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San Francisco, a hotel room---night

There’s a person standing in front of the window, his silhouette dark against the lights of the city outside, with his back towards the interviewer, Malloy, who’s sitting at a table in the middle of the room. The person has long brown hair, straight, in a tail on his back. The interviewer has dark-blond hair. He takes his glasses and fiddles with a tape-recorder. 

Louis:

So you want me to tell you the story of my life?

Malloy:

Well, I guess it. That’s what I do. I…I interview people. I’m a collector of lives. FM Radio KFRC?

Louis:
You’d have to have a lot of tape for my story. 

Malloy:

Ah, that’s no problem. I’ve got a bag full of tape, right here. 

Malloy knocks on his leather bag on the table in front of him.

Louis: 

You followed me here, didn’t you?

Malloy, smirking: 

Yeah, I suppose I did. You seemed very interesting.

Malloy looks around the room.

Malloy:

            This is where you live?

Malloy lights a cigarette. 

Louis:

No. It’s just a room.

Malloy sets his recordable.

Malloy:
I wanna see if we can get started.

He starts the little recordable.

Malloy, sighing:
So, what do you do?

Louis:

I’m a vampire.

Malloy laughs cynical.

Malloy: 

That’s something I haven’t heard before. You er...You mean this literally, I take it?

Louis:
Absolutely. I was waiting for you in that alley-way. Watching you watching me. And then you began to speak. 

Malloy, smiling:

What a lucky break for me.

Louis:

Perhaps lucky for both of us.

There’s an unpleasant silence as Malloy waits and thinks.

Malloy: 

You….said you were waiting for me, what…what were you gonna do? Kill me, drink my blood, all that stuff?

Louis:

Yes. But you needn’t be concerned with that now.

Malloy is stunned.

            Malloy: 

You really believe this, don’t you, that you’re a vampire? 

Louis turns around from the window to Malloy, so he can see his face.

Louis:

We can’t begin this way. Let me turn on the light.

Malloy, surprised:

I thought vampires didn’t like the light?

Louis: 

We love it. I only wanted to prepare you.

Louis reaches to the light-switch, as Malloy follows him with his eyes. In a second the light above the table is switched on and almost simultaneously is Louis sitting in front of Malloy. Malloy gasps for breath and jumps off his chair.

Malloy:
Jesus Christ!

Louis:
Don’t be frightened. I want this opportunity 

Malloy, flabbergasted:
How the hell did you do that?

Louis, monotonous:

The same as you do. A series of simple gestures, only I move too fast for you to see.

I’m flesh and blood, but not human. I haven’t been human for 200 years. 

A siren sounds outside.

Louis gestures Malloy to sit by reaching his hand and to point at the empty chair.

Louis:
Please. How can I put you at ease?

Malloy sits down, and takes another whiff of his cigarette. 

Louis:
Shall we begin like David Copperfield? I am born, I grow up… Or shall we begin when I was born to darkness, as I call it. That’s really where we should start, don’t you think?

Malloy:
You’re not lying to me, are you?

Louis: 
Why should I lie?
1791 was the year it happened….

Music: Born to Darkness part I

Louis in 1791, riding a horse over his plantation, where his slaves are working hard.  He is riding towards his huge estate.

Louis, off-screen;

I was 24, younger than you are now. But times were different then, I was a man at that age. The master of a large plantation, just South of New Orleans. I had lost my wife in childbirth; she and the infant had been buried less than half a year. I would have been happy to join them.

Louis, off-screen:

I couldn’t bear the pain of their loss. I longed to be released from it.

Louis is sitting in front of a great statue of his wife, as he drinks from another bottle of liquor.

He is now in a tavern, Le Tavern de Chat Noir, in the haven of New Orleans, playing poker with a Spanish man. He has a whore at his side who kisses him as he is winning the game, throwing aces on the table.

Louis, off-screen:

I wanted to lose it all: my wealth, my estate, my sanity…

Spanish man:

How many aces are in that deck?

Louis:

Are you calling me a cheat?

The man knocks over the table between them. Women scream and jump away, the bar is quiet now and everyone, also the people on the gallery above them, is watching them.

Spanish man:
I’m calling you a piece of stinking awful!

The Spanish man takes his gun and sets it, pointing it at Louis. Louis opens his blouse to challenge the man.

Louis:

You lack the courage of your convictions, so do it!

Louis, off-screen:
Most of all I longed for Death, I know that now. I invited it. A release from the pain of living. 

The Spanish man withdraws and the people around them start talking again and pay no attention to what is going on anymore.

The whore on Louis’ side whispers in his ear and she lifts him from his chair and together they walk from the tavern. A woman laughs.  He walks along with her, into the harbor where the moon is shining next to the stars, not knowing that they are watched. First from above, from the galleries of the tavern, and later in the harbor itself.

Louis, off-screen:

My invitation was open to anyone. To the whore at my side, to the pimp that followed. But it was a vampire that accepted.

She takes him to a dark spot, where no-one can see them. She kisses him until her pimp comes between and pulls a knife, pushes it against Louis’ throat.

Pimp:
Give me your money or you die!

Suddenly the pimp is pulled backwards by a hand out of darkness, there’s the sound of cracking bones, followed by the whore who screams. The same hand pushes her into the sky and throws her away. She falls down and breaks her neck and is then thrown into the water.

Louis faints. The knife had made a wound in his neck, but he doesn’t care. He falls down but the mysterious figure puts his arms around him and lifts him up into the sky. They’re flying, higher and higher and the figure sinks his teeth into the flesh of Louis’ neck. Louis moans as they are still going up. The figure, the vampire Lestat, stops drinking and looks at the gasping and moaning Louis.


Lestat:
Do you still want Death? Or have you tasted it enough?

Louis gasps.


Louis:
Enough…

Immediately the vampire lets go of Louis, who drops down into the water. 

Louis, off-screen:

He left me there, on the banks of the Mississippi, somewhere between life and death. 

Louis walks out of the water, on the banks of the river. It is now morning. He is weak and stumbles, weak of the blood-loss and the cold.

It is night again, and Louis lies in his bedroom in his great estate, coughing. Suddenly a figure appears behind the draperies and the mosquito-nets and touches it with his hand, elegantly. Louis grabs his pistol and points it to the figure. It’s Lestat. The long man, pale, with long blond curly hair.

Louis:

Who are you, what are you doing in my house?

Lestat:
I’ve come to answer your prayers.

The vampire walks around Louis’ bed, with his hands gliding through the curtains hanging from the bed.

Lestat:
Life has no meaning anymore, does it? The wine has no taste, the food sickens you, there seems no reason for any of it, does there?

Lestat kneels down besides the bed and looks into Louis’ eyes, who is listening, afraid but curious.

Lestat:
But what if I could give it back to you, pluck out the pain and give you another life. One you could never imagine. And it would be for all time. And  sickness and death could never touch you again. Don’t be afraid. I’m going to give you the choice, I never had. 

He reaches out to Louis and takes his hands. Louis knows what Lestat is, but nonetheless he sits up from the bed and follows him outside.

Louis, off-screen:
That morning I was not yet a vampire. And I saw my last sunrise. I remember it completely. And yet I can't recall any sunrise before it. 

Louis is watching the sunrise from the swamp-like graveyard, where his wife and child lie.

Louis, off-screen:

I watched the whole magnificence of the dawn for the last time as if it were the first. And then I said farewell to  sunlight, and set out to become what I became. 

Louis is standing against a tree, surrounded by the sounds of the night, made by creatures such as birds and insects.  He doesn’t realize someone is behind him, sitting on one of the graves.

Lestat: 

Have you said your good-byes to the light?

Louis turns around, shocked and afraid. He tries to speak, but before he has been able to say a word Lestat had grabbed his neck en drunk his blood. He pushes his victim to the ground as Louis tries to push the vampire away from him. Finally Lestat stops drinking and looks at the dying Louis, who is turning blue.

Lestat, whispering:

I have drained you to the point of Death. If I leave you here, you die. Or you can be young always, my friend. As we are now. But you must tell me, will you come or no?

Louis groans, but manages to speak.


Louis:
Yes… Yes…

Lestat pulls away from him and stands above him, biting his wrist. Blood is dripping out of the wound in Louis’ mouth. He tastes it, is first repulsed but then addicted to it. He grabs the wrist and sucks the blood from it, groaning and moaning, his arms around Lestat’s arm. Suddenly he is struck by a pain, he falls down, away  from Lestat who crawls away against a tree and takes care of his wound. Louis is trying to stand, walks towards the statue of his wife but falls down again, throwing over some other statues that break as they hit the ground. Louis lies on his back, heavily breathing and gasping.

Lestat:
Your body is dying, pay no attention. It happens to us all.

Louis is still breathing heavily, he hears his own heartbeat, struggling to stay alive. Lestat laughs as Louis stops breathing. His eyes are cold and stare into the sky. But after a few seconds his eyes change and he awakes again, looks around. He has now vampire-teeth and vampire-eyes as he stands up.

Lestat: 

Now look with your vampire-eyes.

Louis walks around and sees the statue of his late wife. Her eyes were closed, but now open and look at him. Then they close again.

San Francisco, hotelroom.

Malloy:

            What did you see?

Louis: 

No words can describe it. You might as well ask Heaven what it sees. No human can know. The statue seemed to move but it didn’t.  The world had changed yet stayed the same. I was a newborn vampire weeping at the beauty of the night.

Graveyard.

Louis has kneeled down and is now looking into the water of a small creek, with Lestat standing behind him as if he’s proud of his creation. A bird shrieks and a bat flies by. Louis stands up to look around. He looks at his hands and to Lestat.

San Francisco.

Louis:
Perhaps you’d like another cigarette?

Malloy:

Yeah, to hell with it. It’s not bothering you, is it?

Louis:
No.

Malloy:

No, I don’t assume that it would be, it’s not like you’re going to die from cancer or anything, is it?

Louis, smiling:
No, I don’t think so.

Malloy lights his cigarette.

Malloy:

What about crucifixes?

Louis:
Crucifixes?

Malloy:
Can you look at them?

Louis:
Actually I’m quite fond of looking at crucifixes.

Malloy:
How about the old stake-through-the-heart-thing? 

Louis:
Nonsense.

Malloy
Coffins, how about coffins?

Louis:
Coffins, unfortunately are a necessity.

New Orleans

Louis and Lestat are standing in some kind of a basement where two coffins are standing. Louis is lying in one of them and Lestat is bending forward and looks at him, his hand on the lid.

Lestat:
Don’t worry. Soon, you’ll be sleeping as soundly as you have ever slept. And when you awake, I will be waiting for you. And so will all the world.

Lestat closes the lid of the coffin and Louis is surrounded by darkness. 

The next evening, Lestat and Louis are out in a tavern with the goal to kill, and they have found a woman who will help them as she sits in between at a table.

They are surrounded by music and laughter, and a play is performed several feet away from them, but no-one notices.

Louis, off-screen: 

Blood, I must define, was a necessity as well. I woke the next evening with a hunger I had never felt. 

The woman pours wine into a glass and gives it to Lestat, he puts it away and devotes his attention to her.


Woman: 

Once you taste this, you’ll never go to another tavern again.

Lestat:

You think so, chèrie? But what if I’d rather taste your lips? 

Woman:
My lips are even sweeter still.

They kiss passionately as she is lying in his arms. She moans when they stop, her eyes are closed. Lestat glances to Louis and as he speaks blood is on his teeth. 

Lestat:
My friend…should taste those lips…

Woman, sighing:
Is his kiss…as deep as yours?

Lestat, sighing:

Deeper, ma chère.

He gives the woman to Louis, puts her in his arms and he takes her with aversion, kisses her.

A drop of blood escapes from Louis’ lips and glides from the woman’s chin. Lestat takes her wrist and opens it, drinks her blood too so she is soon unconscious.

Eventually. Louis stops kissing her and gasps for breath.

Louis, gasping:
I will not take her life!

Lestat, softly:

I’ve done it for you. She’s as dead as a doornail, my friend…

Lestat takes her head gently and puts it on the table and drops some silver coins next to her. Louis feels guilty as he tastes her blood on his lips.

A carriage brings them to Louis’ mansion, as Lestat discusses his techniques with him.

Lestat, off-screen, laughing:
It’s so easy, you almost feel sorry for them.

A dog  barks somewhere.

They are now inside Louis’ estate, at the dinner-table, pretending to be dining. They are both at one side of the table, looking at each other. 

