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This book is a supplemental to the “Forgotten Blood” series. It is written as if it was from the character “Hectar” and is in no way meant to be its own full story. Please keep that in mind as you read.
A Little background on Hectar. In his conceit, Hectar views himself as a sage and believes he may be the oldest (and most knowledgeable) vampire in the world. In truth, many young vampires have sought him out for answers to questions that do haunt them after the novelty of being a vampire wears off. The reason they seek him out is that he makes it publicly known that he was born in 760 BC and that he has traveled the world looking for answers to the question of the origins of vampires. There are things that he states in person and in his “Book of Knowledge” that are untrue or not true for all vampires. His teachings and advice have caused the deaths of several “abnormal” vampires. Unfortunately, young vampires continue to seek his wisdom and he gains further influence daily in the vampire world.
To Hectar the “typical” vampire is himself or someone he has had extensive dealings with, which actually represent a very small percentage of the species. A good example is the whole question of sleep. According to Hectar, the older you get the less you have to sleep. In truth, the closer you are to the original bloodlines, the less you have to sleep. Those that are born or turned within three steps from an original bloodline do not ever have to sleep from day one. Another example is the ability to project ones mind/senses from the body. He believes all vampires can do this. In truth this ability is present in less than half of the vampire population and is prevalent in vampires originating sixteen steps from original bloodlines or further. It is considered a weaker power by those close to the original bloodlines.
Remember: To Hectar, it is all about him. He truly doesn’t care if his words cause any discomfort, pain or death to others, as long as he looks good in the end.
From this point on, you are reading Hectar’s writings.
I write this book for those of you that are like I was. I was curious when I was a young vampire. Curious about our history and origins. Curious about what was myth and what was truth. Many have sought me out over the millennia that I have been alive to ask me of such things. Many more have sought me and failed. This book is to answer those questions that I can and dispel those myths that many believe.
My name is Hectar. I was born in a small village in what is now the country of Egypt in the year we now number seven hundred sixty B.C. At the age of seventeen I was married to a woman named Lissa and together we made a daughter whom we named Mara. At the age of twenty one, when my daughter was just three years old, I was given the gift of immortality. The one who made me was a wanderer from the Far East and at the time I did not know his name or anything about him. He had shown up in our village in the late spring.
My family and I were out working our fields in the evening when this man walked by us on the road to the village. As I was young and curious then, I was eager to finish working for the day that I might go and see what he was about. At dusk we took our meager tools and walked into the village. We put our tools away and my wife took our daughter to our small home and began to prepare the evening meal. I walked further into the village and looked for the traveler. I found him outside the small temple and approached him. I greeted him and asked if he needed a place to stay for the night. The strange man said he was looking for a place to stay for that night and the next as he would be here for a day of worship at our small temple. I was excited and told him he was welcome to stay with myself and my family and invited him to dine with us in the next half hour. He told me it was refreshing to meet someone that was enthusiastic about having a visitor in such cautious times and accepted my invitation.
We walked back to my home and on the way I asked him if he had traveled far to get here and if this was his destination or if he was just stopping on his way elsewhere. He told me that he was on his way west and decided to rest here for a day or two as he had been journeying for ten days so far and had not seen another village with a temple in six days. When we reached my home, I introduced him to my wife and my three year old daughter. He greeted them with a smile and kind words of their beauty and the wonderful smells coming from inside.
Though our home was simple, Lissa and I kept it very clean and decorated it with things that we made. We were fortunate that my father had land and he had given a piece to us to raise sheep and plant crops on. Lissa’s parents had given us eight sheep when we had married and with careful management we had grown our flock to twenty nine in just the four years we had been together. That morning I had butchered a ewe for meat. Lissa and Mara had helped me prepare it and we had started it cooking before the noon hour so it would be ready by evening. While the sheep was cooking we had gone to our field to pull weeds and pick some greens and peas to go with our meat for dinner. Little Mara had carried the basket while Lissa and I filled it with food for the meal. Our guest now smelled the bread Lissa was baking and the pea pods Mara had washed and were cooking in the small pot on the fire. We invited him in and Lissa took his bag to our bedroom where she stripped our blankets away and put fresh clean blankets on the bed for our guest. Since we had but one small bedroom, Lissa, Mara and I would be sleeping in the main room on the floor. None of us were in the least upset about it. Our guest deserved the best of our hospitality.
