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We've always been here, you know. In that
sticky, musky place where sex and worship
intermingle. We were the hierodules in the
ancient world — I am the Whore of Babylon,
mother-fucker. Now be quiet, smile for me
and get down on all fours.
Ifyou crawl for me, I'll show you some things
you can do with that wagging tongue of yours
that are far more interesting than spouting
philosophy at me.

— Sinnhaja, Queen of the Harpies

to a visiting Carthian

This book includes:

+ Trace the history of the Daeva — from
their first chilling nights in Sumeria to
the sticky heat of modern cities.

+ Tune into the Cacophony, the under-
ground journalism of the Kindred. Find
out what it takes to stay on the cutting edge
of the Masquerade... and why that edge is
cutting deeper than ever.

- Experience the Daeva through the "writ-
ing" of the living and the dead from
around the world. Players and readers
are drawn into a World of Darkness that's
more frightening every night.

+ New Merits, bloodlines, Discipline pow-
ers, and clan secrets that every Vampire:

The Requiem player will want to have.
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Most Honored,

J/’uulw&tralyetofﬁuué /ww,tﬁatfca/nefrom/ Paris. @n,forttﬁai/
rnalter, frm Gart Wu:y/ ore _{oruﬁ)n/ Oh, the /cuyaa(ye& Wuy auu/ mm(yﬁ
t&ny tor(zyuo J/f /q"(’/, t/oo:(qﬁ we/mr/faﬁ awqy and like a dream. %u[m
(@#’ mouving across tﬁa world seems almost as, fantcwtéo as /a/u/ily men on the
moor. My ; ‘es dorn’t seem like es wuntidd I came to New York.
Untid 9 died.

Those #’ my, faﬂu’(/y/ are creatures g" the moment. We t'luﬁt(/ye our afppetliles
where we car. JV’o, we do better thar uuﬁt/ye we savor. We are also
crealures o/" mermory . The ﬁamlelw wefeal are the ﬁumlelw #‘ the humar
beings we used to be. Showld I will it, my heart beats as hard as that of’

{ otﬁwman, mc{/nyma/zﬁoodmmmm// Jﬁaue/ouedawdﬁa[&d filled
and died. T have bled myself’ on ervands of’ mercy, and glutted my belly in
acts #’ revenge. _ﬁoé uporn my years, /)ug”p/ie&, and tled%uuﬂ

For some hundred years, my sire and I had lived as man and wife. She
éw me &tﬂOI(cy and, fd/ as her Jﬁou/, and 9 wanted /wfﬁily more than to be
éy here side. With her wealth and lindnress, that was the 0/@/ wish ((y('nu'lw
she had nro Spower to grarnd. Here own health was waning, an t{fwﬂu{y/ (oj(' the
blood which even row 6%& Lo pocisorn rme. 9 was angry whern she told me
what she wanted, what she intended to do- W@méemmmwrta/, ya&ka//,
when her fafe was to wither and slumber® JShe allowed me to berate her, to
call her a bitch and a whore and a_fiend. And when I was, finished, whern

g cr*aetl still c/eaﬂ, mortal ltears, she allowed me tof()l(yt’ue ﬂeﬂ, and she gave
me herr Blood one last time.

Marisa sailed into the fog of ages soon gfterwards. Our need, for secrecy
denied her the ceremony of’ a proper burial. I told our friends that she had
departed unexpectedly, most likely in the company of’ her rascal brother. I
was rot allowed my mourning, and that is perhaps what drove me to begin
my collection. For over two certuries I have gathered, family relics and
raised each of’ my children to do the same. I do not know §f° I have been
a good, father. Marisa prepared me well, but by her own example, I fnew
that time was the one lurury immortalily would not gfford me. I like to
think that, at the very least, I have given them arn appetite for the truth and
an understanding of’ what, family showld mean.

J@rm Jon/ mmdtnaybﬁmtﬁeu@orta/w@@ptéacwllecuonm
me. ﬂw/ettenm//&efo//owa{éy/ofm dowme/z&s‘/andaﬁtqoacfwfrom/ 2
collections. I could entrust them to my DPorince, or wadt in aauofo# J/]hma
to awaker, but G believe that L Yot will ﬁai/ them to the best use.

(‘Z/ou/ will remember me. And wﬁm(yow see what I have not
W/etetl, Iﬁe(yaﬁ& v my collectior, o will mowre.




So the old bat badled on you Don't know why, and | don't really give a shit, I not my problem, and i's not
Jours, angmore, Dugt in the wind,

His place was pretty empty, | mean, not empty-empty, there were all sorts of statues and vases and a couple
bits that are gonna make me obscenely wealthy, | don't feel like plaging CSI and corting through all of that
yet, though, <o qou get what he was going to send you, | alco don't care if his fears were right, although [ don't
know why qoud need the stuff if he was.

First of all, there's this folder called Kevin (p. 3), Bitter ex-bogtoy f ever lve seen one. After that, there's
a bunch of shit from someplace called the Mission in San Francisco. Yampires on the cunny coat, apparently,
There’s a Moctape, a/ong with tranccript (p. 36), then come poor <hit getting Znterrogab‘eo/ about the Cacaph-
ony (p. 41). Probably would've made Ayesha cick. Apparently, ampires have been messing with my head and my

naughty bits since before | was bom, at least if qou believe the fmerican Dreamgirl (p. 43). A and | had one
of those calendars, | don't think she had any idea

The asshole ceems to have had a real hard-on for the south. A bunch of the stuff he was going to send qou
was from or about there, There'c a Memorial for Wew Orleans ( p. 4%), which | gmf/ler he wrote /u'mge/f, War-
clesltic bastard, Then, there's a journeq through the South and some interviews by Ayesha, | didn't like read-
ing them, but you have that bad trip to thank for All Tomorrow's Bodies (p44). Following that, some quy has

prob/elm with a gc'r/ who won't ctay dead, hic Inamorata (p. 61), Then there's an article on The M«gquer«de
(p. 64) that you make such a big deal of. Crazy, the way keeping secrets &, Like | asked Aqesha, don't you

know we love you?

He seems to have been trying to get it up for the rest of the world, too, Typical Wew {orker. Firct, we're
got an article about Carmilla (p.69), who reminds me of my &, without all the redeeming qualities. Then,
there’s some ctories from The tjorld Before U way, way before us (p. 74), as well as come commentary on
Altemate Myths (p.77) and their sources that the Old Bat seems to have ignored, | also threw in his copy of a
pitch for this movie, Black Blood (p. 83), If you really like your Masquerade that much, magbe you should do
comething about &,

[ hope this is everything, tilly, because | only want two more thing to do with you, Revenge, don't worry,
check, That's coming, yours and mine, and the little iiot's Diary ( p. 109). The other? | know gou peop/e don't
die eacy, and (ve learned that even regu/ar fo//« like me don't ctay down, How do | get her back?

Pleace, | micc her,

| need her,
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tﬁatmattere{lt’n{y’“emﬂowotﬁe/wmwu&.
While she was with me, I didn't understand.
JW,MMWWWW,W
herr Hiss. I didn't understand, evern when she
Wm,tﬁat&ﬁ&wa&ﬁ@mwsﬁow. Jhe

gave me the best years of my lfe, most of the

years of my lfe, deliberately. As I watched
ﬁeﬂweaém, y&tdl&mﬁeﬂéeau{y Svern wher

&ﬁ&cou/&o’ttlya/y/ofya‘,wﬁewﬁeﬁé/ood/w
hfyel‘salymm[/w.

What matters is how we are seer, and how
wem/«e/n/e/nﬁerea{ No éettert/&wtratu)ﬂ/#'
/wouodaltome/@/two(yracmmvmmv .%m;w

“The victor belongs to the spoils.”




D@/z(’cous‘/ /s
CZ LWro/ AOM
dele g@(/ i
makes me that
/)bof /Zé\/'é/f\,ﬁ
més('oxffé/)ﬁwﬂé
make & seem

we are the only
Kindred in the

| whole woAdE. [ m
iﬁo 3/4(/ he didn’?
encovster arny of
the misbegotten
iéa”&idr(/ brood that
{ pretend to the

same state.

Do we tnow
what has become
mf Az}w{ﬂ

Nobody’s going to read this. I'm not writing it for anybody else. I guess if something hap-
pens to me and Daryl has to clean out my apartment he might find these boxes, and the
Big Picture is going to make him wonder what the hell was wrong with me, but he’ll prob-
ably just chuck my shit out, paint the place, and lease it to some other hard-luck case for
$50 more than he charged me a month. But then, there might not be anything to clean up,
and I'm writing letters to Santa here, because if anything happens to me, I don’t think the
people who do it are going to leave any of this crap to be found.

Jackie - you’'ll be proud of me. I'm making a list before I start compiling the story and i
my observations and conclusions, so I won’t forget anything. (I'm sorry I didn’t remember |
to buy milk that time. I wish I had.) |

1. Vampires are real. (I hate that word. “Vampire”. It sounds fucking lame. I remember
the vampire kids from high school, and they were a bunch of fucking losers. I had a letter
on my jacket, and nobody said boo when I knocked one down.)
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2. Vampires are three things - they are stronger than you, they are faster than you,
they are sexier than you. (I know about all three. I'm not going to talk about them right
now though.)

3.1 am not crazy. (I should have made this #1 but I forgot, and if I cross anything or use
whiteout, I have to start a new list or it’ll drive me nuts. I haven’t got the money to get my
meds refilled, and so I just have to type very carefully.)

4. Vampires go where the people are. (For exactly the same reason that the sharks are
where the fishies are, but also for the reason that the actor is where the audience is.)

5. Vampires try and keep it secret. (This one is obvious. I'd never heard of real vampires
before I dated one. And I know it is going to get me in trouble too.)