Lestat:
You’ll get used to killing, just forget about that mortal coil. You’ll become accustomed with things all too quickly.

He smiles at Louis as he takes his handkerchief, ready to act as if he’s eating, as the maid, the slave Yvette, enters the room. A clock is ticking on the background, breaking the silence as she arrives.

She walks past Lestat towards Louis.

Yvette:
Are you not hungry, Sir? 

Lestat:
Oh, contraire, ma chère. He could eat the whole colony.

Lestat burst out in laughter as Yvette looks at him, scared. She turns away and looks at the frustrated Louis. She takes the plate with food from Louis, but he grabs her wrist to stop her. She gasps for breath as he touches her. His eyes glide from the vein in her wrist to the arteries her arm and her neck, where the vein is swollen. 

Louis:
I’ll eat it in a bit, now leave us.

She lets go of the plate and walks away swiftly past Lestat. 

Lestat:
Can’t you pretend, you fool? Don’t give the game away. We’re lucky to have such a home.

He hears the peeping sound of a rat and grabs it in a fraction of a second. He pets it, softly, and stands up from his chair. As he walks towards Louis he bites the rat’s little neck and pours the blood into a glass. He sits down next to Louis.

Lestat:

Pretend to drink, at least. Such fine crystal shouldn’t go to waste. 

He drains the rat and when the last drop has fallen into the glass he hands it over to Louis.

He takes it with hope in his eyes and, while staring at Lestat, he drinks it. After one draught he spits it back into the glass. Lestat is sitting next to him, still petting the dead rat on the table.

Lestat:
I know. It gets cold so quickly. 

Louis:
Can we live like this? Of the blood of animals?

Lestat:

I wouldn’t call it living, call it surviving. Useful trick if you’re coffed for a month on a ship at sea.

Louis drinks the entire glass.

Lestat, almost whispering:

There’s nothing in this world now, that doesn’t hold some…

Louis, looking into the glass:

Fascination…

Lestat:
Yes…

He looks at Louis, but stands up.

Lestat:
I’m bored with this prattle.

He throws the rat into the fireplace.

Louis:
We can live without taking human life, it’s possible.

Lestat:
Anything is possible. Just try it for a week. Come into New Orleans, let me show you some real sport.

He smiles.

There’s a party, held in Louis’ mansion. Lestat sees it as a great opportunity to hunt and guides Louis through the people. 

Louis off-screen:
Lestat killed two, sometimes three a night. A fresh young girl, that was his favorite for the first of the evening. For seconds, he preferred a guilded, beautiful youth. But the snob in him loved to hunt in society. And the blood of the aristocrat thrilled him best of all. 

They stand still as Lestat sees a possible victim. He turns to Louis to explain things to him.


Lestat:
The trick is not to think about it. You see that one? Widow St. Claire. She had that gorgeous young fab murder her husband.

Louis:

How do you know?

Lestat: 
Read her thoughts.

Louis looks at him with disbelief.

Lestat:
Read her thoughts.

Louis stares at her, trying to do so but he can’t as she returns his glance. 

Louis:
I can’t.

Lestat shrugs, as he walks away, followed by Louis. They walk towards the widow and her young lover.

Lestat:

The Dark Gift is different for each of us. But one thing is true: everyone will grow stronger as we go along. Just take my word for it. She blamed a slave for his murder. Imagine what they did to him. Evildoers are easier, and they taste better. 

They reach the widow and Lestat kisses her hand.

Widow:
Enchanté, monsieur.

Louis kisses her hand.

Widow:
Monsieur…enchanté.

They walk outside the mansion in the garden. Louis is with the young lover and Louis is with the widow, nervous and insecure. The widow holds the leashes of her two white poodles who bark at everything. Lestat and the young boy walk away from Louis and the widow.

Young boy:
Where are we going?

Lestat looks him deep into his eyes, touching the boys cheek. 

Lestat:
Nowhere.

Louis and the widow walk further away from the other two.

Widow:
Now, young man, you really amaze me. I’m old enough to be your grandmother.

Louis looks around, afraid but leads the widow to a wooden bench and he starts to kiss her. He kisses her shoulders and neck. She sighs of ecstasy, while the dogs keep on barking and attract Louis’ attention.

Widow, sighing with pleasure, listening to the music:
Oh, yes! That’s the melody! 

Louis reaches for the leashes on the skirt of the widow and pulls one of the poodles towards him, pushes the widow away from him, off the bench.

Lestat is distracted by a loud scream. He turns away from the young man, who is hanging dead against a tree. It is the widow who screams, crying. She sits on the ground, surrounded by her two dead poodles. Louis lets go of the second poodle and tries to comfort her.

Widow: 

Murderer! My little papillons, butterflies, he killed them! Oh no, my…

Louis reaches out to her, he wants to explain and comfort her but she is crazy, screaming and crying, until Lestat arrives. He runs to the two, grabs the widow’s neck and breaks it with a loud crack. He throws her dead body to the ground and looks at Louis, his eyes filled with anger.

Lestat:

Whining coward of a vampire who prowls the night killing rats and poodles! You could have finished us both.

Louis, sitting in the ground, with blood in his teeth and lips, looking up at Lestat.

Louis, yelling:
You condemn  me to Hell!

Lestat, whispering:
I don’t know any Hell.

Louis jumps up and collars Lestat, pushes him off the ground into the air and throws him against a tree. Lestat laughs maniacally as Louis is growling and groaning. He pushes Lestat against the tree, still holding his collar.

Lestat:
Now that’s more like it! Anger, fury! That’s why I chose you.

Lestat smiles, and Louis throws him through the air against another tree. Lestat is still laughing hysterically. Finally Louis let’s go.

Lestat, laughing:
But you can’t kill me, Louis…

Louis is exhausted and gasping for breath as Lestat walks past him and puts his hand on Louis’ shoulder.

Lestat:

Feed on what you will. Rats, chickens…and poodles. I’ll leave you to it, and watch you come around. But remember: life without me, would be even more unbearable. 

Lestat walks away.

We see Louis in a chicken-barn, killing one of the last chickens. Outside a woman is screaming and Louis looks up. Lestat walks out of one of the slave-quarters where the woman is screaming. He wipes his lips with his handkerchief and looks satisfied. A baby cries.

During the day, several bodies of slaves are fished out of the water, women cry at the dead bodies of their husbands. The slaves are drumming in their rituals to exorcise the demons. This ritual continues day and night.

Inside the mansion, night.

Lestat and Louis are sitting at the dinner-table. Lestat is playing with some drapes, throwing them at Louis who is holding a candle in his hands, watching the flame. Outside is the sound of slaves singing and drumming.

Lestat, sighing:
Consider yourself lucky. In Paris a vampire must be clever for many reasons.

Louis looks up and puts the candle down, interested.

Louis:

Paris?

Lestat:

Here all one needs is a pair of fangs.

Lestat smiles softly.

Louis:
You came from Paris?

Lestat: 

As did the one who made me.

Louis: 

Tell me about him. You must have learned something from him.

Lestat:
I learned absolutely nothing. I wasn’t given a choice, remember?

Louis:
But you must know something about the meaning of it all?

Lestat jumps up from his chair and hits the table with his fist.

Lestat, shouting:
Why?! Why should I know these things? Do you know them?


He point at Louis and then turns himself to the window, to the sound of the slaves outside.

Lestat:
That noise… It’s driving me mad, that noise! We’ve been in the country for weeks of nothing but that noise.

Louis, calm:
Yes, they know about us. They watch us dine on empty plates and drink from empty glasses.

Lestat, sighing:
Come to New Orleans, then. The Paris Opera is in town. We can try some French…cuisine.

He sighs as he sees that Louis turns his head away, knowing the answer. 

Louis:
Forgive me if I have a lingering respect for life.

Lestat walks away but turns around.

Lestat:
You’ll soon run out of chickens, Louis.

He leaves the room, leaving Louis behind. He rides the fields on his horse, threatens the slaves and jumps over one of their fires. He turns around and looks at the shocked people, watching him. He commands the horse to run along and he leaves them, disappears into the woods.

Louis is still in his mansion, at the dinner-table, when Yvette walks in. Louis turns away from her.

Yvette: 

Monsieur Louis, you don’t want any supper, non?

Louis, whispering:
No, ma chère. 

Yvette:
I’m worried about you, master. When is it that you go riding in the field? And how long since you’ve been to the slave-quarter?  Everywhere there is death. Are you still our master at all?

Louis, gasping for breath, turns his head away from her as she wants to look at him.

Louis: 

That would be all, Yvette…

Yvette:
I will not go until you listen  to me. You must, you must send away this friend of yours. The slaves are all frightened of him. And they’re frightened of you…

She touches his cheek and he takes her hand, kisses it, kisses her wrist.

Louis:
I’m frightened of myself.

He closes his eyes and without knowing, he bites her wrist and drinks her blood. Yvette wants to pull back her hand, starts to scream and wants to run away. He still holds her, is trying to calm her down be she is still screaming. He puts his hand on her mouth the shut her up and they fall down to the ground, and she pulls the tablecloth with her to the floor taking all the food on the table with them.

Outside the slaves are going mad. They surround the mansion carrying torches and want to break open the front door, but Louis kicks open the doors and the slaves walk back, away from him. They are all quiet now, as they see that he is holding the body of Yvette in his arms.

Louis, loud:
Hear me now! This place is cursed, damned! And yes, your master is the devil!

Some people gasp as they hear it. They look at him with agony.

Louis: 
Get out while you can, you are all free men! 

He gives Yvette’s body to one of the slaves and grabs a torch out of someone else’s hand. He chases them away.

Louis:
Do you hear me? Run! Please, save yourselves !

He runs inside the house, setting fire to everything.  He throws a candlestick into a mirror and pours wine over the cloths, setting it on fire. Eventually he even burns the painting of his wife. After that, he throws away the torch and falls down to the ground, clinching to a chair. The loud noise of breaking glass awakes him and he sees Lestat breaking through a nearby window. Lestat looks around at the fire and at Louis.

Lestat:
Yes! Perfect! Perfect! Just burn the place, burn everything we own! Having to sleeping in a field like cattle!

Louis, moaning:
You thought you could have it all…

Lestat:
Shut up Louis!

He lifts Louis from the ground and throws him out of the window.

Music: Plantation Pyre

The next evening he awakes, feeling the cold drops of rain fall on his forehead. He looks around and sees that they are in a moist, dark place, some kind of a dungeon or a tomb. Lestat is sitting in a corner, bored and mad.

Louis:
Where are we?

Lestat:
Where do you think, my idiot friend? We are in a nice, filthy cemetery. 

Louis smiles.

Lestat, sarcastic:
Does this make you happy, is this fitting and proper enough? 

Louis:
We belong in Hell.

Lestat:
What if there is no Hell, or they don’t want us there? Did you ever think of that?

Louis’ smile disappears.

Louis, off-screen:
But there was a Hell. And no matter where we moved to, I was in it. We rented rooms on the waterfront of New Orleans.

Louis is standing on the balcony, with a view over a part of the city and the Mississippi, against a dark and gloomy sky where a flash lightens the sky, followed by a great thunder. Inside there’s Lestat, and the laughter of two women. They are sitting on the sofa, making jokes about Lestat’s cold skin. He is leaning over one of the women, as the other is sitting , drinking and eating, laughing. She’s drunk. She puts away her glass as Lestat turns away from the other woman. She’s dead.  Lestat moves towards the living one, with blond curls. 

Lestat:
Your friend has no head for wine.

They both laugh.

Woman:
Don’t worry. I can warm that cold skin of yours better than she can.

They both laugh again. Lestat sits next to her and leans over her. Louis enters the room from the balcony, watching the happing,

Lestat:
Do you think so?

Woman:

            Why, you’re warm now!


Lestat:

But the price is high. Your pretty friend, I exhausted her. 

They laugh again. He touches her skin, he face.

Lestat, whispering:
Soft, so soft… I can see you lying on a bed of satin.

Woman, laughing:
Such things you say! 

Lestat:
Do you know what manner of bed?

Music: Lestat’s Recitative

He kisses her breast, biting through the skin and drinking her blood. The woman gasps  for breath, in ecstasy, she loves it. She doesn’t know at all what he really is doing. Until he stops and walks away, around the low table in front of the sofa. She looks up to him and then to her left breast, where a huge stain of blood had formed on her dress. She gasps for breath, and then starts to scream as she sees that it is her blood. Lestat takes an empty glass and puts it one of the candles on the table. The flame dies. 