While Lissa finished preparing the meal, Mara sat on my lap and we visited with our guest. We talked of politics and travel and family. He told us his home was many months to the east and that he remembered when his son was as young and beautiful as Mara. As he spoke his eyes had a far away look of time long past, though he looked to be only a year or two older than me. Mara asked if she could sit in his lap and he accepted. She gave him a hug and said she was sorry he had to miss his son and hoped they would be together soon. I excused myself to help Lissa set the table and the two of them continued to talk. In just a few minutes Lissa announced that the dinner was ready. We asked our guest if he would do the honor of giving thanks for the meal and he accepted. He gave thanks for the food and the hospitality and for the wonderful children God had blessed both fathers with. When the blessing was finished he went to the bedroom and retrieved a small keg of wine. Our cups were simple fired clay cups and he filled them with the sweet grape liquid. I broke the bread into four pieces and gave him the largest and Mara the smallest. Lissa was eager now to join in the conversation and ask questions of her own. We had a simple meal of bread and sheep with some fresh greens and pea pods that we had picked just that day, and enjoyed the company of our guest.
After dinner all four of us cleaned up and put the dishes away. I asked the traveler if he would like us to heat some water that he might bathe, and he assured us that he would enjoy a good bath. We made the preparations for him and gave him the privacy of our home to bathe in. The three of us walked around the village while he bathed.
When we came back he was finished and had emptied the bath and was bringing more water for us to bathe. We thanked him for his courtesy and consideration and helped him haul the water. We told him that if he was tired, he might just stay in the bedroom with the curtain drawn while we bathed, but he decided to go out around the town while we bathed instead. The three of us cleaned up and I made a pallet on the floor for us to sleep on. Mara was asleep as soon as we laid her down by the fire. Lissa and I waited for our guest to come back and when he did, we bid him good rest and laid ourselves down on each side of our sleeping daughter.
In the early morning Lissa and I rose and made a simple morning meal together. Before we were finished cooking our guest came out of the room and joined us. He invited us to go to the temple with him and we accepted.
After breakfast was finished and everything was cleaned and put away, we all four walked to the temple. The sun was just breaking the horizon and its rays lit the small temples walls and roof in an amazing beauty. I told our guest that God must be pleased with him to present such a lovely sight to greet us. He smiled and told us that God shone his own pleasure at the way we cared for a stranger. None of the others in the village came to see who the traveler was that morning so the four of us entered the temple alone. The priest greeted us and blessed us as we entered. The traveler led us to the front of the alter and knelt. He offered prayers for a time and then asked that god bless our family and rose. He presented the priest with a bag of gold and silver the likes of which our village had never seen! He then placed an offering of gem stones and spices on the alter and asked that god accept his finest possessions as an offering of thanks. Lissa and I presented the alter with the finest cut of meat from the sheep we had prepared and offered our own prayer of thanks to God for our prosperity and health and asked him to protect and guide the traveler to his destination and home to his son. When we were finished I noticed a tear in the eye of the traveler, yet he was smiling.
The four of us left the temple and walked to our house where we told the traveler he was welcome to rest while we went to care for our flock and tend our fields for a short time. Instead the traveler came with us to tend to our chores and we made the day light and fun. That evening we dined together again and talked more of the world outside of the village. I was surprised that none had come to visit and see the traveler. As bedtime approached the traveler reminded us that he would be leaving in the morning and again thanked us for our hospitality. I told him that I wished we could have made his stay even better that he might wish to return and stay with us again in the future. He replied that this was the best hospitality he had ever enjoyed in his many years and that nothing could have made it any better because it was perfect. Lissa and I went to sleep that night feeling that we had done well in making our guest comfortable.