6.1 do all this so I can find Her. (Again, obvious, but I don’t want to lose focus. It’s all
about deciphering random experience - there’s-always a pattern if you look close enough
and dig deep enough. There was a reason I was chosen for what happened to me. A rea-
son my OC tendencies were there, latent. There is a reason vampires exist. When I have
enough observations and evidence the reason will come clear, like the way a sailboat sud-
denly jumps into 3-D existence amid the seeming chaos of a Magic Eye picture.)

I still keep myself in good shape. I try and focus the creeping anxiety I get now into
exercise. Running the perfect mile. Breathing just right. Counting each breath. Each step.
There are 1945 of my medium-paced jogging steps in a mile. When it’s raining, it takes
more steps to make the mile, as I have to shorten my stride. When I run all out, it cuts the
steps down a lot. In a, week, I do at least seven miles at full stride, running as fast as I can.
I know there’s going to be a time when I'm going to have to chase or I'm going to be chased,
and I’'m going to need to move. ;

Also, there’s vanity. Before I started working on the Big Picture, I looked pretty good,
and I knew it. I read GQ, and I did the abs exercises. I had all the other status objects to
dress my body up, too — sharp Brooks Brothers suits for work, understated Rolex, Lincoln
Navigator, and whatever the trends dictated I wear on weekends. When I went out for
milk, and everything changed, vintage was in, and my shirt was pale yellow with a pattern
of blue concentric circles, and a wide collar. I'd paid forty-five dollars for it, and it was
older than I was. It was Sunday, and I had a two-day stubble. In the window of the Speedy-
Gas, I looked like a movie star. Inside, while grabbing a fresh gallon of cow juice from the
back of the cooler (one with a later expiration date, of course), somebody else thought I
looked like a movie star too. When I straightened up with the milk, she dragged her eyes
up from my ass to meet mine.

I don’t want to describe her here. I've lost the thread of it. I was talking about why I
run (other than to keep the crazies down). I run so no matter how bad I have to live, I'll
still look good. The male peacock grows his huge tail to basically say, “Hey chicky-chick, i
I can carry this absurd huge tail around and I'm still alive, so I must have some kickass
genes... you want a few of them®” I lost my tail when I couldn’t make payments on the




Navigator, and when I moved out I just left all my stuff there. I don’t know what Jackie
did with it all. I treated her bad, and I'm embarrassed about it. I don’t want to see her and
have to explain anything. So I never tried to get my stuff back. One time, I was in this bar
making observations, and she came in with some of her girlfriends from work. I called
them The Jennifers because at least three had that name. The rest looked like Jennifers.
They were wholly interchangeable. But I had to abandon the place, and ditch out when
Jackie went to the can.

So, all T have is my body, and I keep it looking good. I feed it as well as I can with the
money I have, and I don’t hurt it with smokes or drink or drugs. I know my body isn’t a,
temple. I've seen a body that is a temple, all laid out before me. I know what the Satanist
types speak of when they drone about “altars of the flesh.” I've worshiped a, body like that.
My body isn’t a temple or an altar. I know precisely what my body is for.

My body is a sacrifice to lay atop that altar.

— Yot Heats




The fst v(\g\rd' when | called Jackie and sond | \had car +roubt& and that | was waitng for -
\e-A, | \had no \dea. | was deliious. What | wos feelng then wasn t \ove, it was the distillation

of wfotuotion. | ached and sweated hormones and she mode me flustered, and my words hike
somethng v'\PPed From on o\d black and white movie, but when she swmiled about '\z, | was dvowned
W \WOrw SYYUp. Her Lips weve Wide and so \her swmile wos \nuge. |m vunning wfo ' agow, and 'm st
not veady to describe hev. | don’t Know how o, vea\\y. \ can hist lher P\r\ys‘\ca\ chavactenstics -
Yo\, shm, frecKles, vxor\'uva\\y cuv\y hoir wWhch lhad been onfess"\ovxa\\y s‘\'vd\g\n’fevxed. St whot does
Thot el you?

'\ wstead soy whot it was ke Yo be with her that fvst vi\g\n‘h and \how she made me feel
about vv\yse\f

1’d never cheated on a gv\fiiend before, and cownsideved myself a superior pevson because of 1,
but | wos just voiw ond shollow. | ‘d never met a S"\v\ hotter than the one | was with. Jackie was
the full Pac\(a e mnostics w colleae (otionol Finals with UCLA) and sweet genes (\hev mowm
was the very ofwntion of MILE and 17 tease Jackie about ). She was ol set U(E with a J\"\3\r\+
body and Pve*‘fy foce, and she Knew oll the ticKs Yo moke 1t a gorgeous face. And she \oved me
Yoo, Whch was a Sood bownus. | never thoudnt 1’d dheat own her because \f'\guved she was just wmy
*ype, until | met someone else w the Speedy-Gqs thot vredefned wmy ’fype.

When she f "\v\a\\y dvaaged hev eyes away from my ass, we started ‘\'O«\K\V\S, wme flirtng on vefley,
she just P\O‘Y“"3 with her food.
"People often Se‘\' dstracted by wy oss, and miss thot | \hove gveok arms and o man\y jow lwe
Yoo."

"Plus, your ass s smart ewoug\n ‘o 3'@* a GED. Your ass should be onud. because now it cango Yo
Yechmcal school.”

"N\y ass \ooKs too Sood to bother with school. It s gowng to fnd a sugor mamma Yo fokKe cave
of W\."

"Well e con Keep \OOK\V\S, becouse ths momma is down Yo her \ast spoovd"u\." '

LR you Tk any se\f-vespec’r‘mg stockbroker with wmy dassic Cary Grownt \ooKs s qowng Yo \et a
domse\ w distress go home with a twelve ~Pac\< of that piss weoK domestic beey, J\%\ev\ you ‘ve
cvackers, \ady."

"Ave you buy‘wxg me a dnnk, mster?"
"wm buY\vxg youa dozew. It "\ couse me pawn Yo Know you went home with that cqu."

So | boudnt The wmiK | come w for, ond a Twelve -pacK of something ‘\mpov*ed. Funay, | com ve~
member the exact Bogie NS Bacoll shash we said Yo each othey, but | down’t vemewmbeyr the brond
of beer | bought \hev even ‘Hnoug‘n\ eventuolly ended up dv‘wx\fwxa wost of .

Somehow, as we chatted, she \et shp +hot her car was broken down = she nodded fo the old
\NloWo w the av\C\v\S \ot. And somehow, | offered to dve her a vide home. And somelow, | colled
Jackie ond *oﬁd her a hie about breaking down, and thot | was wo&\fmg for the tow truck, and
no, That she should qo on Yo sleep, and |’d ge‘k a cab howme. | ’r\noug\n’\' \’d Kep\' wy Voice down, but
when | 30‘\' wto the Nav'\god'ov, she was smilng, and sand "So you down”t want your \o«dy Yo know
you ‘ve arVwng another g\v\ \howme? Nou‘ve q\veady go‘\' a gu'\\‘ky wand."

She P\ayed with wy D ‘s while dving me dwections fo her P\ace. Feedwng WrecK Your Life by The
0O\d 97°s wto the stereo and P\Q)"V\S Victoria.

She \ived w a condo near Novth Shevidan W Rogers PavK. Not a gveor\’ avea. Sort of vundoww,
but wot so bad thot the deolers weve se\\'\vxg on ‘an
She goJr out, and sort of bt her \'\P W a woy Thot dd 'Fuvw\y \'\r\'\vuas Wy chest and Pcwd's.

"Nou want to makKe sure \3@’( ws\de q\v‘\g\n’\".?"

| aot out, and wolked avound the Nav\gq’rov to wherve she stood, just ovutside a Poo\ of \‘\S\n‘\’
cu{'i'w\g down from the buzzwng sodwm street \amp above. | stood w the \'\g\n‘\', and sq'u'\vd'ed Yo
wheve she stood, chewing my \\p now. She smiled ot me agawn, and the stars come down ke
wasps and cwvcled around w her eyes, and stung me on the face, Pv'\c\(\y heat. | Yook a \ong mgged

breath, and | s*ePPed wto the davK too.

e covners. It \ooked iKe a P\ace studewnts wed.
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HOW TO SPOT A VAMPIRE e

It took me awhile to get the trick of it, but here’s my method. thfl dogl thz e,
Mot looi{]i? gfiii’:ﬁﬁi:ﬁiliﬁ; gll'lx(ie’theglselves OVEr,

i i d in alleys. They like it be .
Zﬁiiii?ti?iéﬁi?sﬁp aroun:g it, and use love to excuse What t.hej mc;xlllst:é’rciloe: :i ‘::ltla;n
That’s what I did. But I guess that’s no more fucked up than imagining the pp

cares about you when she calls you “Baby.”

The trick is not to look for vampires, but to W.atoh the
crowd. Watch their faces. When there’s a vampire hunt-
ing the crowd, you’ll see people move h'_k.e scpools of ﬁsh. =
with a weird sense of unconscious coordination. Eyes @1
swivel momentarily to look toward the door. Pe(?ple with
breath quicker. They’ll unconsciously meander in a C(.-}I”—
tain direction. If you see this, then look to see where it s
directed. Once you have it narrowed, watch the people in
that area of the room, and see which one is the center of
attention. He’s your vampire.