Lestat:
Should we put out the light?


She starts to scream really loud.

Lestat:
Then put out the light.

He walks towards her and silences her with one hand on her lips. He grabs her wrist with the other, and bites through the skin. The woman is quiet, almost unconscious. He takes a glass and fills it with her blood, taking his hand of her lips.

Lestat:
But once put out thy light. I cannot give it vital breath again. Its needs must whither. 

Once the glass is full he turns around and stands up, handing it over to Louis.

Lestat:
For you, Louis. To pretend it’s wine.

The girl is softly sobbing on the background and Louis looks at her. He pushes the glass from his sight and walks past Lestat.

Louis:
She’s not dead!

Lestat:
You’re in love with you mortal nature. You resist the one thing that can bring you peace.

Lestat has followed Louis and is still holding the glass in front of his face. Louis throws the glass away. The woman screams. 

Louis:
You call this peace ?!

Lestat:
We’re predators, whose all-seeing eyes  were meant to give them detachment! 

Louis:
The girl, Lestat!

Lestat:
Then take her, Louis! End that hunger!

Louis:
No!

Lestat walks towards the girl, sits next to her and sooths her.

Lestat:
Now, my child. You’re tired. You want to sleep!

He kicks against the table and the lid falls off. It appears to be a coffin and he picks the girl up and throws her into it. 

Woman:
It’s a coffin! A coffin! Let me out! 

He closes the lid and sits on it, knocking on the wood as she is still screaming and kicking.

Lestat:
It’s your coffin, my love, enjoy it! Most of us never get to know what it feels like.

Louis throws some things from the fireplace that fall to the ground and break.

He turns to Lestat. 

Louis:
Why do you do this?

Lestat:
I like to do it. I enjoy it. Take you aestethics, taste pure things. Kill them swiftly if you will, but do it! For do not doubt, you are a killer, Louis! 

He turns away and throws the lid off the coffin. The woman sits up and looks at him, crying.

Woman:
It’s a coffin…

Lestat sits down besides her, and talks to her in a childish and understanding way.

Lestat:
What’s that my love?

Woman:

It’s a coffin…

Lestat:
Oh, well so it is. You must be dead.

Woman:
I’m not dead am I?

She looks at Louis.

Louis:
No, you’re not dead.

Lestat:
Not yet.

Louis:

You finish this, you finish this now! 

Lestat:
You finish it!


She manages to stand up. She looks at Louis as if he’s her last hope. She reaches out to him.

Woman:
Save me from him…Save me!

She falls over, trips over the coffin and her dress and falls in front of Louis. She takes his hand.

Woman:

You’ll let me go! I can’t die like this, I need a priest!

Lestat:
My friend is a priest, he’ll hear your sins before you die. Unless…unless I make her one of us.

Louis, yelling:
No!

Lestat:
Take her, Louis! End her suffering, end yours!

Louis:
No.

Lestat looks at Louis for a while and then at the girl. He jumps forward and grabs her, drinks her blood to kill her. She weakens and he lays her to the floor.

He turns to Louis, as if he’s exhausted.

Lestat:
Now, are you happy, Louis?

He walks towards the sofa and sits down. Louis doesn’t move.

Louis, whispering:
My God…To think you are all I have to learn from…

Lestat:
In the Old World, Louis, they call it the Dark Gift… And I gave it to you.

Louis walks out of the room, outside into the rain. 

Music: 

He walks the streets until he is somewhere inside, a place with rooms, most of them old and demolished. In an alley he hears the sound of the plague-bearer that comes forward, out of the mist. 

Plague-bearer:
Don’t go that way, monsieur! It’s the plague. Go back the way you came!

He walks passed Louis and disappears into the mist again. The sound of his bell dies in the distance.

Louis:
The way I came…

He walks into a little home, hears the sound of a child, sobbing. He walks into a room and sees a girl, a young girl, crying at her mother’s corpse. The body is green, the eyes have rotten away. She is sitting in a chair and the child is holding her feet while she is crying, saying “maman” over and over again.

Music: Claudia’s Allegro Agitato

Louis appears behind her and kneels down. She knows he’s there and turns around. He sees her little round face, the filthy blond hairs and the big blue eyes. 

Child: 

Please help us. Papa left us and didn’t come back. Please wake maman, monsieur.

She falls into his arms, sighing. He holds her, for a little while, and is then attracted to her little neck. His teeth sink into her flesh and he drinks her blood. She moans and closes her eyes. 

Suddenly a figure appears behind them. Louis stands up with the girls in his arms and turns around, where he sees Lestat in the door-post, laughing. 

Lestat:
My philosopher, my martyr, “never take a human life”!

He looks around. Louis lies the girl on the bed, kneels down besides her and puts his face into his hand and cries.

Lestat takes the mother from the chair and dances around with her, in circles through the room.

Lestat:
This calls for celebration!

Lestat (singing):

ah nortcha drif 

far falorna, 

ah maralorana solo, 

Áno ta jorn, 

no de corn 

no jeraten no.

He dances with the body and leans her backwards so her head falls back.

Lestat:
There’s still life in the old lady yet!

Music: Lestat’s Tarentella

Louis runs past him, out of the room into the rain. Lestat turns to him, yelling his name, letting go of the body. 

Lestat:
Louis!

Lestat stands in the door-post and watches Louis disappear in the rain.

Lestat:

Come back! You are what you are! Merciful Death, how you love your precious guilt.

Louis runs through the rain, into something that seemed an open sewer. 

Louis, off-screen:
Her blood coursed through my veins, sweeter than life itself and as it did Lestat’s words made sense to me. I knew peace only when I killed and when I heard her heart in that terrible rhythm I knew again what peace could be. 

He walks into the sewer, and open drainpipe and falls down, grabs a rat and kills it.

Lestat is in their rooms again, looking out of the window in search of Louis. Eventually he turns away.

Later he appears in the sewer where Louis sits. He looks up to the figure. Lestat takes of his top-hat as he walks into the pipe, disgusted by the surroundings.

Lestat, repulsed:
All I need to find you, Louis, is follow the corpses of rats.

He stands in front of Louis.

Lestat:
The pain is terrible for you. You feel it like no other creature because you’re a vampire. You don’t want it to go on.

Louis, shaking his head:
No.

Lestat:
Then do what it is in your nature to do. And you will feel as you felt with that child in your arms.

Evil is a point of view. God kills indiscriminately, and so shall we. For no creatures under God are as we are, none so like Him, as ourselves. 

He pauses.

Lestat:
I have a gift for you. Come.

He reaches out to Louis.

Lestat:
Please.

Louis hesitates. But finally he gives in and takes Lestat’s arm to by guided home.

Inside their rooms Lestat takes a candle and gestures Louis to be silence. 

Lestat:
She’s here.

Louis:
What are you saying?

Lestat:
You need company, Louis. More congenial than mine. 

He opens the door to the bedroom.

Lestat:
You remember how you wanted her, the taste of her?

Louis:
I thought I killed her.

Lestat:
Don’t worry, Louis. Your conscience is clear. 

Lestat sits down next to the child in the bed, wakes her up.

Lestat, whispering:
Claudia… Claudia…

She finally opens her eyes and looks at Lestat, tired.

Lestat:
Yes, listen to me. You’re ill, my precious. Now I’m going to give you what you need to get well.

He takes his wrist but Louis stops him./

Louis:
No.

Lestat:
You want her to die, then?

They look at each other and Louis walks away, sinks into a chair at the end of the bed.

Lestat opens his wrist and let’s the blood drip into Claudia’s mouth. She licks up.

Lestat:
That’s it. Yes… Yes…

Claudia keeps drinking, she sucks the blood out of the flesh until Lestat starts moaning. She look at him but keeps drinking. Lestat has to push her away from him to be released, and she sinks backwards into the pillows and sheets on the bed.

She breaths heavily, staring to the ceiling, the teeth sealed, her lips far apart. She peeps while breathing. Louis looks at her, fascinated. Lestat binds his wrist.

She silences. Her eyes are closed and her teeth apart. She changes. Her filthy hairs are curling and her teeth grow sharper. Eventually she opens her eyes and closes her mouth, and looks around. 

Claudia:
I want some more.

Lestat:
Of course you want more. 

Lestat walks towards a rope hanging from the ceiling which is a bell for the servants. After he has rang, he walks to the other side of the bed and waits for a servant to arrive. A young woman walks in. 

Servant:
M’on a plu, monsieur?

She is delighted by the sight of the beautiful young Claudia, sitting on the bed.

Servant:

Oh, quelle belle enfant…

She sits down on the bed, next to Claudia and Lestat. Lestat grabs her neck and she turns her head to him, scared. But his eyes hypnotize her and he lays her down on the bed in front of Claudia. She bends over and sees how Lestat makes a small wound in the servant’s neck. A drop of blood escapes Claudia’s lips as she drinks.

Lestat:
Gently, chèrie. They’re so innocent, they must not be made to suffer. Good…

She drinks and drinks, until Lestat pulls her away from the body.

Lestat:
Yes, alright now. Stop. That’s enough, chèrie. 

They sit backwards against the head of the bed and he puts his arm around her.

Lestat:

You must stop before the heart stops. 

Claudia:
I want some more.

Lestat:
I know. But it’s best in the beginning. Unless the death takes you down with it. And you’ve done very well. Look at you, not a drop spilled. Very good.

He smiles at her as she looks up to him.

Claudia:
Where’s maman?

Lestat hesitates and looks at the body.

Lestat:
Maman… Maman has gone to heaven, like that sweet lady, right there. They all go to heaven.

Louis:
All but us.

Lestat sighs.

Lestat:

Do you want to frighten our little daughter?

Claudia:
I’m not your daughter.

Lestat:
Oh, yes you are. You’re mine and Louis’ daughter now. You see, Louis was going to leave us, was  going to go away. Now he’s not. Now he’s going to stay, make you happy.

Claudia jumps from the bed and runs into Louis’ arms. 

Claudia:
Louis…

She puts her arms around his neck and lays her little head against his chest. Louis holds her, nut looks at Lestat.

Louis:
You fiend.

Lestat:
One happy family.

San Francisco, the hotel-room.

Louis ticks on the recordable to say that the tape is almost used. Malloy awakes from the story and changes the tape quickly.

Malloy:
He did it to make you stay with him?

Louis, off-screen:

Perhaps. He knew me. He knew that I would love her more than the waking world. But there was more to it. For he lavished affection on her, there’s no doubt about that. Perhaps in the end he did it because he was lonely too. 

New Orleans—night.

In the new apartment.

Lestat is walking around the house, followed by Louis. Claudia is in a room, standing on a low foot-stool, while a seamstress is patching her dress. The woman is sitting in her knees, and Claudia looks down on her. Then she looks away into the mirror besides her and watches herself, as Lestat and Louis run by.

Seamstress, almost in panic:
Monsieur? I need more light! I shall go blind of you won’t dropping me another light!

Lestat is making jokes of her, repeating her words. Then he walks away.

Seamstress:

            Oh, let me fit this child during the day!

Lestat, sarcastic:

Mon Dieu, I am afraid, madame, that my days are sacrosanct!

Louis, off-screen:
A little child she was, but also a fierce killer, now capable of the ruthless pursuit of blood with all a child’s demanding.

The woman pricks herself on a needle. She holds her wounded figure up to the light and a drop of blood is seen. Claudia looks at it.

Claudia, sweet:
Let me kiss it better.

The seamstress sees no harm in it and Claudia takes her hand and kisses the finger, before biting in it. As she does, the seamstress pulls back her hand, gasping. Looking at Claudia who is looking at her with a strange glance in her eyes.

The next moment Lestat and Louis walk into the room again and see Claudia, still standing on the foot-stool with her doll under her arm and the woman in her hands. She looks at them, knowing that she has done something wrong.. 

Lestat:

Claudia! Claudia!

Immediately she lets go of the woman who falls down to the floor.

Lestat, loud:
Now… Who will we get to finish your dress? A little practicality, chèrie! Remember, never in our home!

He walks towards her, steps over the body and takes Claudia’s hand, slapping it a little bit to make her aware of what she has done. But she hides herself behind her golden curls, her dolls pressed against her.

Lestat looks around to Louis, who is standing in the doorway, shocked.

