. First I phoned him back, on the pretext of checking his address; I didn’t want to go off on a wild-goose chase. He answered, and I knew it had not been just a prank call. I left his address and telephone number where one of my colleagues would find them later that evening, along with instructions to telephone me there in about two hours, and drove off.
    

    
              About halfway there it suddenly dawned on me—I was going to meet a VAMPIRE! At least 
      he
       thought he was a vampire. My excitement over meeting him suddenly disappeared. What was I getting myself into? He could have big sharp fangs, and try to attack me! Or he might be a full-blown psychiatric case. Either way, I would come out the loser. I considered turning back, but forced myself to keep going, scared or not. Wasn’t this what the Vampire Research Center was all about? I couldn’t run away.
    

    
              A few minutes later, I pulled up in front of William’s house and I quickly scanned the street, hoping to see some other cars or people around. There weren’t any. I turned towards the house with a sinking feeling of foreboding. 
    

    
              It wasn’t a medieval castle after all! Just a weathered old colonial style home with peeling white paint and a low porch. William was standing in the doorway under a yellow porch light, and he looked like an ordinary regular person—about six feet tall, thin, maybe 35 years old, brown hair and eyes. He was wearing comfortable slacks, a knit shirt and a light sweater; and his teeth were beautiful—white and even, no sign of fangs!
    

    
              “Stephen Kaplan?”
    

    
              I nodded and we shook hands. 
      His
       
      were
       warm. Mine were cold and damp.
    

    
              “Come in. We can talk in the living room,” he said. 
    

    
              Wary and cautious, I followed him slowly through a dimly-lit hallway where several old-fashioned oil paintings hung. There was no sign of anything occult as far as I could see; but there were no mirrors in view, either, and no religious objects.
    

    
              The living room was dominated by an unusually large coffee table, about six feet long, and around it was a comfortable arrangement of chairs and a couch. A soft, brown rug covered the floor, and the only light came from a small lamp on the coffee table.
    

    
              I was surprised to see someone else in the room. Somehow I had thought that a vampire wouldn’t have too many friends; but a strikingly sensuous young woman was sitting on the couch. She was wearing a sheer flowing dress, and smiled pleasantly at me. Her teeth were even nicer than William’s.
    

    
              “This is Lorina,” William said. Then he settled on the couch and motioned me to a chair. He told me that by day he was an engineer in a famous university, but by night he and Lorina were involved in vampirism. My stomach did a flip as I reminded myself that it was now night-time!
    

    
              Lorina seemed happy to discuss their habits, relishing her words as she told me that they practiced blood-letting and drinking human blood. And she added that William enjoyed sleeping in a coffin.
    

    
              “It brings me tranquility… peace of mind. And I feel it is extending my life. Would you like to see it?” William seemed anxious to show his “bed” to me.
    

    
              I swallowed hard, forced a smile, and agreed. God, let one of the guys at the Center telephone me now! Let these people see that my colleagues know where I am!
    

    
              They led me down another short hallway. The first thing I didn’t like was the manacles hung over the top of the bedroom doorway. The sight of them made me extremely uncomfortable, and I followed my host very reluctantly into the bedroom. By now I expected to be pounced upon by a whole group of vampires and become their next dinner—or liquid refreshment. But much to my relief, all we did was inspect the room. 
    

    
              It wasn’t your usual bedroom. In the middle, on a platform about three feet high, was the coffin. It was made of wood, and looked like an expensive one. Over in a corner was a small cot with straps attached to the sides and hung about on the wall were various whips, chains, and handcuffs. Lorina gestured towards the paraphernalia and told me that they were also involved heavily with sado-masochism. One of her very favorite things was to don leather gloves and beat William until he was bloody, then lick the blood. This she found very arousing sexually. Then she smiled provocatively at me. I shook my head politely—no. She was awfully beautiful standing there under the whips and handcuffs, but no. NO!
    

    
              After we returned to the living room I decided to ask a few more questions. I had not realized how upsetting this kind of situation could be, and it seemed difficult to remember all the things I’d like to know from them. But so far they had been very cordial to me, and my terror had returned to simple fear again.
    

    
              “Where do you find the people you get blood from?” I asked, being careful not to say “victims” lest I insult someone and put myself in more danger. Also, I didn’t want to put them on the defensive.
    

    
              “We have two types of donors,” William said. “There are willing ones and—” he paused kind of dramatically—”and unwilling ones. The willing donors exchange sexual favors with us and in return we get their blood.” He didn’t say anything more about the unwilling donors. As for me, I figured it would be prudent not to bring the subject up right then.
    

    
              They had been able to form a group of four or five people who visited regularly to donate their blood for sexual favors. Lorina said that two of them were lady wrestlers who would happily punch each other until they were covered with blood, to the sensual delight of the others.
    

    
              William said that ads in a local Greenwich Village publication had brought the group together. He added that his phone call to the Vampire Research Center had been “sort of like going to the Source” in his constant search for willing participants.
    

    
              “How much blood do you drink at one time?” I asked.
    

    
              “It depends on the situation,” said William. “Maybe six or eight ounces. I guess about a juice-glass full.”
    

    
              “Or as much as we can get,” Lorina added.
    

    
              Then they brought out an album of photographs which showed the two of them drinking blood, licking the wounds of the donors, many of whom were chained to a wall or lying on the floor. One was lying on the coffee table. Now I knew why the table was big!
    

    
              “Are these the unwilling donors?” I asked uneasily.
    

    
              “Oh no. Most of these people go along with what we want to do. We occasionally even pay them to act out our fantasies with us,” WIlliam replied. He also said that he experienced his greatest sexual pleasure by watching blood ooze out and licking it from a wound, and added that this was the only way he could reach orgasm.
    

    
              Lorina came in from the kitchen with a tray of some liquid in a pitcher and some glasses. “Would you like a drink?”
    

    
              I declined as politely as I could. Even if I were able to keep anything in my stomach at that point, I didn’t know what the stuff was, and I didn’t want to risk being drugged.
    

    
              I glanced at my watch and announced that I had to get back to the Center. I felt we had spent a reasonable amount of time so that they wouldn’t think I wanted to get out of there because I was afraid of them. Also, no one from the center had telephoned, so my associates had probably been delayed in getting to the Center; and I didn’t want to stay where no one knew where I was, any longer than absolutely necessary. I had been lucky so far, but you never know what can happen.
    

    
              I told William and Lorina that they had a very interesting, exciting life, and thanked them for inviting me for the interview. And I promised to phone them as soon as I could make contact with some other “vampires” for them. Then I headed for my car, trying mightily not to run—and hoping desperately that the car would!
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      -----
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
              Back at my office I wrote up a complete report of my encounter with William and Lorina, and as I read it over I began to wonder—had I really met two actual vampires? I had no criteria to measure them by. It was obvious that I was painfully lacking in both knowledge and evaluation methods.
    

    
              The following afternoon my colleagues and I held a meeting to decide on the characteristics we would consider to be strong indications of an actual vampire. Each of us brought our notes from the intensive research we had been conducting. We wanted to try to answer two major questions: a) what does a vampire look like? And b) What do vampires do?
    

    
              From our combined notes we found that vampires of legends and fiction are thin; have either very pale skin or green skin; sharp, elongated teeth; swollen, red tongues; burning eyes; and avoid the sunlight. They wear anything from a black opera cape to ordinary street clothing.
    

    
              We approached the physical characteristics scientifically, agreeing that if these same features occur in people other than vampires, then they are not definite signs of vampirism. We concluded that every feature mentioned could occur, for example, in various forms of anemia, and agreed that some “vampires” could indeed have been victims of disease whose stories were embellished into vampire tales as they were told and re-told over the years. We have reached this conclusion after discussing—for hours—what we had dug up in our research.
    

    
              Anemia is a condition in which there is a less than normal concentration of hemoglobin in the blood. Hemoglobin is the iron-containing protein which accounts for the blood’s red color. Anemia is usually a symptom of some other disease within the body, and an extremely anemic person suffers loss of appetite, fatigue, and irritability.
    

    
              In iron-deficiency anemia, the sufferer often has a 
      greenish cast to the skin
      . Another form, pernicious anemia, is caused by a lack of vitamin B12. The victim has a 
      pale complexion
      —often from poor circulation—and is 
      sensitive to bright light
      . The 
      tongue
       is 
      sore
       and 
      red
      , and sometimes a 
      liquid diet
       is necessary because it is difficult to swallow. There will often be dark circles under the eyes from general poor health. Before the advent of synthesized vitamins, doctors prescribed eating raw liver, an excellent source of vitamin B12, as a treatment for pernicious anemia. When our bodies lack certain nutrients, we often crave the foods which will supply them, and a sufferer of pernicious anemia could easily find himself craving raw liver.
    

    
              Back when there was no medical knowledge of anemia—for instance at the time many vampire legends and myths take place—can you imagine what people would think of a person who slept all day (because he was tired all the time), had pale white skin and burning, dark-circled eyes, only came out when it was dark (light hurt his eyes), was rather unfriendly most of the time (sick and irritable), and loved to eat bloody, raw liver—or maybe only suck out the blood (because his tongue hurt too much to chew and swallow)? And if he had greenish skin!? What great ingredients for gossip! It might even be suggested that he could use “a drink of blood” to give him some “life” or some color. Before long, you can see how an interesting vampire tale could evolve.
    

    
              Another form of anemia brings out some even more interesting correlations to vampire tales. Hemolytic anemia accompanies a rare genetic disease, erythropoietic porphyria, associated with close in-breeding. Victims of this disease are 
      extremely sensitive to light
      . Lesions caused by sunlight appear on the skin, and when complicated by infection result in permanent scarring and mutilation of the area, even involving loss of fingers. Hemolytic anemia reduces the sufferer to a 
      cadaverous shadow
      , and the gums begin to recede, causing the 
      teeth
       to 
      appear elongated
      . Red staining of the teeth sometimes occurs, and under ultraviolet light they have a red fluorescence. 
    

    
              Remember the horror on Dracula’s face as the morning sun streamed through the dining hall windows, and his anguished screams as the golden light bathed him like acid? It mutilated his body, and he crumbled into dust. We could make an interesting hypothesis:
    

    
              A nobleman of the 16th century, with deep religious roots, finds out he is dying from the “curse of royalty.” All he knows is that this means something terrible is wrong with his blood. Panic-stricken, he decides to try drinking human blood, thinking it might replace his own diseased blood and save his life. The only way he can get all the blood he believes he will need is to kill and drink the blood of his victims. 
    

    
              Following his horrendous acts of murder, the man is confronted with the most tangible symbol of his early religious training—the crucifix. He shrinks from it in terror, reminded of his own mortality and his eternal damnation. Another great basis for a vampire tale.
    

    
              So, having ruled out the physical features we had investigated as peculiar to vampires, my staff and I considered the age of a vampire; but we found that they are mentioned at all ages. Vampires look only as old as they were when they “died” and were buried, or about to be buried. (In my own research I had found that most vampires allegedly rose up within the first 24 hours after “death” and therefore many were not yet buried.)
    

    
              With all this in mind, to answer our first question as to what a vampire looks like, we concluded that—as far as we could determine— a vampire can look just like anybody else. So far we had nothing that would help us to identify one.
    

    
              We then approached the second question—What do vampires do? We analyzed each action before accepting it as indicative of true vampirism. Here are some of the things we discussed…
    

    
              One of the most popular notions is that a vampire must return to his grave after sating his blood lust, and sleep in his coffin until he rises again the next night. Bram Stoker’s Dracula even brings along his coffin and some earth from his grave wherever he travels. This could lead us to believe that sleeping in a coffin is a sure sign that a person is a vampire. However, vampires are mentioned in historical writing long before coffins came into use for burial; so the coffin becomes only an embellishment to the vampire stories. We concluded that sleeping in a coffin is not proof that an individual is a vampire.
    

    
              We were to find later on that some people actually do sleep in coffins, and claim to be vampires. Apparently, they are emulating what they think vampires do, trying to attain the powers attributed to vampires, such as domination, immortality, sensuality, charisma, and so forth.
    

    
              In further comparing our notes, we found that all the legends and vampire stories agree on this point: A vampire’s every activity is singlemindedly devoted to satisfying the hunger for human blood, traditionally thought of as the life-giving fluid, from which it gains its vitality and power. Some tales depict the vampire having a secondary goal, too—sexual satisfaction. The first time it rises from the dead the vampire will visit its loved ones, especially a spouse or a betrothed.
    

    
              Actually, there is quite a lot of sadistic eroticism underlying vampire stories: the bedroom, the biting of the neck, the sucking of the life fluid into the mouth and swallowing it, the satisfaction and contentment experienced by the vampire.
    

    
              After an exciting debate, we finally came up with three clues which we agreed could indicate that a person is a vampire. These were:
    

    
      	
        The person must have a need to drink human blood, and actually drink it.
      

      	
        He/she must believe that this ritual will prolong his/her life, perhaps eternally.
      

      	
        The person may find sexual satisfaction from this ritual.
      

    

    
              In the future we would find other characteristics to add to our list; but these would come from our actual observation of the vampires and other blood-drinkers we were yet to meet.
    

    
              With these criteria established, we were now ready to do a preliminary evaluation of my report on WIlliam and Lorina, the couple who professed to be vampires, to see if we could conclude that they were actual vampires. There were many questions unanswered. I had not actually observed them drinking blood, so I couldn’t be sure they really did. We also needed to know if they had a physical need for human blood, and whether they believed they were gaining immortality—or at least longer life—from their blood-drinking. We also agreed that several of us should try to visit William and Lorina and actually observe them “in action” if we could arrange it.
    

    
              I dialed William’s number, but got no answer. We all took turns calling him throughout that day and every day and evening for a full week, and found that at the end of the week the number was disconnected. Then three of us visited William’s house. No one was there. The university where William had said he was employed had no record of him, although he may have given me a fictitious name.
    

    
              We were to find in our future studies that vampires, or those who believe they are vampires, do not like publicity. They do not like to have their whereabouts known, and usually are very transient people. They seem to want to talk to someone without being judged or reported to psychiatric centers; but after they tell of their habits they seem to have second thoughts and vanish into obscurity for protection. Or, like William and Lorina, I suspect, they are looking for fellow blood-drinkers and when they tell of their bizarre habits to an “outsider” such as myself, they are afraid of being exposed and disguise their identities, addresses, and any other information that could embarrass or incriminate them.
    

    
              One group’s desire to keep vampire-like activity buried was brought very unpleasantly to my attention one afternoon in February, 1972. The telephone rang, and when I answered it I could hear strange music in the background. A man with a deep voice chanted some kind of mambo-jumbo with a rhythmic beat. Then he said, “Stephen Kaplan, you will be dead before 12:00 midnight tonight. We have put a curse upon you. We are coming to get you. Be prepared. Expect to die.” Then he hung up.
    

    
              This made me rather upset. I spent the rest of the day with all the windows and doors locked. I asked several of the staff to stay with me that night. And we did not sleep. Why didn’t I leave and go somewhere safer? Well, underneath it all I still wasn’t convinced that the call was genuine. And I guess I had a sort of morbid curiosity as to what would happen, too. Fortunately, nothing did happen, and I didn’t die. But I became much more aware that there were people out there who did not like what the Vampire Research Center was doing. In ensuing months we received many death threats. (We still do.) Some were from members of blood cults, some from certain groups who were convinced we were working for Satan and it was their duty to kill us in the name of God.  Eventually, several members of my staff left out of fear, and those who remained refused to let their names be known to the public.
    

    
              We began to take many precautions, using collective security as one form of protection. No one would ever investigate a case alone. We did intensive telephone interviews before personally meeting our callers, and when our people were out in the field others of us would always telephone them on some pretext or another, to show that their whereabouts were known. We did this because some of the vampire attack reports we were receiving showed a pattern of victims who were “loners”—hitchhikers, derelicts, and the like, who would not be missed for several weeks. We also have several other security measures which cannot be revealed, for obvious reasons.
    

    
              But in spite of all the precautions we took, I was unable to prevent a terrible event which occurred within my own family circle. One day in late October, my family and I were enjoying a lazy Sunday afternoon at home. Our dog, Nova, a beautiful young sable-and-white collie, was romping in the back yard while the children—who usually played in the yard, too—were occupied with some indoor games. Nova found some cookies on the ground and, being a normal dog, ate one. He died almost immediately. We found him lying in the yard, several cookies scattered around near him. It was later found that the cookies were permeated with the lethal poison strychnine. If the children had been out there, I shudder to think what could have happened! 
    

    
              Later that night I received a phone call from a man who said he was a Satanist. “Next time we’ll get your whole family!” he warned, and hung up. After that incident, I moved my family to another location; and to this day I will not reveal their whereabouts.
    

    
              With the constant death threats, the difficulty in following up cases, and the gradual shrinking of the size of my staff as they found the pressures too demanding, I was about ready to give up the whole idea of vampire research; but in the back of my mind was the nagging thought that with all this opposition to my work, and from the reports we had so far received, there really 
      was
       something to be discovered about contemporary vampires. We had all worked very hard, and had lived through some harrowing experiences, it was true. But if we were cautious, very careful, we could possibly make some amazing discoveries. I was right.
    

    
      Reports began to trickle in from around the country, and then from other parts of the world. Between the Dracula imitations and death threats and the out-and-out hoaxes, some actual vampire cases were emerging, and we tried to develop some kind of pattern from them. 
    

    
              A case which I found to be most interesting started with a phone call at 2:00 a.m.—they call at all hours, day and night—in early 1973. It was from a woman I’ll call Ramona.
    

    
              “I found your number in my phone book,” she began.”I need someone to talk to. People would think I’m crazy but I know I’m not. I just have this need to drink human blood. Could I possibly come over and talk to you?”
    

    
              I interviewed her for about a half hour on the phone, until I was fairly certain that she was sincere, and then we made an appointment for her to come to my office the next day.
    

    
              The first thing I noticed about her was how young she looked. On the phone she had told me she was thirty years old, but she looked no more than eighteen. Maybe drinking blood really did make a person look younger.
    

    
              Ramona was fascinating—one of the most feminine, sensual women I had ever seen; an exotic looking blonde, very heavily made up, with a voice that exuded as much sexuality as her body did. She talked about her vampire list, which she had had for at least ten years. She had been drinking blood for all that time, and said she obtained the blood by trading her sexual favors for it.
    

    
              “How do you extract the blood?” I asked. “Do you bite your donors?”
    

    
              “Oh, no. That’s much too painful!” she said. She took a little case out of her purse and opened it. Inside there were two implements—a 5cc hypodermic syringe and a fresh razor blade. “I’m very good at extracting blood painlessly.” she said proudly. “And I always take it from a part of the body that won’t show.”
    

    
              “But doesn’t that make your donor lose his, uh, concentration?”
    

    
              Ramona smiled. “Not at all. We both enjoy it. At the right time I just place the needle into a vein in his arm, or sometimes another area, and extract a full syringe of blood. No, I mean, an artery. Then, I squirt the blood into my mouth and lick any blood that’s left on his wound. It’s a wonderful feeling! It really turns me on!”
    

    
              “What do you do with the razor blade?” I asked.
    

    
              “Well, sometimes, if I want to prolong the pleasure, I’ll use that to make little slashes on his body. The best place is the chest. Buttocks are too fleshy, and they don’t bleed as freely.”
    

    
              I told her that I found her story a little incredible.
    

    
              She shook her head impatiently. “I’m not making this up. I’ll show you.” She inched closer to me and leaned into my face. “Let’s do it together. You know, that’s really why I came here. Actually I live in Oregon and I heard of your reputation and came all the way to New York to meet you. I admire your power. Come, let me show you 
      real
       pleasure.”
    

