Dracula in a Well by Justin Mirsky


It was a late November night when Trevor stumbled upon the vampire. Trevor had gotten left behind at a bus station when the bus had stopped to refuel. The next bus wouldn’t be arriving until the next morning so he decided to find a motel in the nearest town that he could rest in for the night. He decided to walk there as the air was clean and he could use the exercise

He knew he was lost when the only thing he could make out in the night’s growing fog was a well. He walked towards it thinking that if there was a well there was bound to be a house nearby. Reaching it he could see that there wasn’t and sat down on the rim to contemplate what to do next.

“Hello!” echoed a voice from deep within the well.

Trevor jumped, fright taking control of him. Backing away from the well he heard the voice again.

“I need your help!” 

Trevor stood silently. Here was a gray brick well that had asked for his help. “Today can’t get much worse.” he thought, returning to the well to see what the voice wanted.

“Are you still there?” the voice questioned.

“What’s wrong?” Trevor called down.

Ignoring the fact that that was a dumb question due to the fact that someone was clearly at the bottom of a well the vampire continued talking. It was his only chance.

“I need your help getting out of the well.”

Trevor peeked over into the well curious to see who the mysterious voice belonged to.

“Dracula!” he shouted. His friends weren’t going to believe this.

“Yes, yes, now that we’ve got that out of the way can you please help me out of here? I’ve been here almost three days and I’m not sure how much longer I can last.”


“Why don’t you just fly out? You can turn into a bat, right?”


“Have you ever seen a bird, let alone a bat, fly straight up?”


Dracula had a point. To Trevor’s knowledge only helicopters could do that.


“Sorry Drac, I’d love to help you, but I can’t trust you. You’ve gone three days without a meal and I don’t wanna be next on the menu.”


“Look, uh… I didn’t catch your name.”


“Trevor.”


“Yeah. Look Trevor, I’ll give you anything you want and I promise not to bite you when I get out of the well. Besides, if I did bite you I’d tarnish my good name. I wouldn’t want that, would I?”


Could Dracula be trusted? He had put up a strong argument and Trevor could use directions to the nearest town. He decided he would help.


“Alright. What do I need to do?”


“Just pull the rope around the wheel until I’m above ground.”


“Okay.”


Trevor obeyed Dracula and in just minutes the vampire was standing right next to him. Dracula’s sickly white face had begun to grow a light beard. His hair was uncouth and his cape had been soiled while in the depths of the well. His ribs were protruding from underneath his dirty white shirt. He was visually starved.


“Thanks a lot, kid.”


“Anything for a legend like yourself.”


“Now I promised you something. What would you like?”


Trevor explained to him about how he was on his way home from college when he had been left behind at the gas station.


“Can you tell me the quickest way into town?”


“Tell you what, kid. I’ll do you one better. I’ll provide you with the quickest and easiest way home.”


“Thanks!” Trevor responded enthusiastically. Perhaps it was too enthusiastically as mere seconds later Dracula stuck his fangs into Trevor’s neck and began withdrawing blood.


The process lasted a few minutes and when he was finished he slowly removed his teeth from the side of Trevor’s neck. Trevor collapsed, his eyes white. Dracula now looking much healthier stood over him and laughed.


“Poor kid.” he said, changing into a bat. Within seconds the bat had become a silhouette against the moon. “Another night, another victim.” Dracula thought to himself.

***


About thirty minutes after Dracula had departed Trevor awoke, cold and alone. Standing up his vision was blurred. “What happened?” he said to himself. He lifted his hand to his neck to feel what was stinging him. He remembered everything.


“It’s gonna be a long night.” he thought, changing into a bat like Dracula before him. He had to fly quickly if he wanted to reach his home before sunrise.