Louis, off-screen:

She slept in my coffin at first, curling her little fingers around my hair. Until the day came when she wanted one of her one. 

Claudia and Louis sleep in the same coffin, in the dark, she is holding her doll between them and her fingers are curling Louis’ long dark-brown hairs as they sleep.

But then she has one of her own. A white coffin, made specially for a child. She opens the lid and steps out. It’s day. 

Louis, off-screen:

But still, whenever she awoke, she would crawl into mine.

Claudia walks on her toes, avoiding the lethal sunlight shining in the room. She glides along the walks, to keep in the shadows, until she’s reached Louis’ coffin. He holds the lid open as she steps in, next to him. He kisses her and closes the lid.

Louis, off-screen:
They found death fast in those days. Before she learned to play with them, to delay the moment till she had taken what she wanted.

Claudia is sitting on a bench in Jackson Square, New Orleans. Behind her, a big woman steps out of a carriage. The carriage rides off and the woman walks pass Claudia, until she hears her crying. She looks at Claudia and sits next to her. Claudia is hanging her head, crying and sighing.

Woman:
Ah, chère petite enfant… Why are you crying, child? Are you lost, my love?

Claudia, crying:
Maman… 

The woman puts her arm around Claudia to comfort her. Claudia lays her head against the woman’s chest. 

Woman:

Oh, hush now, don’t cry. We’ll find her.

Claudia bends her head more towards the woman’s neck.

Claudia, sobbing:
Maman…

He woman is soothing her, holds her.


Woman:

Oh, mon chère…

As Claudia lets her teeth sink into the skin of the woman, we see Lestat standing in the background, in a dark alley-way, watching. He is delighted to watch Claudia kill, to see her deceive. 

Claudia is playing the piano in their home. A piano-teacher is sitting next to her, to correct her movements. He hits her hand with a stick to correct her.

Teacher:
Mind the thumb, girl. Mind the thumb. That little digit. 

Claudia looks at him, indignant.  The teacher counts for her to begin again. And she continues, mad.

Next we can see Claudia walk through New Orleans. She steps into a doll-store, where the maker of those dolls is sitting at his desk, sowing a doll-dress. Claudia appears behind him, wanting. The man turns around and sees her, looks at her but turns around again. 

Man:
They’re expensive, my love. Very expensive.

Claudia stands closer to him.

Man:
Maybe to expensive for a girl like you.

Claudia bends over him and the next moment she is walking on the streets again, holding a new and beautiful doll in her arms, smiling and happy.

She is sitting at the piano again, with the teacher beside her. He doesn’t correct her anymore if she has made a mistake. As she is finished, the man’s head falls forward on the keys of the piano, with a loud bang. Lestat appears in the room, and looks at the mess.

Lestat:

Claudia, what have we told you?

Claudia, innocent:
Never in the house…

Lestat sighs.

Lestat: 

Give me some room.

Claudia pushes the teacher from the bench on which they were sitting and he falls to the floor. Lestat sits beside her and counts, so she can start again. He is going to teach her himself.

Louis, off-screen:

To me she was a child, but to Lestat a pupil  An infant prodigy with the lust for killing that matched his own. Together, they finished off whole families.

Claudia is playing in a different house, where a family is sitting behind her. Lestat is in the middle of them. A father, a mother, a young girl and a baby. They clap their hands when Claudia is finished.

Lestat:
Wonderful, wonderful. Now play something out of a more somber note.

Claudia looks at Lestat, knowing what it means. She turns to the piano and plays.

Next it is day. Several coffins are carried out of a house and pushed into black carriages. A lot of people watch at them, crying.

Louis, off-screen:

Time can pass quickly for mortals when they’re happy. With us it was the same. The years flew by like minutes. The city around us grew. Sailboats gave way to steamships, disgorging and endless menu of magnificent strangers. And the world is spun up around us, and we were all Americans now. 

They are surrounded by the sounds of steamships arriving and bells ringing, people speaking and screaming, yelling and laughing.

Lestat, Louis and Claudia are walking through the harbor of New Orleans, looking out for foreigners, new blood. 

Lestat, disgusted:
Filthy young tide. Lord, what I wouldn’t give for a drop of good old-fashion Creole blood.  

Louis:
Yankees are not your taste?

Lestat, smiling: 

They’re democratic flavor doesn’t suit my pallet, Louis.

Claudia had walked away from them, following the sound of a woman who is humming  a tune. She sees her through a pair of shutters. The young woman is washing herself in a tub, soaping herself in a bright lightened room. Claudia looks at her, wondering.

Lestat and Louis have soon found her and look at the woman. Lestat smiles.

Lestat:
Now that is pure Creole. Trust Claudia to have found her.

Lestat lays his hand on Claudia’s shoulder but she walks away from him, outs her arms around Louis. Lestat looks at her, indignant.

Lestat:
What? Don’t you want her?

Claudia, sweet and soft:
I want to be her.

She turns to Louis.

Claudia:
Can I, Louis? Be like her one day? 

Lestat looks at Louis for a moment, a bit afraid for this. Louis is also a bit concerned.

Lestat sighs madly.

Lestat:
Mon Dieu. More melancholy nonsense. I swear you grow more like Louis every day. Soon you’ll be eating rats!

Lestat walks away, still looking at the woman behind the open shutters.

Claudia turns to Louis, surprised.

Claudia, disgusted:
Rats? When did you eat rats, Louis?

Louis bends forward to be on the same height as she is.

Louis:

It was a long, long time ago, before you were born.. 

She makes a licking movement with his tongue and they smile. 

Louis:

And I don’t recommend them.

Claudia walks away, laughing,.

Their apartment—night.

Claudia is sitting on her bed in her own room. The bed is covered with porcelain dolls. She is drawing a half-naked woman, while humming a tune. Lestat enters the room.

Louis, off-screen:

Thirty years had passed, yet her body  remained that of an eternal child. Her eyes alone told the story of her age, staring from under her doll-like curls with a questioning that would one day need an answer. 

Lestat sits behind her on the bed and show her a doll.

Claudia, sighing:
Another doll? I have dozens, you realize.

Lestat looks at the doll.

Lestat:
I thought you could use one more.

Claudia:
Why always on this night?

Lestat:

What night, what do you mean?

Claudia:
You always give me a doll on the same night of the year.

Lestat:
Oh? I didn’t realize.

Claudia, sad:
Is this my birthday?

Lestat doesn’t answer.

Claudia, hating:
You dress me like a doll. You make my hair like a doll. Why? 

Lestat:
Some of these, Claudia, are so old, tatted. You should throw them away.

He lays the doll with all the others and looks at them touches the clothes. Then he hops off the bed towards the door.

Claudia, mad:
I will then!

She throws her drawing to the floor and takes the dolls, throws them through the air against the walls.

Lestat looks at this. 

Lestat:
Claudia…

She keeps throwing dolls, until the figure of a decomposing body appears between all those dolls. It’s the body of the woman in the harbor. 

Lestat:
Claudia!

He walks towards her.

Lestat, loud:
Claudia! What have you done?

Louis enters the room after hearing the noise.

Claudia stops throwing dolls as Lestat grabs her by the arm. She turns to him.

Claudia, screaming:
What you told me to do!

Louis:
You leave a corpse here to rot?

Claudia escapes from Lestat’s grip and walks out of the room.

Claudia, yelling:
I wanted her, I wanted to be her!

Lestat and Louis follow her to the drawing-room.

Lestat, yelling:
She’s mad! She pollutes the very house we live in!

Louis:
Claudia?

Claudia, screaming:
Do you want me to be a doll forever?!

She throws over a table that stood in between of her and Lestat and Louis. She has taken a pair of scissors and cuts off her golden curls that fall to the ground. 

Louis:
Claudia, don’t.

Claudia, screaming:

Why not? Can’t I change, like everybody else?!

She keeps cutting her hair and when she’s finished she walks away to her bedroom again and watches herself in the mirror. Louis has followed her but is closed outside when she closes the door behind her. He waits, leaning against the doors, knowing what will happen.

Suddenly there’s a huge scream. Claudia sees herself in the mirror, with the golden curls again. They’ve grown back. As he hears the scream, Louis walks away from the door. Lestat is standing in the drawing-room, looking at Louis. 

Claudia storms out of her room, pass Louis towards Lestat.

Claudia, mad:
Which one of you did it? Which one of you did it! Which one of you made me the way I am?

She stands in front of Lestat who has sat down in a chair so she looks down on him.

Lestat:
What you are? A vampire gone insane that pollutes his own bed?

Claudia:
And if I cut my hair again?

Lestat:
It will grow back again.

Claudia:
But it wasn’t always so. I had a mother once. And Louis, he had a wife. He was mortal, the same as she, and so was I!

Claudia points at Louis but keeps her eyes fixated on Lestat.

Louis:
Claudia!

Claudia:
You made us what we are, didn’t you?

Lestat:

Stop her, Louis…

Claudia:
Did you do it to me?

She is still holding the pair of scissors and cuts Lestat in his cheeks. Drops of blood drip from the cuts, but disappear in seconds as if nothing happened.

Claudia:
How did you do it?

Lestat, whispering:
And why should I tell you. It’s in my power.

Claudia:

Why yours alone? Tell me how it was done!

Lestat:

Be glad I made you what you are…

Lestat jumps from off his chair and grabs Claudia by her neck. She looks up at him, but she’s not afraid. 

Lestat:
You’d be dead now, if I hadn’t. Now get rid of it!

Claudia manages to escape his grip.

Claudia:
You get rid of it.

She throws away the pair of scissors and walks away, onto the balcony. Louis follows her. 

Claudia, soft:
Louis, why? You’ve got to tell me.

Louis hesitates.  They look down from the balcony on the streets, where an old woman is begging for money and food.

Louis:
You see the old woman? That will never to you. You will never grow old, and you will never die.

Claudia:
And it means something else too, doesn’t it? I shall never ever grow up. I hate him. Tell me how I became to be what I am, this…thing.

Louis and Claudia walk through the streets. It’s misty, and moist. No-one’s there. 

Louis, off-screen:
For thirty years I had avoided that place, yet I found my way back there, with hardly an upward glance.

They stand in the same room as so many years ago. Claudia stand sin front of Louis, looking at the room.

Claudia, disgusted:
You fed on me?

He had told her the entire story, the story Louis has told Malloy so far. And he looks at her, crying, feeling guilty.

Louis:
Yes. And he found me with you. And he cut his wrist, and fed you from him, and you were a vampire then and have been every night after.

Claudia:
You both did it.

Louis:
I took your life. And he gave you another one.

Claudia turns around and looks at Louis, mad.


Claudia:
And here it is. And I hate you both!

She runs away from Louis, into the fog, leaving him alone. That night he walks the streets again, alone, kills. 

Louis, off-screen:
I walked all night. I walked as I walked years before when my mind emends with guilt with the thought of killing. Of all the things I’d done, couldn’t undo. And I longed for one second’s peace.

He returns to their home where he finds Claudia. He sits down on a sofa and she appears behind him. A drop of blood runs from the corner of his mouth to his chin. He sits down, tired of life. She stands behind him.

Claudia:
Locked together in hatred.

She walks towards him, he doesn’t turn around. 

Claudia:
But I can’t hate you, Louis.

She stands right behind him and puts her arms around his neck. He takes her hand and feels her fingers. She puts her head in his shoulder.

Claudia:
Louis, my love. I was mortal, till you gave me your immortal kiss. You became my mother, and my father, that’s why I’m yours forever. But now it’s time to end it Louis, now it’s time to leave him.

Louis:
He will never let us go.

Claudia:
Oh..?

She walks away from him, lets go of his hand and walks towards the door and stands still.

Claudia:
Really?

The next evening. Lestat is sitting behind the wing, playing an intensive piece as Claudia enters the room.

Lestat, irritated:
What is it now? You irritate me, you’re very presence irritates me.

Claudia:
Does it?

Lestat:
And I’ll tell you something else. I found someone who’ll  make a better vampire than both of you. 

Claudia: 

Is that’s supposed to frighten me?

Lestat:
You’re spoiled, because you’re an only child. You need a brother. Or I do. I’m weary of you both.

Claudia:
Is suppose we could people the world with vampires, the three of us?

Lestat, sarcastic:
Oh, not you, my little Claudia.

Claudia:
You’re a liar. Like you’ll upset my plans.

Lestat:
What plans?

Claudia:
I came to make peace with you. Even though you’re father of lies, I want things to be as they were.

