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     It seems long ago that I worked in a three-screen movie theatre in ---, Oregon.  Those brave persons who read this may find themselves in question or contempt of the veracity of this narrative, but I daresay read on for the benefit of the doubt.  I was much the cinema enthusiast; every popular actor or actress of the time I could list in detail of their other films and accomplishments.  I was but young, no more than 21 or so, and the events so vividly portrayed by film more than compensated for those in my average life.  I was especially interested in the shadows of the onscreen characters; those personalities who had secret lives, needs, ambitions, and relations to the other persons in the script.  Any clever script that was intellectually demanding or unceasingly original I loved, especially when the key piece of information was withheld until the dénouement.  Older movies also held great appeal - the ingenious directors like Kubrick and Hitchcock, who, without the aid of modern technological advents, still produced amazing works with what limited resources were available to them - the memorable lengths of dialogue or imagery before the cinematic audience sold its soul to special effects.  But I digress.

     I was born for the job.  I was a supervisor; my extremely insomniatic persuasion made the long nights of building and tearing down films easy and enjoyable.  Long after the amiable throngs of crowds had left the building littered and empty, the projectors upstairs offered me solace and reflection against the solitude.  The endlessly bitter quibbles and fights for power among the other employees ceased for those peaceful hours, and as I smoked atop the marquee while the film traveled through those numerous pulleys and wheels, I could not help but wonder how a town so lively during the day was so ghostly during the night.  Alas, the job was not perfect; the owner who lived in --- distrusted me, and the Coke products left a bitter taste in my throat.  After a time, the popcorn became tasteless to the point of morbidity, no matter the excess of salt.  I believe the dissatisfaction, however, owed more to the fact that, in spite of working there a year, I had not made an intimate friend of any other employee.  I owe these details simply to my vacant résumé - I awoke several years back on the sidewalk of Raven Lane, in ---, Washington, with complete amnesia, and simply could not identify with other people.  Though I sacrificed myself countless times to assist other persons in need - who were sick, needed vacation, or couldn't find a babysitter - I had yet to discover a companion who would earnestly discuss life, film, or anything else.  But this tale is not about loneliness.

     So it was with great anticipation that I discovered, upon coming to work one evening, that there was a new hire, a young woman near my own age, who shared common interests and passions.  I marveled at her thorough knowledge of both film and music, and a true friendship was rapidly struck.  As she was simultaneously proficient and intelligent, she was soon promoted to supervisor, and her prowess in threading film and computer skills soon made her a favorite of the manager.  I believe the manager soon noticed an affinity between this girl and myself, for I realized that her and I were never scheduled on the same shift, much to my chagrin.  Fortunately, she had a partiality toward the nocturnal, so I was able to talk with her at length during those cool summer evenings.  The sublime breeze swayed her auburn hair as if controlled by an unseen force when she would join me on the marquee, in secret alliance with the shine in her eyes and the blue fingernail polish, details that were eerily familiar.  Even the occasional rain did not decrease her aura, her glow; it seemed, rather, to enhance it.  But this is not exactly a love story.

     As our friendship grew, I learned more about her troubled past… her entire family - her loving parents, her jokester twin brother - had died in a devastating bombing of a public center in ---, California that had decimated its target and everything else inside a mile's radius when she was 17.  By fluke of coincidence or fate, she escaped unscathed.  Officially listed as dead, and, with the prospect of school or hospital unsettling, she chose to reinvent herself in Oregon.  Like myself, she was the avid linguist; we discussed at length movies, politics, and literature in French, Italian, Russian, Japanese, Spanish, German, or any other tongue we knew sufficient smatterings of to hold a decent conversation.  Often enough I would be adequately chivalrous to prepare some supper for the two of us, and she would show me the secrets of her amazing computer talents - talents that would scare the average citizen if only he or she knew of them.  These skills could not possibly have been learned through her classes at the local college - her tendency toward truancy was even worse than mine.  She liked me, I could tell - the toss of her hair, the mischievous hint of a smile in her sarcastic alacrity - but I knew it would not, could not, amount to anything.  C'iest las vie.