I awoke in the middle of the night to our guest shaking me gently. He bid me get up and come with him. I did so without question. We left the house and walked in the darkness of night to a stream just past the last fields of the village. There we sat down and he told me that he had a gift for me. I asked what it was and he took my arm and bit it! His teeth were sharp and easily punctured the flesh of my arm! Though I tried to draw away, his strength was so great I could not even move his hand one iota! Then I felt the burn as he forced blood from his mouth into my flesh! After a short eternity, I lost consciousness from the pain of his blood burning through my body.
The next two weeks are but a blur in my memory, but Lissa and Mara watched over me in our home and the traveler was not there. When my mind came back to me, Lissa told me of the events that had passed and that she had woke to the traveler telling her to come to the stream where I was. She said the traveler had helped her carry me back and put me in the bed, then he had kissed her cheek and hugged Mara and told them that all would be well in two weeks and left.
For the following days I spent much of my time getting used to the changes that my body had undergone. I was much stronger than I had been, even though I felt weak from being sick for so long. My eyes and skin could not stand the light of the sun and my nose could not handle the strength of the smells outside, so I stayed indoors during the day and walked around the village at night. I noticed immediately that the village was full of activity, but that my neighbors avoided me and looked at me with suspicion. I also found that even though Lissa and Mara had kept me fed, there was a strange thirst in my body whenever I smelled the scent of a person near me.
On the second night out, I discovered the truth of what had happened to me. The bronze smith had cut his forearm on a blade he was making and I could smell the blood from the other side of the village. I followed the tantalizing scent on the cool breeze to its source. I entered the smiths shop as he was trying to wash his wound in the cooling barrel. At the sight of his blood, I lunged and pinned the much larger man to the wall. I held him up off the floor by his shoulders and sucked at the blood flowing from his forearm! It was everything I needed! I drank until he passed out and then let him gently to the floor. He was not dead, but if he lost more blood he would be. I took a cloth and tied it tightly around his arm, covering the wound, and then walked back to my home. I woke Lissa and told her what had happened. She told me she would ask her grandmother tomorrow about the events and find out what was going to happen to me. Lissa was very concerned.
In the early morning, Lissa and Mara took a basket of food and went to Lissa’s grandmothers’ house. It was a half days walk to her family’s village, and I knew she would not be back until the following day around noon. After she left I took a sheep into the stable and used my knife to shave a place on its leg. I then cut the front leg and began to drink its blood! The taste was not pleasant, but the sensation was incredible! I felt rejuvenated! I took only six mouthfuls of blood and then released her back to the flock. With the smith’s blood and the sheep’s blood in me, I felt satisfied.
When Lissa had not returned the following night I walked the path from my village to her families village and to her grandmothers house. Her grandmother told me that they had never arrived at all! I went searching for them, or any sign of them on that path. There was evidence of a great number of travelers at a crossing road that went to a much larger city. I followed that road looking for my lost love and my precious daughter. When I got to the city, I began to search there and asked every person I could if they had seen my family. I never saw Lissa or Mara again. I searched the villages and cities in ever widening concentric circles from my village, but never found any trace of them. My search lasted for several decades until Lissa would have died of old age and Mara would have been a very old woman.
To those of you whom may have questions about yourselves and others of your kind, please be aware that while I may be one of the eldest surviving of our ilk, I do not claim to know everything about us nor do I believe that any one vampire does.