    
              Power? Me? I eyed this tempting, beautiful blonde seductress and simultaneously thought of the little case in her purse with the razor blade and the dreadful hypodermic needle, and my hair began to stand up. I was very glad that several of my staff were close by in the next room; and I declined her offer. I also recognized the way she was trying to cover her real identity and where she really came from. Yes, much better to decline.
    

    
              Ramona was very insulted. “Don’t you want to experience the feeling of blood oozing from your body?” she asked.
    

    
              That was about the last thing I wanted to feel. “No, I don’t.” I answered. But to calm her down, I told her that I might believe her, but she would have to prove her story to me. She paused a moment, thinking it over. “Mm yes. And you’ll have some evidence to add to your research. Please do come. All I ask is that you don’t bring anyone else with you. I believe you  understand me, but I wouldn’t trust anyone else.”
    

    
              Oh-oh. Another potentially dangerous situation. I thought it over and decided I could have an associate wait for me in my car, and if I didn’t come back within a specified time, he could bring help. If Ramona’s story were true, I wanted to document it.
    

    
              I arrived at her hotel on the Upper West Side of Manhatten at about eight o’clock that evening. The three-room suite was decorated simply but comfortably. A few books on occult subjects were scattered around, along with several concerning anatomy; and there were mirrors everywhere. Apparently Ramona was as vain as she was beautiful. But was she really a vampire?
    

    
              She sat in the living room, sharing some wine with an average-looking man of about forty, and after she introduced us they both acted as if I weren’t there. A few minutes later they went into the bedroom and I sat in the doorway observing.
    

    
              At first nothing seemed unusual. They caressed, they kissed; they appeared to be a normal couple enjoying sex. They became more and more ardent, and suddenly I noticed something shiny in Ramona’s hand—the razor blade! She was really going to use it!
    

    
              She made several quick slashes on the man’s chest—he didn’t flinch—and hungrily began sucking and licking at his blood, thoroughly enjoying herself. She did this for about five minutes, and suddenly they were through.
    

    
              They remained in bed, resting—and totally ignoring me. Ramona lay there, eyes open, staring dreamily, looking totally satisfied and contented. Her partner looked exhausted and tired.
    

    
              Feeling a bit awkward, I stood up to leave. “Thank you for allowing me to watch,” I said stiffly. “It was very enlightening.”
    

    
              “Call me,” Ramona purred as I headed for the door. “Don’t forget.”
    

    
              “I won’t forget,” I said, and I closed the door behind me. Ah, the things I have to go through in the name of research!
    

    
              I made my report for the Center and filed it away. A few days later I made a follow-up call to the hotel, but Ramona had already checked out. Then I called her “home in Oregon” and found it was a non-working number. As I had suspected—it had happened again.
    

    
      
    

    
      
        [image: ]
      
    

    
              
      When several cases led to the same dead end, we realized that we were going to have to change our method of investigation. The people who agreed to meet with us were carefully protecting their lifestyle—which they kept well hidden from the general public. Although admitting a desire or need to drink human blood, they were giving us fictitious names and addresses, or would move on and leave no forwarding information, no way of tracing them. Obviously, we were going to have to get as much information as we could during the initial interview. So far, we had listened to their stories, asking little, letting them tell us whatever they wished. We’d hoped to make them more confident in this way, and in further interviews we would do more intense questioning. It wasn’t working.
    

    
              To help develop a more productive initial interview, we decided that we could use another professional on our staff—ideally a person with a good background in the fields of psychology and/or anatomy and physiology and an open mind. Because aside from cataloging the activities of blood-drinking people, we wanted to determine if they were physically or mentally different from other people, which might prove they were actual vampires. We needed an expert’s advice on how to interview them.
    

    
              One of the people I approached was Max Toth, who is among the world’s most respected researchers in the field of parapsychology. I asked (rather slyly, I thought) if he might be able to recommend someone who would be interested in working with us.
    

    
              “Yes, I think I know someone,” he said, smiling. “Me.”
    

    
              Just what I wanted to hear! We couldn’t have had a better man! Max was not only a professor of physiology, but a professor of parapsychology as well. He had a degree in psychology and a Master’s in psychological counseling. He specialized in experimental psychology. What more could we want?
    

    
              “I have a degree in electrical engineering, too,” Max added modestly. “But I guess you wouldn’t need that—although…” he mused for a moment, “...as an electroneurophysiologist, I can see great research possibilities in examining alleged vampires.”
    

    
      “Uh - right,” I said. “In English, please, what does an electro-whatever-you-said actually do?”
    

    
      “Record electrical and mechanical impulses of the body—brain waves, heart rate, body temperature, respiration, perspiration, Galvanic skin response, stuff like that. I’d love to see what kind of results we’d get from your ‘vampires.’”
    

    
      “Do I detect a bit of skepticism?” I asked him.
    

    
      He nodded slightly. “Let’s put it this way. My mind is open. But I’m going to have to prove to myself that vampires really do exist. I’ll work on a questionnaire for your interviews tonight. Now, tell me what you’ve done so far.”
    

    
      And so Max joined our staff. He examined the files, listened to tapes, and discussed our methods of investigation with the whole crew. We traded ideas and theories, and talked about the difficulties we had encountered, and when all was said and done, Max gave us some suggestions.
    

    
      “You need to organize yourselves better,” he said. “You could be getting much more information from these people. You need to follow a standard procedure in each case, cover every point possible each time. Then you’ll have a better basis of comparison between cases, and your records will be much easier to analyze.”
    

    
      “And it’s true, you 
      should
       be paying more attention to the physiology of these people. If we do find something different about them, something that keeps them youthful or healthier, maybe it can be applied to other people as well. For one thing, with all this blood drinking and blood-letting, are any of these people contracting hepatitis? If not, why?”
    

    
      Max had been bitten! His scientific curiosity was piqued and as he left he was already working out a plan in his head.
    

    
      “I’m going to write down everything I’d like to know about a vampire. Then I’m going to think up a fantastic hoax. Then I’m going to blast it apart with the right questions. Then I’m going to organize the whole thing. Then I’m going to…” He was still muttering to himself as he drove off.
    

    
      Within a week Max had drawn up an outline of investigation procedures, screening of phone calls, and his comments about what he had learned from the reports on file. We immediately adopted his plan. I have put a modified version of his plan and the methods we use, along with some of Max’s comments, in the appendix at the back of this book. Of course, because of the nature of these investigations, I can’t reveal everything, but at least you will be able to get an idea of what we look for. As you can see, there is a great amount of time and effort put into these investigations. But to complete every part, the alleged vampire’s total cooperation is necessary. As we began to use the plan we could only hope for such an ideal situation. Ultimately, total documentation might be impossible (which has caused Max and myself to have many a lively debate). Because of the individual nature of each case, we might have to accept a fragment of documentation and a lot of descriptive, narrative, and clinical observation rather than physical documentation. 
      
        [image: ]
      
    

    
      But in the long run, a good diagnostician is quite accurate clinically, and uses laboratory tests simply for confirmation of the diagnosis; and after hundreds of interviews, we were to become crackerjack diagnosticians! 
    

    
      We began to receive more and more phone calls, and always tried to cover the points developed in Max’s plan—separating pranksters from the possibilities; arranging interviews; cross-referencing cases; writing, taping, analyzing, theorizing. The plan was working, and believe me, so were we!
    

    
      As the calls multiplied, the reasons behind the calls also increased, and the drudgery of cataloguing, questioning, and interpreting was often offset by a kind of strange entertainment for our staff.
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Chapter III
    

    
      Biting Humor—Grave Problems
    

    
      Calls to the Vampire Hotline
    

    
      
    

    
              
      When we answer the telephone at the Vampire Research Center, we never know what’s going to happen. For pure variety, adventure, horror and maybe a good laugh or two, you can’t beat it.
    

    
              We get about fifty calls a week, except in Halloween season when we average about 200 a week. (I won’t even mention April Fool’s Day!) Tucked in between calls from unsuspecting creditors who were given our phone number in a kind of humorous “revenge” for squeezing blood money out of their clients, and the bad renditions of “Peg O’ My Heart” and “Heart of my Heart” we hear some mighty interesting things. 
    

    
              Come along with me, and eavesdrop on some of the calls we’ve received over the years…
    

    
              This one was from a man in the Bronx, N.Y., who said he had a friend, sitting next to him as we spoke, who was a vampire. The vampire was too shy to talk to us, so “Fred” did the talking.
    

    
              Kaplan: How long has your friend been a vampire?
    

    
              Fred: Let’s see—he’s been a vampire for about two years. He got turned on one day—something about a cross or garlic.
    

    
              K: How old is he?
    

    
              F: Thirty-two.
    

    
              K: What does he do for a living?
    

    
              F: He’s a brain surgeon.
    

    
              K: What made him become a brain surgeon, rather than getting into, say, hematology?
    

    
              F: He’s got a good head for it.
    

    
              K: How long has he been a brain surgeon?
    

    
              F: Since he was twenty-eight.
    

    
              K: Where did he get his training?
    

    
              F: In Italy.
    

    
              K: Where did he hear about us?
    

    
              F: In Playboy Magazine.
    

    
              K: Well, at least he’s sexually oriented in the right direction.
    

    
              F: Sexually oriented all right—on the blood kick. He bites girls.
    

    
              K: He bites his victims? And by the way, are they victims, or are the girls willing?
    

    
              F: No, the girls are not willing. But he sinks the teeth in, and then they’re turned on by his teeth.
    

    
              K: How much blood does he take from them?
    

    
              F: He says about two shot glasses full. He’s got very long teeth.
    

    
              K: What time of day or night does he usually bite the women?
    

    
              F: He says in the evening, when it gets dark.
    

    
              K: Where does he usually do it—his place? Her place?
    

    
              F: Anyplace. In a car, in a motel.
    

    
              K: What’s the general age of his victims?
    

    
              F: He doesn’t care about the age.
    

    
              K: Non-discriminatory. I like a man who’s liberal. Now, does he leave any mark on the girls?
    

    
              F: Two puncture marks.
    

    
              K: Isn’t he afraid of infection?
    

    
              F: No. He uses Listerine, and Colgate with the invisible shield.
    

    
              K: What kind of line does he use with the women to get them to take part in this ritual?
    

    
              F: He doesn’t use any line—he just does his thing, in intimate times.
    

    
              K: Is that the only thing he does to them—drink their blood?
    

    
              F: No. He does his thing.
    

    
              K: What thing? Is he a flasher?
    

    
              F: He consummates the act.
    

    
              K: You mean the act as THE act?
    

    
              F: I mean the act of seuxal perversion. He’s a little bit on the perverted side. He’s also a masochist. He loves to be whipped.
    

    
              K: As a brain surgeon, doesn’t he have a lot of women around the hospital—nurses, patients—that he could seduce without any sweat?
    

    
              F: Yes, but he doesn’t want it known around the hospital. He used to work at another hospital, but all his patients were wearing band-aids on their necks, and he had to leave that hospital.
    

    
              K: Does he feel that he is immortal?
    

    
              F: Yes, he always talks to me about that. He says nothing can kill him. Blood makes him younger and younger. He thrives on the stuff.
    

    
      
                K: What type of bed does he sleep in?
        

                F: He used to sleep in a coffin, but he had to give it up. It got too musty. He had a problem—he used to urinate in the coffin.
      
    

    
              K: Why couldn’t he use the bathroom?
    

    
              F: He couldn’t get out of the coffin fast enough in the dark.
    

    
              K: What kind of clothing does he wear when he does his thing?
    

    
              F: Believe it or not, he wears normal clothes. At night he puts on dark suits for some reason. He is also very pale.
    

    
              K: Was his father or mother involved in vampirism?
    

    
              F: No. He was an orphan. Raised in an orphanage. 
    

    
              K: Does he want to stop what he’s doing?
    

    
              F: He’d like to stop it, but he just seems to have the urge for more and more blood.
    

    
              K: Why doesn’t he go to a blood bank?
    

    
              F: He says it’s not the real thing.
    

    
              K: Is he married?
    

    
              F: No. He’s never been married. How can you get married with a hang-up like that? Can you imagine what your wife’s neck would look like?
    

    
              K: Does his behavior worry him?
    

    
              F: Well, he is worried about this vampire thing he has. But he really doesn’t consider himself a vampire. Just a misunderstood person who can’t find his place in society.
    

    
              K: How tall is he? How much does he weigh?
    

    
              F: He’s about five feet ten, 220 pounds.
    

    
              K: He’d better cut down on the blood. Maybe he isn’t being rejected because he’s a vampire—it might be his size. By the way, does he bite other areas besides the neck?
    

    
              F: Yes, meaty parts of the body, around the thigh. Another good part is the inside of the leg. There’s a lot of meat there. Say, Dr. Kaplan, we’re wondering—can you turn into a vampire from a vampire bite? Is vampirism transmittable? 
    

    
              K: In a way. Once another person enjoys it, he or she is liable to repeat that process.
    

    
              F: Look at that—my friend just left. I don’t know if he was turned on by our conversation and went to go bite, or if he was shy. Well, it was nice speaking to you, Dr. Kaplan. Bye.
    

    
              At first glance this might seem like a prank call. But read it again. I joked along with them, but I could sense that he was actually talking about himself. Some people who practice blood-drinking, or imitate vampires and find it pleasurable, have an underlying fear that something is terribly wrong with them. This might be true, or not—I am not the one to decide; but many have a need to talk about their “perversions” to a person who will not judge them. Some, embarrassed about their behavior, will say they’re calling for a friend, or make a joke of the whole thing. I think this was the case with “Fred”.        
    

    
              
    

    
              Caller: Is this the Vampire Research Center?
    

    
              Kaplan: Yes, this Stephen Kaplan speaking.
    

    
              C: WELL, GREAT! #¢%$$!!!!!#
    

    
              K: I understand. Thank you for calling. We appreciate your sincerity. 
    

    
      
    

    
              A nurse from Queens, New York, called to give us her opinion of our work…
    

    
              Nurse: You don’t really believe in vampires, do you?
    

    
              Kaplan: Yes, I do. There are several types of vampires, and…
    

    
              N: But it’s disgusting! It’s just not natural!
    

    
              K: I respect your feelings, but I don’t agree with you as far as it’s not being natural. Actually, it could very possibly be. Vampirism—which we might also call blood-drinking—definitely does occur in nature. Didn’t you ever hear of vampire bats?
    

    
              N: Well, they’re not human beings.
    

    
              K: But they do exist, and they are a part of nature. So are leeches. S a nurse, you know about leeches?
    

    
              N: They used to use them to take blood out of people, doctors in the old days.
    

    
              K: Right. Blood-sucking worms. Would you call that “accepted vampirism”?
    

    
              N: What?
    

    
              K: The doctors who used them to bleed their patients—they thought it was helping to get rid of poisoned blood. Wasn’t that a form of vampirism? And what about mosquitoes? They drink our blood.
    

    
              N: What has all this got to do with human vampires? It’s humans, people drinking human blood—that’s what I don’t believe.
    

    
              K: Look at it this way—a lot of things that occur in the natural world of animals also occur with human beings. Like sexual reproduction, social groups, hunting for food. Right?
    

    
              N: Yes, but…
    

    
              K: Well, then, isn’t it possible—just possible—that vampirism, which definitely exists in the animal kingdom, could also occur among human beings?
    

    
              N: No! It’s just not natural! (hung up)
    

    
      
    

    
              Vampirism is a very strange subject to discuss. People who think they know a vampire, or a blood-drinking person—particularly if the person is a member of their family—find the subject horrifying and embarrassing. Still, if the blood-drinker is a loved member of their circle, they want to help in some way. Many of these would-be helpers lose their nerve when it actually comes down to admitting their relative is practicing blood-drinking.
    

    
              On May 10, 1979, a very troubled man called us…
    

    
              Man: I—I don't know if I should tell you this, but—but—
    

    
              Kaplan: Please go on. I’ll help you if I can.
    

    
              M: Well, I—uh—I saw you on TV last night, and I understand you study vampires.
    

    
              K: That’s correct.
    

    
              M: Do you help them, too?
    

    
              K: What kind of help?
    

    
              M: I wanted to speak to you about (long pause)—it’s my wife. She—she—drinks blood.
    

    
              K: Where are you calling from?
    

    
              M: Well—oh, I’m sorry. Just forget it. (hung up)
    

    
              
    

    
              Not all of the people who lose their nerve are calling about vampires. Some of them are the actual vampires. In October, 1976, a man who claimed he was a vampire called…
    

    
              K: How long have you been a vampire?
    

    
              M: Many years.
    

    
              K: How old are you?
    

    
              M: Old enough.
    

    
              K: Well, I would like to know something about you, sir. Can you tell me your name, or where you live? Perhaps you can tell me what you do for a living?
    

    
              M: I—I’m sorry, I don’t want to tell you. Please just forget I called.
    

    
      
    

    
              Here’s one of my all-time favorite calls. It came from a man in Dallas, Texas—or so he claimed—in August, 1976. He had a heavy accent, and said he was originally from Saudi Arabia. He claimed to be reporting a vampire attack which allegedly occurred the previous evening, to his brother-in-law and a companion. THey had been parked in a wooded area on the outskirts of a small town near Dallas, and the brother-in-law had actually fought the vampire off…
    

    
              K: In this attack, how long did the fight go on between your brother-in-law and the vampire?
    

    
              SA: Well, he said it seemed like an hour, but actually it was only three or four minutes.
    

    
              K: How was the vampire dressed?
    

    
              SA: He was fairly well-dressed, and he was wearing stilts. My brother-in-law was able to fight him off and the fellow disappeared into the bushes. 
    

    
              K: Now why did the vampire run into bushes? If it was so powerful, wouldn’t he have overcome your brother-in-law? Or is your brother-in-law that strong?
    

    
              SA: The person with my brother-in-law went to the car and got a piece of pipe they were carrying there. I suppose the vampire was scared of the two of them.
    

    
              K: You say the vampire was fairly well-dressed and was wearing stilts. Well, how fast could the vampire have run with stilts? Wouldn’t they be rather cumbersome?
    

    
              SA: My brother-in-law said the vampire was the best stilt-walker he had ever seen, that is true.
    

    
              K: How was he able to determine that this vampire was on stilts?
    

    
              SA: Well, he said they protruded from beneath his camel. They were rather obvious, with rubber tips on the bottom for traction.
    

    
              K: How tall was the vampire?
    

    
              SA: My brother-in-law said the vampire was about five feet, six inches.
    

    
              K: Is that with or without the stilts?
    

    
              SA: With them. He said he added about one foot for the stilts.
    

    
              K: So then, the vampire was about four and a half feet tall without stilts?
    

    
              SA: Yes.
    

    
              K: What kind of shoes was the vampire wearing?
    

    
              SA: He could not see them. They were up under the cape, concealed.
    

    
              K: Did your brother-in-law report this case to the police? 
    

    
              SA: Yes.
    

    
              K: And are they investigating it?
    

    
              SA: They are investigating my brother-in-law.
    

    
              
    

    
      Man: Somebody just bit me on the neck. Is this a real number?
    

    
      K: This is the Vampire Research Center, yes. What area are you from?
    

    
      M: Area?
    

    
      K: State—what state are you in?
    

    
      M: What state am I in? The State of Shock. (hung up)
    

    
      
    

    
      In the October 1977 issue of 
      Playboy Magazine
      , the Vampire Research Center was mentioned in a small article in the back of the magazine, asking anyone with knowledge of vampires or their activities to contact us. The response was amazing. They called from all over the country, just dying to report vampires. I felt that anyone who could read past the centerfold and get to our article must be a really dedicated individual, and found their “reports” quite absorbing. They turned in their landlords, their neighbors, co-workers, teachers, ex-spouses, and a lot of them were serious about it.
    