Lestat:
Stop pestering me then.

Claudia walks towards him and stands behind him, puts her arms around his neck. He touches her arm and stops playing.

Claudia:
Oh, Lestat. I must do more than that. I brought a present for you.

Lestat, sarcastic:
Then I hope it’s a woman, with endowments you’ll never posses. 

Claudia silences.

Claudia, broken:

           Why do you such things?

Lestat sees that he has said something wrong and takes her arm to say sorry in his proud way.

Claudia:
You haven’t fed enough, I can tell by your color. 

She walks away from him and gestures to follow.

Claudia:
Come and see.

Finally Lestat stands up and she takes his hand to guide him to the dining-room. There are two little boys lying on the sofa, unconscious. Lestat sighs when he sees them. Claudia sits next to one of the sleeping boys.

Claudia:
Don’t be angry with me, when I saw them I knew they were for you.

She takes the hand of the boy next to her and shows Lestat that they are really passed out.

Claudia:
Drunk, on brandy-wine. A thimble full.

She lets the hand fall into the boy’s lap and makes the form of a thimble. She smiles.

Lestat sighs and looks at Claudia and the boys.

Lestat:
Claudia, Claudia, Claudia….Well, you certainly have outdone yourself.

He steps into the room and stands in front of the sofa.

Claudia:
I promise I’ll get rid of the bodies.

Lestat kneels down to one of the boys and feels his flesh.

Lestat: 
We forgive each other then?

Claudia:
Yes.

Lestat bends forward and with one rough movement he bites the neck of one of the boys and drinks. Claudia looks at him, curious.

After some drinks Lestat stops and falls back, sits on the ground with one hand on the sofa and the other one on his knees. He starts to laugh, thinks he knows her little plan.

Lestat, laughing but weak:
Absince…You’ve given them absince?

Claudia has stand up from the sofa and stands in front of Lestat, serene. 

Claudia, calm:
No. Laudanum.

Lestat:
Laudanum?

Claudia:
Yes. It killed them unfortunately, but it keeps the blood warm.

Lestat:

You…you let me drink…dead blood…You let me drink…

Lestat gasps for breath and is having trouble to stay on his knees. He reaches out to Claudia, tries to catch her and grab her ankles as she walks pass him, but he misses her. 

Claudia, mad:
One lesson you taught me: Never drink from the Dead!

She walks around him.

Lestat:
Louis! Put me in my coffin…Put me in my…my coffin…

Claudia appears behind him, and from under her cape she takes out a huge kitchen knife.

Claudia:
I’ll put you in your coffin!

She lets the knife slide his neck in the front. His head falls backwards what makes the cut even bigger. Then Lestat falls forward to the ground as the blood flows from the wound, making the floor dark-red of the blood what makes a small pool around his body.

Louis appears in the room, gasping for breath of what he sees.

Louis:
My God!

Claudia stands next to Louis as they watch what happens to Lestat. He is gargling, gasping for breath as the flow of blood is getting bigger and bigger and finally reaches Claudia and Louis.

Claudia, afraid:
Louis, lift me up.

Louis lifts her up and puts her on a foot-stool so she wont get blood on her shoes.

After a while Lestat is quiet and lies down, his head in his blood.

Claudia:
Goodnight, sweet prince. May flights of devils bring you to your rest.

She turns to Louis who is looking at the body of Lestat with a sense of fear in his eyes.

Claudia, serious:
Should be burn him, bury him? What would he have liked, Louis..?

He takes the knife out of her hands and throws it away to the floor. She looks at him with ignorance, as if she doesn’t know what she has done wrong. He looks at her with anger and disbelieve.

Claudia:
The swamp?

The swamp it is. They ride with their carriage through the small way in darkness through the swamp, with Lestat in the back of the carriage. At one point, when they can’t get any further into the wilderness, they stop. They take Lestat’s body, wrapped in a white sheet, out of the carriage and Louis lays it softly in the water. An alligator slides into the water on the other side of the river. Louis can’t let go of the sheet, but he eventually does and kneels down beside the water, looks how the body floats towards the alligator who takes it under the water. Claudia stands behind Louis. 

Claudia:

He belongs with those reptiles, Louis. He deserved to die.

Louis:
Then perhaps so do we. Every night of our lives. He was my Maker, He gave me this life, whatever it is. It shouldn’t have been this way.

Claudia, hopeless:
I did it for us, Louis. So we could be free.

San Francisco, hotel-room.

Malloy: 
You missed him?



Louis:
He was all I knew, it’s as simple as that. We were like two orphans learning to live again. We booked passages to Europe.

Claudia sits in a library, studying a book, fascinated by the pictures and the stories of vampires in Europe.

Louis walks towards her, from behind, and looks at what she’s reading.

Louis, off-screen:

Over the weeks, while we waited for the boat to arrive, she studied the myths and legends of the Old World, obsessed with what she called “our kind”.

They are in their apartment in New Orleans. All furniture is covered with white sheets. They are moving out in just a matter of seconds, waiting for the carriage to take them to the harbor where they will leave.

Claudia stands behind the wing and looks at Louis who walks into the room with the birdcage, with two birds singing loudly.

Louis:
Look who we forgot?

He puts the birdcage upon the piano and looks at Claudia.

Louis:
Let’s set them free.

Claudia, whispering:
Yes.

Louis:
Yes?

The doorbell rings as Claudia takes the birdcage outside to the balcony to set them free.

Louis:
It’s the carriage!

He walks towards the front door downstairs and opens it, but no-one’s there. The street is empty. He looks around and gives up. When he closes the door, someone pushes the door open and grabs Louis at the throat. Louis moans, kicks the figure off of him and smashes the door behind him.

Claudia appears in the end of the hall.

Claudia, screaming:
No, Louis! 

Louis runs towards her, picks her up and runs upstairs. They enter the piano-room and Louis gasps for breath as he sees the creature behind the piano. The transparent curtains are hanging in front of him, there’s only the black object behind the piano, playing a familiar tune. It’s Lestat, playing the same piece as he did the night he was almost destroyed. Louis puts Claudia down and pushes her behind him, to protect her. Lestat looks awful. His skin is wrinkled, green and filled with dark spots. His eyes lie deep in the black sockets and his hair is black and dead, hanging in front of his eyes. His hands are bony, his entire body is bony and the skin hangs around is as if it’s woo wide.

Lestat:

Listen, Louis. There’s life in these old hands still. Not quite furioso. Moderato, contable, perhaps.

Claudia, whispering:
How could it be?



Lestat:
Ask the alligator. His blood helped. Then on the diet of the blood of snakes, toads, and all the putrid life of the Mississippi, slowly Lestat came something like himself again…

He stops playing the piano and looks at Claudia.

Lestat:
Claudia, you’ve been a very, very naughty little girl…


Claudia gasps for breath, afraid to death. Lestat jumps of the stool of the piano and in the fraction of a seconds he’s in front of Claudia and Louis. Louis tries to defend her, but Lestat hits him and he falls against a dresser. Lestat jumps towards Claudia, who is screaming. There’s only a glass table in between and Claudia sees no way to escape. The table is her only safety until Lestat throws is away. But before he has been able to reach Claudia, Louis stands up and in a moment of fear he grabs a oil-lamp towards Lestat. The glass cracks and the fire spreads over Lestat’s clothes. He is screaming, kicking as the fire grows. Claudia runs into Louis’ arms and they are driven into a corner by the fire and the screaming Lestat. They look at him with horror and eventually they run out of the room, away from the fire. They reach the street were people are watching the fire that has spread throughout the entire house and the houses next to it. They can still seem to hear Lestat’s screams as he crawls on the walls and even the ceiling, eaten by the flames. Claudia and Louis are running towards the harbor.

Claudia:
The ship is sailing without us!

They reach the ship just in time and they are pulled on board. The ship leaves and as they sail away, Claudia and Louis look over the waterfront, the fire that seemed to have spread through the entire street.

Louis:
Though the fire seemed to spread through the quarter, I stood in that deck, fearful he would come out again, from the very river like some monster to destroy us both. And all the while I thought: Lestat, we deserve your vengeance. You gave me the Dark Gift and I deliver you into the hands of Death for the second time.

The ship sails away and the fire disappears in the distance.

Louis, off-screen:
Though the ship was blessedly free of rats, a strange plague nonetheless struck its passengers. Only Claudia and I seemed immune.

A body is put to water, blessed by a Friar, as Louis and Claudia watch.

Louis, off-screen:
We kept to ourselves, pondering the mystery of each other. We reached the Mediterranean. I wanted those waters to be blue, but they were black. Night-time waters. And how I suffered them, straining to recall the color that in my youth I had taken for granted. We searched village after village, ruin after ruin, county after county. And always we found nothing. I began to believe that we were the only ones. There was  a strange comfort in that thought. For what did the damned really have to say to the damned?

San Francisco, modern-day, hotel-room.

Louis stands up from his chair. Malloy looks up to him.

Malloy:
You…you said you found nothing? 

Louis:
Peasant rumors. Superstitious about garlic, crosses, the old stake-through-in-heart. Bu tone of our kind? Not a whisper.

Malloy:
So there are no vampires in Transsylvania, no…no Count Dracula?

Louis leans against the window.

Louis:
Fictions, my friend. The vulgar fictions of a demented Irish-man.

Louis, off-screen:
Paris, September, 1870. The city I had always dreamed of. I was Creole after all and Paris was the mother of New Orleans.  A universal fold entire into himself.

Claudia and Louis step out of the carriage that took them to Paris and they enter their hotel, where people are laughing. A servant brings them to their huge rooms, almost just a big as their home in New Orleans. 

They dance in the Royal Palace, happy with each other, laughing. Claudia is dressed like a woman. Several seamstresses make dresses for adults for her size which she shows to Louis, dancing around the rooms and as she turns to the mirror again the seamstresses help her again.

Louis, off-screen:
We were alive again, just the two of us. And so euphoric was I that I yielded to her every desire. 

So it was, when I had given up the search for vampires, a vampire found me.

Louis walk through Paris, alone in a dark alley-way. He can vaguely discern the sound of other footsteps behind him but when he turns around there’s no-one there. As he walks on he again hears the footsteps,

The same as his, at the same speed. He turns around again, but no-one’s there. When he turns around the third time he sees a figure, a man standing a couple of feet away from him, dressed in the same clothes and the same hat, cape and hairdo. They walk towards each other, Louis smiles at the man and the man smiles too. He is like a mirror, making the same gestures as Louis. In the beginning Louis likes it but after a while it irritates him. Suddenly the other man makes a different movement. he takes off his top-hat and starts dancing. He dances against the wall, on the ceiling. Appearing behind Louis and tipping his head of his head. He stands on the ground again, smacking Louis in the face with his white glove.

Louis, mad:
Buffoon!

Louis takes the man at his coat and lifts him up into the air. The man smiles but looks up when he is called.

Armand:
Santiago!

The vampire has disappeared from Louis’ arms immediately and Louis is surprised by this. He picks up his hat and sees a dark man standing far away from him. Louis walks towards him ,mad.

Louis:
I have searched the world for an immortal and this is what I find?! 

The vampire doesn’t move, he just looks at Louis. Then he reaches inside his coat and shows Louis a little purple card. He gives it to him. 

Armand:
And bring the petite beauty with you. No-one will harm you. I won’t allow it.

Louis looks at the card with the name “Théatre des Vampires” , the date and the address in Rue Royale. He turns the card over and looks at the name on it.

Armand:
And remember my name. Armand.

Without saying an other word he turns around and walks away.

The next evening Claudia and Louis stand in line in front of the building at the address on the card.

Louis:
Now remember what I told you. They’ll have different powers. They’ll read your thoughts if you let them.

They enter the building into a huge auditorium, where someone is playing an organ. The place is soon filled with people-humans. Louis and Claudia sit on a balcony where they can oversee the stage. Santiago, the vampire from the other night, walks over the stage.

Louis:
That’s the one, that’s the vampire.

Claudia nods. They clap their hands and look at the stage, fascinated and curious.

A scene is created. There’s a white bench at one side and Santiago crosses the stage as two vampires, a male and a female, walk through the scene. Santiago is dressed in black, with a scythe in his hands as if he’s Death.

