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  For just a moment, against a pallid, full moon resting so low and large 
in the sky that it appeared perched on the tips of the Carpathian mountain 
tops, a black fi gured is silhouetted streaking through the air.  Minutes later 
the fi gure returned from the opposite direction, hovered momentarily and 
darted back into the blackness of the night sky.  Anyone who happened to be 
looking at the moon, perhaps searching for a man’s face or contemplating 
the vastness of the universe, would have watched the scene repeated several 
times until, fi nally, the fi gure darted downward.

  In front of a very old, very decrepit, very dark castle tucked so securely 
in the crevices of the mountains that it seemed to be part of the mountain 
itself, the fi gure lightly touched down and shook the chill of the night from 
old, crooked bones.  A gnarled hand with arthritic joints and hued a pale 
green, leaned a broomstick against the large stone blocks of the front wall 
and banged an immense, wolf’s head door knocker violently against the tall, 
oak entrance.  The door creaked open, slowly and unaided, and the fi gure, 
an old woman, crept into a dimly lit hallway that echoed with the sounds of 
her well-worn, leather boots against the stone fl oor. 

  Just as she cleared its swing, the large door slammed shut with such force 
that the gust it created ruffl ed her black cape and dress, while its thunder-
ous announcement of closure caused her to reel back and spin toward it.  In 
a whisper of wind, the host is behind her, nearly silent, and she is startled 
when he addresses her.

  “Hildegarde, how good of you to make it,” he said in a thick, dark accent 
she is familiar with.

  “Count!” she gasped at him, catching her breath.  “You nearly scared the 
ticks and roaches right off of me!  You shouldn’t sneak up like that.”  



Her voice crackles like a hungry fi re and pitches with age.

  “My dear witch, it’s so…” he considered, “…human of you to frighten.  
So long in the tooth you must be now.  Is it age that makes you jumpy or 
have you not had a good nibble of late?”

  The old witch glared at the man, his hair jet black and slicked down on his 
skull to highlight the formidable widow’s peak; his dark suit, ruffl ed white 
shirt and red cravat lending him an air of bygone elegance beneath his dark, 
formal cape,  “Long in the tooth, you say? Ain’t that the pot calling the kettle 
black?  And while delectable little children are harder to come by these days, 
it’s the fact that I had to fl y around for hours trying to fi nd this run down, old 
tomb of a house that has me all nerved up.”

  “A bit run down perhaps, but good castles are so hard to come by.  Be-
sides, between the refi nance and the market slump, I’m so upside down in it 
that it makes no sense to sell…and Renfi eld likes it here.”

  “Where is that little fl y eater?” asked the witch.  “Have him put my broom 
somewhere safe, would you?” 

  The count nodded and gestured down the hall.  “Please join the others in 
the ballroom. I’ll see to your conveyance.”

  Another observer might have assumed that a Halloween costume party 
was underway in the ballroom; however, there were no plastic masks, no 
make-up, and no wigs.  Besides which, the holiday was well past, it being 
late November, and the mood was less than festive in the room.

  The Wolfman was growling at Frankenstein’s monster, hunched over, his 
tattered clothes draping his furry body, “He could have had this thing when 
the moon wasn’t full.  The whole transformation deal gives me such a head-
ache anymore…and the amount of clothes I’ve ruined…I couldn’t begin to 
tell you.”



  “Uunngggh…” grunted the monster.

  A mummy walked stiff legged across the room and failed several times to 
fi ll a glass with the ladle from the punch bowl in herky-jerky motions; red 
liquid spilling to stain the tablecloth and his own linen wrappings.

  A thumping sound over the PA system drew attention to a podium that 
had been set at the far end of the ballroom.  The count stood, drumming his 
fi nger on the microphone, waiting for the guests to give him their full atten-
tion.

  “I’ve invited you all here so that we can address the issue that is most con-
cerning to all of us,” he began.  “I have had conversations with many of you, 
as I am sure you have had among yourselves, and this is a serious problem 
that must be addressed quickly.”

  The count paused for dramatic effect, though the drama of the situation 
was very real and didn’t need to be exaggerated.  Still, the count being of an 
overtly fl amboyant nature, could not help himself and didn’t even realize he 
was doing it.

  “It seems,” he went on, “that we have been designated as ‘classic’ mon-
sters.”  His long, manicured fi ngers mimed quotation marks in the air around 
the word ‘classic.’  “Furthermore, as ‘classic’ monsters,” the air quotes again, 
“it would appear that we hold very little authority in the scare, fear and terror 
arenas.  Quite frankly, most people, even the bread and butter, small chil-
dren, simply don’t believe in us.”