His insight is unsettiing — are woe so easily |
spied out by those Lith the eyes o see
us? This is exactiy LWhy we must be more
Vigilant. We ace by £ac the most visible of
clans; and that very visibility must be made
To secve The pucpose of concealing our true
natuces £eom those we mingle with, cathec
than cevealing it +o anyone Loith the knack.
+oc noticing trees whece he should only be

Seeing Lorest,

It seemed Ke a student place on the wside too. Dishes pled up and overflowing wn the sink.
Ew\P‘ry P\ZZa boxes, beer cans. Some wine bottles W the trosh. Theve weve baskeis of clean
dothes that made me Twitch, Hn‘mk‘wxg about the wrinkles. She put the beer wn the fid e, com
g back wto the \‘\v'\vsg voom where | hovered. She handed me one, and held the other. We stood
theve.

| S\QV\C@d at the couch, se€ng the pair of boxers with ¢

She was so good, she even looked embavvassed, "Sovvy
"Lﬁeva\\y. 4

"Neoh, 've been so slammed | haven “t had the chance o clean up.
football, NASCAR, ov Wmate Frsbee."

"No problem. | w(\g\n‘\' '\‘v‘\P ovey someﬂn‘\vxg Hnoug\r\... that’s a \ot o \gnore. | won‘t be able to see
holf the voom."

"Theve’s your ass be’mg w‘r\"ry agaow. Sit it down heve, and tell me about you."

So | sat where she’d mode space for me on the couch, and she o\voPPeo\ owto the other end,
Pu\\"mg up her \eqs. | paused. | Hnough’r about what | was don heve. About Jackie ot home, wont-
g for me to get back. | worked the words around wmy mouth a little before \e‘H‘mg them out,
and os | started ‘\'O«\K\V\S | shpped a hand my pocKet and turned the ringev on my phone off.

| told hev about growing up W Charleston, and then cowming to C\n'\cago for school, and Just
s‘\’"\ck"mg around. | talked about my Job with Bell and Price, and moved on When her eyes started
Yo dloze when | \et s\"\p some ho«o\'\vxg Jargon. | fold her my folks had split up after | moved out, and
maKe it off\ciol, as Vf | didn t wotice

owboys on them, and sand, "Roommote?"
! Erboyﬁ\evxo\. N\essy bveaKUP."

lgnove vayﬂ'\'\vxg velated o

"You hed to your S'\V\‘Fv'\end about dv'\v"mg me home."
"Neah."

"And then You came wside."
'll d~\d.|l




she belheved \/ou."

"ou must care about e, to lie to her tike that. Nou Wt just fhe v'\g‘n‘\' wote Yoo. 'm sure

" quess. Tell me about you. How come you ‘ve so 'Fasc'momvxg J\'\f\a* \:vn nisKin :
MOS‘\'\Y“‘I\O«PPY J\’\r\"\vu\:x to dvink beer while sitting on your ex*boyﬁ\ewd s shovts!

"ave a secvet, and \f you guess W, "\ gve you a KSS ok

Y hdn’t even think about . |
Funny g s, when | sand i, W was *o\'a\\zl spowtaneous. | ddn ec\e@v:,e,,.\\ Wi

i i 3 \ wna to sound
dn 't believe it of course. | was just spouting s\, ’rvy\\{\g :
(:\:(i«gc\dmz fvx(j c;f‘ i\r\e \ate vixg\n’r sK'?vx -flick dhannels the V\\S\!\‘\' before, and beot of f to ths

one movie about a hot vampire dnck. ‘
She adua\\y \ooked surprised When | sand . A first, she \')us* stared at me, e f; a \\H.'\e

wide. Then she smiled. One of those smles you see with your eyes, but you fee\ down
our crotch. . : :

: Sk ot wme acvoss the coudh slow, but theve wos a v’\g\d\‘\’y and power \hev Lmbs,

e - bet us was smooth, iKe she was

et her frespass acvoss the boxer-strewn DMZ be weewn e e

Z\o\lwxg own vals, and for a moment, | was vepe\\ed. The dommo foll of s‘\'up\ ecis\ons

\had bvoug‘n\' wme heve veg\s*eved for a second. | almost Pu\\ed awoy. Alwmost.
She sand, "™You made W too easy'."
And \ J\’\r\oug\r\’f, "\ was ovx\y K\dd’mg."

%a two year

We need to have a word with the

Spaniacds about this, Some of our cousing g 3
m  ace becoming extremely lax in theic '

precautions. We might need +o sehedule a
Visit £om our Communications specialist?

to see that a message is deliveced and
undecstood.

TEN PLACES THAT I OBSERVED VAMPIRES

1. The Anvil - an industrial gay club. Heineken was expensive here. I got more attention
than I'd had for a long time, and it felt sort of good to have other humans check me out. It
made me wish I was gay, and that I still could do something with other humans who found me
attractive. The vampire here was really obvious. He was hardly making an effort to keep his
influence subtle - it was like a series of hammer blows in time with the bassline. I felt it my-
self, even way over where I hunched over my beer and exchanged shouted “WHAT?!9” with
the guy on the next stool. The vampire looked good, and everybody knew it. There was an
ease about him that made me think he was a regular - little nods to people'he knew, and a def-
erence from the staff. I don’t know if some vampires were gay before they became vampires,
or whether afterwards they just don’t care one way or the other anymore. I saw the same
vampire a few weeks later playing a straight club exactly the same way. I think it’s just a buf-
fet to them, and the sex is like the difference between Mexican or Chinese. One place they fry
the chicken and put it in orange sauce, the other it’s grilled and stuffed into a corn tortilla.,

&. The Steel Mill - a 84-hour health club. Busy people have to work out some time, so why
not at midnight on a Sunday? I got in on one of those trial workouts. No way I could afford
membership now. I figured it was a good place to look because I used to get girls’ numbers
at the gym. I thought lifting would be the obvious place for them to flirt - “hey, you need a,
spot?”- but there were too many mirrors. I found one on the Stairmaster, working hard on an
already gorgeous ass. The guy next to her thought it was pretty great too, and let her borrow
his iPod. They left together. All those hormones and sweat. It was the first time I’d been in a,
gym since the breakdown, and the place was a shrine to the physical vanity that vampires
love - flesh, engorged with blood, and minds dimmed with endorphins and fatigue.

3. John Manders High School Homecoming Dance - I helped the band set up their equip-
ment, and then hung around pretending to roadie. I had a, theory that anybody could become
a vampire, and there would be teenage vampires out there, stuck at 16 forever. Since they
go where the people are and where sex is bubbling Jjust under the surface, then an after-dark
High School activity would be perfect. When I saw the kid with the retro leather jacket, I know
he was the one. He just cruised through the crowd of kids, and they parted before him like fog,
to flow and swirl in his wake. When he took a girl into the locker rooms, I followed and made a
shit-ton of noise by ‘accidentally’ kicking over a trashcan. He cut out, and left her calling for
him. The look he gave me when he passed scared the shit out of me. He was old. Something




about his bones. His eyes had seen nations rise and fall. And he was stuck here, in a fucking
high school locker room. I got the hell out of there.

4. Red Five Game Lounge - I went in here to get a coke and sit down for awhile, but it was
serendipity. I stuck way out here, even in my generic jeans and tee. The place had dozens of
game consoles networked for LAN play, and was packed with kids and twenty-somethings
blowing the fuck out of each other. The air was thick with geek aggression and power dynam-
ics - the subordinate males chomped at the alphas constantly, savaging them and each other
with railguns and plasma bombs and rocket launchers. They were hooting and preening, and
when they’d frag a dude their eyes would involuntarily flit to a booth in the back where a girl
was holding court. She wasn’t pretty like the girls I dated, or most of the other vampires I'd
found. She had emo-kid glasses, and hair dyed this weird auburn color. She was wearing a
t-shirt with some kind of logo on it, and geek-punk bracelets and shit. Even I couldn’t miss the
curves under those jeans, though - and the assembled geeks sure as hell didn’t, either. She
was gabbling with the boys about console games and computers and music. And she owned
them. She owned the whole place. She wouldn’t have rated a 4 on my old hot-scale, but here
she was an 11. Vampires find their niches.
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8. Cook County Senior Center - When I heard the stories about what my Granddad got into
when Mom put him in a home, all my illusions about the elderly and sex evaporated. With the
blue pill faerie to magic the flesh into willingness, the attendants couldn’t keep the codgers in
their own beds anymore. This was my next leap, after realizing there might be kid vampires...
there might be silver-haired senior vampires too, cruising the widow-set for hot grandmam-
mas. It was January, and the nights had drawn in. I volunteered to help out at the place, and
the annual Spaghetti Cook-off attracted a good crowd, and it was like the hormone soup of
the high school dance, only in slow motion with more big band music. I spotted the vampire.
The bastard was judging spaghetti sauce while shameless octogenarians flirted with him, and
tried to sway his judgment. I realized it was a perfect population to prey on, when the ick-fac-
tor of wrinkly sex faded. These people die all the time, and nobody says boo. Hell, with their
medical conditions, and quality of life, the old vampire might be doing them a favor. His way
would at least be fun for them.

6. Merle’s - I stopped by because I heard people talking about how good the sweet potato
pie was, and how cute this waitress was. I think I'm getting an intuition about it. Or, on some
level, I'm starting to recognize the signs when a person has been under the influence of a
vampire. So I went to try the pie, and to see about this waitress. It was a kitschy sort of a,
place, and the pies were in a rotating rack up front. The jukebox was loaded with the hits of
yesteryear, and some fan of Johnny Cash had dropped enough coin to keep him singing all
night. Sure enough, she was a vampire. I never before saw so many people tip twenty bucks
on a five dollar check. She smiled and flirted, and called everyone “Hon” and “Darling” and
“Sugah”. She played the country girl, but there was something of Europe in her accent. Funny
thing - I never saw her get a phone number or anything. She Just smiled, and made huge tips.
If it kept on all night like that, she’d have made a grand. When I left Merle’s, I hunkered down
in my car parked across the street and watched. I couldn’t fisure it out, until I saw her kissing
the cook and getting into his truck around 5:00 AM. He was pale and worn thin, but he kissed
her like he knew how to do it from long practice.