Over the years, many young vampires have come to me with questions regarding our kind. I have answered the same questions countless times through the centuries. Questions regarding our origins, social structure, abilities, lifespan, needs, myths, vulnerabilities, conduct, etcetera, etcetera, etcetera. Never ending questions. In the following pages I will attempt to answer these questions and as many as I can think of so that this publication might be distributed and save me the headache of being sought out by countless sordid vampires. If you have read this tome then please assume that these are all the answers and insights that I have and forgo the thought of finding me to ask more. That being said, read on as I did not write this for naught.
While there are many stories and myths about the origins of vampires, there is nothing to prove our origins indisputably. What I do know is that we have been around since before recorded history. Forget any tales of Count Dracula being the first – or even being a vampire at all, as he was not.
When I was a young vampire, just barely a century old, I too was curious about us. I sought out the one who made me and begged his patience so that I could ask him two questions. First I asked if he had done something to my wife and daughter, to which he answered that he truly had not! Then when I was satisfied that he was telling the truth I asked him, “From whence do we come?” Fortunately for me he did have a great deal of patience. He told me that he did not know our true origins, but that he had been a vampire for nearly five centuries. The one that had made him had been born a vampire and at the time she made him she was twelve centuries old. I asked him that in the year we now number as six hundred forty three B. C. That would take her birth to two thousand three hundred B. C., give or take a handful of decades. I then begged of him to give me her name, that I might find her and ask more. He laughed at my foolishness and told me that if I wanted to part with this world so young then that was my choice to make. He gave me the name Ah-Ril-Phir and bid me stay with him and accept his hospitality as he had mine so long ago. I stayed with him for ten days and we talked of what had passed since we had last parted ways. I was not angry at him for the gift he had given me, nor for his abrupt departure. We easily cleared the air of any mistrust or misgivings in the first few hours. Then he told me of his family, his wife and son that he had watched grow old and die when he was still a very young man. It had been sixty two years since our first meeting and neither of us looked a day older than we had then. When it was time for us to part again, we did so as friends and both looked forward to our next meeting.
For nearly three decades I wandered the Middle East, looking for Ah-Ril-Phir. I spent many nights listening to stories of vampires told by my victims before I had them as a dawn meal. Finally I heard her name whispered with fear from a meat vendor in a small village. After he closed his booth for the night I followed him home. He and his family prepared a meal in the small adobe hut that they lived in. I invited myself to their table and questioned him about Ah-Ril-Phir. He told me that she was keeping company with a local warlord and that since she had taken up with him, bodies had been left on the battlefields that were drained of blood and had their throats ripped out as if by some beast. He gave me directions to the camp and wrapped some favorable chunks of meat in sack cloth for me, so I spared him and his family that night and set out for the warlord’s camp. I had no idea what I was walking into.
I found the camp just before dawn on a cloudy morning. As if I were immortal I strode up to the guards and would have continued past them, had they not stopped me abruptly. They crossed spears and threw me backward as if I were a small child. I instantly realized the error of my ways and asked their forgiveness. I told them I had not realized it was a military camp, and had thought it was traveling merchants that stayed here. They were not impressed and turned me back down the road I had come from. It took me two more weeks of following the military group before I could catch Ah-Ril-Phir in a town when she went to hunt. After she had fed I approached her. She sneered at me and demanded to know why I had been following her for two weeks. I humbled before her terrible age and power, begging her forgiveness and patience. She indulged me in just one question. From whence had we come. She laughed loudly and replied that she knew nothing of our origins. She said her mother had given birth to her at the age of three hundred twelve and she knew nothing of her father. Her mother had been made by someone whose name was not known. So my questions met an end of lost threads, but then she responded to my look of despair and said she had met another that was much older than herself in the eastern lands of China, near the great sea. I thanked her for sparing my life and for indulging my curiosity. She said simply that I was welcome and she would appreciate it if I would inform her if I actually turned up any interesting facts on our roots. I assured her I would, and set out for eastern China.