    
      A student from Cold Spring Harbor, Long Island, called to tell us about his music teacher, who he suspected was a vampire…
    

    
      K: What makes you think this man is a vampire?
    

    
      Student: Well, I have no proof, just that he speaks in a funny accent, and he wears this strange outfit, and has a cane with a wolf’s head on it. His house is all covered with ivy, and the only time he comes out is around 11:00 p.m. The only lessons he gives are at that time. Otherwise we have to go to his assistant.
    

    
      K: All this could just be unusual behavior. Perhaps he’s involved in the occult in some way, but there are many people who work nights and have accents.
    

    
      S: Well, I just thought he seemed like… I guess you mean I should get more conclusive proof, huh?
    

    
      K: Well, if you do try, be very careful. There could possibly be some danger involved.
    

    
      S: I know. But I can take care of myself. By the way, do you believe in this staking business?
    

    
      K: Staking somebody would definitely put them out of commission as far as life as we know it is concerned. But actually doing it in our society today might present a ticklish legal problem.
    

    
      S: But who cares about the legal problem if it’s a vampire?
    

    
      K: If you stake a vampire, the courts might judge you as a murderer rather than a hero. It’s not illegal to be a vampire in this country—not yet, anyway.
    

    
      S: But as far as I’ve read—doesn’t the vampire disappear when you stake it?
    

    
      K: In legends—and I stress, legends—some vampires did, but there were others that just became older. They didn’t necessarily disappear. It’s not clear where legend ends and reality begins. A lot of people drink blood because they think it will make them look younger and live longer. Now, if you kill one and it doesn’t disappear, what are you going to say to the police about this body with the stake through it? My point is, never try to kill a vampire. First of all, you can’t be sure it’s a vampire. Suppose somebody thought 
      you
       were a vampire? You know, I myself have to be very careful. There are people who believe that because I study vampires it means I am one. I receive death threats all the time from these folks. Believe me, I don’t enjoy it one bit.
    

    
      S: I guess you’re right. I’m going to see if I can get some more proof about this man. I’ll call you back and tell you what I find out.
    

    
      We never heard from this student again. Perhaps he really found his proof.
    

    
      
    

    
      A seventeen-year-old girl in Wisconsin called to report a vampire. The woman she suspected wore strange clothing and “stared funny” at the girl.
    

    
      
    

    
      A woman from Bruceville, Florida, called about a man she met at a party. He had strange, hypnotic eyes, lots of charisma, and seemed to dominate everyone in the room. When she danced with him he kept nibbling on her neck until it hurt, and he left marks on her neck. When he nibbled accidentally on the chain from a cross she was wearing, he acted “strange” and ordered her out of the room.        
    

    
      
    

    
      A thirty-year-old construction worker reported his attorney’s secretary because she “is ugly, has fang teeth, and pop-eyes.”        
    

    
      A heart-rending call came from a sixteen-year-old boy who was worried that he might be a vampire, because when he was kissing his girlfriend he had the urge to bite her on the neck. She got mad, and he got in trouble. We reassured him, telling him he had a perfectly natural feeling in an intimate situation.        
    

    
      Many of our calls are from people seeking information. The interest in vampires and vampirism is astounding. We receive an average forty letters a month requesting information, as well as hundreds of calls…
    

    
      Man: Do you believe in vampires? Really?
    

    
      K: Tes, there are more than one type of vampire, and we certainly do believe in them. 
    

    
      M: Is it a mental illness? Or demonic possession or something?
    

    
      K: I would say in some cases mental illness is involved; some cases could possibly be demonic possession, and some cases involve a cultural way of life. In other cases, possibly some of the real, Bela Lugosi-Dracula-type vampire.
    

    
      M: I always thought they were real. Thank you.
    

    
      
    

    
      A very practical man seeking a certain kind of information called us a few years back. He sounded about seventy years old…
    

    
      Man: Well?
    

    
      K: Well, what?
    

    
      M: What time is it?
    

    
      K: Time to hang up.
    

    
      M: But I just started to talk.
    

    
      K: Whom are you calling?
    

    
      M: 936-1616, the TIme, I’m calling.
    

    
      K: I’m sorry. You’ve reached the Vampire Research Center. We study vampires.
    

    
      M: Oh, no, I didn’t. I’m calling the Time. I want to know what time it is.
    

    
      K: That seems logical.
    

    
      M: Well, what time is it?
    

    
      K: Would you like Eastern Standard, Central, or Pacific time?
    

    
      M: Eastern Standard, please.
    

    
      K: It’s close to one o’clock, sir.
    

    
      M: Thank you.
    

    
      
    

    
      Many students call us for help with their term papers and reports. Here are some typical ones…
    

    
      Coed: Do you believe vampires exist today?
    

    
      K: There are people today who drink human blood—blood cults, people who emulate vampires.
    

    
      C: What about things like Dracula and Transylvania, and things like that?
    

    
      K: There is some basis of truth to every legend and myth, and Dracula is no exception. There was an historical Count Dracula—Vlad Tepesh—who lived in Romania, just a small distance away from Transylvania, in the 15th Century. He used to impale many of his subjects on stakes and drink their blood as it dripped. Ate them, too. He died—allegedly died—in 1476. There are several books you can read about this. So we have a basis of truth for the Dracula legend.
    

    
      C: Can you send me any more information?
    

    
      K: Yes, send me a stamped, self-addressed envelope, and we’ll be happy to send you current, up-to-date information concerning vampires.
    

    
      A twenty-year-old man from New Jersey asked…
    

    
      M: Have you ever met a vampire?
    

    
      K: Yes, I have.
    

    
      M: Do they turn into vampire bats?
    

    
      K: To the best of my knowledge—and please remember that we are still researching the subject with open minds—I don’t think so.
    

    
      M: But there are so many stories where that happens. Why do they mention it so often?
    

    
      K: It’s possible that observing the vampire bat gave a basis for a good story. The bats have long, sharp teeth, and only eat blood from living animals, no other food.
    

    
      M: Could you tell me more? I’m writing a term paper and…
    

    
      
    

    
      One of the questions we hear most often is, “How can I protect myself from a vampire?” The best answer is to stay away from it. Don’t hitchhike, don’t leave your doors or windows unlocked. Don’t neck with strangers.
    

    
      There are some legendary protections that are interesting, and I’ll tell you about a few. If it makes you feel safer, go right ahead and use them. It can’t hurt.
    

    
      Two of the most popularly-known defenses are garlic and a crucifix. Garlic is a natural remedy for many diseases—abnormal blood pressure, coughs, gas, arthritis, to name a few. Its healing influence is in an oil, dialyl sulfide, which is so strong that shortly after rubbing it on the soles of the feet it can be detected in the breath. Now, if vampirism might be a transmittable disease (discussed in a later chapter), maybe using garlic as a protection was founded on medical grounds. Many folk remedies have been proven to work by modern scientists. The passing down of this knowledge from generation to generation could have altered the use of garlic from eating it to wearing it or hanging it in the house for protection.
    

    
      The crucifix was introduced by the church as a defense against vampires in the middle ages, possible to keep religion uppermost in the people’s minds, or possible to make the superstitious, faithful people feel more secure. We have to remember that vampires appear in historical writings long before the time of Christ.
    

    
      An anti-vampire remedy I find particularly amusing is to strew poppy seeds or thorns between the vampire and its intended victim. The vampire, according to the legend, will have to pick up each and every one of them, and this takes so long that he has to return to his grave because the sun is about to come up.
    

    
      In December, 1977, a woman called us from Toronto, Canada…
    

    
      Woman: How can I protect myself from a vampire? Does garlic really work?
    

    
      K: Do you know a vampire?
    

    
      W: Well, I’m not sure, but there’s a man who lives all alone in a big house in the woods, and you never see him except at night, and I’m just afraid of him. I think he might be a vampire. He wears a black suit and a cape, and he never talks to anybody. Does garlic work?
    

    
      K: If you think it will, it will. Actually, if you eat garlic it changes the blood chemistry a bit. Also, the odor might affect whoever is near you. But the main thing is to believe it will work. The same thing goes for a crucifix, or anything else. When you believe something is true, you set up a psychic protection around yourself.
    

    
      W: I don’t believe that.
    

    
      K: Yet you believe in vampires?
    

    
      W: Well, I…
    

    
      K: Listen, maybe this will help you. There are some people who act like vampires because they want to be all the things they feel vampires are. They may want to dominate others, or be considered very sensual the way movies and plays are making vampires appear, and so they act and dress like vampires. Some even sleep in coffins, and some actually drink blood. Now, if one of these “imitators” believes that a vampire is afraid of, say, a crucifix, and you are holding one, then the “vampire” will run away, as he believes a real vampire would do. So that is another kind of protection for you.
    

    
      W: Thank you. But now I really don’t know what to do. You mean I should use garlic? Or should I use a crucifix?
    

    
      K: Why take a chance? Use both.
    

    
      
    

    
      Many people call us to report being bitten by bats, and they ask us what to do about it. Where there is a definite puncture wound involved, we always advise that they see a doctor for treatment.
    

    
      Being bitten by a bat is a terrifying experience. Bats are mysterious, evil-looking creatures, nocturnal animals with leathery flaps of skin attached to their front legs. These form wings when stretched out. The bats can attack their prey in total darkness, and they strike with unerring accuracy. Most people seem to have a built-in aversion to these animals, as well as a deep-rooted fear of what the bat represents. This is probably due to the superstitions handed down from generation to generation. For instance, if a bat suddenly enters a house, many people believe that this foreshadows the death of someone in that house. Irish superstition considers the bat a death symbol; and Negroes along the Ivory Coast in Africa consider the bat the embodiment of the dead. In medieval times it was believed that the Devil also assumed the shape of a bat.
    

    
      Interestingly, in China the bat symbolizes a long and successful life (like a vampire’s “immortality”?).
    

    
      So you can see how bats and vampires seem closely related. Both are associated with death, evil, blood-drinking, night-stalking, even immortality; and the legendary Dracula’s opera cape unfolds like the wings of a bat. It’s not very surprising that people call the Vampire Research Center to report these cases. Consciously or subconsciously, they are really hoping we’ll tell them that they have nothing to fear—that vampires really don’t turn into bats…
    

    
      In June 1976, a pharmacology student from Kentucky called.
    

    
      Student: I can’t eat any more. I feel sick to my stomach. I think I got bitten by a vampire.
    

    
      K: Tell me about what happened.
    

    
      S: It was midnight last night. I was outdoors in Webber’s Field, walking my dog. The vampire bit me on my right side, underneath the earlobe. 
    

    
      K: Was it a male or female vampire?
    

    
      S: It was so fast… I was so surprised… I didn’t have time to tell.
    

    
      K: Are there any wounds on you?
    

    
      S: There are about three holes, and they’re about ⅛ inch apart.
    

    
      K: What was the dog’s reaction to this event?
    

    
      S: He was barking like crazy.
    

    
      K: Did you call the police?
    

    
      S: What could they do to chase after a bat? I think the vampire turned into a bat.
    

    
      K: You saw a bat?
    

    
      S: I don’t know what it was. It could have been a bat. Have you ever been bitten by a vampire?
    

    
      K: Not to my knowledge.
    

    
      S: Is there really such a thing as vampires?
    

    
      K: Let’s say there are many blood-drinking creatures that exist in this world.
    

    
      S: Do you think I should see a doctor?
    

    
      K: If you have a definite puncture wound, or if the area is swollen or red, or painful, I definitely think you should.
    

    
      S: Why am I sick to my stomach?
    

    
      K: Ask the doctor. You will feel relieved just knowing what is or isn’t wrong with you. And let me know what he tells you.
    

    
      S: Sure thing. By the way, I’m a tool salesman. Need any at a real good price?
    

    
      
    

    
      We have received reports of bat bites from Washington, D.C., Florida, Texas, Kentucky, just about every area of the country, and several from Canada. This one came from Babylon, Long Island. The man who called said he was a construction worker.
    

    
      CW: I don’t know if this is exactly a vampire bite, but—I have these puncture marks on my neck. 
    

    
      K: When did you get these puncture marks?
    

    
      CW: Last night, I guess. I woke up this morning and I felt drained and weak. I went in to shave and I looked—I had these two funny marks on my neck.
    

    
      K: How far apart are these marks?
    

    
      CW: About a half inch. And it’s puffy and swollen around the marks.
    

    
      K: Did you sleep near an open window?
    

    
      CW: Yes. I live alone on the second floor. I’m just wondering—does this happen often? Is there some kind of resurgence of vampires?
    

    
      K: This is what the Vampire Research Center is trying to find out. It may not be a resurgence so much as that we are keeping more accurate statistics.
    

    
      CW: But is this really going on in this day?
    

    
      K: Well, you reported it, so something has happened.
    

    
      CW: But I’m not sure what it is, you know? I can’t believe it.
    

    
      K: How wide open was your window?
    

    
      CW: It seemed when I went to bed it was just slightly open, but it was more open when I got up this morning.
    

    
      K: Open enough for a person or an animal to get through?
    

    
      CW: An animal, maybe, but not a large person. How do I protect myself now? If I close my window, will I be safe?
    

    
      K: Try it. Do you have a dog? That would help to scare away anything trying to get in, or at least it would wake you up.
    

    
      CW: I don’t have one, no. But I’m going to get one, you can count on that. This really has me scared. 
    

    
      K: Well, try not to worry. There could be several explanations for those marks. If you like, we could have a research team come over to investigate the area.
    

    
      CW: I think I might like that. I’ll tell you how to get here.
    

    
      
    

    
      Because of the number of reports we get about suspected bat bites, we tried to find out as much as we could about these animals. How much blood does a vampire bat drink? Do they kill their prey? Do they really attack humans? We read all the available information, but wanted some first-hand data; so one drizzly Sunday afternoon, in the spring of 1979, several of us made a trip to the most prestigious—and definitely the most beautiful—zoological parks in the country, the Bronx zoo. We held a damp, impromptu picnic under a magnificent pink dogwood, then followed the path to the World of Darkness, where the vampire bats are housed. As our eyes got accustomed to the dimness, we saw several kinds of bats protected by a huge glass barrier. Indian fruit bats, with a wing span of about five feet. Some as big as an old tomcat. Next to their enclosure was a smaller one for the vampire bats—which are no bigger than mice, with a wing span of about eight inches! Some were flying, some hanging upside down; others were lapping beef blood from a little dish at the bottom of their cave-like setting.
    

    
      The comments of visitors were almost unanimous—”They’re so small!” “There’s Dracula!” “Oh, God, blood!” “This is the one that gets stuck in your hair and bites your neck.” Parents passing on myths to their children without even knowing it. One little girl rapped on teh window and said “Stipid bat! You’re upside down!”
    

    
      And then we met Cosmo. He’s a bright, outgoing, thoroughly delightful caretaker who has been with the Bronx Zoo for over twenty years, and looks forward to twenty more. He consented to an interview, and as we talked, his knowledge and love for the animals in his care shone through the entire conversation…
    

    
      Kaplan: What do you hear most often around the vampire bat cage?
    

    
      Cosmo: Well, a lot of people think there really aren’t vampire bats. They’re surprised, first, to see them at all; and then at how small they are. Actually, the Indian fruit bat is the largest bat. It’s wings span about five feet. That’s the one they use in movies instead of real vampire bats, because they’re easier to film and look more frightening. 
    

    
      K: Are vampire bats dangerous?
    

    
      C: Not at all. In their habitat they usually drink from much larger animals. They never hurt anything.
    

    
      K: Cosmo, do you believe in vampires?
    

    
      C: No. All the vampire myths are native to Europe. And vampire bats are native to Texas and Central and South America, not Europe. I think Bram Stoker took a thing native to this area and transferred it to Europe, that’s all.
    

    
      K: Now, you say vampire bats never hurt anything. But what about Rabies?
    

    
      C: Well, bats can carry rabies, but most of them don’t have it. The bats will die from rabies. But where most animals die after 21 days, the bat can live up to 18 months with this disease.
    

    
      K: So that’s where the problem comes in. If they’ve got rabies, they can be around a pretty long time to transmit it.
    

    
      C: That’s right.
    

    
      K: How much blood does a vampire bat need?
    

    
      C: Only an ounce and a half a day.
    

    
      K: Only an ounce and a half? Then they mustn't really hurt the animals they take blood from.
    

    
      
        C: Like I said, they never hurt anything, except in the case where they have rabies. Then there is a problem. What a vampire bat does—it makes a small incision with its teeth, and licks the blood. It doesn’t suck it. There is an anticoagulant in the saliva, and when the bat is through, the wound heals again. 
        

                K: So they really don’t want to kill their victims?
      
    

    
      C: No. They just take enough blood to feed themselves.
    

    
      
    

    
      Cosmo told us that bats socialize. Vampire bats will live with insectivorous bats, and they won’t bother each other. They hunt for their prey individually, not in groups. He told us of a case in Texas where a cave of bats was discovered after two cattle were lost, probably because of the bats. The bats were going to be destroyed; but scientists calculated that the number of bats in that cave ate six TONS of insects EVERY NIGHT, so they left them alone rather than interfere with the cycle of nature.
    

    
      He also told us that there are about 16 million insectivorous bats in New York City. They can be seen at dusk over the water, picking up insects. He added that if a bat flies into a house, it is because it is following an insect, and no other reason. The Bronx Zoo gets many calls from frightened people who have bats in their houses and want them removed.
    

    
      Over and over again, Cosmo stressed that vampire bats do not live anywhere except Texas, Central and South America; and he insisted that anyone who thought they had been bitten by a vampire bat elsewhere was mistaken. Which leaves us with one haunting question: What about the reports we’ve received from people who woke up with bite marks on their necks, who live in New Jersey, or Long Island, California, or Washington, D.C.? What could have left those marks?
    

    
      
    

    
      December, 1978 was the beginning of a strange series of phone calls, at first just curious, then downright mysterious…
    

    
      John: Steve?
    

    
      K: Yes.
    

    
      J: This is John.
    

    
      K: Hi, John. What can I do for you?
    

    
      J: I called to give you my report. I followed your man to the X Hotel in the city. Now it’s up to you. I’m flying to Dallas tonight for a board meeting. Can you handle it?
    

    
      K: Handle what?
    

    
      J: The case. All you have to do is watch the hotel until he comes out, then follow him.
    

    
      K: Who? Until who comes out? Is he a vampire?
    

    
      J: VAMPIRE?? Who is this? You don’t sound like Steve!
    

    
      K: This is Stephen Kaplan.
    

    
      J: Who the hell are you? 
    

    
      K: I’m the Director.
    

    
      J: Director? When did they get a Director? 
    

    
      K: I’ve always been the Director.
    

    
      
        J: Director of what?
        

                K: The Vampire Research Center—I’m the Founder and Director.
      
    

    
      J: Vampire Re… Oh, my God! You’re Sick! (hung up)
    

    
      
    

    
      -----
    

    
      
    

    
              One day as I was reading an article in the 
      Journal of Vampirism
      , for which I was a consultant, the phone rang…
    

    
              Caller: Is this Mr. Leech?
    

    
              K: Well, I guess you call me that if you want to.
    

    
              C: You’re the editor, right?
    

    
              K: We don’t have an editor. I’m a consultant.
    

    
              C: Come on, I know you’re the editor. I’ve been reading the 
      Journal
       for over ten years.
    

    
              K: Ten years? It’s only been out for two or three years.
    

    
              C: What kind of editor are you? You don’t even know how often your own paper comes out! (hung up)
    

    
      
    

    
      The following call scared me a little. When people say they’re going to send me something, I never know if it’s going to be a death charm, a real gift, or even a bomb. Over the years I’ve received all kinds of things in the mail…
    

    
              Man: Did you get it yet?
    