7. NARCANON - Hello, my name is Kevin, and I'm an addict. It actually felt good to talk
about it, even if I didn’t get too specific. Some of the guys there looked like they had a low tol-
erance for bullshit. There’s always a meeting somewhere, sometime. Desperate people fight-
ing addiction, hungry for human connection and meaning. They call it Thirteenth-Stepping to
scam on chicks at a meeting, and the thought of a vampire hunting here... it made me think
of hyenas and wildebeest carcasses. I chewed mints from my little tin, and ate a doughnut
and drank coffee to blend in. They don’t let you smoke during meetings anymore, so said the
little skinny guy sitting next to me. When the vampire came in, I saw the signs, but here it
was really weird. Instead of smoothing their hair and checking their breath by huffing against
a cupped palm, the addicts got really into the recovery process. When they got up to speak,
they seemed inspired - the room was suddenly alive, and people were nodding and murmur-
ing agreement. The confessions rolled free, and there was poetry in the junkies’ mouths. I
caught a glimpse of the vampire in the back, nodding her head and smiling this huge encour-
aging smile at the guy speaking. He got choked up, and admitted his Dad did stuff to him when
he was a kid, and so nothing has ever been right for him. The hugs when it was over were
hard and intense, almost hurting. She was talking to that guy when I left, standing really
close, just barely touching his chest with her fingertips. I felt like the interloper, the fake. I
belonged here less than the vampire. I skulked out so I wouldn’t have to meet anybody’s eyes.

8. Jacks County Community College - I was working part time at the community college
doing night maintenance, which is what they call janitor work now. It was quiet because there
were only a few night classes - mostly continuing ed stuff, GRE for working moms, and some
art classes. On a lark I glanced into a figure drawing class, and picked up the vibe right off.
They were doing nudes, which I thought might raise some eyebrows if the school administra-
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tion knew about it. The guy in the center was tubby and balding, but he was buck-ass naked,
and looked like he was loving it. He had huge wood, and it was like a dowsing rod pointing
right at the vampire. She was all cardigan and glasses-on-chain, with paint in her hair and on
her fingers. Really average looking, and seemingly middle-aged, but she crackled with that
aura I'd come to recognize. I felt it moving through me, making me hot inside my clothes, itch-
ing to be naked myself. The room was too humid, and it reeked of lust. The students were all
worked up, and they were painting furiously. I've got no eye for art, but they looked like they
were in the throes of it, possessed by the art. They painted in a frenzy, almost like they were
fucking. I nearly dropped my mop and went in to join them, but got a handle on myself and
blew the hell out of there. All the shit I'd seen, this circle of middle-age wannabe artists scared
me the most.

9. House Depot at 3 AM - I didn’t know some home improvement warehouses were open
24 hours. All those times I needed a hammer or a paint sprayer or a new lawnmower in the
middle of the night, and I didn’t know. I read online that some guys go to home improvement
centers and look for women who have that “where the hell are the pliers?” look on their faces,
and make a move. It seemed like a stretch, but I gave it a week. I trusted I had a pretty good
feel for vampires by then, but I didn’t see one until Thursday night, when I'd about decided to
ditch. He was slowly cruising the isles, by the washing machines and past new bay windows, a
shark gliding through a reef of nail guns. He was the first one I saw that moved like a preda-
tor, and the vibe I got off him made me shiver. I got in his way by accident, and he just moved
through me, brushing me aside like I meant less than a cardboard cutout of a person. I left
fast, and called 911 from the parking lot and told the cops a guy was waving a gun around. I
described the vampire, and then left. He had this look when he walked past me, and I knew
somebody was going to die when he got them where he wanted them. All there was in his face
was hunger, and his aura made me want to throw myself down his throat. I never heard what
happened, but I hope he got interrupted and didn’t find anyone to kill that night.

10. Evening Services at Trinity Baptist United - This place is huge - one of those immense
mega-churches with a stadium-sized s'a.nctuary and massive sound system and Christian jam
band backing up the preacher. I grew up a holiday Methodist, and this place defied my brain
to understand it. The crowd was really worked up when the preacher started his sermon,
and everyone was shouting and answering back, and holding one hand up and swaying. I felt
more comfortable at NARCANON. I had the preacher tagged as a vampire from go, but the
longer I watched, the more it seemed unlikely. I checked the program from earlier that day,
and he did the morning services too, and that alone aced him out. I was leaving when some-
one recognized me as a visitor, and when the service broke, steered me into a group of newbs
and wide-smiling church members talking and being way too familiar. Since the breakdown, I
don’t like people being too friendly with me - especially when it seems like they have an ulte-
rior motive. I’d been there before in a bad way, lapping up someone else’s affection. But before
I could find an excuse to ditch out, a new guy joined us and the vibe was unmistakable. He
was good looking in a really whitebread sort of way. Taller than me. He shook my hand, and
his hand was warm, and his personality leaned out and slapped me over and over in the face
while he made eye contact. I’d never been under the influence this directly since the break-
down, right square in the monster’s eye... I just lost it, and snatched my hand away, and I ran.
I was glad I kept myself in such good shape. I know I made a scene, but I couldn’t endure the
vampire’s presence like that, focused right on me. It made me want it more. It made me want
to give myself over to it, and ride the emotions. I ran from it. I ran from me, but I wasn’t fast
enough, and so I instead ran to my car and drove for two hours in a random direction.
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THE VAMPIRE’S CONDITION
KNOWNS

Here are the things I know for sure about being a vampire.

10Tt i i
timest ;; :ort of like bemg' dead, but not quite. (Mad walked and talked and screwed, but som
was cool and still, like a corpse. Other times, she was hot like she had a fe,ver but e

she wass always hungry after running hot, and she left me in worse shap
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t really breathe except to talk and to keep up appearances. Her heart didn’t beat. I
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nibals, and we get off on them eating us. Mad took from me two or three times a.




week. Not too much usually. If she’d been pushing herself, she always took more, and I could
feel in those moments when she held me that she wouldn’t let me go even if I demanded it, but
Inever did. It isn’t just hunger, and I too know hunger since the breakdown. There’s some-
thing inside them that won’t let them go hungry even if they want to, even if their heart is
screaming for it. Mad could have killed me a dozen times, but always pulled back. Just barely)

3. Reflections and Photos are screwy around them. (This varies a lot. When I first noticed
it, I thought it was something about me and my mental state. But, there’s always something
obscuring their faces, and their forms. The mirror looks warped, or there’s lens flare, or a
toss of the head throws hair in the way, or the face is just... smeared, warped. I think they
can force it to clear up if they make an effort - Mad did her makeup in the mirror a couple
of times. This is the thing that makes me think that they’re not natural. It isn’t a disease or
a virus or DNA or anything. They’re magic. It’s a curse. I look at what Mad visited upon me,
and the shambles of my life, and I don’t think the curse was on her really. She was just the...
the carrier. The instrument. Vampires are like a curse on humanity, and in their own horrible
little way, no more guilty of the atrocities they perpetrate than HIV is guilty of AIDS. It’s just
what they bring, and what they do. When I realized this, my childhood faith in God returned
with a vengeance, and I hated that motherfucker. I think I still do.)

4. They sort-of die during the day, and avoid the sun. (They just shut down while the sun is
out. I don’t know what the sun would actually do to them, but Mad had all the windows in her
bedroom covered in taped-up paper grocery bags and heavy blankets hung like curtains, so it
must be bad. When they shut down during the day, it might be some kind of natural defense
to keep them from doing something stupid like trying to end it all out on the roof. It means
they live one long night. They aren’t even aware of the day at all. What would that do to your
head? Day and night breaks up time into chunks our bodies and brains had a million years to
get used to. Mad never seemed to know what day of the week it was. She had a good sense of
yesterday and tomorrow, but it got vague after.that. She said once she broke time up into the
spaces between showers.)

5. They have superpowers, but they cost. (Like I said - they’re stronger, faster, and sexier
than you or me. But these powers have a price. When I saw Mad off her leash, really pushing
herself, she was terrifying — unstoppable. But afterwards, she was pale and sunken - and re-
ally, really fucking hungry. Even so, she didn’t ever try and take from me. I don’t know what
was going on with her then. It was like the monster inside her was exhausted too, and sleep-
ing even though it was thirsty. But looking back on that time, I'm sure someone else paid for
her restraint with me. See? She loved me too, and just like my love made me give up my life
to her sip by sip, hers for me made her murder other people in my place. In my Observations,
the main power I saw and experienced was their influence over people and groups. They play
on emotions, and then use words and smiles and all the usual arsenal of human social weap-
onry, but that vibe they throw off... that strips your defenses, makes the vampire’s casual
smile seem like the shining benevolence of a loving god. They’re strong too — so strong, that if
they lay hands on you, then you're done. I felt Mad’s strength when we grappled and screwed,
and when she clutched me and cried. I knew she was stronger than me, and if she pushed it,
way stronger. She was also so fast, that sometimes I hardly saw her move, she just skipped
forward half a, dozen paces while I blinked, moving like a stop-motion cartoon. When she did
this, or used her strength, it was like something else was moving her body around. She didn’t
exert muscles and tendons. Her flesh just moved. It stripped the illusion of humanity more
surely than some kind of hideous physical transformation. Scarier than shit, and I hated it
when she did that.)

