
Authors note: An attempt to combine two stories into one, the last man on earth, and a vampire tale. 
And chess. 

The last of the men 

He moved his frail hand, covered in liver spots, over the chessboard and put the bishop down with an 
audible click. “Check”. The word came softly, because a man of 80 doesn’t talk very loudly. Doesn’t 
talk much at all to tell the truth. 

He lifted his rheumy eyes to look at his opponent. He looked ill. Seven hundred years old, and 
severely undernourished. But what could he do. He was the last man alive, and even if he wanted to he 
couldn’t give his companion more food. It was odd he thought, to be the last man alive, and to have 
to share his last days with the last of the immortals. He knew that once he was gone his companion 
would starve, and his companion knew it too. At least he would be a participant in the last of all last 
suppers. 

His chess partner would live on then, forever, slowly starving, but unable to die. Cursed beyond belief, 
to be immortal, and to starve, forever. The immortal had already decided. He would do the one thing 
that would end his immortality. When the time came, maybe a month or so after his companions’ 
death and his last glorious meal, he would go out one morning, and see what he hadn’t seen for 700 
years. He would watch the sunrise, as his body rapidly decayed, and the last 700 years caught up with 
him. He would grow old, and his bones would crumble to dust where he sat, watching the last sunrise 
any human, or almost human being, would ever see. 

Being a vampire had been glorious, a surge of power, too feast upon the mortals at will, to be so 
powerful. But the humans were weak, and the slim sickness took them one by one, and then the wars 
for food started, and then that last mad insane killing spree, when everyone realized the end was here. 

He regretted his mad years of feasting on the survivors, when there were no longer any authorities to 
stop him, no more police, no more control. He had been wasteful then, and he should have spared 
some of them, maybe bred them like cattle, for a time like this. A time when he would be sitting 
here, playing chess with the old man, dependant on the old man for his next meal, not being able to 
take too much, and having to wait for the old man to recover before he could feed again. The old 
man gave him willingly what he could, after all, how else would he get the last of the vampires to 
play chess with him all day, every day, for the last thirty years. 



Authors note: Another story of the last man on earth. This was written before the Will Smith film with 
this scene was released, just in case you thought I stole the idea. 

The last DJ 

He flicked the switch and spoke again. “This is radio WHUR. I am located in the eastern wing of 
building two of the University of Chicago. If anyone receives this message please respond.” 

He then proceeded to list phone numbers, e-mail addresses, cell phone numbers and every other 
conceivable method of communication he could think of. Around him they lay. Phones, cell-phones, 
computers, ham radio sets, citizen band radios, police radios, taxi radios. All these he had collected on 
his journey through the dead city. 

He had collected hundreds, and had spent hours setting up the power grid to charge them all, to make 
sure that if anyone, anywhere, heard the radio, they would be able to contact him. And if someone by 
chance found a police radio, or anything and used it, he would know. 

He sat back and flipped the switch. The recording was done. It would loop forever, till the power 
failed or the station in which he sat malfunctioned. If anyone listened on any of the three standard 
frequencies they would hear him. Half of all the small radios, police and taxi, the wireless devices, and 
the ham radios, all were set to broadcast. The other half to receive. 

He could think of nothing more. If another human survived, these were all the ways of reaching them 
he could think of. 

All he had to do was wait, and listen. Wait and hope. Someone would respond. They had too. He 
could not be alone. He mustn’t be alone. 

Outside, in the snow, the man walked past, rifle over his shoulder, eyes scanning for the dogs. The 
wild packs of dogs that hunted the last of the things they once obeyed as their masters. He scanned 
continuously, sniffed the air. Afraid of being caught off guard again, like that last attack, when he had 
detonated that hand grenade so close that he was now deaf. It had saved his life and scattered the 
pack, and after all, he was sure that he could survive without his ears. Whatever would he need them 
for now, now that there was no one else to talk to? 