    
              K: No.
    

    
              M: Well, it’ll be there soon.
    

    
              K: What is “it?” 
    

    
              M: You’ll know when you get it. It’s a surprise. I’ve been wanting to deliver it to you for a long time. I can’t discuss it on the phone, though. You’ll have it for sure by tomorrow.
    

    
      
    

    
      I kept getting mysterious calls like the last few for several months, and I finally found out why. The 
      Journal of Commerce
      , a highly respected New York publication, has a phone number only one digit different from the one we had at the Center at the time. I had been receiving wrong-number calls intended for them! I decided to contact their editor to let him know, and I got a few laughs and some surprises from that call.
    

    
      
    

    
      
        Operator: Who’s calling, please?
        

                K: This is Stephen Kaplan. And could you please tell me your editor’s name.
      
    

    
      O: Mr. Leech.
    

    
      K: Leech! Are you sure? You’re not kidding me?
    

    
      O: That’s his name. I can connect you now. 
    

    
      L: Leech here.
    

    
      K: Hello, Mr. Leech. My name is Stephen Kaplan.
    

    
      L: Stephen Kaplan? There really 
      is
       a Stephen Kaplan?
    

    
      K: As far as I know, there is. Anyway, I called to tell you I’ve been getting a lot of your phone calls. We have very similar phone numbers and I thought you should know.
    

    
      L: Why thank you. You know, I’ve been getting quite a few calls meant for you, too—but you wouldn’t believe what they were saying! You must have some very odd friends.
    

    
      K: That’s true, I do. But the calls you’ve heard were probably not kidding. I’m the Director of the Vampire Research Center.
    

    
      L: Are you serious?
    

    
      K: Dead serious. We study vampires. Imagine what my callers think when they get a guy called Mr. Leech on the phone?
    

    
      L: (laughing) Well, I can imagine what 
      my
       callers think when they reach the Vampire Research Center!
    

    
      K: Maybe you should tell your people to dial 
      very
       carefully. Or boy, will they get a wrong number!
    

    
      
    

    
      Shortly after our conversation, the 
      Journal of Commerce
       ran a humorous, well-written article about the mix-up; and for a few weeks after, the Center was inundated with even more calls.
    

    
      By now you have a pretty good idea of the amazing gamut our telephone calls cover—from funny to fearsome; from questioning to questionable. And there was much more to come. As our research progressed, we entered the area of near-incredible!
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Chapter IV
    

    
      A Host of Vampires We’ve Dug Up
    

    
      
    

    
              
      I’m sure you’re wondering if we’ve ever found any “real” vampires who sleep in coffins, turn into bats, and live hundreds of years. We haven’t. What we have encountered are a few individuals we believe are true vampires, but none whose only food was human blood. One case which took close to a year to investigate came close, but is not yet resolved. We’ve also come across a lot of “vampire-like” people.
    

    
              I’ve been fascinated, wooed, mystified, entranced, and entertained by them. I’ve also been threatened, horrified, lured, and once almost killed by them.
    

    
      
        [image: ]
      
    

    
              
    

    
              Of the hundreds of blood-drinking people we’ve investigated, we have found a small number who have a true need for human blood and actually drink a few ounces of it every day—in addition to their regular diet. They range in age from 19 to 62 and all believe that the blood-drinking is keeping them youthful and will extend their lives.
    

    
              None of these people will allow us to reveal their identities. We are respecting their wishes for two reasons: in order to gather information about this type of individual we must have their confidence and trust; and there is danger of reprisal to our staff if we break this confidence. However, there will be some description and case histories in this book, minus any details that could identify the individuals involved.
    

    
      These vampires, as mentioned, drink only a few ounces of human blood every day, but their need to drink it must be satisfied at any cost. They report that if they do not have their daily portion of blood they become irritable, depressed, feel weak, and become very aggressive. THey wear inconspicuous clothing, not wishing to bring attention to themselves. They look no different from the average person. I’ve never seen one who had fangs. They sleep in ordinary beds. All are light-sensitive and prefer to sleep during the day and work at night, although they can function in daylight hours if they have to.
    

    
      With their constant need for human blood, this type of vampire will do almost anything to obtain it. They will take part in sado-masochistic rituals that include blood-drinking. They will exchange their sexual favors in return for blood. Many have joined blood cults in order to satisfy their needs. 
    

    
      I have never met a vampire of this type who said he or she would kill for blood. The amount of blood they need does not warrant killing the donor. But if there is no alternative, they will take blood from an unwilling donor, and we have had some reports from victims of such people. Here are two cases that are typical of the bulk of these reports.
    

    
      
        In February, 1978, we received a call from an actor in New York City. He had attended a party where he met an attractive, vivacious woman and spent most of the evening with her. Eventually they went to his home together. There, the woman suddenly took out a razor blade and demanded that “X” cut his own arm so that she could drink his blood. When he refused, she tried to cut him herself, rather frantic at that point. He ordered her out of his apartment, but she told him, “There are a lot of members in my cult, and we all drink human blood. If you aren’t nice to me I’ll have them visit you.”
        

                “X” finally got her out the door, but he was very worried about what she or her group might do. That’s when he called the Vampire Research Center for advice.
      
    

    
      We told him that if anyone did “visit” him, simply say that the Vampire Research Center—with contacts in all the media—was aware of their group and would publicize their activities if they did not stop harassing him. He took our advice when the woman showed up a few days later as he was leaving the theater where he was appearing. He had no further trouble.
    

    
      Only about a month later, in March 1978, a 23-year-old secretary called our office and asked for help. She was terrified. After telling part of her story on the phone, she asked if we could meet and talk in person, but not at her apartment or my office. She wanted to meet in a palace where there would be a lot of people. She said she was being followed. From what she had already told us, we understood her reasons and arranged to meet her in a small restaurant in midtown Manhattan. 
    

    
      It was easy to recognize her. “Mary” Was sitting in a booth towards the back—pretty, blonde, neatly dressed, terror etched deeply into her face. Even after we joined her—three of us had gone to meet her—she kept glancing nervously around the restaurant, expecting to see someone watching her. She told us her story over coffee…
    

    
      A few days earlier she had been walking on Seventh Avenue near 39th Street in Manhattan, near dusk, when she was grabbed and dragged into a car. She was taken to an old apartment house in what she believed was Brooklyn. There, four men cut her on the arms and legs with razor blades, then took turns licking the blood as it flowed from the wounds. They finally let her go, driving her back to where they had found her, but told her they would be following her because they wanted more of her blood.
    

    
      She had asked the police for protection, but they did not believe her story. She wasn’t sure where the apartment house was, and there had been no witnesses. Her wounds were not large or serious, and could have been caused by shaving her legs, for instance. They said nothing about the arm wounds, which were also not serious, except that they could have been caused any number of ways. In spite of this, I believed the girl. The fear in her eyes was real.
    

    
      She said that she was sure she was being followed everywhere she went, and now she was afraid to go to work or even to go shopping. We suggested a few changes for her appearance so that if she were really being followed, they might not recognize her. We also suggested that she leave town if possible. And we told her to let her assailants know, in the event they did try to attack her again, that we would publicize them if anything at all should happen to her.
    

    
      About two weeks later, “Mary” called the Center again to tell us she had found a new apartment in a small Long Island town not far from her parents’ home, and was beginning a new job there. 
    

    
      These reports are typical of the ones we receive from victims of blood-drinking people. Incredible as it may seem to you, there are people in the most unlikely places just waiting for a chance to drink your blood. So be extra alert when you’re walking alone in an unfamiliar area. And next time you’re at a party and you meet a tempting admirer, ask him or her to name their favorite drink before you bite. You may be more appetizing than you know!
    

    
      In spite of these cases, as I mentioned previously, these vampires will usually try to find a willing donor rather than an unwilling one. The most frequently mentioned way is by trading their sexual favors or participating in sado-masochistic rituals in exchange for blood. Those we met were exceptionally attractive people. There are as many men as there are women in this category, and most of them looked much younger than the ages they gave us.
    

    
      
        The reasons most often given for their contacting the Vampire Research Center are:
        

                a) to talk about their need for blood to someone who won’t judge them;
      
    

    
      b) to be assured that there are others in the world who need to drink human blood, and that they are not alone with the “problem”;
    

    
      c) to meet other vampires;
    

    
      d) they believe the Center is a likely place to get some blood.
    

    
              Many of these individuals thought that because I am in this field I would furnish blood for them—mine! They’ve told me that I should experience the feeling, that it would be good for my research. I have been asked by many a blood-thirsty female to have a consultation in the bedroom, where we can check each other’s pulsating veins and arteries. And do they use their charms! For this reason I always have at least two staff members in the office with me—and we all try to ignore the low-cut dresses and tight jeans. We never say “I gave at the office!”
    

    
      
                A large number of people who claim to be vampires have passed through our offices. Only a very small percentage of them are candidates for the “true vampire” category. Some 55% of them are hoaxes, and the remaining are “vampire-like” people. This large group of blood-drinking people fall into two categories: those who imitate the lifestyle (their conception) of a vampire, believing they will gain the charisma and powers attributed to vampires; and those who find a sexual attraction in blood. Although these are not true vampires, there are enough of them to warrant our study. 
        

                The first part of this “vampire-like” category are individuals who emulate vampires to gain the qualities such as domination over others, immortality, sexual charisma, and so forth, which they believe true vampires possess. They often say they sleep in coffins, and usually dress in black. I have met a few who have actually had their teeth filed to sharp points. Most of them drink their own blood mixed with wine or tomato juice, and only drink it when it’s easily available.
      
    

    
              The second part of the “vampire-like” category are individuals who have a sexual attraction to vampirism. Many of them are misled by sexual overtones regarding vampirism today which do not refer to actual blood drinking. An erotic atmosphere is created by beautiful people, sensuous nightgowns, and so forth. Some movies portray Dracula as so busy proving how powerful and dominant he is that we almost forget about his blood lust.
    

    
              Other individuals in this group are sexually attracted to blood itself. Some regard fangs as phallic symbols; others associate the mystery and darkness that surrounds vampires with the mystery and darkness of erotic encounters.
    

    
              Since so many of the individuals we interviewed fell into the “vampire-like” category, we felt there was good reason to dig even further into why they are drawn to vampirism. My staff and I decided to try to experience some of the things these people do, so that we could see these experiences from their point of view.
    

    
              The first experiment we performed was a very painful one, both for me and for “Helga”—a long-suffering and very loyal research assistant who has been on the staff since the Center began operations.
    

    
              In the summer of 1977 we decided to try to find out if a bite on the neck, strong enough to draw blood, would be at all pleasurable. It wasn’t. In fact, it was a royal pain in the neck.
    

    
              First, “Helga” tried biting me. It hurt so much that I begged off before she actually drew blood. Then I tried it. Maybe I was stronger, maybe my teeth were sharper, but I punctured her skin and suddenly tasted hot, salty, sticky blood. I was definitely not thrilled by it. Nor did I enjoy “Helga’s” less-than-endearing worlds as she ran for the Band-Aids and Bactine.
    

    
              We were both surprised at how tough skin is, and we also found that rather than two puncture marks, a whole mouthful of teeth marks were left behind. We walked around wearing scarves or turtlenecks for about two weeks, until the marks faded. Try that on a hot summer’s day!        
    

    
      By the way, we were lucky not to get any infection in the bite area. In November of 1978 a man, who was bitten on the hand by a five-year-old boy in Massachusetts, died from the resulting infection. Still, there must be something attractive about people biting people. A report in May 1979 stated that hundreds of human bites are treated by doctors in the New York City area. There are more people biting people than dogs biting people. It has been suggested that sometimes, when a person gets very angry or upset, he will momentarily revert to his pre-civilized state—and bite. But whatever the reasons for biting, neither “Helga” nor I have any desire to try it again!
    

    
              Our next stab at understanding the vampire-like person was to try to find out how it feels to sleep in a coffin. For some reason, no one on the staff wanted to take part in the test. They collectively told me they wouldn’t be caught dead in a coffin. However, they would do everything in their power to get me into one!
    

    
              Getting a coffin in the first place was not easy—even if we had enough money to buy one. We began by visiting a local funeral director, telling him we were doing research for a book about death and dying, and would like to take a look at some coffins. It seemed like a better idea than telling him I wanted to try one out.
    

    
              We arrived at our appointment time and were ushered into the lobby of the funeral home. It looked like a southern mansion out of 
      GONE WITH THE WIND
      , richly carpeted, with a grand winding staircase leading to six “lovely slumber rooms.” The corpse-like mortician whispered that we should follow him, and led us to the coffin showroom behind the staircase. There, like in a car showroom were about twelve different models on pedestals, their lids open to reveal downy velvet and satin linings. Most were fiberglas, with iridescent finishes that reminded me of the body of a shiny new sports car. There was one made of polished oak, but we were told that wood rots much faster. The fiberglas models were guaranteed leakproof and airtight for at least 60 years after burial in the ground. Silently, I wondered if anybody ever tries to enforce this guarantee. 
    

    
              “How much is this one?”I asked, pointing to an immaculate, white-lined model with intricate brass handles. Even the lid was quilted.
    

    
              “Two thousand,” the mortician whispered reverently.
    

    
              Two thousand dollars!
    

    
      
    

    
              This made me wonder where our vampire-like people were getting their coffins from. We later learned that many of them build their own.
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      -----
    

    
      
    

    
      (In British Columbia, Canada, there is a man who sells cardboard coffins lined with a fabric that looks like satin. The total cost is $6.00. For people who are reluctant about the appearance of a cardboard casket, he will rent out an ornate, majestic casket that he calls a “catafalque,” in which the cardboard “slumber bed” can be placed until burial.)
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      -----
    

    
      
    

    
              The mortician left us alone in the showroom for a few minutes, allowing Roxanne to sketch some of the coffins. While he was gone, I considered climbing into one of them, but they were all on pedestals, and might have toppled over if I jarred them. So we left the funeral home, wiser about coffins, but still wondering how it would feel to lie in one.
    

    
              Not too long after this, I did get to lie in a coffin. In fact, I got carried through the streets of a conservative little town on Long Island in one. Some of my colleagues wanted to give an unusual birthday present (in revenge) to another of our friends—a real practical joker—and they decided to kill two birds with one stone.
    

    
              “Steve, you want to try out a coffin, right?” My associate, whom I’ll call Dr. Smith, was grinning devilishly at me.
    

    
              “Sure, if I can ever find one,” I answered. 
    

    
              “Well, we have a plan,” Smith said.
    

    
              I must state here that my colleagues and I all have a great sense of humor. It’s one of the prerequisites of working at the Vampire Research Center. With the type of work we’re involved in, the death threats, reports of horrible goings-on, and the frustrations we encounter daily, we need to laugh at ourselves and relieve the tension just to remain (reasonably) sane.
    

    
              Smith’s plan was to deliver a coffin to the home of “Jones” during Jones’s birthday party—complete with Jones’s name on it, and with a real body inside—me. I would sit up at an appropriate moment and wish him a happy birthday from the Vampire Research Center. I loved the idea!
    

    
              “But where can we get a coffin?” I asked again.
    

    
              They had it all figured out. One of our group knew someone who worked in a funeral parlor in Suffolk County—who also had a great sense of humor. He had agreed to lend us a plain pine box—not the actual coffin, which was much too expensive and heavy to lend out, but the outer wooden shell in which coffins are shipped. It was nearly the right size and shape, and he said we could keep it for a week.
    

    
              The next afternoon four of us drove up to the back door of the funeral parlor to pick up the coffin-box. Was it big! It took all of us to hoist it into the station wagon, and the end stuck out a few feet beyond the tail of the car. We got some puzzled stares from the other drivers as we drove back to Smith’s house; and you should have seen the neighbors in his little suburban community as they stopped watering their lawns to watch us uload the coffin and try to get it through this front door without ripping the door off its hinges!
    

    
              For two days we worked on the box. Some of us made a black velvet lining, while others made the name plate and practiced being pallbearers. When it was all ready, I got in and tried it out. I had to see if I could breathe with the lid closed, and if I would panic in such close quarters. It worked out fine.
    

    
              As I lay there in the dark, I closed my eyes and tried to imagine why a person would like to sleep in such a thing. There was a feeling of security… isolation—even peace. But with a real coffin—one of those airtight, padded kinds—you’d have to be very careful that someone wouldn’t close the lid while you were asleep. Buying sheets might be another problem; and I wouldn’t recommend it for a person with claustrophobia. 
    

    
              So much for lying in the coffin. Being carried in one by amateur pallbearers is quite another experience!
    

    
              Smith lived about a block away from Jones. On the night of the party we lugged the prepared coffin-box into the middle of the street and I got in. With the lid closed, I felt myself sliding down as two pallbearers hoisted me to their shoulders a little sooner than the other two did. I could hear grunts and groans; and comments like, “Boy, is this guy heavy!” did nothing for my ego. I could hear others chuckling about how we were finally going to top one of Jones’s practical jokes. Every ten or fifteen steps I felt myself going up and down, up and down, thud, slide, thud, slide, as the pallbearers put the coffin down to catch their breath.
    

    
              Some of the women in our group had dressed in long black robes, and walked in a procession in front of the coffin singing a Gregorian death chant. It was just wonderful!
    

    
              Someone rang Jones’s doorbell and a party guest opened the door, did a double-take, and called into the house, “Hey, Jones, it’s for you!”
    

    
              “Tell ‘em to come in,” Jones called back.
    

    
              “You sure?”
    

    
              “C’mon, it’s a party! Everybody’s invited!” he answered.
    

    
              They hoisted me into the crowded living room and laid the coffin on the floor. The ladies went through their death chant again, and everyone gaped in silence. For a moment, Jones was mystified and stunned as he stared at his shiny nameplate on the lid. Then he said, very calmly, no hint to let us know he acknowledged our triumph of surprising him, “Thanks, fellas, it’s just what I always wanted.”
    

    
              “There’s a special gift inside,” Smith told him.
    

    
              He picked up the lid and I sat up. “We’re dying to wish you a happy birthday, old boy,” I chirped. “Here’s your very own coffin. Use it in good health.”
    

    
              Jones gasped, finally unable to cover his surprise. “You #!!%¢&#!” Then he shut the lid on me.
    

    
              It was worth every splinter!
    

    
      
    

    
              With our practical joke behind me, I sat down the next day and gave some serious thought to the impressions I got while lying in a coffin. It was a unique experience for me, and I thought briefly about how almost everybody gets to lie in a coffin eventually—but will never be aware of the feeling.
    

    
              I can understand how a person might find it pleasant. It’s peaceful, you’re away from everything isolated with your own thoughts. I did experience slight claustrophobia, though. You can’t thrash around, or turn over, or stretch too easily. And I had the underlying worry about being locked in if people I couldn’t trust were nearby.
    

    
              Many blood-drinking people try to satisfy their need for blood by joining blood cults. A blood cult is a group which believes that blood has a spiritual or magical significance, and some of them incorporate this belief into a religious ritual, offering blood sacrifices to a god or gods they worship. Blood-drinking is sometimes practiced by the participants.
    