UNKNOWNS

Here are the things I don’t know about being a, vampire, or I'm not sure about. 1. How to kill
a vampire (I don’t know. I don’t really care. I'm resigned to their existence. I saw too many, all
comfortable in their niches and hunting grounds for me to even dream of unseating. They’re
an old curse. They’ve always been with us. And yet, nobody has figured it, and publicly outed
them. Even today, with the Internet and Blogs and YouTube, the crap online is about pervs
(like I thought Mad was) or poser vampires or people who think they’re energy vampires, or
a dozen other kinds of self-delusional bullshit. There’s no way I could do anything to stop a




legacy like that. No way in hell. And killing them... how could I possibly even begin to attempt
that? I read Dracula, but it all seemed too gothic and implausible. Mad had a Midwestern ac-
cent, and dressed a little trashy or a little sloppy. Big D’s inbred nobility was as alien as the
scary, ugly, silent Nosferatu. I don’t know why they had the vampire looking like a hairless
albino rat corpse. Some kind of visual metaphor? He would never last in Chicago looking like
that. Nobody would sleep with him, even if he had the vampire charm-vibe jacked out the ass.
So I don’t know how to kill them, how they die, or anything. I don’t care.)

2. What vampire community is like (is ten people in the same city with the same weird
condition a “community”? The ones I saw all seemed to have their own territory and hunt-
ing grounds. I never saw them congregate, or perhaps I just missed them when I focused on
the one laying down the most whammy. Mad made out like there were others, and they acted
like a family. She talked about her Dad and brother, and I met her little sister. She mentioned
‘cousing’ occasionally. Once, she made out like there was some kind of authority - a “THEY” ‘
out there, threatening retribution for certain infractions.) |

3. How a person becomes a vampire (if it was like in the movies, and just getting bitten
was enough, then I'd be one too. They might even breed like people, but the thought of vam-
pire babies sucking blood from their mothers’ breasts makes me nauseous, so I'm not going
to think about it anymore. It was one mystery among many, and it never entered into the
sphere of my relationship with Mad. Perhaps it had something to do with her leaving. Perhaps
she spared me her condition. I like to think it is something like that, because it makes it all so
romantic, and it makes me a real lover and not a Styrofoam cup filled with her tasty beverage
of choice. I know she played me and seduced me, but there were times when she was stripped
bare, and I knew she felt something, and I knew that it made everything fucked up for her too.
So I hope that is the reason I don’t know the answer to this one. I hope it is because she loved
me.)

4. What their existence really means (It’s something I've thought about, and tried to deal
with because now my existence and my meaning owes pretty much everything to them.
Everything I do is to further my observations and understanding. I'm defined by it now. But
what about them? They’'re magical. They don’t obey the rules. Physics, biology, chemistry...
how do you reason some kind of meaning from something that kicks the ass out of reason? I
believe in God now, but I think he’s evil. The God of the Earth is bloated fat on our misery, and
perhaps the vampires are his mouths. His hungry mouths which walk among us, and sup our
blood, and through them feed him up fat and terrible. Could there be a better Earthly origin
for stories of angles and demons? They’'re worse than some boogieman out beyond the fire-
light. They’re in our living rooms, sitting across the coffee table from us. They’re in our bed-
rooms, fucking our brains out. They're dancing with us at our favorite clubs. And we invited
them in. We smiled, and gave them a seat. We undressed when they licked their lips. They’'re
right there with us as we do all the things that matter for a human being to do, distracting,
seducing, rendering all our dreams and aspirations fruitless and barren, and they do it by
subverting our most basic urges to breed and procreate and to possess beautiful people, and
hold them close. It is such a human horror they bring, that hunger.. it only wakens in a vam-
pire, but that appetite is with everyone waiting to find something to tempt it. If they prove
anything, it is that God is cruel and hungry, and he hates us all.)
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The graffiti and scrawl there sta,rted to look familiar. Beyond the generic crudi

dicks peeing into open cartoon lips, and juvenile rhymes and phone numbers, I caught a
sense of familiarity. It took me making a trip with my camera to confirm it. These pictures
break it down. :

The similarities are impossible to dismiss. There’s some code here, hidden in the utter
mundanity of toilet graffiti. Something like hobo-sign. I have no idea what it says though.
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with Jackie where | siivered oll wahnt. Ber body was too ot fo touch, and | seerd awoke
agon and agoin whenever she ‘d brush agowmst me. The edge of her arm ago&ms‘\' my chest felt
\iKe someone put on electvic won on me, and Pus\r\ed the steam button.
n Hhe mormng, after she went Yo worK (1 called w, but wsisted she go. | onw\‘\sed 1’d qo Yo
the doctor, but | didn ). When she’d been qowne for an houy, | got out my phone and scrolled
down wy cowntacts to ‘Mechawc’ and | \left this message.
"Whot hoppened last vi\g\n‘\'? Coll me."
Around seven thot eveving, | qot a Yext.
HEY. WONDERED |\F YOU ‘D
CALL. STILL GOT |O BEERS.
BOY, COULD USE HELP
FINISHING THEM. -mad
\ bogg\ed a Wttle ot the toq. Whot wos she mad about? But | was just slow. ¥ was her s\g.

TEN WAYS TO EXPLAIN THE SYMPTOMS OF BLOOD LLOSS AND
THE OTHER SIGNS A VAMPIRE IS FUCKING UP YOUR LIFE

When your secret vampire girlfriend regularly leaves you a few pints shy of full, you
have to come up with some explanations for the dizziness and fatigue and headaches
and listlessness and chills so bad you feel like you can never be warm again. There’s
also your foul temper, which is in part because you're not sleeping enough (because
you’re out fucking your vampire lover, who keeps odd hours, and also because the
stress of keeping it all secret is making your stomach burn). I had to lie to Jackie, and
she heard most of these.

1. Sick (This one is so easy, because chronic anemia has lots of symptoms. I thought
about going and getting diagnosed with real anemia, but I didn’t want to take that bet.
It would mean being examined and tested, and on some level, I was terrified they’d be
able to detect Mad on me somehow. Something in my blood. It made me wonder if what
she had was contagious, and I didn’t want to think about that.)

2. Drunk (Mitchell helped me out whenever he could by seeing that I got properly
shitfaced. I could then splash myself with booze, and Jackie would assume my stum-
bling and bloodshot eyes had the prosaic explanation. She hated it when I came home
drunk, but it was a normal comfortable kind of hate. It wasn’t break-up hate. She be
pissed, then I've be contrite, and then she’d be forgiving, and then I'd do something
else.)

3. Hung-Over (This one hardly rates its own entry. See “Drunk”. Hung-over gets you
less sympathy, because the general consensus is “You had it coming, asshole.” But
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considering what it excused, I would happily deal with Jackie’s contempt instead of her
horror and shame and disgust.)

4. Over-Medicated (How ironic. Jackie was after me to see someone about my depres-
sion when I started to just puppet my way through a day, so I finally relented and went to
see my doctor. I told him I was feeling depressed, and he gave me script for three differ-
ent drugs. He said, “Try each one for a month, and then use the one that works the best.”
We were friends, and I regularly lost golf to him. I hit on the idea to blame the drugs for
anything weird about how I was acting. Since a couple of them killed libido, they gave me
an excuse for avoiding sex with Jackie. I would have kept using this one, but Jackie found
the unfilled prescriptions in my coat pocket while looking for a tissue. She’d been crying,
which come to think, she did fairly often. I had to hem and haw about it after that, and it
became a sore subject, so I didn’t try and claim it as an excuse anymore.)

5. Bad Day At Work (When I started fucking around at work, and making bad decisions,
I'had a few of these for real. Tom would come into my office and ream me a new one for
fucking up some deal or account. I'd go home, and be a dick all night, and generally mope
and be miserable. I liked to play the confident man, but I craved approval. Anybody who
says they don’t care what other people think is a liar or a psychopath. I used this one oc-
casionally when I had to “work late” or something. Jackie bought it a few times, and then
it became one of those excuses that she’d accept but wouldn’t believe anymore.)

6. Got Mugged (I only used this once, because it hurt like hell. I'd really started to run
out of excuses at work and home, and my boss thought I was a, Jjunkie or something based
on my absenteeism and haggard appearance. He wouldn’t have given a shit if my numbers
stayed up, but they’d begun to slip too. That night, Mad and I went a second time, there in
the hall in front of the door. I don’t know where I found the Jjizz, but when she kissed me
goodbye I was up like a billygoat, and pushing her back against the wall. She got into it a
little too much, and left me swaying when we’d blown our wads, her glowing and pink, me
pale and distracted by the sparklies in front of my eyes. I asked her what excuse I should
give, and she said I looked like someone had hit me in the head, and so I said I could have
been mugged, and she said I didn’t look beaten up enough for mugged, and I said that she
should hit me. She laughed, and then when I insisted, laughed harder. She kept pulling
back to punch me, and I kept flinching at the last second, and she’d crack up laughing.
Finally, I said it was a bad idea anyhow, and when I was starting to turn to go she belted
me in the right eye, and knocked me down. When I got done cursing and she got done
apologizing, I kissed her one more time and left. When I made the mugging claim at work,
Mitchell said, “I heard of pussy-whipped, but pussy-beat-to-shit?”)

7. Cancer (I feel bad about this one. My Dad was in town for a convention, and we had
lunch. He’s got a nose for bullshit after 30 years on the Jjob. I'was trying hard not to out
and out lie to him, but he could sense all kinds of wrong, bad shit in my life just by how I
was evading his questions, or glossing over obvious problems (like one of my credit cards
being bounced when I tried to pick up the tab). When I walked him back to his hotel, he
out and out asked me what was wrong, and I was so mad at the way he picked me apart -
Just like he always did - that I told him I had lymphoma. Mad and I had stayed up all night
alternately screwing and watching Jerry Springer reruns, and I was thinking about the
segment about husbands who left their cancer-ridden wives for younger (and presumably
less cancerous) women. So I told him, and his face went white. I regretted it immediately,
but I'd found the perfect way to lie to my father. AllI had to do was to admit the worst-
case he’d already imagined was true, and he’d believe it with fatalistic fervor. Since the
breakdown I haven'’t talked to him. I wonder sometimes if he thinks I died of the imagi-
nary cancer.)