My journey took several years. I walked day and night, having acclimated myself to the sunlight, stopping only to feed and to replace worn clothing. On the way I met another vampire. She had staked a territory on the west edge of the steppes of Mongolia. She was shocked to see me and it was rather easy to engage her in conversation. I asked of her how long she had been a vampire. Her response was a surprise to me at just thirty years. She told me in the course of the night that she had fled from the cities of the east because there were groups of humans there that hunted our kind and destroyed them. She said that they would capture them and burn them alive at noon, our weakest hour. I was horrified as I had never heard of such a thing before! Them, killing us? She said that in China man and vampire had struggled for untold ages. That in their history there had been ages of vampires and ages of man. That when a vampire came to be the most powerful warlord, men trembled and were treated as livestock until a man would rise to power and destroy the vampire society, a cycle that repeated every few centuries for as long as their history was remembered. She warned me that now was a time of man, and that vampires were actively sought out and destroyed. She and I spent some months together. She taught me to ride the horses of the Mongolians and I taught her of the Middle East. During those months we developed quite a relationship. Ni Tan was her name. We hunted together, dining on the nomadic Mongolians and wandering the beautiful steppes. She could account for five thousand years of verbal history from the eastern lands of China. That took my question of origins to five thousand six hundred years B. C. I felt that I must continue to the east in pursuit of my question. She would not return to China and tried to persuade me to stay with her or take her west. Our parting was somewhat sad, but I assured her that if I survived I would come back to her and take her west. We parted on a cool evening with the smell of snow in the air. We kissed long and fiercely lest we should not see each other again.
When I made it to China, I walked very carefully so as not to arouse the suspicions of vampire hunters. My subtlety got me safely seven whole days into the populated areas of China. The sudden appearance of vampire hunters one bleak morning took me completely by surprise! I was certain I had been very careful not to expose my true nature to these strange people! None the less, those first silver tipped arrows whistled in the air around me and I had no choice but to flee. I fled as fast as my Mongolian horse would carry me to the east, and the horse did quickly leave the hunters behind. I had numerous encounters with vampire hunters over the next few decades while I searched for others of my kind. If there were any left, they were better at hiding than I was at seeking. I finally made it to the great sea, and there I found a small city on a bluff looking over that enormous water where there were no vampire hunters.
For six years I lived in that city and took quick excursions up and down the coast looking for other vampires. When I had finally given up and decided to head back west, he found me. A vampire of great age. He met me in a small serving house. I was sipping a cup of tea and nibbling at some fresh meat when he sat down in the seat across from me. To look at him I would not have know he was a vampire. I assumed he was just a man sitting for a morning meal. At first he offered me the customary pleasantries and asked if I minded that he chose this table. I told him that he was more than welcome here and to enjoy himself. He then asked me where I had come from, as I was obviously not Chinese with my pale skin and round blue eyes. I replied to his question and told him I was from places farther to the west than his people knew existed. He asked me if I was sure, because if one traveled west from here far enough, one would end up back here. I asked him how that was possible, and he easily answered that the world was round like a fruit or a nut. I was astonished that this could come from a man who barely looked twenty years old. I had been of the impression that the world was flat and if one were to journey too far, one would fall off the edge! In doubt I asked how he knew such things, and he replied that in his three thousand years on this world, he had seen and done many things that dispelled many beliefs of man. He told me that if I followed the coast north and east, I would find a place in the frozen lands where I could cross the water during the longest night and reach the far west. He also said that there was another land from there and that all one had to do was follow it’s coast south to find it. I asked if he had found any of our kind there and he answered that he had. I asked of him the same question that I had asked the others, from whence do we come? His answer was at the same time disappointing and enlightening. He said that as far as he could tell our kind had been around almost as long as man. He said that the oldest stories of us that he found were in Africa telling of how the night men came and hunted man when man was just a nomadic hunter-gatherer without a real structure or society. That they looked like man, but were far stronger and faster and drank the blood of man and beast as food. From there our conversations went on to other things not important here, but we spoke for days.
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