Santiago:
Two lovers, wandering down their violate way, whose passionate embraces each, which permits no meditations on decay…

The two “lovers” sit down on the bench, kissing each other and holding their hands. As they sit down, And explosion is heard and the bench is mostly covered with smoke. People gasp when they hear the sound of the explosion and the smoke. The bench turns and another bench appears, similar to the previous one. It has two dolls on it, dressed like the actors with the same clothes and in the same pose. 

Santiago:
Until they find themselves within my reach!

Santiago takes his scythe from under his cape and cuts the hands of the dolls.  The hands fall off and a stream of red crêpe jump out of the  “wounds”. The people in the audience gasp, shocked by this and then start to laugh and clap their hands. Santiago laughs maniacally. Louis and Claudia also clap their hands. Louis bends his head to Claudia.

Louis:
Vampires who pretend to be humans, pretending to be vampires.

He smiles to her, but she doesn’t look at him. She shakes her head, smiling.

Claudia:
How avant-garde.

Louis looks at her with awe and stops clapping, staring at the stage where another scene is created. The scene of a wishing-well, where a monk appears on stage with a huge thirst, dressed in a whiter garb. 

Santiago:

The monk, whose soul with Heaven does commune, and spends his days in pi’s contemplation…

The monk bends over the well to take a bucket and fill it with water. As he stands, bend over the edge of the well, Santiago walks towards him and kicks against the monk’s behind. The monk falls into the well, with a loud scream, and there’s the sound of water splashing. The audience laughs.

Santiago:

Finds and will meet his Maker all too soon. For all his prayers gets no remuneration.

The monk appears again, flying out of the well, looking like an angel. But suddenly he falls down again, into the well. The audience laughs and claps their hands.

Curtains hide the stage, as Santiago walks in front of them towards the audience. 

Santiago:

The lesson ended here, and it is this: Each one of you my clammy hands must touch. Each one must bend his forehead to my kiss. But ah… Me thinks a mortal does approach!

The curtains open again, and there the plain stage with a few giant candlesticks with several candles. There are the screams of a woman, a young woman, who is pushed upon the stage by a group of vampires dressed in black garbs. 

Santiago:
What have we here? What beauty by my side? A rose in bloom, a shrinking violet? Perhaps she has a mind to be my bride? Perhaps my lesson has not ended yet!

The young woman runs to the other end of the stage, to escape, but every black vampires chase her back unto the stage. She screams when the vampires approach her, chase her away. She has the skirt of her dress in her hands, to run better. She avoids Santiago, who looks at her. Suddenly she stands in the middle of the stage, almost crying, gasping for breath. She looks around, to the people in the audience and the vampires that surround her and block all the exits. She is beautiful. Tall and skinny. She has long blue hairs and big brown eyes, filled with tears of exhaustion and terror. She looks at Santiago.

Woman, screaming:
I don’t wanna die! 

Santiago:
But Death we are and Death we’ve always been!

Woman:
Someone help me! Please!

She runs towards the crowd in the audience, she wants to jump off the stage but the vampires grab her and pull her back. They rip some of her clothes from her body so she is only dressed in her petticoat and a shirt with laces. She screams loud, a scream that cuts through the silence. The crowd is silence. They watch the genuine fear of the woman, thinking it is all a game, a scene played. But it’s not.

The woman cries and falls on her knees. The vampires around her pick her up and let her stand, to move away when she starts to talk.

Woman:

What have I done?

Santiago:
We all die!

Woman:
But I’m young!

Santiago:
Death is no respecter of age: it can come any time, any place. 

The woman cries. Santiago steps to her, reaches out to her. She steps back against a vampire. She looks at Santiago. He gently touches the laces of her shirt and opens them. The shirt falls open. The cries sobs quietly. Santiago is careful when he opens the shirt and her breasts show. The shirt glides from her shoulders to the ground. 

Santiago:
Just as this flesh is pink now, so will turn Grey and wrinkled with age!

Woman:
Let me live, I don’t care!
 

The woman falls on her knees at Santiago’s feet, her head in her hands, crying.

Santiago bends over her, takes her arm and lifts her up, softly.

Santiago:
Then why would you care if you die now? And suppose Death had a heart to love and to release you?  To who would he turn his passion? Would you choose a person from the crowd there? A person to suffer as you suffer?

The girl looks at the audience, confused and scared. Tears are rolling over her cheeks, her head sticks to her face.

A woman in the crowd stands up and screams.

Woman in the crowd:
Oh yes! Monsieur Vampire, take me, I adore you! 

The audience laughs.

Santiago:
You wait your turn!

The audience laughs even harder and the woman is smiling, looks around, proud. Then she takes her binoculars again and sits down.

Santiago devotes himself to the woman on the stage again, he is letting go of her arm and looks at her, as if he understands her.

Santiago:
Well! You know what it means to be loved by Death? To become…our bride? 

His face is close to hers, he is almost kissing her. She sobs. She closes her eyes as he is very close to her. Suddenly everybody awakes and shocked with the sound of explosions in the back of the stage. Between two clouds of smoke Armand appears, dressed in a back garb with a dark-red scarf. His long brown hair are hanging loose over his shoulders and his deep-brown eyes stare at the women. She hides her breasts with her arms and walks away from him. Santiago disappears to the side of the stage, and so do all the other vampires on the stage as Armand walks by. The woman looks around her, afraid of the being in front of her. He looks at her, not understanding, but then his attitude changes and he spreads his arms, almost smiling kindly. She looks at the other vampires and the audience and then at Armand. Finally, she walks into his arms and he holds her, touches her naked back and strokes her blond hair, puts his head against hers as she cries, her hands on his shoulders as if she trusts him.

Then he takes her neck and holds it tight with one hand. He pushes her towards the crowd, so they can see her white skin, so pure. She gasps for breath, closes her eyes for a moment. Then Armand lets go and undresses her petticoat. The cloth falls down to the floor, showing her naked body. She is completely naked now, as Armand appears behind her. Armand takes her arm and spreads them, so the crowd can see her naked body. She is still crying, but stops as Armand whispers into her right-ear.

Armand, whispering:
No pain.

Then he moves to the other side of her head.

Armand, whispering:
No pain…

She turns her head towards him and nods, not afraid anymore. Armand turns her body to him, puts one hand under her head and the other in her neck and looks at her, closely and intense. Her head falls backwards, she is hypnotized by his intense looks. He holds her body in his arms and then bends forward to bite the flesh in her neck.

Louis:
Monstrous…

The other vampires make a group behind him, as if they’re waiting for her body. Armand drinks some of her blood, looks at the crowd and then stops. He takes her entire body in his arms now, and lifts her off the ground. The people in the crowd whisper and sigh. Armand lifts her higher and higher, over his head and the vampires behind him takes her and they all hold her body as Armand lets go. Carefully they place her on the cold stone floor. Armand walks away, off the stage. There is only the group of vampires, kneeling down beside the body in a circle, waiting. Then, after a couple of seconds, they bend over her and all choose a place to bite her and drink her blood, like a group of vultures. 

The play has ended. The rumors start again as the people are leaving the theatre and fill the lobby, laughing and talking. Louis and Claudia are guided by Armand to an underground vault, the place where all the vampires live. They are standing above a stairway, surrounded by the vampires. In this vault, a row with coffins stands at the side. Vampires are standing on the stairs and on the balconies. There is a stairway in the ground, next to the coffins, where Santiago appears with someone.

Armand guides the two new vampires down the stairs.

Armand:
We live beneath, let me show you.

Louis, whispering:
Monstrous…

Armand:
Yes. And very beautiful. Welcome to my home.

Santiago is walking with a child, a boy with brown curls and several scars of teeth-marks every in his body. In his neck, his arms, his hands. 

Armand takes him over and shows him to Louis and Claudia.

Armand, soft:
Try him…

Louis hesitates, looks around the vault to the other vampires. He looks at the boy who is scared to death, shivering. Carefully Louis takes his little hand and looks for an open space to bite him. He has found a spot in the boys hand, next to his hand and he bites him, very clumsy. The boy gasps for breath, afraid, but he doesn’t pull back his hand. 

The vampires around them laugh at Louis. Louis looks at them and the boy takes back his hand. He is guided away from them by Santiago again.

Armand takes them away from the others, to his own private room. Claudia stays close to Louis, afraid of Armand. He puts the boy to sleep in a bed in his private room, closing the bed off with a curtain.

Armand:
Two vampires from the New World, comes to guide us into the new era, as all we love slowly rots and fades away.

Louis:
Are you the leader of this…this group?

Armand:
If  there was a leader, I would be the one.

Louis:
So you have the answers?



Armand:
So you have questions?

Armand walks away from them.

Louis:
What are we?

Armand turns around, his hands on a pillar.

Armand:
Nothing. If not vampires.

He smiles and walks towards his chair, like some kind of a throne. 

Louis:
Who made us what we are?


Armand:
Surely you know the one who made you?

Louis:
Yes, but the one who made him. The source of all this…evil.

Armand:
I understand. I saw you in the theatre. Your suffering, your sympathy for that girl. You die when you kill.

You feel you deserve to die, and you stained on nothing. But does that make you evil? Or since you comprehend what you call goodness, does that not make you…good?

Louis:
Then there is nothing?

Armand:
Perhaps. Or perhaps…

Armand lets his fingers slide through the flame of a candle. He closes his eyes and makes a fist of the hand.

Armand:
This is the only real evil left.

Louis:
God does not exist?

Armand:
I know nothing of God, or the devil. I have never seen a vision, nor learned a secret, that would damn or save my soul. And for as I know, after four-hundred years, I am the oldest living vampire in the world.

Louis:
Then it is as I always feared.

Armand stands up from his chair and moves towards Louis.

Armand:
You fear too much. So much it makes me feel… The one who made you, should have told you this.

He sits down again in his chair.

Armand:

The one who left the old world, for the new…

Louis:
the one who made us knew nothing, nor did he care.

Armand:
Knew?

Claudia takes Louis’ arm.

Claudia:
Come, beloved. It’s time we are on our way. I am hungry and the city awaits.

They walk away, through the theatre. Claudia walks in front of Louis upon the stairs.

Louis, off-screen:

The place was empty as we left. Silent as the grave. And as we blundered through it again came the thought: I had wronged Lestat. I had hated him for the wrong reasons.

Santiago:
How did you wrong him?

Claudia and Louis look around and see Santiago standing on the stage.

Santiago:
You said a name.

Louis:
Yes. A name that I don’t care to say again. 

Santiago:
There is but one crime among us vampires here.

Louis wants to walk away but Claudia listens to him.

Santiago:
It’s the crime that means death to any vampire. Kill your own kind.

Claudia and Louis walk into their hotel-room. Claudia is mad, and afraid.

Louis:
Do you think I would let them harm you?

Claudia:
No, you would not, Louis. Danger holds you to me.

Louis:
Love holds you to me.

Claudia, surprised:
Love?

Louis:
Love.

Claudia:
You would leave me for Armand if he beckoned you. 

Louis:
Never.

Claudia:
He wants you as you want him.

Louis takes off his coat and throws the keys on the fireplace.

Claudia:
He has been waiting for you. He wants you as a companion. He bites his time in that place. He finds it as dull and lifeless as we do!

Louis:
Perhaps, yes.

Claudia, soft:
Do you know what his soul said to me, without saying a word? Let him go, he said. Let him go. Is that what I should do, Louis, let you go? 

She walks towards Louis, who kneels down. He takes her shoulders and holds her to him.

Claudia, almost crying:
My father, my Louis, who made me? 

Louis:
It’ll be alright?

Claudia:
You really believe that?

He holds her and she embraces him, with tears in her eyes.

There’s another play in the theatre. There the background of a battlefield, with vampires dressed as French soldiers on fake horses, running around.  Santiago is again dressed as Death in black, with his scythe. 

Santiago:
The soldier, on returning from the war…

A fake bomb explodes and some of the vampires dressed as soldiers fall down, but one remains. 

Santiago:
…thinks victory has enyoured him against sorrow. Till Death comes by and chops him from his horse!

Santiago takes his scythe and pretends to be chopping off the legs of the soldier, who falls down. There’s another explosion, at the same time as Louis enters the private underground room of Armand.

Armand is standing behind a pillar, waiting for him. They hear the sounds of the theatre, the clapping and laughing of the audience and their footsteps.

Armand:
I was waiting for you.

Louis:

Listen to me. Claudia is very dear to me. She is my daughter…

Armand:
Your lover…

Louis:
No, my beloved. My child.

Armand:
You say so you’re innocent.

Louis:
She is in danger, isn’t she?