8.1 gave blood today (Yeah, I used this three times in the same week. I said there was a
blood drive at work, and we were competing with the tools from Rinegold Associates to see
who could give the most in a week. It was great while it remained plausible. Giving blood
till I swayed was something I might have done before all this'started, when I still cared
about competition and winning and dominating others. It’s funny, my life has turned into
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a shell, but I found some peace in the emptiness. It’s peaceful, not really giving a shit about
anything.)
9. I'm Fine (If you say this loud enough and angry enough, people leave you the fuck alone
even if they can see clearly that it’s an obvious lie. If you get righteously pissed when they
pry, it makes them feel like they’re pushing too hard, and perhaps you have some heavy bur-5
den crushing you slowly. It isn’t really an excuse, but it buys time to come up with one. You
can segue into the excuse by getting a thoughtful, wounded look on your face, and then saying
“I had a bad day at work...” or something. When I started playing the indignant broody guy, I
felt like a miserable fake, but I'd learned some things from Mad I suppose. I knew that people
who loved you wanted desperately to believe you loved them back, and they don’t really want

to hear an answer like, “You want to know what’s wrong? I'm not in love with you and I've
been fucking the undead for a month.”)

10. Death in the Family (This one was great, and just came to me. I’d “worked late” again,
and Jackie was waiting up for me, and she was pissed. She was going to force some kind of
confrontation, because she opened with “Where the hell have you been?” and the answer just
came to me, like the Devil whispered it in my ear. I said, “Dad called me... my Mom died last
night.” It shut her down. Hard. She went from furious and righteous to sympathetic and
guilty at being furious with me, and I secretly enjoyed seeing her twirl around and around on
the hook she’d swallowed. That made me hate myself a little, because it was something Mad
would have done. But Jackie left me alone for a week, and when I seemed really used-up and
pale, she assumed I'd just been crying privately, because my manly man grief was too raw to
share. Itook the weekend, and told her I was flying down to Charlotte for the funeral. She
drove me to the airport. Ikissed her on the curb. She left. Then Mad picked me up in her old
Volvo, and we spent the weekend fucking like animals. When I ‘came home’, Jackie thought I
looked so worn down because I had to be strong for my Dad and sister. I think seeing her look

at me then was the only time in this whole fucking mess I ever seriously considered killing
myself.)
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I found this in the junk left at her place after the breakdown. It was on the coffee table, with
one of her little sister’s drawings on the back. I don’t know what to make of this. It uses the
word “Daeva” instead of “vampire” but I can’t figure out what that means. Google doesn’t turn
up much of anything. Nothing related to vampires anyway. There were reviews for some punk
bands , and so it might be like «deva”. I found a reference to one of the bands in Chicago in
the late Seventies and early Eighties, and this zine looked like a DIY punk magazine that had

been photocopied nearly to death.
1 don’t know what most of this means, but the last paragraph hits me in the balls. Did she

read this and decide to leave? Who the fuck gave it to her?
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"We ‘ve P\ayed that gome. What ‘s v shovt for?

She \‘)\JS‘\’ swmied. ! .
"Modisowt Madelhwne? Maddie? Maaaaa... | go\' vxo*‘nmg else.
"Madoel."

"Is that... Spamshe” i
"g\de? sov*Pof t’s sovt of a \')oke from wy Dad. Madael North. Pleased to meet you

Ifound this in the toilet at a club. It was left by the sink. I thought it was one of those re-
ligious tracts at first and figured it was dropped by a ballsy fundamentalist or by an ironic
hipster, but inside it was pretty obvious what it was about. They didn’t use the V-Word, but
¥ / had so ides  1don’t for sure know if they even call themselves that. Funny thing is, at this club I didn’t
any of t4ese  €ven get a hint of a, vampire there the night I found the tract. It made me wonder if vam-
were st/ in  PIres used human pawns to plant their messages and drop their literature in likely places,

cirevlation,  OF WOrSe, my insight and intuition about them was not as good as I thought it was.

S o ) When I started looking around online, I found a guy in Atlanta who’s handle was TRACT-
there st be ~ MARKSR3 who collected these things. I finally got him to sell me two more of these tracts,
cino reved o  OUbthat was allIcould afford. He said they were “commons” and not worth that much,

J . but the one I found was pretty hard to come by. He offered me five grand for it, but I had
enough just then to get by. A couple of months after I found him though, I was really short
after losing my temp job, and tried to get hold of him, but he didn’t answer his email, and
the letters I sent to his P.0. box finally bounced back.

- S B g ey gorgeous...
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That's why it feels different: |* o S
than some stranger” :




"When | first started living like this, | loved it, |
You know? | got to do what | was doing anyway."

“Sure do. Plus, you're way bette
at it than you were before, I'll bet.”

\

“..| just pick out the guy | want to come home with me,
and it's pretty much a done deal..”

Ty

"...there used to be some thrill to it,
but now it's cold and empty."

e
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| was going to breok Wt of f with hevr. 1’d decided W one wght while pretending to sleep with my .
bacK to JacKie who was pretending to sleep. T\n‘mgs were rough ot work. 1’d been off my qome, I
and starting to stick out. Mitchell would crack on me whenever he got the chance, especially when | [l
KicKed Ws ass ot pool when | jowned the quys from the office for a legit maht out. t

"Nou ‘ve stretched too thn, Kev. Too many ob\'\sorhov\s. ln Tbet, ’r\ney Know how to fuck without ||
blowing all their mosculine energy ov some shit. You, my friend, need to reton some " ']

Al the other quys had heard about wy folure to double ~tap, and Mitchell got the lough he was E;
\oo\(\vxg fov, so | Yook £ Wty bucks off lim on the next three qomes. H

But he was v'\g\n’r. t was 'Fuck‘mg Up my Wfe. So | came by Mad ‘s place after work loter that week, ;
wtent on breoking 't off but when | got theve, she was sitfing at the coffee table with o tittle awl. ||
The Kid wos dvaw’w\g with crayows, and Mad was \r\e\p’w\% hevr. She swmiled, and wivoduced me to her : !
it tle sister. The Kid s name was Aesma ("Ancther of Dod *s Jokes™), and \ooked to be about wne. l

lsand, "That’s a Pve’H’y nome." Because whot the fuck do you say to a Kid W this stuotion? f

The Kid sand, "Arve you my sister’s boyﬁ'\emd?" ‘

Isaid that | was. And | couldn “+ breok up With her then, could 17 With the kid \oo\(\v\g owl ‘

" Mad made buvgevs ow her ttle Foreman 3v'\\\, but she and Aesma had c\\veao\y eaten, she said. When .-
R Things started sparking between us, 1t mode me uwncomfortable, the Kid sitting theve, drowing away, ||

so | waos \r\qpp Yo \let Mad \ead me when she and | started to tumble fowards the bedvoom, and my
head started ’r\nvobb‘mg with o«vx‘\"\c'\Pqu\ovx.

: ”“g L\huffed "What about your sister?"
4 And she said, "She ‘| color while we “ve... W the bedvoowm." |
It was veo«\\y hot that twme, because we weve ‘rvy’w\g Yo Keep quet. L bit her arm to Keep from

groaving wWhen she bit wto me, and | ‘\‘\noug\r& a shadow flickered under the closed bedvoom dooy,
Ke someone was \'\s+ev{\m3 theve, but | soon fovgo’r about that.

Latey, when | started o stumble out, her ittle sister handed me sow\e’r\n‘ms. She \ooked up ot me
and hev eyes weve b\ggev than the whole world.

"l made youa dvo«wev‘wxg" she said.
This is what Mad ‘s ktle sister gove me:




|| When we fucked now, 1t was \ess harsh thom before, \ess vaw than the frst time. | poced myself,
and so dd she, so | ddn 't end up a vaq do\l, and | could dvive vv\yse\f \howme Q\V‘\SV\‘\'. ol seemed... |
| dont know. Amost voutne. 1°d hie, | d qo Yo \her P\ace, we’d screw. 1’d wash, vinse, and then vepeod’.
-\ People con 3@\' used Yo av\y{'\r\'\mg. People stoy With monsters who hold thew hands on the stove
| ov beat thew teeth out. My Pad was a cop, and he had o thousand stovies ke thot. Some woman,
s‘\'owxped \half to deathn by her methed-up s\nﬁbag boyﬁ‘\ev‘d. would qo ofter the cops houling the quy
off. The one Twme Dod c\\)o*' vt on the \')ob, Wt was because a s’nd'y yeor o\d wowan it m w the
head with o cast-wvon skillet because {’\ney weve avvesting e man Who ‘d broken hev nose for the
tenth time. Love s a fucked up thing, and that s how | Knew ‘\'\r\'\vxgs weve veally done with Jackie,
because | would never have \et her bite me and clow at wmy back, and mess with wmy head W\Ke Mad dvd.
- \ooked ot myself the wivror, and saw the lnes forming ot the covners of wmy eyes, and | Thought,
[ "T\is \has to be \ove. W\n\/ Hhe fuck else would | endure thas?"
| | Know what she was downd fo me. | Knew she wos dvinkana wmy blood. Fuck, that was hard Yo wite.
She was DRINKING MY BLOOD.%ut W wasnt that fucked up. Or Wt didn‘t seem that fucked up Then. n
college, | doted ths t\syc\r\o g‘w\ who still lived ot home, and we ended up sleeping over at \hev house
just about every w T and screwing \IKe sea otters even i'\noug\n \hev mowm wos v'\g\n‘\' wext doov.
We 3 have breakfast together. And 1 Knew the situotion was fuc\(\mg wewd for everyone wvolved. |
Knew w wos sort of f‘ugﬁed up. But somehow, tt was also normal. ;
The blood thwng was hKe that. It go’f novmol. It was just sow\ei’\n\vxg we dd, and F wasn T even
the knkiest thng 1’0 ever done ether.