  “I blame it on Hollywood!” a voice shouted from the seated assembly. 

  Heads turned exploring for the source of the voice.  As there were only 
a dozen or so attendees, all seated now in front of the count in pre-arranged 
folding chairs, the speaker should have been easily located.  A hat rose from 
one of the chairs, apparently quite unaided, tipped slightly and settled in 



place about three feet above the chair directly left of where it had begun.

  “Ahhh,” said the count, “our delegate from the Poltergeist Union, no 
doubt.  You’ll forgive me for not greeting you upon your arrival; obvious 
reasons and all that.”

  The hat nodded.

  There were mumbled greetings all around, now that everyone knew the 
ghost was there, and the count had to clear his throat to get their collective 
attention back to himself.

  “I agree, at least to some extent, that movies are playing a large role in our 
inability to maintain a suitable level of fear among the masses.  I would also 
point to video games, although I don’t believe these are the main culprits.”

  “I like movies,” growled the Wolfman.  “In fact, I really liked that new 
one.  That Italian guy was pretty good.”

  “Uuunnngh…” grunted Frankenstein’s monster.

  “You know, that Benico something.”

  “Benico Del Toro,” offered a smallish, green creature with large, black, 
oval eyes, “and he’s Puerto Rican.”

  “Puerto Rican? Really?” The Wolfman considered it a moment, looked at 
the alien, “Would have sworn he was Italian.”

  “Enough! Enough!” yelled the Count. “Italian; Puerto Rican; whatever.“
 
 “I would think you’d like the movies,” the desert dry, harsh voice of the 

Mummy countered.  “That whole Twilight thing has brought you out of the 
Dark Ages.”



  “Ah!” the Count’s eyes glittered as he seized the moment.  “The Dark Ages 
are exactly what I’m talking about.”

  He closed his eyes and basked in glorious memory.

  “In the Dark Ages I was a god. People feared the vampire.  And the rest of 
you, you’ve had such moments.  Wolfman, it was in those early, dark times 
that you became such a menace. My dear witch, Hildegarde.  You practically 
owned the 1800’s.”

  Hildegarde smiled a crooked, nearly toothless grin remembering Salem as 
the Count continued.

  “Some of you others came to prominence more recently, with the pulp of 
20th century. Yet now we all face the very real possibility of drifting away to 
nothingness, becoming invisible; no offence,” he said, as he nodded toward 
the fl oating hat.

  The Wolfman rose from his seat, loped over to the hors d'oeuvre table and 
snapped down some raw liver pate on a Ritz cracker.  After licking his lips and 
using a long claw to pick bits of cracker out of his formidable teeth he turned 
to the Count. 

  “So you’re saying that after hundreds of years we’re just going to…what?...
die?”

  “Death? Ha!,” the Count shook his head, “Death is a simple thing to defeat, 
I should know.  No, we won’t die, will simply cease to exist.”

  The witch took a look around the room, measuring the faces around her, 
except for that of the Invisible Man…for obvious reasons. “I don’t think I’m 
following you lover boy?”

 



 “Uunnnggh…” the stitched together monster agreed.

  “I expected more from you, Hildegarde.  The good doctor’s cobbled disas-
ter there…well…I’m not even sure why he’s here?”

  “For someone with his fi nger on the pulse of the horror community, though 
with no pulse of his own.”  the Wolfman quipped, “ I’d have expected you to 
know that the monster was recently elected as the primary representative of 
the Zombie Guild.”

  “But he’s not a zombie,” countered the Count.

  “Maybe so,” said the Wolfman, “but I think it’s a clever tactic by a typically 
overlooked group; adds a lot of star power and a bit of legitimacy to them, 
don’t you think?”

  Mumbled assents fl ittered across the room and the monster’s barrel chest 
infl ated slightly as a thin smile spread across his not dead lips.

  A sleek, dark blur scurried across the fl oor toward the PA system.  The 
Count, never satisfi ed unless he had the last word on a subject began to launch 
into a rant about the differences inherent in zombies and the late doctor’s 
patchwork being, but was interrupted by a screech through the speakers, fol-
lowed by some crackling static and, fi nally, the dead air sound of lost ampli-
fi cation.

  “Cursed gremlins,” he muttered as he stalked to the sound system to asses 
and repair the damage.  “Could we please try to conduct ourselves civilly dur-
ing the meeting!”