Armand:
She is.

Louis:
But why?

Armand:
I could give you reasons. 

We see Claudia walk through the streets of Paris, entering a gallery with stores where she walks into a store filled with dolls. 

Armand, off-screen:
Her innocence, her silence, her youth. It’s forbidden to make on so young, so helpless it cannot survive on his own.

Louis:
Then blame the one who made her.

Armand:
Did you kill this vampire who made you both? Is that why you won’t say his name? Santiago thinks you did!

Louis:

We want no quarrel with him.

Armand, mad:
No, no, it has already begun! If you want to save her, then send her away!

Louis:
Then I leave too.

Armand hesitates but turns around as Louis want to leave the room.

Armand:
So soon? Without any  of those answers you so longed for?

Louis;
You said there were none.

Armand:
But you asked the wrong questions. 

He walks towards Louis.

Armand:
Do you know how few vampires have the stamina for immortality? How quickly they buries of their own will?
The world changes. We do not. Therein lies the irony that finally kills us. I need you to make contact with this age.

Louis:
Me? Don’t you see? I’m not the spirit of any age! I’m in odds with everything, I always have been!

Armand:
But Louis, that is the very spirit of your age, the heart of it! Your fall from grace,  has been the fall for centuries.

Louis:
But the vampires in the theatre?

Armand laughs.

Armand:
Decadent. Useless.

We see another play being performed on stage, where a red-haired female vampire, Estelle, is playing an old woman with an hideous mask on. She looks into the mirror, looks at herself and then faints at the sight of herself. Two young male lovers catch her as she falls.

Armand:
They can’t reflect anything. But you do. You reflect its broken heart. 

Armand walks towards Louis.

Armand:
A vampire with a human soul. An immortal, with an immortal’s  passion.

Armand almost kisses Louis.

Armand:
You are… beautiful, my friend.

He turns away at the end and then sits down, on his chair.

Armand:
Letstat must have wept when he made you.

Louis turns to him, surprised and shocked, afraid.

Louis, hesitating:
Lestat? You knew Lestat?

Armand nods, smiling.

Armand:
Yes, I knew him. I knew him well enough not to mourn his passing. 

Louis leaves the theatre and walks over the streets of Paris, thinking of Armand.

Louis, off-screen:

I felt a kind of peace at last. I had found the teacher which Lestat could never, I knew now, had been. I knew knowledge would never be withheld by Armand. It would pass through him as through a pane of glass.

Louis enters his hotel-room. He throws his keys on the fireplace and looks at a painting for a while before walking to the other side of the room. He looks out of the window. Behind him is the door to one of the master-bedrooms, where Claudia sits on the foot of the bed, next to a woman dressed in a green dress, with blond-red hairs, watching him.

Claudia:
Madeleine, Louis is shy.

Louis turns around and sees Claudia and the woman, Madeleine. Madeleine stands up and walks elegantly towards Louis, afraid and nervous. Louis looks at her, amazed and not understanding what they mean. The woman puts her hand on the frill on her neck and carefully takes it off. Louis sees the bruises in the flesh, the little marks of teeth made by Claudia.

Madeleine, soft and sensual:
Drink.

Louis turns around, gasping, making a fist of his hand. He’s mad. Claudia stands up from the bed and runs towards Louis.

Claudia, yelling:
Do it, Louis! Because I cannot do it. I haven’t the strength. You saw to that when you made me! 

Louis, to Madeleine, yelling:
You haven’t the vaguest conception under God of what you ask!

Madeleine, soft:
Au contraire, Monsieur, I have.

Claudia, screaming:
You have found you a new companion, Louis, you will make me mine!

Louis walks towards Madeleine, who is intimidated by him and sinks into a sofa and looks up to him.

Louis:
How do we seem to you? Do you find us beautiful, magical? Our white skin, our fierce eyes! Drink, you ask me! Do you have any idea of the thing you will become!? 

Claudia runs to Louis, filled with anger and sadness.

Claudia, screaming:
Your evil is that you cannot be evil! And I shall suffer for it no longer!

She points her finger at herself, shivering.

Louis, yelling:
Don’t make me do this, I cannot!

He hits his hand on the fireplace and turns around to Claudia, who is still standing there, shivering like a leaf.

Claudia, whispering:
Yet you could do it to me. Snatch me from my mother’s hands, like two monsters in a fairytale. And now you weep! You haven’t  tears enough for what you done to me.

Louis can’t say a word.

Claudia, yelling:
You give her to me Louis! Do that before you leave me!

She starts crying and Louis falls on his knees to take her in his arms. He has tears in his eyes and holds her tight.

Claudia, sighing:
Oh God, I love you still, that’s the torment of it. Who will care for me, my love, my dark angel, when you are gone?

Louis looks at Madeleine, while Claudia is holding his hands.

Louis:
What do you think she is, Madeleine? A doll?


Madeleine:
A child who cannot die.

Louis:
And the child who did die?


Madeleine lays her fingers on a silver locket on her dress. She opens it, softly, and show the picture of a child.  A small painting of a young child with blond hairs and blue eyes.

Madeleine:
My daughter.

Louis looks at it for a while before she closes it again, and she holds it tight in her fingers.

He takes Claudia’s little head in his hands, looks at her and then lets go of her. Claudia walks away and sits next to Madeleine, who is waiting. Louis sits down on another sofa and thinks. 

Then he gestures Madeleine to come to him and she kneels down beside him, and shows her neck to him. He holds her tight, one hand in her neck under her head and the other one on her body to hold her against him. He hesitates, looks at Claudia who sits on the sofa, still with tears in her eyes, sighing and waiting. Louis closes his eyes for a moment before biting through Madeleine’s skin. 

Madeleine moans of the pain.

The next moment, Louis is lying down on the ledge of the balcony. Madeleine lies inside, in pain. She is screaming. Claudia approaches Louis, concerned.

Claudia:
Louis, what’s happening to her?

Louis, whispering:
She’s dying. It happened to you too, only you were too young to remember.

Claudia:
But if she dies..?

Louis, whispering:
It’s only mortal death. 
Bear me no evil will, my love. We are now even.

Claudia:
What do you mean?

Louis, whispering:
What died in that room was not that woman. What has died is….is the last breath of me, that was human.

Claudia nods.

Claudia:
Yes, Father, at last we are even.

She bends over him, takes his hand in her hands and she kisses his lips.

At that moment Madeleine is lifted off the ground by men dressed in black gowns, and the balcony-curtains are pushed open and Estelle, the red-haired vampire appears. 

Estelle:
It’s time for justice, little one!

She and all the other vampires pull Louis and Claudia from the balcony and take them away. They are all screaming and the other vampires are laughing.

They are taken to the theatre, where they are pushed down the stairs in the underground vault. Madeleine picks Louis from off the ground. As he stands up, he pushes a vampire away from him. He takes Madeleine and Claudia and tries to protect them.

Louis:
Get me Armand, he wouldn’t stand for this!

Santiago appears beside him, and touches Louis’ beautiful brown hairs.

Santiago, smiling:
Death for the others. For you, eternity in a box. Walled in a dungeon, the only company will be your screams! Perhaps that will take centuries!

All the vampires laugh.

Santiago, loud:
Take him!

Louis:
Claudia!

They are pulled apart, pushed though the passages. Claudia is lifted up and is lying upside down in the arms of the vampires, screaming and kicking, fighting for her life. Louis is lifted up to, trying to escape, screaming for Claudia. Madeleine is pushed forwards, into another hall than Louis. Claudia follows her, they are all screaming and yelling. Armand hears it in his private room, but closes the door in agony, and waits.

Louis:
Armand! Armand!

Louis keeps on screaming Armand and Claudia as they are pulled apart. Louis is approached by two female vampires carrying a steal coffin with iron locks where he is pushed in. They take him down some stairs into a dark place, a dungeon where they push the coffin upside down into the wall and they build him in with rocks and stones. Louis is still screaming for Claudia, pushing his nails in the steal of the coffin, trying to break open the seals but he can’t escape. 

Santiago:
Pleasant dreams!

They all laugh as Louis is still screaming and fighting.

Claudia and Madeleine are pushed into a round room, with just one door. Estelle laughs as she quickly closes the door and leaves the two behind. Claudia and Madeleine try to open the door but it’s useless and they know that there isn’t a roof on this room and they look at the sky as they are still looking for something to open the door with, something to hide under.

Claudia and Madeleine have fallen asleep. When Claudia awakes, she looks up to the sky and sees that’s it’s blue. The first rays of sun break through and shine into the round room in which they are trapped. The shadow grows smaller and smaller as the sun rises.

Claudia tries to awake Madeleine.

Claudia, crying:

Madeleine…Wake up!

She takes Madeleine’s head in her hands and cries, sighing. Madeleine opens her eyes and as she sees the sun she doesn’t remember right away where she is but when she realizes she screams, looks around for a place to hide. She takes Claudia in her hands and tries to hide her under herself. She cries, screaming.

The sun breaks through and they watch how the shadow grows smaller until it has disappeared and they are covered with the rays of light of the sun. They hide their faces in each other’s hairs and hold each other in one final embrace as the sun burns their skin. They scream loud, with all their last strength. Louis is also awake and yells for them.

Louis:
Claudia!

They all scream as they burn, with the marks of sunburns on their arms and faces. They soon are turned into dust.

That night Louis hears the sound of the wall caving in, of Armand yelling his name again and again. Finally, his steal coffin is taken down and opened and Louis immediately sits down and coughs, covered with sand and dust. He looks at Armand.

Louis:
Where’s Claudia?

Armand hesitates.

Armand:
Claudia..?

Louis stands up from the coffin and steps out, walks out of the room.

Armand:
I cannot help her.

Louis:
Where’s Claudia!?

Armand runs behind Louis, warning him.

Armand:
I can’t save her! Louis! I will only risk losing you!

Louis enters a passage filled with vampires who all look at him and smile. At the end of the passage is a door, standing ajar. 

Armand:
Louis, don’t!

Louis looks around one more time, looks at the smiling vampires around him and he opens the door. He looks inside the open space and immediately turns around against the wall if he has seen the bodies of Madeleine and Claudia. A statue of dust, two beings in each other’s arms. Only Claudia had a face that he recognized. Madeleine was only a body, some burned hairs. Claudia’s face was hidden under Madeleine’s arms, who as trying to protect her. Her mouth is opened, as if she’s still screaming, her eyes are closed. Louis turns around to look at them again, gasping for breath and crying. The vampires are all watching him, still smiling. Some of them are silent. 

Louis bends forward to Claudia’s and Madeleine’s statue, touches Claudia’s cheek and watches how the statue falls apart and the dust is blown away by the wind. Drops of rain fall down. Claudia is dead.

Louis turns around and walks into the passage. The vampires are all silent now. Armand is sitting on the stairs, but stands up as he sees Louis. Santiago stands in front of him, shrugs his shoulder and smiling, as if it’s not him fault.

Armand stands behind Louis, his hand on his shoulder.

Armand, whispering:
Come Louis. Not here.

San Francisco, hotel-room.

Malloy:
So a vampire can cry?

Louis sits forward, a tear falls on his hand that he is holding on his knee. 

Louis, whispering:
Once, maybe twice in the long eternity.

He stands up and turns around.

Louis:
Maybe it was to quencher those tears forever that I took such revenge on them.

Paris. Early morning, the sun is about to set.

Louis takes a carriage that brings him to the theatre. He is holding a crescent in his hands as he enters the theatre, together with two small barrels with petroleum. He opens the barrels and throws the contents over the floors and the walls, over the coffins standing in line. With his crescent he opens some big barrels with red wine which he tips over and the wine floods over the coffins. He walks through the passages, covering everything with wine or oil and petroleum and finally, when he’s finished, he pushed over some candles and sets the building on fire. He is waiting as the coffins catch fire, waiting with the crescent in his hands.

After a few seconds Estelle jumps out of her coffin, pointing at Louis.

Estelle, screaming:
Help me! It’s burning! Someone stop him!