    
              Here is where things can get dangerous. Blood is constantly needed for the ceremonies, and the cult members are always seeking blood donors—willing or unwilling! There are cults which mutilate or torture, and kill, in their unsavory rituals. Human victims of the more dangerous cults are usually young, healthy, physically beautiful people—the idea being that if the life energy is being offered, it should be perfect life energy. The victims are often chosen from among people who will not be missed for some time; for instance runaways and hitchhikers, or tourists. Like the intersecting threads of a spider web, the further these cults stray from the center, the more bizarre their rituals, until you have something like the Charles Manson group, or the Jonestown cult that involved the mass murder-suicide of several hundred members. On the outer fringes of the web are groups who worship or emulate “anti-heroes” such as Hitler (or Satan, or Dracula). These anti-heroes hold a strange fascination for some people. Hitler, like the mystical vampire, had charisma of a sort, a kind of hypnotic influence over his subordinates. They followed his bidding without question; and by “sacrificing” the blood of millions, Hitler has gained a sort of “immortality.” Interestingly, Hitler was a very superstitious man, and many of the atrocities carried out on his instructions during World War II show strong indications of Black Magic ritual.
    

    
      There are all kinds of blood cults. Each group varies from the others in some ways, but there is a sociometric chart common to all of them. The group will consist of a leader, several members lower in the hierarchy, and neophytes who are subservient to the other members. All constantly “recruit” for other members.
    

    
      One particularly dangerous cult are the followers of the mythical Kali, the goddess of death and destruction; the epitome of a female vampire. To satisfy her blood lust, she slit her own throat and let the blood spurt into her mouth. This cult’s ritual includes killing and ceremonial drinking of the victim’s blood. They believe that drinking the blood gives the participant occult powers.
    

    
      We have come across many blood-drinking groups in the United States, quite a few of them on Long Island. Most prefer human blood, but due to possible legal problems they will substitute animal blood if they have to. Some ceremonies require specific parts of the animal (or human!, often the genitalia, heart, or brain. Some place their victim on a ceremonial table and use sacred knives to cut the body, allowing the blood to drip, and then ritualistically suck it up.
    

    
      Over the years cattle mutilations have been steadily reported throughout the entire central portion of the country. Farmers find their animals dead, with parts of the anatomy missing, usually cut off with surgical precision—which would discount the idea that another animal had perhaps eaten these parts. Most often the sexual organs, the tails, ears, and sometimes the rectum are gone. Very mysteriously, there is no sign of blood anywhere—not in the animal, nor on the ground. And even more mysteriously, no footprints are found in the area, not even when there is snow on the ground.
    

    
      This is so puzzling that some investigators have suggested that unearthly visitors in a UFO may be responsible. However, I believe that these mutilations have been the work of blood cults. Since these groups try to avoid detection at all costs, they could have devised some ingenious way to erase or cover their footprints. This seems a lot more logical than blaming the mutilations on aliens from outer space.
    

    
      In 1975 the Vampire Research Center had our first experience with a blood cult—a Satanist group—and we came close to being liquidated on the spot. But before I tell you about our encounter, let me give you a little background about some of the Satanic rituals. 
    

    
              As their name implies, this cult worships Satan. One of their rituals is the Black Mass, which is an obscene corruption of Christian rites, exalting Satan and the negative things he represents, blaspheming Christ. It is a total reverse of the Christian Mass. Participants believe that Satan is present at all these gatherings, as well as in the symbolism of the rituals and in the significance of the invocations. The Mass is often held in a dark, damp cellar or an abandoned building where it will be unobserved.
    

    
              In one form of Black Mass, at the height of the ceremony, the officiant leads a sex orgy. Children are sacrificed and later disposed of. In another form, participants wearing black robes perform a ritual over a girl lying nude on the altar, with her arms and legs stretched out in the shape of a cross. The blood of a sacrificed child (an unblemished soul) is offered to Astarte, goddess of lust and sexuality.
    

    
      Other rituals include invocations calling down demons to the ceremony, and sometimes offering them bodies to inhabit on earth. 
    

    
      Incredible as all this sounds, there really are people engaging in these rituals. My staff and I had a hair-raising encounter with a group of them a few years ago.
    

    
      On January 12, 1975 we received a call from a woman I’ll call Sarah. She said that two of her friends believed there was a “blood-sucking demon” in the loft of an old abandoned barn in Mastic Beach, Long Island. Sarah said they believed this to be true after practicing an occult ritual. Her friends were very interested in occult phenomena and now were insisting on investigating the loft again. They wanted Sarah to go along with them, and although she wanted to go, she was worried and afraid. She asked if the Vampire Research Center would send a team to accompany them for protection.
    

    
      Of course we were interested! Here was the first report we’d had involving a “demon”—and we were dying to learn more about the case. Although the idea of a vampire demon was a little hard for us to swallow, we were open for any new data we could gather. We wanted to see the area first-hand, question the people involved in the “occult ritual” and see what type of individuals would get involved with a “vampire demon” in the first place.
    

    
      “Can you meet us at the Mastic Firehouse next Sunday morning?” Sarah asked.
    

    
      It was agreed. At 10:00 that Sunday, January 19, five of us parked our van in front of the firehouse, where three women stood waiting. One of them—short and very fat, in a dowdy-looking jacket and dirty grey pants—detached herself from the group and came towards us.
    

    
              “Hello, I’m Sarah. I’m so glad you came,” she said. “Let me introduce you to my friends.”
    

    
              They made quite a group. The tall bleached blonde with the heavy Brooklyn accent and stage makeup was called Terry. Even though it was January, she wore only a light sweater over a low-cut blouse and tight white jeans, all revealing her ample endowments.
    

    
              Bobby, rail-thin and plain, had stingy, dirty-blonde hair hanging to her waist. She wore a flowing gray cape that was way too big for her; and her face was strangely devoid of any emotion.
    

    
              All of them seemed to be in mid-to-late thirties, and they didn’t appear to come from any particular ethnic background.
    

    
              They led us through a nearby field to a small wood-and-brick barn with a large loft. The building looked about a hundred years old, and some of the wood in the back had rotted away.
    

    
              “So you think there’s a vampire-demon here?” I asked.
    

    
              The women exchanged nervous glances. “Oh, yes. I can feel it,” Bobby said.
    

    
              Terry nodded. “She’s very psychic, you know.”
    

    
              “And you feel it here now?” I asked.
    

    
              “Definitely. It’s in the loft,” said Bobby.
    

    
              Sarah put a heavy hand on my sleeve and asked worriedly, “Would you go up there first and take a look?”
    

    
              I went into the barn. There was a rickety old ladder in the corner, and Smith brought it over and leaned it against the loft floor. Jones held it steady as Smith tested the worn rungs for safety. Just then I heard some commotion outside, and Sarah—who had remained outside the barn—waddled in, breathless. “Hurry up!” she whispered. “Get up into the loft, all of you! The owner’s coming, and he doesn’t like trespassers!”
    

    
              “You mean we’re trespassing? Why didn’t you say so? We could have gotten permission to investigate!” I said.
    

    
              “He’d never give it—he hates people snooping around his property.” Sarah looked outside, then continued, “Oh, oh! He’s got a shotgun! Quick, get up into the loft!”
    

    
              “What about you and Terry and Bobby?” I asked.
    

    
              “He knows us. We’ll tell him we were just taking a walk. Hurry.”
    

    
              She seemed to be awfully anxious for us to go up into that loft. It occurred to me that if our group went up there, and if someone were to take the ladder away, there’d be no way we could get out of there; not to mention the alleged vampire demon who was supposed to be up there, too.
    

    
              Through a side window I caught a glimpse of three people coming towards the barn, dressed in long blac, hooded robes. It suddenly hit me—we were in some kind of danger. What? Who cared! (Sometimes I’m a little psychic, too.)
    

    
              “Run!” I yelled, and grabbed Roxanne by the arm. “Get out of here!”
    

    
              We raced back through the field and piled into the van, and took off for home without a backward glance. 
    

    
              When we got back to the Center office, the five of us talked over what had happened.
    

    
              “What do you think they were going to do?”
    

    
              “Whatever it was, I’m glad we got out of there. Those people in the black robes looked like they came out of a horror movie.”
    

    
              “Those women were no pin-up girls, either,” someone said. “The stone-faced one really gave me the creeps.”
    

    
              We talked for a while, but we had no idea what had really been planned for us. We found out a week later—and nothing we might have imagined could compare to what those ladies and gentlemen had had in store for us! I still get chills when I think about it.
    

    
              Sarah called us again a week later. She was very upset, almost incoherent at first.
    

    
              “I need your help!” she wailed, over and over again.
    

    
              “We’ve already heard that story,” I told her. “Why don’t you tell the truth about what was going on last Sunday?”
    

    
              “I’ll tell you everything, Dr. Kaplan. But not on the phone.”
    

    
              “Why not?”
    

    
              “I just can’t. I’m in a lot of danger. I’m even afraid to go out of my house. Please—would you come here? Just you and maybe two others, so if anybody’s watching they won’t know I’ve called for help?”
    

    
              “What are you afraid of?”
    

    
              “The others.” She was whispering now. “I failed them, and now they are threatening me. Please help me.”
    

    
              “Who are the ‘others’?” I persisted. 
    

    
              “The cult. We— they are Satanists, and — oh, please, I can’t talk on the phone. I must see you before the next full moon! They said — they’d get my children!” She was sobbing. 
    

    
              I finally agreed to see her at 8:00 that night; but this time my staff and I were more security-conscious. We formed three teams. One would wait at the office for a phone call from us. If they didn’t receive it by 10:00 they would call more help and come to Sarah’s house. The second team followed me and two of our more adventurous members (the first team) in another car, and would wait outside Sarah’s house, observing. 
    

    
              Sarah lived in Mastic Beach, not far from the old barn we’d visited the previous week. We arrived two hours earlier than arranged, and drove all around the neighborhood. Then we watched Sarah’s house for more than an hour for signs of any unusual activity. We did several other things which cannot be told, as they are now standard security measures on all our investigations. 
    

    
              At 8:00 we rang the bell. Sarah opened the door and led us into the kitchen, then pulled down the shades on the two windows there. We sat around a big table with Sarah and her visiting parents, and while her young children played in the adjoining room, we taped Sarah’s story.
    

    
              “I’ve always been interested in the occult,” she began. “I get my cards read often, go to psychics whenever I can — you know, things like that. I’m also into astrology. Some of my friends are into Witchcraft, and they got to know some other people interested in this sort of thing. Then one night, one of them went to a Cub Scout meeting and the Cubmaster and Pack Leader started talking to her. It turned out they were Satanists — but she didn’t find this out until much later.
    

    
              “One thing led to another, and before you know it I got involved with them, too, then I joined the cult. As a neophyte I’ve been assigned to tell them of anybody in town I know of who is pregnant. They want to use a baby for one of their rituals. They said it has to be an unblemished soul, and a newborn baby is the best for that.
    

    
              “Another thing — they had a ceremony where they summoned up ten vampire-demons. They say the demons are in the loft of that barn now, waiting for human bodies to inhabit. I was assigned to find bodies for them.”
    

    
              “Just how do you go about finding bodies,?” I asked.
    

    
              “They told me I should get people to come to the barn, and they would do the rest. That’s where you and your team came in.”
    

    
              “So it was a set-up, your calling us to investigate?”
    

    
              “Yes. I couldn’t think of how to get anybody there — and then I came across the Vampire Research Center listing in the phone book, and I thought, who could be more interested in investigating a vampire demon? You have to admit it was pretty easy to get you out there.”
    

    
              “I admire your ingenuity,” I said. “And what did they plan to do with us if we had gone up into the loft?”
    

    
              “You were going to be —” she hesitated, then forced herself on. “You would have been used in the blood ceremony-and after the ritual, the demons would have taken over your bodies. But even then I would have needed to find more bodies. There were only five of you, and they need ten bodies.”
    

    
              “In other words, we would have been killed? Our blood taken?”
    

    
              “Yes.”
    

    
              After a shocked silence while my friends and I digested this tidbit of news, I said, “And now you want our help?”
    

    
              Sarah leaned forward. “I have no one else to turn to. Let me explain. They need those bodies before the next full moon, when they are holding the next ceremony. And they want the unblemished soul, too. They’ll settle for an older child. I’ve failed them once already, and they’ve told me that if I don’t come up with something, they’ll use my children and me for their blood sacrifices! I’m so scared! I don’t want to be in the cult anymore, and I don’t know how to get out of it. I’m sorry I ever got involved with them. What should I do? You have to help me!”
    

    
              “Can’t you go to the police?” I asked.
    

    
      
                “I’m afraid. I don’t know who else might be in the cult. Besides, I have no proof that the cult does anything illegal.”
        

                My colleagues and I excused ourselves for a few moments and went into the living room for a conference. It was obvious that Sarag was what we term a “psychiholic”- a person who wanders from one psychic area to another, like an addict, hoping to find who knows what. She had books on the occult all over the house, even in the bathroom. Astrology charts hung everywhere. But this time she had gotten in too deep for her own safety.
      
    

    
              We suggested that she and her children go home with her parents until the next full moon passed. Her parents lived in another town, which would be safer for the family. Next, we suggested that she go back to her church and seek the advice of her minister. (She told us that she was once quite religious.) This could both comfort her and give her a better direction for her interests. 
    

    
              The help the Vampire Research Center could offer would be to threaten to publicize the Satanist group if anything should happen to Sarah, her children, or any other member of her family. We advised her to inform the cult that there were over twenty members of the VRC on Long Island, and we knew everything. If anything should happen to the people involved, there was a letter already typed and ready to mail to the District Attorney’s office. We felt that the threat of publicity should help keep Sarah safe. 
    

    
              We never heard from Sarah again. But a few months later we learned from a friend who came across her that Sarah — still the psychiholic — was busy reading Tarot cards in another Long Island town.
    

    
              Our encounter with Sarah and the Mastic Beach Satanist group taught us a well-needed lesson. When she invited us to investigate a vampire demon that was conjured up in an occult ritual, we had allowed our curiosity (and skepticism, I might add) to cloud our better judgment; and we landed in a very dangerous situation. We have never gone unprotected on a field investigation since then.
    

    
      
    

    
      
        [image: ]
      
    

    
              
    

    
              
      Speaking of field investigations, we have made quite a few of them over the years. As we gained experience in this phase of our work, we developed a vampire investigation kit which we always bring with us. It contains all the tools we might need for any circumstance which could develop. A partial list of these tools, and purpose, is in the Appendix of this book. 
    

    
              What type of field investigation do we do? We have been asked to stake out areas where suspected vampire attacks occurred. Several times, we’ve been summoned to actually meet “vampires” themselves on their own territory. We must be particularly careful in these cases. We’ve also spent many hours in various cemeteries — observing, waiting, wondering if a vampire might appear. We have yet to meet a vampire in action.
    

    
              All the “vampires” who agreed to meet us in the field have been either vampire-like people; out-and-out hoaxes, or didn’t show up at all.
    

    
              One of the times I remember fondly was the night four of us went to a cemetery in Queens to meet “LouAnne” — a self-proclaimed vampire. Smith fell into an open, freshly-dug grave, and his shrieks of surprise and terror coming out of the total darkness scared the rest of us into near-panic for a moment. LouAnne never showed up.
    

    
      
    

    
              Another group which practice blood-drinking and blood sacrifices are Voodooists. Voodoo was introduced into the New World in the 1880’s by African slaves, and it is most popularly practiced in Haiti, although there are groups engaging in Voodooism in many other parts of the world today. 
    

    
              In some Voodoo rituals animal blood is used. Chickens, goats, pigeons, or a black cat are torn apart with the teeth. The blood is tasted by all the participants, and the ritual will end in a wild orgy of sex.
    

    
              Human sacrifices of young children — called “hornless goats” — have been reported, as well as blood baths. Fresh drops of human blood placed in a pan of sugar or syrup is believed to break a hex spell. The menstrual blood of an intended victim is often put into the stuffing of the voodoo doll. Menstrual blood is believed to be the most potent of all kinds of blood.
    

    
              There is some evidence that Francois Duvalier (“Papa Doc”), dictator of Haiti until his death in 1971, used his people’s strong belief in Voodoo to maintain a stranglehold over his subjects. One investigation has found that Papa Doc practiced drinking human blood, believing that he was appeasing the Spirit of Death, thus keeping his family in power. The report states that palace guards would toss babies to him, and he would catch them on the end of a dagger and drink the blood as it flowed.
    

    
              There are many reports of vampirism and vampire-like activities around the world. In our own country, they span the map, from coast to coast. In 1975 a man was found dead in a doorway in the Bronx, New York. His body had been drained of all blood through a cut on his wrist - but there was no sign of blood anywhere, not on his clothing, not on the ground. He was dressed in a business suit, and there was no sign of a struggle having occurred. Another case occurred in New Jersey in 1980, when a man and a woman were discovered along a highway, also both totally drained of blood. In fact, there was so little blood in the bodies that doctors were unable to determine their blood types for lack of a specimen. The Vampire Research Center has been consulted by law enforcement officials in several such cases because of our research on blood-drinking individuals and their habits. These cases sound strangely similar to the bloodless cattle found throughout central part of our country, which were mentioned earlier in this chapter.
    

    
              There have been several cases involving people allegedly possessed by vampire demons. In 1973 an exorcist for the Church of England was called upon to exorcise a vampire demon from a 25-year-old man in a mental hospital. As he began the exorcism rite, the patient attacked the exorcist and tried to bite his neck. It took three attendants to subdue the patient while the rite continued. After it was completed the patient, who had a long history of attacking people and drinking their blood, was cured. He had no further aggressive attacks. This was one of three cases the exorcist has encountered. He believes that legendary vampires were probably people suffering the same way as the victims he helped.
    

    
              In 1976 David Berkowitz, “Son of Sam,” began a series of shootings that lasted over a year, killing five young people and injuring five more. He claimed that he was possessed by “bloodsucking vampire demons” which compelled him to kill. 
    

    
              In 1979 Richard Trenton Chase, dubbed the “Vampire Killer,” was convicted of murdering six people and drinking the blood of at least one of them. He said he drank the blood of his victims thinking it would “cleanse” him.
    

    
              This chapter has covered just a small number of the cases we’ve catalogued. There is ever-growing evidence of the existence of vampires in today’s world. I’ve told you about the vampires who drink only a few ounces of blood every day. Finding them and proving to our satisfaction that they could be considered true vampires was a long, tedious, difficult procedure. Now I will tell you about our most puzzling encounter — one that left us stunned and perplexed for months. If you have a very open mind and a very strong stomach read on…
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      Chapter V
    

    
      439-Year-Old Elizabeth 
    

    
      Our Biggest Puzzle
    

    
      
    

    
      (https://www.docdroid.net/aiUKBNj/elizabeth-pdf)
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Chapter VI 
    

    
      Are You a Vampire?
    

    
      
    

    
              Among the thousands of requests for information that cross our desks at the Center are quite a large number from people who suspect — or fear — that they themselves are possibly vampires. Usually they have read a book or two on the subject, and suddenly they notice things about themselves that seem to fit the descriptions of the vampires they’ve studied.
    

    
              This always reminds me of my friend Lenny the Doctor. All through medical school, whatever disease he studied, the next week he had it! Poor Lenny spent years having cancer, turberulosis, vitamin deficiencies, malformed organs, heart disease — everything. He made it through school finally, and realized that all he really had was blocked sinuses — what a relief!
    

    
              Well, for all those who suspect they might be vampires, we’ve designed a series of tests. After you take them, you may find relief, like Lenny The Doctor,by discovering you’re not a vampire at all, and you can lay your fears to rest. On the other hand…
    

    
      
    

    
      Test I
    

    
      	
        Do you turn into a bat? (cat? dog? horse? other?)
      

      	
        Are you the seventh son of a seventh son?
      

      	
        Are you a wicked person?
      

      	
        Do mirrors show no reflection of you?
      

      	
        Does a crucifix or holy water frighten you?
      

      	
        Does life seem to crumble during the daylight?
      

    

    
      
    

    
              A “yes” to any of these questions, with the possible exception of #3, would be surprising.
    

    
      Not one of these questions has any connection to true vampirism; however, all these “symptoms” do appear in legends and myths about vampires.
    