And on some \evel, | ust wasn "t putting t ol Yoaether. I’d named her for whot she was, but |
adn’t have a 3oddaw\vx due wWhat thot vea\\y meant.

\ ‘\'\noug\n‘\' she wos a S'w\ with o Kk, and the best \ay 1’3 ever had, and | ddwn t Know dfferent
okl | saw her Kl Mitdhell with lher bave hawnds.
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HOW TO ESCAPE A VAMPIRE THAT HAS DECIDED TO KILL YOU

It was inevitable that I would get made by one of the vampires I was observing. I noticed
some familiar faces, but I guess one of the vampires noticed mine one too many times. I was
observing at The Anvil (in all honesty, because the music was mindless and distracting, and
I got checked out there, which was something I needed just then because I was worried I was
getting too thin). I turned around after getting another beer, and the vampire was there. The
guy I'd observed there before. I tried to play it off, but he could see how I reacted to him.

He said, “I'd offer to get you a drink., but I see you beat me to it.”

And I said, “Yeah, drinking alone tonight.”

And he said, “That’s a shame. I imagine there are lots of people here who'd like to keep you
company.”

And I said, “I suppose. But I'm just here for the atmosphere.”

And he said, “That all?”

The whole time, I have that burning face I used to get when the teacher in Bth grade would
ask some leading question intended to make me admit some fault or failure. I could feel his in-
fluence over me, making me want to walk to him, and tell him what I was doing, to unburden
myself to this beautiful stranger.

But fuck that.
I'd felt that before, and I knew what I had to do to keep my head.
Isaid, “Yeah, it’s getting late anyhow. Have to jet.”

He tried to say something else, but I cut past him and headed for the door. I watched for
him in the mirrors and reflective smoked glass by the bar, and saw his warped image moving
through the crowd towards me, saw the way the people parted before him. He was coming for
me.

Here’s what I learned about escaping a vampire.

1. Despite their strength and speed and influence, they’re not invisible and they won’t
attack with people around. (Seek crowds, and if you’re in one, don’t let the vampire lure or
herd you away. Make a scene if you need to, attract attention, call the cops. I called the cops
several times, just to get official attention pointed at a vampire I needed to 'distract.)

2. They aren’t any smarter than regular people. (Hope the one coming to kill you is stupid
or average. This pretty boy turned out to be as dim as his eyes were bright.)

3. Pepper spray still hurts them like a bitch. (I thought that they might have super-keen
senses or something, but I was never sure. But they had eyes and a nose and a, mouth, and I
knew they could see and smell and taste, so this seemed like a, good idea.)

Imingled with the crowd, and then hunched below the level of heads to grab the bottle I'd
dropped. While down, I stepped back into the hall leading to the toilets and the back door. I
excused myself past the couples clenched up along the way, and through into the alley. It was
a totally obvious evasion, and he’d pick up on it immediately, but I hoped he was too stupid
(he was) and too full of his superiority (he was) to get that I wasn’t running from him like a
scared kitten.

The thing I learned growing up with a sister who was in Mensa was that people who get
praised constantly for something they did nothing to earn tend to get funny ideas about how
awesome they are. If you can just make people say that you are awesome, then that’s got to
really mess you up. Fuck your judgment all to hell.

He walked out, looked left, looked right, and caught a huge squirt of my police-grade pepper
spray right in his eyes and mouth, and he went apeshit, in a blind slashing frenzy, half claw-
ing at his eyes, half hissing and swinging his arms around. I kept out of reach, and squirted
him three more times when I got an opening, and then I ran like hell.

In the car, I called the cops and said a guy meeting his description had just tried to grab a

woman and drag her into the alley, and got sprayed, but I was gone before they got there (if
they ever came).




She sand, "Let’s qo out."

| was token aback. | fted my face from between her \egs, and \ooKed up at hev.
"Out?"

"Let’s qo domc'w\g. | wont Yo move tonghnt."

"We usually move o fair bit when we stay w..."

She puled me up gently with o handful of my \haiw.

"Fwst we dance, and then we fuck."

We qot dressed up. She ‘d boug\rﬂ' me dothes. Not my usuol Hn'\v\g at all, but when | put them on
and \et hevr mess up my haiw artfully with ge\, | had to admit | \ooked Pve‘\"\'y good. She shimmied
wto a sheath dress that looked hKe Wt was made from skinned mermonds. She did o couple of
things to her hair, and threw on some FM shoes that gev\’r\y Kicked my Whdo over and over, Keep-
g v from doz'w\g off.

And so attived, we went to a P\ace called Five Alwve.

It was tv g for some Kwad of Poy\"\vov‘y S\QWV‘F\)V\ Thn sp\o«s‘neo\ Wbevally w oll the colors found
w o pack of SKittles. The woitvesses wingling trays of JeltO shots had Z\qqy Stavdust eyes.
The music was sugary ond PePPY: WKe a PUPPY oW meth. The place made Mad laugh and \o«ug\r\. and
she poured fwo shots of Go\o\sc\n\dgev down me, before dvqgg‘wxg me out onto the dance floor
wherve we tore the place up. She moved iKe the music wos w her blood, and her blood was mov- %
g her so fast that between the strobes she seemed Yo teleport. She was so qood, | \ooked
qood do«v\c‘mg with her. | felt charged, and the cvowd moved with ey, LiKe everyone was domc"mg
backup. They wotched us, and | could tell the quys wished they were me. Some of the iwls, foo.
She got me \r\vobb‘mg, WKe | had a full quy havd-own, and slowly the voom faded until it waos Just
she and |, and the music, and...

Fuck'mg Mitchell.

Nellwng over the music, he \eaned w vidht wto my spoce ond | V\eav\y Punc\ned im W the balls | was
so pissed he go‘\' close when | was ths gmvged up-

T Ay

"Dude, \r\o\y s\t Dudel! Fuc\(‘mg primo, Dudel!"
The spell was broken. Mad came over. ]
"Mad, this \s Mitchell. He ’s one of the assholes | work with."
"Hey Asshole! Are you fucked up yet?" :
"Kev, this bitch \s awesome! Let s get fucked up!” {

]._.

It was iKe she c\navxged frequencies, and was suddem\y sev\d'w\g ond veceiving on 1039 FM THE
MITCH.

We ended up W a corner booth, and Mad Kept woving for more dvinks. Mitchell pounded shot ;
after shot, and then, "\ go‘\' Yo ’rqP a K‘\dv\ey! Kev, don“t \et her 3e’r ohead of me ~ |'m two shots P
down as vt fuc\(‘mg sl .

She turned and said to me, "He /San asshole. | ‘ve got fo piss too. Back w a tick." And she Kissed
wme on the bridge of my nose, and qod domn, was W wece wod'c\r\'mg hev swoy awoy ’r\nvoug\n the
crowd, just fo see her ass move w that dress.

And | waited. Mgt \hove been o e to piss. L woited some move. A \OV\S \ine. | woited some movre, =
ond decrded Yo qo \ooK‘mS for them.

| ried the handle on the men’s follet and it was \ocked. From wside, | heard Mitchell’s slurred :
voice, "Bitch, yeah! Heve 1t 1s! Fucking here Wt is!" And Mad ‘s voice too, wmdistinet, ond \fuc\(mg \ost
W Hhavew wy shouldev against the door one, two, three, and the latch gove ond... { s
1t was exactly as bad as you could Poss\b\z wagwe. Hev, up on the swk, dress pushed up, him, b
pownts avound s ankles, w:av\(‘w\% his shorts down, and Auck no wonder he pissed without holdin
s dick. It was ke a thrd \eg. But hell, that wasn’t qmyﬂr\'w\g. | could deal with that. | deserves
o see that after what | was downg Yo Jackie three fimes a week. No, it was what she was do-
g, hev eyes wide ond \nuvxgvy, moma,\ opewed, and about... to... bite.... R

"FucK wo! You do wot 'FUCK\V\S do thot with lm! Not with lam!"
\ P\oweo\ wito \m, and we went over w front of the urinals W the piss splattey, and \c\'\PPeo\ wmy

;? head on one of them qowg dowwn. He was crozy with \ust, WKe a vompant Eu\\, and he made the



VA

! wmost of wmy dozed ‘F\OPP'\V\g. He voared ot wme, |
down’t think he even vecoanzed me, and then
he bvoug\n‘\' s st down iKe a hammer on

| wmy face, once, Twice. Three... no. Not three.

| | opened my eyes, and she was belmnd i,

| \noldng Wis wiist, and Wis hand wasn t mov-

{1 wa. Lined Yo \ooK ot hey, but something was

unleashed w the voom, and W tore ot the

(| aw, and ot my mind. | must have been a little

| concussed, but st\\|, she was a fury unleashed,
whumon. She scaved the fuck out of me, and
then she Svabbed Mitchell by the face and

[ dvove s head wto the uvinal with a sicken -

| wq force. ¥ remnded me of crash ~test dumm

| ieos. No humow hand could exert power hke
| that, and 1t smashed w Mitchell’s skull, and

|| e fell flopping next fo me. He convulsed and

[| dvummed s heels and sand, "Gun! Guk! Guln!

I Gun" \')ev\(y bursts, WKe a b\ea’r‘mg anmoal.
Then she reached down, crading lis head

[| W her honds, and she twisted slowly ke

|| she was unscrewing a bottle. There was a

|| shorp wet pop, and then Mitchell dvdn t move
1 om)lmove.

