The directions are coming faster now, we must be close.  My hands tighten upon the steering wheel, my knuckles growing white in stark contrast to the black leather, and my eyes narrow as I peer anxiously into the oppressive darkness.  Doc says she is dead, that we will be too late, that there is nothing that can be done to save her.  I know differently, and choose to simply ignore his lack of faith.  A divisive argument between members of our cabal at this point and time would play directly into the hands of the devil spawn responsible for Hendricks’ death, and I refuse to be so easily manipulated.  Instead, I must focus on bringing the wrath of God upon the beast -- and allowing Doc to work his magic is the most expeditious method available to us.  It would not be beneficial to exacerbate circumstances.
The night suddenly grows cold as I spot a still form lying upon the black asphalt of the dingy roadway.  Shivering, I ease the van to a jolty stop, my foot unable to maintain steady pressure to the pedal.  Leaving the van running, I slip the gear shift into “park” and flip the hazard lights on.  Slowly I slip from the driver seat, stumbling slightly as my feet drag across the gritty asphalt.  Catching myself against the side of the van, I walk towards the crumpled form of Hendricks.  As I approach, the doc is already there.  I see his hands covered in a dark ooze, the stubborn remnants of her lifeblood.  Gently he rolls her unresponsive body, his hands slipping slightly over her cold flesh.  Inhaling with a sharp and audible gasp, I stare at her face, her features frozen in terror.  Breathing in deeply through my nose, I smell the bitter scent of death and I know her time on this world truly has come to an end.  I watch as her eyes, once so brilliant and vivacious, now only glint in a grotesque mockery of life, synchronized with the flashing of the van’s emergency blinker.
Falling to my knees I grasp Hendricks’ frigid fingers in my left hand.  Clutching my rosary in the other, I offer the Last Rites to my departed companion, commending her soul to God.  She fell as a soldier in His cause, and I know that He will welcome her home.  He will offer her comfort.  She will receive the just rewards for her service, unwitting or not.  Gently resting her lifeless hand on her chest, I stand, still clutching my rosary in my right hand.  Peering out into the night, I feel the warmth and power of the Lord fill me.  Despite our loss, my companions and I still have a purpose, a calling.  There are more innocents to protect, other evils to face.  And as for this tweed wearing vampire?  I truly hope his impending descent into hell is as agonizing and terrifying as Hendricks’ last moments upon this earth.  To quote the Lord of Hosts in Romans 12:19: “Vengeance is mine; I will repay.”  And so we shall.