    
              Let’s take a quick look at some of the things found in these tales.
    

    
              How does a person become a vampire? The most frequently mentioned way is dying in the state of sin. Slavonic legends say that a wicked person would become a vampire as punishment; in the Balkans, people who died under the curse of their parents, or those who committed suicide, would become vampires. Legends of Sicily and Greece state that a murdered person whose death went unavenged would rise up as a vampire.
    

    
              European folk tales show that vampires rise from their graves each night and go in search of a meal of human blood. How they get into a locked house to reach a victim is rather vague. Some stories solve this problem by having the vampire turn into a vampire bat and fly through his victim’s open bedroom window; others become cats, dogs, horses, or other animals which will be able to get near the victim unnoticed. Another way of entry into a victim’s house has also been suggested — projected hypnosis. The vampire may cause his victim to open the door and let him in, through hypnotic suggestion which he is able to project from a distance.
    

    
      The corpse gets out of the grave in one of several ways. In some cases, the vampire may have a living human associate who digs him out before the first 24 hours after burial. In other cases, legends say that the vampire has super-human strength for moving aside the earth and tombstone that cover him. And in still other cases the vampire’s grave shows several small holes through which the vampire can filter. In many tales, the townsfolk, suspecting that a vampire was afoot, would search through the local graveyard, looking for a grave with a few holes of this nature. This, they believed, was a sure sign that a vampire was resting there, and they would then destroy it by either staking the body through the heart, decapitating it, or burning the body after stuffing the mouth with garlic or soaking the body in wine.
    

    
      The filtering of the vampire through the small holes in its grave shows a confusion between corpse and soul, often found in old supernatural beliefs. The vampire is a material being, yet has non-material attributes such as the power to pass through small spaces. Another example of this is the belief that a vampire casts no reflection in a mirror.
    

    
      A few other people who were believed to turn into vampires: the seventh son of a seventh son; unchristened babies; excommunicated church members. 
    

    
      On close examination, these “criteria” indicate several things: an ingenious way of keeping law and order; a way of keeping the church’s power strong; and some superstitious beliefs.
    

    
      Look again at who will become a vampire: a muder victim whose death goes unavenged; a wicked person; a suicide. The threat of becoming a vampire if one falls into these categories is akin to the eternal damnation promised to sinners by many contemporary religions!
    

    
      The murderer would surely think twice if he believed his victim would come bacck as a vampire to get him; and the only way that could be avoided was if the murderer was caught and punished. Quite a deterrent to the crime in the first place, isn’t it? The same could apply to people contemplating suicide; to be cursed with the life after death of a vampire would almost surely be worse than the problems they wished to end in this life. 
    

    
      Knowing the fate of vampirism promised to sinners, excommunicants, unchristened babies, and “wicked people” would certainly keep the average townsfolk from straying from their church’s laws; and the use of the crucifix as a protection against a vampire is another ploy introduced by the church, either to comfort the believers or to keep the church in their thoughts. As we’ve discussed earlier, vampires are mentioned historically long before the time of Christ, Whom the crucifix represents. 
    

    
      A superstition is an irrational belief in the significance for good or evil concerning certain events or things. Primitive people developed superstitions in trying to understand the world around them, and to protect themselves and their loved ones from evil influences. They also developed superstitions to insure good fortune. 
    

    
      The “seventh son of a seventh son” shows a superstitious belief in the significance of the number seven. This is interesting. The number seven is usually associated with good fortune. In some places, the seventh son of a seventh son is believed to possess magical healing powers. However, in its relation to vampires this number seven seems to have a negative meaning; unless we look at it this way: perhaps the “life after death” of vampires was considered by some primitive societies as a good thing.
    

    
      The belief that vampires shun daylight and practice their rituals in darkness stems back to the ancient belief of light representing Good, darkness, representing Evil. Jesus said “I am the Light.” Satan is called the Prince of Darkness. Ancient peoples worshipped the sun as a benevolent god.
    

    
      It is comforting that Good always triumphs over Evil; so you can see the correlation with the vampire (Evil) being destroyed by daylight (Good). Also in this connection, most people are afraid of the unknown. Darkness hides things, and we can’t be sure what we are up against. In the daylight, we can identify whatever sounds or movements occur, and usually find nothing to fear.
    

    
      The way the legendary vampires are destroyed also correlates to some basic ideas. Many people believe that the heart is the place where the spirit dwells; and the brain is the place from which a person’s thoughts and deeds originate. To this day, some primitive cultures exist around the world where a warrior will eat the heart and brain of a slain enemy, but only if he believes his enemy had been equal or greater in strength or wisdom than himself. This ritual is like a showing of respect for the dead man; don’t confuse it with cannibalism. The victorious man truly believes he is adding to his own strength and intelligence by taking those assets from the dead man. 
    

    
      Conversely, to destroy the heart and brain shows a contempt for the dead person; a way to insure that his or her spirit and deeds will not live on.
    

    
      The total destruction of the body by fire further insures this. There is a belief that a person’s spirit remains near its earthly body. In fact, several contemporary religions frown on cremation for this reason, believing that in some future time the body and spirit will be reunited, and the dead will rise again. The ancient Egyptians carefully preserved their bodies by mummification with this in mind. So, acting on this belief, the townsfolk burning a vampire’s body would destroy forever any chance of its returning to life. 
    

    
      The staking of vampires, aside from destroying the heart, corresponds to an old practice in Europe where executed criminals were buried with stakes in their hearts, at crossroads, where passers-by would see the punishment meted out to law-breakers.
    

    
      From this quick analysis of the myths and legends, we can see how vampire tales, intertwined with primitive beliefs and superstitions, were mixed together into new and more horrible stories with each telling. But one mystery remains: no matter how distorted the tales have become, they all tell of creatures which must drink human blood to survive; creatures which can live indefinitely as long as they get this “elixir of life.” What is a vampire? And could you or I be one? For those who are still wondering about themselves, this next test may help make the decision.
    

    
      
    

    
      Test II
    

    
      	
        Do you sleep in a coffin?
      

      	
        Are most of your clothes black?
      

      	
        Do you wear an opera cape with a red lining? Carry a wolf’s-head cane?
      

      	
        Do you avoid mirrors? garlic? sunlight? church?
      

      	
        Do you have fangs?
      

      	
        Do you enjoy biting people on the neck?
      

      	
        Do you crave power over others?
      

      	
        Do you drink human blood occasionally? 
      

      	
        Do you believe that drinking human blood will make you look younger?
      

      	
        Does the sight or taste of human blood arouse you sexually?
      

    

    
              
    

    
              Surprise! None of the above questions have anything to do with true vampirism. If you have answered “yes” to many or all of the first nine questions, you fall into the category of “vampire-like” people. Some of these individuals hope that by emulating a vampire’s life style, they will actually become vampires themselves. They are familiar with the Dracula story and believe, erroneously, that a true vampire sleeps in a coffin, has fangs, is deathly afraid of sunlight, garlic, etc. They even go as far as drinking human blood — always from willing donors, and only when it is easily available — in their attempts at gaining the assets attributed to vampires. But no matter how hard they try to be vampires, it just doesn’t happen. If you wanted to be a dog, and walked on all fours, ate dog food from a dish on the floor, and barked instead of talking, you’d still be just imitating a dog. 
    

    
              The typical vampire-like person is often fighting an inferiority complex. He or she believes that if they can improve their appearance — perhaps remain youthful by drinking blood — they will gain admiration from others; and if they can’t get admiration, they will settle for fear or submission. They dress in bizarre costumes, and some even file their teeth to the sharp fangs they believe a vampire has. They often try to bite their willing donors on the neck to draw blood. If that doesn’t work, they will use other means to withdraw the blood, and usually will drink it mixed in fruit juice or wine to kill the taste. 
    

    
              They often let it be known that they are involved in vampirism, and enjoy the shocked reactions they receive. 
    

    
              A “yes” to question #10, concerning the erotic attraction of blood, may put you in another category — that of a blood fetishist. Some people are sexually aroused by the sight or taste of human blood. They often join groups with similar interests and participate in blood-letting rituals, sometimes including sadomasochistic activities, to satisfy their needs. One of the individuals I interviewed exchanged menstrual blood through the mail with another woman, and they wrote each other erotic letters along with it. 
    

    
              Unlike the vampire-like person, the blood fetishist does not draw attention to his or her desire for blood. They dress in normal clothing, and prefer to keep their activities private and known only to members of their people. 
    

    
              People who find that they have a desire for blood (not a need) often worry about it. Are they moral degenerates? Will they someday evolve into murderers? Are they really vampires? 
    

    
              The moral issue is a very personal one. As to the possibility of becoming a murderer, I will repeat here that the desire for blood is definitely not the same as the desire to kill. They are two 
      separate
       
      issues. Is a blood fetishist really a vampire? I would say not. They simply have an unusual reaction to the sight or taste of blood.
    

    
              But what, then, is a vampire? If fangs and opera capes, bats and coffins, fascination with blood, and even occasional drinking of human blood have nothing to do with true vampirism, how can you determine whether or not you’re a vampire? Take the next test — we would call this the “acid test” — and maybe then you’ll know for sure. 
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Test III
    

    
      
    

    
      	
        Do you need to drink human blood every day?
      

      	
        Do you become irritable, aggressive, or frantic if you can’t drink human blood every day?
      

      	
        Do you believe that drinking human blood every day has kept you youthful and will extend your life indefinitely? 
      

    

    
      
    

    
              If you’ve answered “yes” to even one of these questions, you are what we call a true vampire.
    

    
              Of the hundreds of people we have interviewed at the Vampire Research Center both in person and by telephone, we feel that seven of them fall into this category. Two others, probably. Here are some of the characteristics common to the seven we have personally met:
    

    
      	
        They need to drink human blood every day. Whether this is a physical or psychological need is still unknown, but all of them said they would do almost anything in order to secure blood. They’ve paid money to their donors; traded sex for blood; participated in sado-masochistic rituals; joined blood cults; some even admitted attacking an unwilling victim when they were desperate. However, none that we met was willing to kill for blood. A few ounces would be sufficient and they did not wish to harm their donors. (Doesn’t this sound like vampire bats?)
      

      	
        They are very body-conscious, usually pleasant-looking, and appear younger than their chronological age.
      

      	
        They are convinced that if they stop drinking human blood they will age, and possibly die. They believe that human blood is going to extend their lives while keeping them young-looking.
      

      	
        They have overpowering personalities. They take charge in a conversation; are able to get people to willingly do things their way. They are generally likable, intelligent, and good conversationalists.
      

      	
        They are “night people” — preferring to work at night and sleep during the day. They can function during the day if necessary, but do not enjoy it.
      

      	
        None have ever been married, but two had companions of the opposite sex. None said they had ever had any children.
      

      	
        Every one of them insisted on total security concerning their identity.
      

    

    
      
    

    
              The overall picture of the true vampires we’ve met is rather surprising, isn’t it? Contrary to what the average person would imagine, they were not hideous, contemptible, murderous individuals; only people with an overwhelming need for an unusual substance in their diet. Still, it’s easy to understand why vampires are feared. Their need for blood — our very life-essence — is threatening to us. We need our blood every bit as much as they do! Also, there is the old fear of the unknown. Vampires are all the more frightening because they are a virtually unstudied phenomenon. It’s only in the very recent past that they’ve even been considered as possibly real and worthy of study, rather than fictitious creatures. If we compare vampires to another group of individuals that we’re more familiar with, we can gain a better perspective. 
    

    
              Let’s compare vampires to drug addicts. Both have an overwhelming need for an unusual substance. Both will do anything necessary to get the needed substance. We are more familiar with drug addicts because there is constant newspaper coverage of their activities. Those who can’t obtain the drugs they need in any other way will resort to robbery, beatings, even murder, in their frantic quest for relief.
    

    
              Another form of addiction, alcoholism, can also be compared to vampirism. Here, too, the alcoholic experiences withdrawal symptoms, like the hard-drug addict, and like the vampire, if the needed substance is unavailable. 
    

    
              There is one outstanding difference, though, between drug addiction, alcoholism, and vampirism. Where the alcoholic and the drug addict are harming their bodies, the vampire — apparently — is improving his or her health. All three groups could be considered potentially dangerous to society for various reasons. 
    

    
              The point I want to bring out by these comparisons is that vampires, although frightening in their own way, are no more dangerous than other, more familiar groups of individuals; and perhaps with some aid from certain authorities, their needs can be channeled more positively.
    

    
              There are centers that offer counseling and treatment for various addictions and problems. Perhaps a similar service will some day be available for vampires; but first a suitable replacement for fresh blood must be found. I’ve been asked over and over why vampires don’t just use blood from a blood bank if they’re really not interested in harming their donors. Wouldn’t this solve their problem? This sounds logical, and I’ve asked every true vampire I’ve encountered this question. All said they must have blood from a living person. Why? They can’t explain. We could speculate on this. Maybe the nutrients in the blood of a living person, produced from their diet, undergo a slight change when the blood is removed from the body. Maybe the vampire’s metabolism is a little different from the average person’s and he or she cannot produce whatever the needed blood substance is. Maybe the anticoagulant which is added to the blood when a technician draws it from a donor affects this needed substance. 
    

    
              One true vampire I spoke with, “Felix,” gave some additional reasons why blood from a blood bank is not the answer:
    

    
              “I must protect my identity, as you know. How would I find a doctor to cooperate with me and order the blood without risking disclosure? And how could I get it as often as I need it? A person can’t just go buy a pint of blood.” He paused a moment, then continued. “Look, even if I could get that far, you know how much a pint of blood costs?”
    

    
              I nodded yes. Felix’s point was valid. He needs to drink six to eight ounces of blood every day. With the price of blood nearing $100 a pint, he could never afford it. 
    

    
              With all the problems involved in obtaining blood and covering up the constant quest for it, a logical question arises: Can a true vampire ever overcome the need for human blood? As far as we have been able to determine, the answer is no. Two of those we interviewed had tried to go without it, but could not get beyond one bloodless day. The other five had no desire to find out; they were convinced that the problems they face are as nothing compared to the blood-withdrawal symptoms, coupled with their fear of aging and possible death. 
    

    
              If you have decided from this that you’re not a vampire, and will never be one, don’t be too hasty in your conclusion.  We asked each of the nine true vampires when their blood-drinking began, and it may surprise you to know that not all of them were “born-into” vampirism. Four of them did say they just “always” needed human blood. We asked each of them if their parents or other relatives also drank human blood, but none of them would discuss their families. As researchers we found this very frustrating; however, any data that could possibly give their identity away was strictly avoided. I’m sure I have never been given a true, correct name by any of these nine individuals. 
    

    
              The remaining five true vampires we interviewed did not begin to drink human blood until they were well into their teens. Each one said they realized their need for human blood as soon as they first tasted a few drops of it. 
    

    
              One man told us he hit his thumb with a hammer and automatically put the profusely bleeding thumb into his mouth to ease the pain and lick the blood away. He suddenly felt a compelling need for more blood, and kept making the wound bleed until he felt “reasonably satisfied.” Two women also mentioned licking blood from a badly bleeding wound as their introduction to vampirism. Two others mentioned that friends who were blood fetishists first introduced them to vampirism. In every case, as soon as they tasted an ounce or more of blood (not the small amount you would have from a small flesh wound, but enough to cover the tongue), they felt an overwhelming need to have it again. Some tried cutting themselves with razor blades and tasted their own blood every day, but found they needed larger amounts of blood. They “graduated” to other means — finding blood fetishists to trade blood with, exchanging sex for blood, and participating in other blood rituals mentioned earlier. 
    

    
              Extracting blood from donors is somewhat of an art among vampires and other blood-drinking people. Some are taught by more talented blood-drinkers; and there is actually a correspondence course offered, along with a pamphlet, which teaches “how to become a vampire” — including lessons on how to find willing blood suppliers and how to extract blood by methods which are “painless” and even “pleasurable” to the donor.
    

    
              If you’ve ever had occasion to taste an appreciable amount of blood, found it unpleasant, and never desired it again, you can be reasonably sure you’re not a potential vampire.
    

    
              Another determining factor may be your age. According to what we’ve been told by several true vampires, if you’re over 30 years old and not a vampire, chances are you’ll never be one. 
    

    
              “Jeanette,” a true vampire we interviewed in 1978 had this to say about age:
    

    
              “By the time a person is 30 years old, the deterioration of the body is too far along, and the aging process cannot be reversed, even by drinking human blood.”
    

    
              Well, so far we’ve covered mythical vampires, vampire-like people, and true vampires, and you should have a pretty good idea where you fit or don’t fit in the world of vampirism. Blood-drinking people are what the average person usually think of in relation to vampirism; but there is another type of vampire, much more common, which we must still discuss. I would say that nearly every one of us has either met or been one of them, at some time.
    

    
      
    

    
              Let’s begin by redlining the word. Vampirism is actually the draining of physical energy from one individual to another, often via the blood. However, there are some people who can drain energy from others without ever touching them! We call these people “Psychic vampires.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Psychic vampires have an ability which can be compared to the ability of psychic healers, only in reverse. Psychic healers are able to transfer their own physical energy to a patient, helping to cure an illness or problem. The healer is often tired and weak after treating a patient because of the tremendous amount of energy given to the other. On the other hand, psychic vampires are able to sap energy from their victims, leaving them drained and sometimes actually ill, while the vampire comes away energized.
    

    
      
    

    
      There is another theory regarding the transferral of energy from a psychic healer to a patient. It suggests that the energy received is not the energy of the healer, but that the healer is a sort of transformer through whom cosmic energy passes and goes on to the receiver. Obviously, the phenomenon is not fully understood, but the results are still evident. What is known is that when either the psychic healer or the psychic vampire “plugs in” to the patient or victim, all involved undergo certain changes in their energy levels. 
    

    
      Some people seem to be born with a pronounced energy-ransferral ability, which can be developed through awareness and repetition. This seems to be linked with heightened psychic sensitivities; and since everyone has psychic abilities to a greater or lesser degree, it is possible for any one of us to develop into, among other things, psychic healers — or psychic vampires. Psychic phenomena often occur during times of emotional upheaval — for instance great happiness or deep depression — when psychic sensitivities seem to increase. The average person may have an isolated psychic experience because of this. 
    

    
      Now, let’s get back to psychic vampires. What’s this “plugging in?” Simply stated, the victim must acknowledge the presence of the vampire and “open the circuit” through which energy will flow. As an example, in a social situation the psychic vampire may greet a potential victim by saying “Hello.” If the “victim” responds with a positive reply, nothing more need be said. The “circuit” has been completed and in a few minutes the victim will feel quite uncomfortable, for no obvious reason. If a conversation develops between them, the victim will find himself wishing to get away; or feel an aversion to the psychic vampire. If there is no acceptable way of escape, the victim may actually develop a roaring headache, due to the loss of energy, and will eventually be left feeling totally “drained”and possibly really ill.
    

    
      On the other hand, the potential victim may sense something negative about the psychic vampire when they first meet, and simply avoid him, or reply to the greeting but not invite any further contact. This will prevent the psychic vampire from plugging in to his energy, and the vampire will go on to an easier target. This doesn’t mean that every time you meet a person you don’t particularly care for, he or she is a psychic vampire. There are hundreds of reasons why people attract or repel each other. But your psychic abilities do come into play at the strangest times, and I would suggest you follow your “instincts” in these encounters. 
    

    
      What can you do if you find yourself a victim of a psychic vampire? You may have unknowingly allowed one to plug into your energy — now what? You have to break the circuit.
    