     It came with much surprise that, one beautiful evening, the police came to the theatre and marched me out to the squad car, muttering something about falsified papers, and murder, or some such nonsense.  Though my friend was not there, the flush in my cheeks at being accosted and handcuffed in front of my colleagues muted my ears and blurred my eyes with red tears.  What had I possibly done to deserve such a demeaning extraction from the job I so loved?  My senses cleared as I approached the station, and I remember the following sequence of events with great clarity.  The chief asked me to empty my possessions into the tray, and I dutifully complied - keys to the car, apartment, and theatre, a black ballpoint pen, a freshly-opened pack of smokes, and a receipt from the --- store.  The last item the officers eyed with great interest, and eagerly asked me of my whereabouts on the previous Saturday evening.  I said I did not remember, for I truly did not; I had no recollection of ever going to that particular store.  This they regarded with much peculiarity and even greater suspicion, to my growing alarm and agitation.  They asked me if I knew a female person named --- (and showed me a picture), to which I responded in the firm negative, furthering the perplexity in their countenances.  At this point they showed me another picture, of the same person, lifeless, with puncture holes in her neck, as though bitten, and I became even more puzzled than the investigating officers.  Only the most circumstantial of evidence was against me, with which they could hold me for 24 hours, but no more.  The chief was convinced by my performance, though I was not; he tried to fingerprint me, but to no avail, I had no fingerprints that ink could discern.  And as suddenly as I had been removed from the theatre, the truth sprung upon me with its savagely horrifying talons.

     That night in the cell, and the following day, with no light from the outside world, were the longest of my life.  The girl, the bombing, and the subsequent murders… it was too much to bear.  My eyes blazed; my startled mind pounded in my ears.  In the night air, I heard hushed conversations several blocks away.  The girl ate only to humor me, for she required no nutritional sustenance; I had never seen her in daylight, though I hadn't missed a sunrise or sunset in years.  I remembered an explosion… almost dead, with severe trauma to my abdomen, taking final looks at my lifeless parents and twin brother, all of us smeared with blood, and I praying for resurrection, when a shadow entered the room amidst the rubble.  I remembered leaving my body, rising above it as the shadow took my deserted body into its arms, forcing it to drink the blood from the slit in its wrist.  The blood of salvation, soothed the shadow, as I watched in agony.  Suddenly I was no longer rising - I descended and stood again, a ghost, next to my former body and the shadow, which now drank from the neck of my former body as though a thirst had consumed its soul.  With horrible anguish, I watched as my body returned to some form of life, choking on the shadow's blood - capable of function with or without its natural soul.  The shadow then disappeared, melting into the settling dust of the rubble and withdrawing as a lung expels its final breath of air.

     That shadow denied me my ascent.  I have since been reunited with my body… I am the girl I met at the theatre; I must murder to sustain my own life.  I am the spirit of the young woman, explosively separated from my mortal coils.  The body is able to function, even without it’s natural spirit; after the bomb, I had, for some time, inhabited a young man’s body and assumed his life, taking that position at the movie theatre.  What I did not realize was that I wandered while my body slept, and after becoming reacquainted with my true bodily form, I unwittingly began to shift back and forth between the bodies, and always absent when my body satiated its bloody need.  I have since been released from that odorous prison cell… but I am now in a prison much more horrifying than any cell created by mortal hands.  The body has an attraction to its ghost, its god-given spirit, like a magnet, and though I wander freely as my feminine body rests during those precious hours of sunlight, I am sucked back into my body each and every evening as soon as those eyes open.  I was the spirit blessed to inhabit her body during her life; I am the ghost cursed to inhabit her body after mortal death.  I am the ghost… of a vampire.