Louis runs towards her and decapitates her with his hook. She falls down immediately. Soon other vampires jump out of their coffins, fly against the wall while being eaten by flames. Louis chops them all in half until they’re all going to die of the fire and he runs through the passages if someone is not escaping. When he has reached the stage of the theatre itself, Santiago walks on it, towards Louis, smiling. He’s not harmed by the fire and avoids it as if it doesn’t bother him. He stands in front of Louis, smiling. Then he holds the attitude as of he’s going to attack Louis, and Louis does the same with the crescent in his hands. Santiago attacks him, and Louis wants to chop him in half but with his vampire-ability Santiago has slipped in a matter of a second behind Louis and Louis turns around with his crescent to know where he has been. And as he turns around the chops Santiago in half with the crescent. Santiago moans as he falls down to the floor, blood gushing out of him. Louis looks at him and throws the crescent away. He walks by the fire, hearing the screams of all the vampires. One vampire is almost completely burned but is still holding on, still screaming as he turns into a burning skull, still alive.

Louis walks out of the theatre and sees the sun shining through the clouds. It is morning and he kneels down to the floor, walks along the wall, hidden behind his arms with his back towards the sun, screaming and crawling on the floor. It is misty and from the mist a carriage arrives with black horses with feathers on their head. On the front of the carriage the young boy, the help of Armand is seated, guiding the horses. He commands them to stand still and Armand is in the carriage, opening the back window, reaching out to Louis.

Armand:
Louis!

Lois looks up and immediately takes Armand’s hand who pulls him into the carriage. The boy looks around to see he’s inside and then rides further along.

Armand and Louis are walking through the Louvre, the huge museum. Two guards are almost asleep, sitting on a chair on each side of the passage. Armand and Louis walk by.

Louis:
You didn’t even warm them, did you?

Armand:
No.

Louis:
And you knew what I would do?

Armand:
I knew. I rescued you, didn’t I?

Louis nods.

Armand:
From the terrible dawn.

He smiles to Louis, but Louis shows no emotion. Armand looks down again, knowing that there’s something wrong with Louis.

Louis;
You were their leader, they trusted you.

Armand:
You made me see their failures, Louis. They were doomed, stuck in their decadent time. And they had forgotten the first lesson: That we must we powerful,  beautiful, and without regret.

Louis:
And you can teach me this?

Armand:
Yes.

Louis;
To be without regret?

Armand:
Yes.

Louis:
Then what a pair we could make.

Armand laughs, happily, thinking he’s got Louis where he wanted him. 

Louis:
But what if it’s a lesson I don’t care to learn?

Armand:
What do you mean?

Louis:
What if all I have is my suffering, my regret? 

Armand:
Don’t you want to lose it?

Louis:
So you can have that too? The heart that mourns her, her that you burned to a cinder? 

Armand:
Louis, I swear  I…

Louis turns to him and takes Armand’s head in his hands, his head close to his.

Louis:
Aaah! But I know you did! I know! You regret nothing. You feel nothing…

He almost kisses Armand, who isn’t moving.

Louis:

And if that’s all I have left to learn, I can do that on my own.

He lets go of Armand and walks away.

Armand:
Louis!

Louis turns around.

Louis:
Yes?

Armand:
I will die.

Louis:
No. You’re  dead. And you want me to quicken you once more. And as much as your invitation might appeal to me, I must regretfully decline.

He makes a small bow to say goodbye and walks away from Armand, leaving him behind in the passage, completely alone.

Louis, off-screen:

For years I wandered. Italy, Greece all the ancient lands. But the world was a tomb to me, a graveyard full of broken statues and each of those statues resembled her face.

Then, out of curiosity, boredom, who knows what, I left the Old World and came back to my America. And there, a mechanical wonder allowed me to see the sunrise for the first time in 200 years. And what sunrises! Seen as the human eye could never see them. Silver at first, then as the years progressed in tones of purple, red, and my long-lost blue.

Louis sits in a theatre, a cinema where he watches the first movies. There’s the first vampire-movie Nosferatu, and he watches Gone With The Wind and Superman.

Louis, off-screen:
In the spring of 1988 I returned to new Orleans, and as soon as I smelled the air, I knew I was home. It was rich, almost sweet, like the fragrance of jasmine and roses around our old courtyard. I walked the streets, savoring that long-lost perfume. 

Louis leaves the cinema again, after seeing Tequila Sunrise. He walks the streets, surrounded by the modern sounds of cars and sirens. He walks away from the people, into a dark area.

Louis, off-screen:

And then on Prytania Street, only blocks from the Lafayette cemetery, I caught the scent of Death. And it wasn’t coming from the graves.

The scent grew stronger as I walked, old Death, a scent too faint for mortals to detect.


Louis arrives at an old house, hidden behind trees and a wilderness of plants. He can see the front porch, but is curious and opens the gate to walk towards the house. He walks inside, but there’s nothing. He walks upstairs on the winding stairs, kicks away some dead rats, and sees in one of the rooms a figure sitting in a giant chair. He knows who it is. As he walks into the room he stands still and the chair turns to his side. It’s Lestat, weakened and still scarred by the fire. He looks at Louis, without any movement. He is like a statue, a shadow of the Lestat he once was.

Lestat:

Louis…I’m so glad you are here. I have dreamed of this moment. She never should have been one of…one of us.

Louis:
It’s all past, Lestat.

Lestat:
Yes. Past.

He turns further to Louis so he can see his entire face. His old dirty hair, dead, and his wrinkled Grey skin. He is still dressed in the clothes from hundred years ago., covered with a cloth he might has stolen from a tramp. Lestat sighs.

Lestat:
Still beautiful, Louis. You always were the strong one.

Louis walks towards Louis but Lestat is too afraid of him and rides off with his chair.

Louis:
Don’t be frightened. I mean you no harm.

Lestat looks at him with awe, surprised.

Lestat:
You’ve come home to me, then?

Louis kneels down next to Lestat’s chair.

Lestat:
You remember how I was, the vampire that I was?

Louis nods.

Louis:
Yes, I remember.

Lestat, sighing:
No-one could refuse me. Not even you, Louis.

He smiles.

Louis, smiling;
I tried.

Lestat, smiling:
Yes, you tried. And the more you tried, the more I wanted you.

He smiles again but stops as an helicopter flies over the house and eventually in front of it, shining through the windows with its huge search-lights. Lestat hides under his cloth, grabs hold of Louis, screaming.

Lestat, screaming:
I can’t stand it, Louis! I hate such lights… And that noise! They make the night brighter than the day!

Louis tries so comfort Lestat.

Louis:
Lestat…It’s false light. It can’t harm you. 


Lestat eases down.

Lestat:
If you stay with me, I could fetch out. Become the old Lestat.

Louis:
I must leave now.

Louis turns around and leaves Lestat, who sinks away in his chair.

San Francisco, hotel-room:

Louis:
Whatever happened to Lestat, I do not know. I go on, night after night. I feed on those who cross my path. But all my passion went with her golden hair. I’m the spirit of pre-denatured flesh.

Louis walks around the room, sinks down in the chair in front of the window. Malloy follows him with his eyes.

Louis:

Detached. Unchangeable. Empty.

Malloy:
Empty? That’s it? No, it can’t end like this!

He stands up and walks towards Louis. Louis looks up at him, without any emotion.

Louis:

But it has. There’s no more to tell.

Malloy sighs.

Malloy:
But there has to be more tot tell! You don’t understand yourself, you’re not empty! What people wouldn’t give to be…what I wouldn’t give to be like you! To have your power, to be able to have seen the things you have seen in your life!

Louis, mad:
You haven’t been listening.

Malloy:
Yes, I have been listening! The story you told me is incredible, it’s amazing!

Louis:
Do what you want with it, give the story to others, learn when you can.

Malloy:
There’s only one way I will ever truly learn, and you know it. Now, you brought me up here for a reason, didn’t you? Didn’t you!

Louis:

And what reason would that be?

Malloy:
You want a companion, you want a link to the outside world, well that’s me! I mean, take me, that’s what I want. I want what you have, I refuse to let it end like this!

Louis:
Dear God, I failed again, haven’t I…

Malloy:
No, you haven’t failed. God has nothing to do with…

In the fraction of a second Louis has stand up from his chair and grabs Malloy at the throat, lifting him up from the floor against the ceiling. 

His eyes are fierce and fury, he looks with anger.

Malloy groans of fear and chokes in Louis’ grip. His feet are off the floor and he tries to escape. His glasses fall out of his hand on the floor. 

Louis, groaning:
Do you like this?

Malloy, moaning:
No…

Louis, groaning:
Do you like being food for the immortals? 

Malloy, gasping:
No…

Louis, groaning louder:
Do you like dying?

Malloy:

Stop..!

Suddenly Malloy falls to the ground. Immediately the room is empty. Louis had left. Malloy stands up, shaking and looks around if the vampire has really left. Then he takes his things, throws them in his bag and runs the hell out of the room, out of the hotel towards his car, a red cabriolet parked just around the corner. He drives off, almost hitting some other cars, sighing and breathing heavily. When he has arrived the Golden Gate bridge he calms down and reaches into his bag to take the cassette with the interview. He pushes the cassette into his radio and waits, listening. He hears the voice of Louis, the story he has told and he laughs.

Louis, on tape:
1791 was the year it happened. I was 24, younger than you are now. But times were different then, I was a man at that age. The master of a large plantation just South of New Orleans. 

Malloy smiles.

Louis, on tape:
I had lost my wife in childbirth. 

Malloy, laughing:
Somebody change my shorts.

Louis, on tape:

She and the infant had been buried less than half a year.

Malloy:
It’s good stuff.

Louis, on tape:
I would have been happy to join them. 

Malloy:
Good stuff.

Suddenly Malloy is pulled from behind the wheel by someone on the backseat. He is pushed in the passenger seat.

Lestat:
I assume I need no introduction.


 Lestat, still looking horrible as when Louis last saw him, bends over him with an overwhelming strength and lets his teeth sink into Malloy’s neck. Malloy groans, in panic. The car gets off the main road and rides into the crash barrier. Little sparks of fire come off the steel of the car and the barrier. 

Lestat: 

I feel better already.

Lestat sits on the driver’s seat, with his hands on the wheel, driving safely. Malloy moans, confused and in pain, looking at Lestat with both awe and horror.

Lestat changes. His skin begins to get some color and the wrinkles disappear. His eyes stop having the strange glance of Death and he puts his clothes straight. He wears a leather jacket, probably stolen of a victim, but he still wears the old blouse he has worn for over a 100 years. His hairs are in a tail and he listens to the boring voice on the tape.

Louis, on tape:

Most of all I longed for Death, I invited it. A release from the pain of living. 

Lestat:

Oh Louis, Louis…Still whining, Louis.

He turns to Malloy next to him.

Lestat, sarcastic:
Have you heard enough? I’ve had to listen to that, for centuries!

He turns off the radio and plays the tuner, where Guns N’ Roses plays Sympathy For The Devil.

Lestat reaches to Malloy, who gasps for breath and wants to resist him.

Lestat, soothing:
Don’t be afraid.. I’m going to give you the choice I never had.

He looks forward and reaches to the radio to turn it harder. I laughs, sometimes looking at Malloy who looks at him as in shock. He knows what’s going to happen.

Lestat keeps on laughing maniacally, driving over the Golden gate bridge near its end, while Sympathy For The Devil makes the final slot, mixed with Lestat’s laughter.

Radio:
Please allow me to introduce myself

I’m a man of wealth and taste

I’ve been around for long lost years
Stolen many a man’s soul and faith

I was around when Jesus Christ had His moment of doubt and faith

Made damn sure that Pilate washed his hands and sealed his fate


Pleased to meet you

Hoped you guess my name

But what’s puzzling you

Is the nature of my game

I stuck around  St. Petersburg 

When I saw it was time for a change

I killed the tzar and his ministers

Anastasia screamed in vain

I rode a tank

Held a general’s rank

When the blitzkrieg raged and the bodies stank

Pleased to meet you

Hoped you guess my name, oh yeah

But what’s puzzling you is the nature of my game

I watched with glee as your kings and queens 

Fought for  decades for the gods they made

I shouted out “Who killed the Kennedy’s?!” 

When after all, it was you and me

So let me please introduce myself

I’m a man of wealth and taste

I lay traps for troubadours 

Who get killed before they reach Bombay

Pleased to meet you

Hope you guess my name

But what’s puzzling you

Is the nature of my game

Pleased to meet you

Hope you guess my name

But what’s puzzling you

Is the nature of my game

Just as every cop’s a criminal

And all the sinners, saints

As heads it tails just call me Lucifer

‘Cause I’m in need of some restraint

So if you meet me

Have some courtesy

And some taste

Use all your well-learned politesse

Or I’ll lay your soul to waste
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