    
      Here is where garlic, a crucifix, a Star of David, a good-luck charm, or other amulet can come into play in warding off a vampire — a psychic vampire, that is. By putting all your awareness on something you believe is good for you, by concentrating on a person who loves you, or in other words, by positive thinking, you are creating a protective shield of energy between you and the psychic vampire and will be able to stop the flow of energy from your body. This is because when you clear the brain of all thoughts but one, the mental powers grow.
    

    
      Chances are you have met a psychic vampire. Did you ever describe someone as a “pain in the neck” or avoid certain people because they “give you a headache” or “turn you off”? Did anyone ever nearly bore you “to death”? Have you ever found a person annoying but couldn’t put your finger on why?
    

    
      Apparently, psychic vampires have a lower energy level than the average person, and must raise it by taking energy from others. Anyone whose energy is depleted at one time or another may become a psychic vampire until their energy returns naturally.  I don’t mean cases where energy is depleted because of strong exercise or hard physical labor. Indeed, after a rest period, energy is actually increased after this type of activity. I’m talking about emotional energy. As I mentioned before, the psychic sensitivities seem to increase during times of emotional turbulence, so the ability to transfer energy could increase at these times.
    

    
      A state of depression, for instance, makes us feel drained and weak, and it “takes all our energy just to get out of bed in the morning.” But talking to someone often makes us feel better; however, our confidants may feel worse than they did before they talked to us!
    

    
      The true psychic vampire is aware of his lack of energy, and of his ability to sap energy from others, which he has developed with practice.But there are individuals who are unknowingly sapping energy from others, and who only do this in times of emotional stress. Some examples of psychic vampires: the chronic complainer; the pessimist; the person who never seems happy; the domineering teacher who takes pleasure in browbeating students for no reason; the spouse who makes life miserable for a mate.
    

    
      Energies constantly flow between people, and usually there is a balance between what goes out and what comes in. In some cases, though, the balance is temporarily upset. When a person has a high level of energy, we often describe him or her as “glowing” with health, happiness, life — and people around them come away “feeling good” and more energetic themselves. Conversely, people with low energy levels are often described as “dull and lifeless”, and people around them feel “worse” after encountering them. These are examples of  imbalanced energy transferral.
    

    
      In a group situation, it’s possible for the entire group to act as a psychic vampire, sapping energy; or as a psychic “healer” giving off extra energy. A good example of this type of group is an audience. Every actor or actress has had the experience of a “good” audience, where the performance just seemed to flow easily, and the applause left the cast “glowing.” The same cast performing to another audience can feel like they had to plod through the show, and afterwards come away drained and tired. This is also a reaction to the audience’s “vibes” or energy. 
    

    
      Have you ever stayed up until the wee hours of the morning in lively conversation with a group of interesting, dynamic people; and then wondered why you weren’t tired after only two hours of sleep? Or had the opposite happen, where after a short meeting with some dull, boring group, you just had no energy left for anything but sleeping?
    

    
      Have you recognized any of these psychic vampires? Remember, by positive thinking and concentration, you can ward off the effects of these people. 
    

    
      Maybe you’ve found yourself among this type of vampire, and never knew the effect you had on others until now. If so, and you would like to change, it is possible. Next time you find that you’re out of sorts, depressed, fatigued for no reason, first become even more aware of your feelings. Then concentrate intensely on something positive. Clear your mind of everything else and concentrate. You can build up your energy this way, and will not need to sap it from the people around you. The more you practice this, the easier it will be for you, and you will soon be “glowing” with your own energy. You will be happier, others around you will be happier, and you will also be able to ward off any energy-draining people you may meet. That old “power of positive thinking” we’ve all heard so much about really is a power.
    

    
      Before we leave the subject of whether or not you're a potential vampire, here’s something else to think about: There is something fascinating about blood. Deep down, a lot of people have a blood lust which draws them to situations where blood is involved. They are able to channel this lust into socially acceptable activities, but it still exists. 
    

    
      Sports involving violence and possible blood draw huge crowds. Boxing fans scream, “We want blood! Kill ‘em! Let’s see some blood!” Hockey fans seem to enjoy watching bloody fistfights between opposing players almost more than the game itself. Cock fights where the prime objective is to have two birds lacerate each other until one of them dies, bring rounds of cheers and applause from the spectators. And what’s the object of fencing? or bullfights?
    

    
      Another example of possible latent blood lust is the way most people prefer to eat meat. What is it about a “juicy” steak (which is really a “bloody” steak) that makes one salivate and want to bite it? 
    

    
      And what about a “love-bite” — better known as a “hickey”? To suck one’s partner’s blood nearly through the skin… is this a latent form of vampirism? Why is the color red so popular? 
    

    
      The fact is, there is a whole lot of interest in blood, both on a conscious and on a subconscious level, among human beings; and we spend a fortune to feed this blood lust.
    

    
      A look at the media, entertainment, business, and advertising worlds will show just how profitable our latent blood lust has been, and will also assure you that you’re not alone with your attraction to blood. 
    

    
      There’s a sort of “vampire fever” raging all around us, and people everywhere just love it. 
    

    
      I was walking up 43rd Street near Fifth Avenue in Manhattan not too long ago, when I saw something that made me think I might be working too hard. Not ten steps ahead of me, two green men were strolling along, one in a black opera cape with a red lining, and one wearing a white cape lined in black.
    

    
      “Come on, Kaplan,” I told myself. “You’re letting this research get to you… imagining vampires all over the place!”
    

    
      Other people were walking right past them without so much as a curious glance; but in New York, where the unusual is commonplace, nobody seems surprised to see anything. The Statue of Liberty was on the corner giving out abortion paphlets, her spiked crown and torch set off nicely by tennis sneakers and dirty socks. There was a man dressed in a green plastic garbage bag, with bouncing springs stuck in his afro, singing to himself as he skipped along Fifth Avenue. And there I was, my attache case emblazoned with “Stephen Kaplan — Vampirologist” — and nobody was paying much attention to any of us,either. 
    

    
      I blinked a couple of times and looked again, and the green men were still there, so I walked a little faster and caught up with them. 
    

    
      “Good morning, gentlemen. Aren’t you out a little early today?” I asked, keeping step with them. 
    

    
      They both turned and smiled, and the one in black removed his false fangs. “Hard to talk right with these,” he said. Then he pointed to his companion. “We’re on our way to see ‘Passion of Dracula’ downtown, so we decided to dress for the occasion. We just love vampires!”
    

    
       I watched them until they disappeared down a subway entrance, two more people caught up in the vampire fever of the time; and I started thinking about how things have changed in the world of vampires-for-entertainment during the past few years.
    

    
      When I was a child, Dracula was a horrible, terrifying creature that I’d never want to meet up with! I covered my eyes with my jacket and peeked ever so carefully so Dracula wouldn’t see me in my seat, when Bela Lugosi bared his fangs; and I cheered when he was killed at the end, relieved that now I wouldn’t have to worry about him. I don’t think I reacted that way only because I was very young; indeed, the grown-ups seemed just as scared as I was.
    

    
      But nowadays, nobody’s scared anymore. The terrifying, blood-sucking creature of the past has evolved into a loveable, desirable sex-symbol. His need for blood is treated somewhat like a social problem akin to bad breath; and women the world over are just dying to have the macho Dracula bite them, please. In fact, Dracula has become the most popular entertainment fiend in history — a multi-billion-dollar phenomenon. 
    

    
      Vampire movies, plays, TV shows, magazine and newspaper articles have multiplied to the point where it is hard to keep track of them all.
    

    
      
        We’ve had movies of Nosferatu and Dracula and Count Dracula and Blackula and a remake of Dracula, and a remake of Nosferatu, and Love at First Bite, and Love at Second Bite, and Martin, and Nightwing, and The Hunger; and there’s no end in sight to the new ones out every month. 
        

                In 1979 there were three Dracula plays showing simultaneously on the New York City stages, as well as road companies playing around the country — and around the world.
      
    

    
      England, France, Germany, Canada and others have added contributions to the vampire stockpile. And all these movies and plays, no matter how good or bad, draw record crowds. 
    

    
      Television has offered up a screamingly successful vampire soap opera called Dark Shadows; plus a series called The Night Stalker in a more serious vein. There were television versions of Dracula, a lot of other vampire tales, and documentaries exploring vampire myths and legends. One children’s show has a loveable vampire who teaches you how to count — “Van, two, three, four, five.” His name is The Count (what else?). Vampires appear in commercials to sell us everything from yogurt to children’s games to New York at night.
    

    
      There’s vampire wallpaper, tee shirts, breakfast cereals, comic books, kiddie records; and my favorite — a vampire kit shaped like a coffin, containing a miniature stake, “holy water,” a crucifix or other religious symbols of choice, and a clove of garlic. 
    

    
      Magazines and newspapers need only mention vampires in one way or another and their sales go up considerably. 
    

    
      Why all this interest in vampires? Because the interest in blood, latent or overt, is nearly universal; and people tend to channel this interest or attraction into socially acceptable forms. 
    

    
      There’s also another reason. The search for immortality, or the “fountain of youth” is one of the most intriguing quests of mankind. Isn’t this really what science and medicine are seeking by developing ways to ward off disease and slow up the aging process? And isn’t the research into “life after death” really an attempt to show that life won’t end — or in other words, a search for immortality?
    

    
      The cosmetic industry is making a fortune selling creams that control wrinkles and makeup to create a youthful appearance. Jogging, health spas, health foods, massages, calisthenics, meditation, yoga, and cosmetic surgery are all the more proof of our desire for eternal youth. 
    

    
      The vampire is the embodiment of both the blood lust and the desire for immortality; and although we’re not usually aware of it, this is why we are ever-eager to read about them, watch them in the movies and on television, and buy products associated with them. The media have successfully taken a subject with universal appeal and adapted it to our present environment; and to increase sales, they’ve removed the “fear factor” to a great extent. Could you be afraid of a friendly vampire smiling through his fangs on the cereal box at breakfast? Would the loveable vampire who teaches little children how to count hurt anyone? Of course not!
    

    
      For good measure, the media have recently taken another universally appealing subject — sex — and incorporated it into the vampire’s mystique. Dracula as a sex symbol, totally overpowering, young and handsome despite his years, is knocking ‘em dead at the box office. 
    

    
      The result of all this was summed up in the words of those two false-fanged fellows I met on Fifth Avenue: “We just love vampires.”
    

    
      So you see, we all have a little bit of vampire in us; and unless you’ve found yourself in the true vampire category, you probably are no different from the guy or gal next door. Stop worrying about it. 
    

    
      Well, now that we’ve settled that, would you like to take a look at some of the data we’ve received from people like yourself? People with open, inquisitive minds and a distinct interest in vampires? Just turn the page…
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Chapter VII
    

    
      Entrancing Theories & Thoughts
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Vampires have been around for ages, in legend and myth and — we believe — in the flesh. These beings… are they human? Are they super-human? Are they mutants? Could they be from another world? Does blood have strange powers?
    

    
      All these questions and more have been mulled over and worried about by a lot of people, and a great number of them shared their thoughts and research with us, from the first week the Center opened. 
    

    
      We’ve burrowed through the mounds of information and literature that constantly cross our desks and have unearthed some juicy food for thought. There are theories about the origin of vampires and ideas on how vampire tales could have evolved; some tidbits of information that, when absorbed from the viewpoint of a vampirologist, will quicken your heartbeat. I’m not saying that I agree with all these concepts, nor that I disagree. What follows is simply a potpourri of some of the more interesting data which we take into consideration in our research. 
    

    
      
    

    
      BLOOD — THE ELIXIR OF LIFE
    

    
      
    

    
      Blood… the life force… the essence of life. This idea of the power of blood could have evolved from the time of primitive man. If an animal or another man were speared and the blood oozed out, the hunter or warrior assumed that death was taking place. Now, if the loss of blood meant death, perhaps he believed that the absorption of blood would give life. 
    

    
      
    

    
      BLOOD AND RELIGION
    

    
      
    

    
      Throughout the civilized world, blood is used as an important part of religious ceremonies. Probably the most familiar of these is the Christian ritual of Communion, where bread and wine are used symbolically to represent the flesh and blood of Christ. Catholics believe that when a priest blesses the bread and wine, it actually becomes the body and blood of Christ; and when the congregation partakes of these foods they are physically and spiritually “communing” with Christ, taking His life or spirit into themselves. 
    

    
      Paradoxically, an interesting mention of blood is found in the Bible: “...the blood is the life, and you shall not eat the life…” (Deut. 12: 23, 24, 25, 27.)
    

    
      Ancient cultures frequently offered the blood of a perfect, unblemished lamb or other animal to their gods, making an elaborate ritual of the sacrifice. Some would offer the blood of a perfect human, usually a young virgin or child. 
    

    
      BLOOD ON OUR DINNER TABLE
    

    
      
    

    
      The very thought of tasting human blood is totally repulsive to most of us. But when you stop to think a moment, you’ll realize that we have all tasted human blood at some time or other. Haven’t you ever cut a finger and licked the blood away? Or been to the dentist’s and swallowed some blood from a cut in your gums?
    

    
      Although you may not have thought about it, you probably enjoy the taste of blood — animal blood. The “juicy” cut of meat is really the “bloody” cut; several delicacies from around the world are made with animal blood. Yorkshire pudding is made from beef blood; a delicious chocolate-flavored Italian dessert, called sanguinocci, is made from pig’s blood (in the United States, beef blood is substituted because of possible trichinosis); pig’s blood is also the prime ingredient in the sausage we call blood pudding; and what do you think makes your beef gravy so tasty?
    

    
      Getting hungry? How about a nice, rare steak, au jus? Hearty appetite!
    

    
      
    

    
      BLOOD AND SEX
    

    
      
    

    
      An interesting morsel of mythology tells of Lilith, one of four demons belonging to the incubi-succobae class, appearing in Sumerian scripture around 2400 B.C. She was the first wife of Adam, subsequently replaced by the serene, benign Eve, which made her very angry. She had a definite blood lust. In LEGEND OF THE JEWS, Lilith “drains the very essence of men.”
    

    
      The Hebrew Succobus, or night demon, visited men who slept alone and raped them, causing noctrurnal emissions. This is the first analogy between semen and blood — both are life-forces; both are warm and sticky when freshly drawn; and the “loss” of either leaves one in a temporary lethargy. 
    

    
      In early myths, women in general are considered vampiristic and parasitic. (Forgive me, Gloria Steinem.) The Chinese “Yin” or masculine energy force, is increased during intercourse if the man can withhold ejaculation. If he cannot, the energy is then spilled over into the woman, and the man becomes weakened, while the woman becomes strengthened. 
    

    
      Another link between blood and sex is seen in the many taboos concerning menstruation among primitive and not so primitive cultures. 
    

    
      And consider the blood-letting fretish practiced on wedding nights when virgin brides must prove their chastity with a show of blood. 
    

    
      
    

    
      PRIMITIVE IDEAS
    

    
      
    

    
      Primitive people, living at a low technology level, reason in a child-like way. They have a poetic and imaginative way of looking at death and life beyond — which could explain the evolving of certain vampire tales. 
    

    
      Blood was the essential factor in the human sacrifices of ancient Mexico and Peru, where thousands were killed to insure a bountiful harvest. Primitive man always enriched the soil with human blood. 
    

    
      Conversely, some cultures believe that the soul-power of a person is in his blood, and if it is spilled on the earth it will threaten anyone who walks on it. Some primitive societies believed contact with menstrual blood was particularly dangerous. They isolated and even caged their women. In some cultures, menstruating women were prevented from touching the earth with their feet so they wouldn’t pollute it. 
    

    
      
    

    
      15,000 GALLONS OF MISSING BLOOD
    

    
      
    

    
      Blood donated to blood banks must be used within the first 21 days after it has been drawn, otherwise it is destroyed. 
    

    
      An article in New York Magazine, November 6, 1978 page 67, states that statistics on blood collection and use in New York City show 26,000 units of blood had to be discarded in one year. However, 125,000 units — over 15,000 GALLONS — are unaccounted for. 
    

    
      Now, we can think of a lot of rational reasons for this. Poor bookkeeping, breakage which went unrecorded. But between you and me, do you think there’s another possibility? 
    

    
      
    

    
      BEAUTY TIP
    

    
      
    

    
      Some people believe that drinking or bathing in blood maintains energy and youth. They find various ways to obtain their blood — for instance, belonging to one of many blood cults in the country today.
    

    
      In the 15th Century, Elizabeth Bathory, the Hungarian Countess who bathed in human blood, accidentally discovered that blood spilled on her skin made it appear fresher and whiter. But her beauty ritual was rather anti-social. 
    

    
      
    

    
      MIRRORS
    

    
      
    

    
      Many legends state that a vampire has no soul. It is also said that vampires cast no reflection in a mirror. (We have never found this to be true in our research.)
    

    
      This idea could have evolved from the beliefs of certain primitive peoples who, even today, will not look in a mirror nor allow photographs to be taken of themselves. They think that the reflected image or the photograph is their soul or spirit taken from them. 
    

    
      Following this up with the belief that a vampire has no soul, then the vampire would have no mirror image, nor would it show up in a photograph. 
    

    
      
    

    
      PREMATURE BURIAL THEORY
    

    
      
    

    
      One suggestion for the origin of vampire tales is that in the past, before embalming of corpses became popular, an occasional person who seemed to be dead, but was really in a cataleptic trance or other state of suspended animation, would be buried alive. Upon awakening, if the poor victim was fortunate enough to manage to dig out of the grave, he would certainly give the impression of rising from the dead. And after the trauma of being buried alive, with little oxygen and no food for several hours or even days, his mental state could make him act in an aggressive or “scary” manner. 
    

    
      
    

    
      CRYOGENIC MAN — THE VAMPIRE OF THE FUTURE
    

    
      
    

    
      Cryogenics involves preservation of tissue by chemically freezing it. In recent years, some people with presently untreatable medical problems have arranged to have their bodies preserved cryogenically when they die. 
    

    
      Immediately upon death, the blood is removed from the body and replaced with a chemical preservative. The body is then frozen in stages, wrapped in foil, and suspended in liquid hydrogen in a specially-prepared capsule (coffin?). THe hope is that when medical science is ready, these individuals can be given fresh blood, revived, and given the needed medical treatment, enabling them to live healthy lives again. 
    

    
      Two interesting theories about cryogenics and its relationship to vampires have evolved. 
    

    
      The first concerns the possibility that a vampire tale could have developed from a misunderstanding of information which was beyond the comprehension of the people of two thousand years ago. In the Bible, Jesus says that in the future the dead will rise and walk with the living. Could this possibly be a reference to cryogenics, told as a parable as Jesus often taught his lessons? 
    

    
      As an analogy, how would you explain an airplane to a primitive aborigine? Trying to simplify it, you might just call the plane a big bird which men could ride in. This would be in the frame of reference of the primitive person, and he could relate to it. 
    

    
      Now imagine trying to explain cryogenic preservation of a human body for future revivifying — to people whose technology consisted of horse-drawn chariots, who never heard or even dreamed of chemically induced freezing of tissue, or advanced medical procedures. A Master such as Jesus Christ, who had precognition of such future accomplishments, could very likely have attempted to explain this complicated subject in a simple way by saying that “the dead will rise and walk among the living.” This would have been in the frame of reference of the people of His time. However, if this information were misinterpreted by some, a vampire story could evolve. The rising of the dead, the blood giving life again — these are two major ingredients in every vampire tale. 
    

    
      The second theory regarding cryogenic man revived asks some haunting questions: What will these reanimated people be like? Could their souls remain trapped in suspended animation indefinitely? If not, what kind of creature would awaken… a scientific oddity? — or, tomorrow’s soulless vampire? 
    