  The hat fl oated over to the table; next to the Wolfman who was now devour-
ing his seventh liver covered cracker.  A carrot from the vegetable tray rose, 
dipped itself in ranch dressing, rose higher and disappeared slightly beneath 
the hat…then reappeared in pieces…disappeared…appeared as a mulch…



  “Chew with your mouth closed, man!” growled the Wolfman.  “Barbar-
ian,” he added.

  “Listen to me,” the Count stepped back to the podium, which the mummy 
thought was unnecessary and pretentious to begin with.  “Science and edu-
cation are our enemies.”

  “Uunnggh..” agreed the monster.

  “What I mean,” said the Count, walking slowly, dramatically; his hands 
clasped behind his back, beneath his cape, “is that the more knowledge peo-
ple have, the more they understand things, the less room there is in their 
minds for belief in the supernatural.”

  He was away from the podium now, projecting his voice, losing himself 
to his speech, which he had spent long hours in front of an empty mirror, 
practicing.  The mummy grunted to himself, feeling justifi ed in his thoughts 
of the unnecessary use of the podium and microphone.

  “Why, just the other day I was reading an article explaining the  ‘miscon-
ceptions,’” air quotes again, “that caused people to believe in vampirism; 
things like blood forming around a corpse’s lips due to organs decompos-
ing, porphyria to explain sensitivity to sunlight and the drinking of blood…
ridiculousness, but if people believe it or worse, use it to rationalize their 
fear...”

  “So what you’re saying,” said the Wolfman, pausing from lapping punch 
directly from the bowl, “is that if people don’t believe in us, we’ll cease to 
exist?”

  “Well, let me ask you this,” said the Count. “Have you seen Bigfoot at any 
of the get-togethers lately?”

  “Now hold on,” rasped the mummy. “People still believe in Bigfoot.”



  “Not many.  Maybe enough people believe to account for the occasional 
hiker or backwoods peasant to catch a glimpse, but nothing like a few decades 
ago.

  “Look, I’m not the only vampire, Hildegarde isn’t the only witch, there are 
plenty of ghosts and a good handful of goblins.  Mummies still have a tenu-
ous hold in Egypt; UFO sightings surge now and again; people still blame the 
occasional gremlin for unexplained mechanical problems – where is that little 
trouble maker, by the way?

  “The point is, those beliefs are becoming less and less common.  We once 
had a large Martian contingent in our ranks.  Now that people know there is 
no life on Mars, there is not a single Martian in the Alien Union.

   “Monsters under the bed, black magic, werewolves, zombies…” the Count 
shook his head, a strand of oily, black hair escaped its place and waved across 
his forehead.  “People enjoy the movies, maybe even read a book or two, but 
they don’t believe.”

  “So what do you suggest we do about it?” asked the witch.

  The count was silent for a long time.  The room was quiet; waiting.  Even 
the gremlin stopped fi ddling with the underside of the snack table, which was 
only moments away from collapse, to listen.  The wind howled outside of the 
castle, drafts blew through the stone hallways, tree limbs scraped at the win-
dows as if they were trying to get in to hear the response.

 “We haunt; we hope.  We leave our fate to the wordsmiths and the movie 
makers and pray to the elder gods that they can bring a bit of fear, a sliver of 
doubt, back into the minds and hearts of the populous; that they can revive the 
fear, the terror. 

  “In the meantime?  We prowl the primitive villages, the third world coun-
tries, the dark crevices that modern life has not yet slithered into…or we die.



 
 The assembly, though loathe to admit it, knew that the Count was right.  

Each had seen their numbers dwindle over the years.  They had watched as 
the last of the once great herd of unicorns shriveled and died.  They had seen 
ogres and giants slip into extinction.  They watched ancient gods fall from 
Olympus.

  The world had housed them for centuries but, in the last, changes had been 
swift and startling.  Young adults no longer cringed in the dark, fearing the 
night terrors that their families had warned them about through lore passed 
down the generations over fi reside stories. They wore talismans, amulets 
and symbols not to ward off evil, but as decoration.  Young girls dreamed of 
love with creatures that had been transformed from fearful, demonic night-
mares into sensitive, humanized, misunderstood beings.

  The human race had found terror enough within itself, it had no need of 
monsters.  If the world shunned God, doubted a supernatural good, how then 
could it believe in malevolent evil? Reason supplanted superstition, science 
and philosophy killed religion and mythology.

  The assembly dispersed back into the cold mountains, the dark forests, the 
desert sands. There they would wait.  