    
      
    

    
      RABID BAT THEORY
    

    
      
    

    
      It’s been said that the bite of a vampire will, in turn, make the victim into a vampire. Doesn’t this sound like a disease is being transmitted? Could vampirism be caused by a virus? With this in mind, we came across an interesting theory in Omni Magazine, June, 1979. It suggests that rabid bats, probably vampire bats in the warmer climates, may have been the original cause of human vampires. The theory ties bats and vampires together very nicely. Here’s how: 
    

    
      Bats normally live in caves. So did many primitive people. Bats often carry and transmit the rabies virus, and unlike most rabid animals, who die within about three weeks of contracting the disease, a rabid bat can live up to 18 months. 
    

    
      Rabies causes aggressive behavior and an urge to bite. The rabies virus is concentrated in the saliva. Another symptom of a recently-infected animal (and man is an animal) is a preference for solitude and discomfort in bright light. The victim of a vite from a rabid animal also develops the disease, and has the same symptoms. 
    

    
      If a rabid bat were to bite a cave man, the victim, now ill with rabies himself, could have retreated to the cool, dark solitude in the back of the cave, along with the bats. Family or friends who might have tried to bring him food or comfort could easily have been attacked and bitten by the sick man, thus also contracting rabies. The bat’s victim and the other victims, now showing the symptoms of rabies, could have appeared to be acting just like the bats. 
    

    
      This theory ended here. I’d like to continue it one step further… 
    

    
      Suppose the cave man-victim were to develop an immunity to the rabies virus so that he did not die, but only suffered the symptoms of the disease. Or suppose the virus mutated somewhere along the line of transmittal so that the victim didn't die, but still had the symptoms? You’d then have a person who preferred being in solitude in a dark, cool place, who had learned to emulate the creatures he was surrounded by (vampire bats) as they dined on blood, and who had an overwhelming urge to bite. Hmm…
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      BABY VAMPIRES
    

    
      
    

    
      We could say that every single human being has spent several months as a vampire. During pregnancy, the fetus gets all of its food - its very life itself - from the blood of the mother-host in whose body the fetus is carried. 
    

    
      
    

    
      TWO QUICKIES
    

    
      
    

    
      Vampires might be a separate species which developed concurrently with man. And give them credit — they’ve managed to stay as hidden, almost, as the Loch Ness Monster all these years. 
    

    
      Vampires might be extraterrestrial beings. 
    

    
      
    

    
      QUESTION
    

    
      
    

    
      Could some of the vandalism in cemeteries, where graves are dug up and tombstones overturned, have actually been done by self-styled “vampire hunters?” 
    

    
      
    

    
      BLOOD BATHS
    

    
      
    

    
      Blood will clot within a few minutes after drawing it, unless an anticoagulant is added. This makes one wonder how Elizabeth Bathory, for instance, could have bathed in blood. She’d have ended up sitting in something like a tub full of bloody Jell-O.
    

    
      A cadaver’s blood will coagulate, then liqueify again. 
    

    
      
    

    
      BLOOD DRINKING 
    

    
      
    

    
      Drinking blood is very dangerous. There’s a good possibility of contracting hepatitis. Blood bank personnel are particularly aware and cautious about handling blood. If it should contact an open wound, even a small cut on one’s finger, there’s a danger of hepatitis. This has actually caused death for many a technician and doctor. 
    

    
      
    

    
      REPLACING BLOOD
    

    
      
    

    
      A healthy blood donor replaces the donated pint of blood within a few days. 
    

    
      A normal person can lose one-third of his usual 10 to 12 pints of blood and still survive. 
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      THE AGING PROCESS
    

    
      
    

    
      For years, biologists have been looking for the reason for aging. One experiment done by gerontologists at the W. Alton Jones Cell Science Center in Lake Placid, New York, seemed to show that vitamin E doubled the life span of a cell culture. However, no one, including the original gerontologists, could reproduce the results of that cell culture, and it is now believed that the extension of the life of the cell culture was not due to vitamin E at all, but to some as yet unidentified ingredient in the 
      calf serum
       in which the cells were grown. 
    

    
      
    

    
      KAPLAN’S “VAMPIRE SYNDROME” THEORY
    

    
      
    

    
      On July 10, 1979, the New York Daily ran a story of a little girl with a very rare disease. Penny V. was chronologically five years old, but her body had aged to the equivalent of an 80-year-old woman. She suffered from arthritis, cataracts, and deafness. 
    

    
      It seemed that Penny had aged 16 years for every actual year of her life. Since such a disease has been proven to exist, couldn’t it be possible that a reverse-type affliction could exist? And because it is so rare, it may simply be as unnoticed as Penny’s disease was until very recently. 
    

    
      Let’s assume this hypothetical disease could exist, and let’s call it Vampire Syndrome. If the biblical three score plus ten is man’s normal life span, then a person with Vampire Syndrone could live to 70 x 16 years, or an actual chronological age of 1,120 years! A vampire who looks 35 years old could actually be 560 years old! 
    

    
      A milder form of Vampire Syndrome might slow the aging process, say, eight years for every chronological year. There could be various degrees of Vampire Syndrome. Here’s a table of some actual life spans, and the correlation to Vampire Syndrome: 
    

    
      
        [image: ]
      
    

    
      
    

    
      And hypothetically speaking, if Dracula really had existed and was born in 1431, with the full Vampire Syndrome, in 1980 he would look 34 years old, be actually 549 years old, and could expect to live until the year 2551!
    

    
      
    

    
      THE BACTERIA THEORY
    

    
      
    

    
      From one of our correspondents in San Francisco, the following thoughts and ideas on vampirism and its myths:
    

    
      “Bacillus areogenes is responsible for vampirism. It grows in the absence of oxygen, and causes gas gangrene — rare among the living, but common among the dead. With gas gangrene, the face and neck become bloated; the tongue becomes swollen and protrudes beyond the teeth, the hair and nails become loosened and easily detatched. Bloodstained froth may appear at the mouth and nostrils. 
    

    
      “The swollen appearance of the corpse with gas gangrene is also characteristic of the traditional vampire, particularly in Greek mythology. So is the bloodstained froth.
    

    
      “Gangrene in a living person can be prevented by applying garlic. It is amazingly antiseptic, and was liberally administered during World Wars I and II. Thousands of tons of garlic were used, and it really worked in checking the spread of gangrene. (Thus the use of garlic to ward off vampires.)
    

    
      “Sunlight impedes bacterial growth, as does excessive heat. (Vampires always avoid sunlight; and one way to destroy them is cremation.)
    

    
      “Holy water (water and salt, blessed by a priest) when applied to diseased flesh would probably act on it as acid does to normal flesh. Salt was often used as an antiseptic in the past. The belief that vampires cannot cross bodies of salt water may be related to this, too.”
    

    
      
    

    
      FROM AN EXPERT ON AGING
    

    
      
    

    
      One of the results of our 1982 Vampire Census — which will be the subject of another book — was a letter from a noted scientist who has spent many years in researching of the aging process. He believes that a long-chain fatty alcohol known as triacontanol sustains certain metabolic processes which may be responsible for the unique characteristics of vampires such as their exceptionally long lifespan and their outstanding strength and endurance. 
    

    
      
    

    
      There are many more theories and thoughts I could tell you about, but the ones here, along with the facts and the educated guesses, should give you a glimpse of the mounds of information we’ve dug through during the past years.
    

    
      New data pours in constantly, from our correspondents around the world, from newspaper and magazine articles, from people who are doing their own research and share their findings with us; and every item is weighed and measured by our staff, then filed for reference whenever a new case comes up. 
    

    
      There seems to be no end to the new cases. Sometimes I feel that, rather than being near the end of our research, after ten years we’ve only just begun. 
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Chapter VIII
    

    
      Sunrise — The Conclusion
    

    
      
    

    
      It isn’t easy to write a conclusion to this book. It seems like I’ve begun this chapter a hundred times, and each time I had to stop because a new case would develop that I wanted to include. This could go on indefinitely — just as our work at the Center does. So I’ve decided to end this book at the beginning. 
    

    
      You see, all the case histories and all the experiences the Vampire Research Center has had in its first decade have simply set the stage for what is to come. Now that we’ve gained acceptance as legitimate researchers, we’re collecting even more amazing data. There are new projects and new experiences just around the corner; and we’re beginning to shed some light on the dark subject of vampirism. We’re learning that when you get a good, up-close look at something frightening, it isn’t quite so fearful after all.
    

    
      It’s six o’clock in the morning as I write this, and for the past hour I’ve been watching the shadows of the trees through my back-yard window. At night, in the moon-lit haze, it’s eerie out there. but the sunrise slowly erases the shadows, and the ominous scene becomes one of familiar objects in the morning light. 
    

    
      As I watch the shadows disappear, it brings to mind how the past ten years have been a sort of “sunrise” on the fear-shadowed subject of vampirism. We started in the dark, unsure of what we would find and also fearful of it. Our research has filtered some light on vampires, but there are still a lot of shadows to erase. We haven’t got the whole picture yet. All we are sure of is that vampires definitely do exist. It’s unclear what causes them to react as they do to blood. They still frighten us, but not as much; we’re beginning to understand them. Hopefully, the next few years of our research will complete the “sunrise” and we’ll really know what vampires are.
    

    
      There are those who will say that our work is simply unprovable hearsay. They will say that people claiming to be vampires, showing us coffins they have constructed, drinking blood in our presence, and describing their experiences is no proof. People want names, dates, evidence of bodies, sightings of vampires at work — otherwise it could all be written off as the delusions of individuals imagining they are something that they are not. This is fair criticism. Just because someone claims to be a vampire and shows up at the Vampire Research Center, it is not evidence of a true vampire. But after our examinations and evaluation, when we place that individual into one of the four vampire categories, we’ve gotten closer to the truth than anyone has dared to get before. 
    

    
      Our critics would have us dissect the creature, or destroy it. Others demand that we exhibit these blood-drinking individuals on television or show their photographs, or at least bring one to a radio talk show. My answer to these critics is to point out that the goals of the Vampire Research Center do not include being entertainers, nor will we betray the confidence of individuals whom we have interviewed. We couldn’t get the data we’re looking for if we did — and we could also put ourselves into a dangerous situation by revealing the identity of these people. Blood-drinkers shun publicity with a passion, and this is quite understandable. Many who had let their blood lust be known ended up in mental institutions or as targets of death threats from people who believed them cursed by Satan, or who simply wanted to be rid of them. Like the vampire, I myself had to become less accessible to the public because of death threats; and I only 
      study
       blood drinking.
    

    
      Of course, the Vampire Research Center is not protecting criminals, or encouraging disturved individuals to drink blood. We have referred many people to helpful agencies when it seemed warranted. We also work closely with law enforcement officials. Evidence of crimes is always reported, and in return we are consulted in certain police cases where blood drinking is involved, because we understand these individuals more than the police do. But we do not make our interviewees the subject of entertainment.
    

    
      The unsettling truth is that there is an awful lot of blood-drinking going on — by true vampires and vampire-like persons, as well as blood fetishists — and the more we can understand this phenomenom, the better able we will be to deal with it. 
    

    
      To those who still feel our findings are unprovable, I’d like to point out that I’ve yet to see an Abominable Snowman on the Tonight Show; I’ve yet to see a crew from the evening TV news reporting from inside a UFO; not one creature from outer space has ever been interviewed by any talk show host that I’ve heard of. And yet there are still hundreds of books on these subjects, all claiming to be true. 
    

    
      As far as the information collected by the Vampire Research Center so far is concerned, I myself am not fully satisfied. There’s much more to learn. I’m fascinated with the idea of finding something in blood that will prolong life or keep people young-looking and healthy. In fact, one of our upcoming projects at the Center is Project Vampire. This is an experiment where we will feed laboratory animals a diet of blood of their own species for several generations, to see if they live any longer than their control group. 
    

    
      We all hope to hear from Elizabeth again, and somehow I truly feel we have not heard the last of that puzzling case. 
    

    
      Another project underway is our recently-released World’s First Official Vampire Census and its follow-up, the L.O.V.E (Last Official Vampire Evaluation). These are questionnaires about vampirism and blood drinking in the United States today. We’re getting hundreds of responses, some with incredible stories, and they’re coming from every single state in the nation. When we process and analyze this information we will release it to the public. As it appears now, the question is not whether vampires are real, but rather how many and where they are — and how we should deal with them.
    

    
      The map on page 59 shows the vampire population in our country as we have ascertained it as of June, 1982.
    

    
      So the cases go on, and the hoaxes, and the phone calls, too, even though our telephone numbers are now unlisted. 
    

    
      And precious new facts keep turning up. 
    

    
      It’s almost dawn.
    

    
              The sun is rising. 
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      APPENDIX
    

    
      HOW THE VRC CATEGORIZES, INTERVIEWS, AND EXAMINES ALLEGED VAMPIRES
    

    
      
    

    
              The following is a modified version of the methods used at the VRC. Because of the nature of these investigations, not everything can be revealed. 
    

    
      
    

    
      TELEPHONE INTERVIEWS
    

    
              Callers are divided into two categories: pranksters and candidates for further interview.
    

    
              Vampire Attack Reports
    

    
      Where did the attack occur? When? How? To whom?
    

    
      Witnesses?
    

    
      Description of vampire. 
    

    
      Description of wound, if any.
    

    
      Did victim go to a doctor? Why not? or Result?
    

    
      Did police receive report of attack? When?
    

    
      Precinct? Case number? Action? or Why no action? or Why not reported to police?
    

    
      
    

    
      We often receive vampire attack reports long after the actual attack occurred. besides calls from the victims themselves, we get calls from their friends and relatives, and these people do not have all the details. Sometimes the callers were not aware of our organization at the time of the attack,then came across us in a telephone book; and sometimes as much as a year goes by between the attack and the report to us. With this time element involved, the reports become a mixture of amnesia and embellishments as well as truth. Any wounds are healed, and there is no chance to document them with photographs. 
    

    
      The most we can do with this type of information is catalog it. We try to calm and soothe the callers, and hope that now that they are aware of our research they will report any future vampire activity they hear of. However, the possibility of another attack occurring in the same area or to the same person is very slim. The true vampire would not risk detection in such a manner. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Calls From Self-Confessed Vampires
    

    
              The questions we use to validate these callers cannot be revealed. Obviously, we would be ruining the effect of these questions on any future calls we receive. Anyone who is reading this and wanted to pull off a hoax could prepare answers for us; and the time and expense involved in disproving hoaxes is exhorbitant. Suffice it to say that we ask questions that determine how much the caller really knows about vampires.  
    

    
              “Transylvanian” accents usually indicate that the call is not serious, but this is not always true. Our researchers are being tested by the callers just as we are testing them, and many an important report has begun in jest until the caller felt comfortable with us .
    

    
              Questions and Sounds that Help Prove Validity
    

    
      Where are you calling from? Area code? Zip code? 
    

    
      Weather?
    

    
      Are you at a private phone or public booth?
    

    
      
    

    
      We must be aware of background sounds, snickers and chuckles, breathing, pauses that indicate less — than — spontaneous answers, and also note if noises such as traffic, etc., correspond to where the caller says he/she is calling from.
    

    
      And again, there are several other criteria which can’t be revealed. 
    

    
      
    

    
      FACE — TO — FACE INTERVIEWS
    

    
              After deciding that a caller is a good candidate for further interview, we try to arrange a personal meeting. Often, the caller refuses, and there are two reasons for this. First, the good hoaxter knows his trick will be discovered. This is just as well, as hoaxes add very little to our research. The second reason for refusal is fear of being exposed to the general public as a true vampire, and risking the consequences. Often, one of these people (who are, generally, not true vampires but believe they are) will call us several times, and eventually we win their confidence. 
    

    
              Those who finally agree to meet with us undergo an intense, three-part interview and investigation in the presence of   at least three staff members. This can last up to two hours:
    

    
      
    

    
      Part I
    

    
              
    

    
              This segment is to further eliminate hoaxes.
    

    
              Name? Birthday?
    

    
              Did you graduate from high school? When? or Why not?
    

    
              Did you attend college? Graduate? Major study?
    

    
              Did you attend any trade schools?
    

    
              Since high school, what jobs have you held? How long?
    

    
              Present occupation?
    

    
              Since birth, where have you lived.? Traveled?
    

    
              Married?
    

    
              Any children?
    

    
      
    

    
      Part II
    

    
      
    

    
              This part of the interview contains a more intense line of questioning, aimed at the actual blood-drinking habits and knowledge of vampirism. Many of these questions are “loaded” and the answers tell us more than the “vampire” may expect.
    

    
              Why are you here?
    

    
              What is a vampire?
    

    
              Why do you think you are a vampire.
    

    
              How long have you been a vampire?
    

    
              Describe your first blood-drinking experience.
    

    
              When did you first know you were a vampire?
    

    
              Do you drink human blood? Animal blood? Both?
    

    
              Difference?
    

    
              Why do you drink blood?
    

    
              What does blood taste like?
    

    
              Do you prefer it chilled or warm? Mixed with another liquid? Other?
    

    
              How do you store blood?
    

    
              How do you feel when you drink blood? After you drink it?
    

    
              Did you ever get sick from drinking blood?
    

    
              Did you ever have hepatitis?
    

    
              How much blood do you drink at one time?
    

    
              How often do you drink blood?
    

    
              Where do you get the blood from?
    

    
              How do you extract blood?
    

    
              Do you prefer blood from veins or arteries? Why? 
    

    
              Difference?
    

    
              How did you learn to extract blood?
    

    
              How do you feel if you don’t drink blood?
    

    
              Has your health changed since you’ve been drinking blood?
    

    
              Has your appearance changed?
    

    
              What type of bed do you sleep in?
    

    
              What other foods do you eat? How much? How often?
    

    
      
    

    
      Part III
    

    
      
    

    
              We now advance to a physical examination. After obtaining a complete medical history from the individual, we request that he/she put on a loose smock which leaves much of their arms and legs, neck and back visible. We then do the following:
    

    
              Visual examination of the hairline and neck to note any scars that would indicate plastic surgery. 
    

    
              Palpation of the face for indication of plastic implants.
    

    
              Eyes: Color, response to light; bloodshot?
    

    
              Breath
    

    
              Teeth — condition, orthodonture work, unusual characteristics.
    

    
              Arms, armpits, inner thigh, back of knee — any needlemarks noted.
    

    
              Skin condition — scars, discolorations, etc.
    

    
              Oral temperature.
    

    
              Tissue samples from mouth.
    

    
              Hair samples, with root.
    

    
              Blood samples, ideally three — immediately before drinking blood, right after drinking it, and several hours after (this requires the total cooperation and trust of the individual).
    

    
              Evaluation of overall physical condition — musculature, firmness, agility, any aches or pains, etc.
    

    
      
    

    
              Our three part examination always ends with our reassurance and promise to the individual that all information and findings from the interview will be absolutely confidential and not revealed in any way to anyone.
    

    
      
    

    
      THE VAMPIROLOGIST’S FIELD 
    

    
      INVESTIGATION KIT
    

    
      Walkie-Talkies                                                                 Tape Recorder
    

    
      Map of Area                                                                     Binoculars
    

    
      Candles & Matches                                                         Portable Radio
    

    
      First Aid Kit                                                                      Geological Hammer
    

    
      Bible, Holy Water                                                             Crucifix
    

    
      Paper & Pens                                                                  Camera, Garlic
    

    
      Star of David                                                                   Flashlight
    

    
      
    

    
              
    

    
      Each of these tools has its purpose, and most of them are self-evident. The crucifix, Star of David, Bible, holy water, and garlic all pertain to superstitious beliefs about vampires. These help us to weed out the hoaxes and vampire-like people… if the “vampire” reacts to any of them in the classical, Dracula-type way, we’re pretty sure we’re not dealing with a true vampire.
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