She stood and stumbled back, Pus\n‘wxg the
hoiwr out of her face, and the s‘\g\r\’r of her cut
a qoude throudh me, made me want o rush
Yo lhev, and protect hev. If also Wt me W the
cock with a wave of warm \ust. | wanted
Yo throw her down and have her next to
Mitchell’s body. | ddn’t do ether. | stood up- |
sand, "Whot the fuck? Whot the fuck?"

And she sand, "We have to do Sovvxe*‘n'mg
about this! We have to Se‘\’ W out of heve!
Oh fuck, oh fuck, | ‘'m W so much ﬂ)c\(\vxg

| tvouble \f ‘\'\ney fwnd \awm."
|| The way she said W, | knew she didn ‘"t mean
|| the cops.
| wewnt Yo the doov, and ;)QW\W\@d wmy foot

{| adcwst W \ess someone stumble w. Just w

| fwme, foo. It vattled, and pushed agowst my

| foot.
[ Usand, "Clean m up! And... fuck, we '\ cavr
[| \im out between us TiKe he ‘s drunK. We need
Yo fix s head somehow. Just good emoug\r\
|| foget bacK to the car."

. And so | watched her c\eom‘wxg up the blood,
|| and tywg a bandana made from a stvp of f
the bottom of wmy shivt avound s head. |
|| wotched her poss w front of the mivvor over
| and ovey, and saw the warped veflection
[ she cast, the smeared face, wdistnct. We qot

[l \im between us, one arm over each of our

[ shoulders, and thot s how we \eft Five Alive
with the covpse of Mitchell the asshole.

=y
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Here’s more of the zine I found in her place. The author is talking about territory and
hunting grounds, and I'm sure this isn’t metaphor. In my observations, I didn’t see much
crossover. Each vampire seemed to have their own area, or social circle. I have no idea what
a “Haunt” is I've got no other references. Some kind of low-class vampire? Something else?
Vampires are enough, I don’t want to have to start believing in ghosts too.

Is this by a different author? It seems to contradict the other pages I found.

LEAVE THE STREET FOOD FOR THE HAUNTS e don't ea}j}jhe

) er
meat-sticks or the greasy gutier burgers. Pick your stomplmg grouqu W'rjerem’glhe ofS .l
favors your favorite food, but if you come near La Mere Vipere | will fucking kill you,
cause all these beautiful punks are mine.

1 o : e
A straight fuck is fun, but anybody who’s been in love knowg |§ S tagtzee? r:?iﬁnt %ten;??d ’
something (but sometimes a good fuck is plenty). It all g(;)es in Omixed—tape o o
everything they eat, read, listen to, every dan'ce move, ream, i

even who they voted for (and Regan tasked like shit).

You have to know it, and know what they've been swimq-ﬂng in, and mus}c is the surest
way to find just the gt boy oF girl to blow your mind or just make your night.

surging song, and the mus:|c
i mps, and pounds, and makes the blocd moveﬁa : : .

mgf |Erzglilespthem m?)ve is the music in their hearts and in their brains, and if the musiC
makes you burn too, then you're going 10 TEAR IT UP TDGETI-EH .

i‘“‘-...l-

\- -..I : : Sy s
W :

o ors will ne and shufle around i their it Giues, bt theyl taste
osers will nad and shuffie around in |
gztia{i(e as they look, piss-wegk and pretendmg‘to dep’gh. Thc?. one \,t;%u
want is close to the stage dancing, and he's U?anc(tjnfg fc;(r t??ﬁ%fs?fggh N
iC insi im i i t out and fuc
cause the music inside him i trying to ge _
If into the spaces where
the amps, and all you have to do is fit yourse the ;
gg?)ody fsr\';t), and move with him, and your music and his will get together,
and it wil CLssW YOUR HEART.

He'l love you, if your blood is worth anything, and you IOV{? him tkc;a(:‘K
Féln FUCKS SAKE, because what have you go“f[ if t:fou rgnngtriﬁgs_
i then, twitching

ing it? You're nothing but a hungry puppet : nin

lr?ﬂ%lclle from monster tendons. Cook the romance dovyn tilt it's brown a_nd
hot, and shoot yourself full of it SO you can i think straight for tr_xe love gg-
piné through you, and you'd kick God in‘the balls to stay with the boy
who danced with you.

If you're so dead you can't throw yourself into the tegth of love, then
Gyt(; STARE AT THE SURN, and stop wasting space.




She drove The Nav'\go«’rov, Mitchell w the back with the golf clubs | hadn t used wn weeks, and |

. Yook Mitchell’s ved Corvette. We screamed ot eadch other on our P\nov\es while we drove.

"What the fuck ave we qoing {0 do with o corpse, Mad? Whot are we gowng to do with kiw?"
"l don "t Know! | don “t know! S‘\'oP ye\\‘mg ot me!"

N\y ﬁva and fear werve \oose Hnous\r\, and | couldn’t see hev, and somehow W was eosy fo \et
out and | screamed abuse ot her unt\ the Weeping coming anoug\n the p\r\ome smapped wme out of
i

Over and ovey, she was wd\\'\mg ""m sovvy! (M sovvy! | fucked wt all up. L'm sovvy!"

The road was davk, and | pulled over, and saw the rearview she was PU\\""‘S over belnd wme.
| got out, and so dd she, and w the Nav‘\gq‘\‘ov's \nead\‘\i\n‘\'s, we slammed together, and | held her
ond she screamed with her face pressed wito my neck, but she ddn ‘t bite me. She Just howled
the way people do at ltalan funevals. She shook, and was so scared. ln a Wittle bit, she pulled
away and was a little better. | kissed her once, so‘F’r\y. She touched wy foce.

I said, "l have an dea."

We civcled back towards town, and when we got fo the v'\g\rﬂ' spot, put Mitchell wn s Nlet, and
Jommed the gas with his shoe, ond then popped it wito geov, sev‘d’mg [T roaring down Western
Avewue so he cipped the bridge embankment, ond then over-ended wio the C\n'\cqgo Savi\’fqu and
S\n‘\P Canal. The woater was 03""“6\)’ cold. & would screw up the cops f \quring o time of death.
He ‘d be smashed up from be’wxg bounced around w the car. He was drunkos shit, and st had most
of \is blood wside \wm. A fragic ‘Fuc\('\vxg accident.

We got back to her place, and 't was nearly five w the morving. | had holf o dozen messages
on my phone from Jackie, and | \gnoved them. | \ne\Ped Mad wside, and we took a shower to-
gether with the water as hot os it would go, ond | cried thew, and she held me then.

We stumbled wito her bedvoowm, and she said, "S’rqy with me? Thvoug\n the day?"

I savd | would.

She sand, "I\ fall as\eeP but wt won’t vea\\y be lKe s\eep. Nou won ‘t be able to woke me up, ov
W\ be vec\\\y havd. s "

" Know. | Se‘k' W now."

“But '\ kKnow you‘re heve, so please si'ay."

"Ll

| Knew when the sun came up because of how she shook, aently. Gurled up, forehead to fore-
head, her wet haw plastered across both our faces, | couldn ™t wiss it She took a \omg slow
breath, \et Wt out. And s’ropped bveod’\n’mg. She became u‘\"rev\y st unmoving, WKe a covt‘se on
a slab. | watched hev \'\S\r\h 90 out, and felt the vise of powc, because W was like wortc 'wxi
someone you love die. Fuck, "Ke t". Thot ‘s what it was. Thew, | sow the fawnt motion under he
eye\\o\&. Ke she was dveaw\'w\g. | squeezed her closer.

\ w\n‘\speved, "I\ove you."

And she shook agoin, her \egs ‘K'w‘\’rc\n'\vxg with the ?\nos‘\’ of vuning, and she qave a font, \r\'\g\n
w\n'\vnpev. \ Hnoug\rﬂ' she was o«s\eep then. She wasn ‘%, Jr\v\o\)g\r\ - suo\dem\y, vv\ay%e a mwnute \atery,
all her ittle movements and nowses ond '\'h‘mgs Just.. s‘\'oPPe .Like she was dead.

| quess she was.

After thot Just wasn 't v\g\n‘\' anwymove. Sow\eﬂn‘mg was lost between us. Twist wmy arm, |‘d
tell you she d\ost sovneﬂn‘mg. She was Just a little move distant. Her smile, Just a little slower w
comngd. And When she ‘d \ooK at me, there waos Just a touch more of that fin \n’rev(wxg vaw \nuvxgev.
lcouldn’t forget the thing that had been unleashed when Mitchell had tvied to beot my foce .
She knew that too, and that was port of . Mitchell was f‘uck‘wxg 'Hn‘mgs up for me from beyov\d
the grave,

About o mowth \ater, after +a\<‘m3 a weekK off and noving her texts and messages, | wewnt
bacK to her place. |’d been tv ng to potch 'Hn‘mgs up with Jackie. We “d become voommates, re-
|| ally. We havdly saw each other, and she had 4o Know | was fucking around on hey, but when she
|| \ooked at me t was with P‘\’rz vather thon anger. She sensed somethin wrong with me. Thot
‘1 whoatever | was mixed Up W, T was V“QK‘V‘S me wmisevable. | \r\omes‘ﬂy can §r

’

believe she stuck Wt




out, but her Dad was a st who used to beat on \her and her Mow, so W& vvx‘\g\n BRove been some
kwad of cycle of abuse thing, or something worse, ke her still \oving me, and cavng that | was
cwcling the bow\.

But ofter a week, | went back Yo Mad.

| should \have colled first.

| knocked, and nobody answered, and | wos io‘mg ‘o \eave when the door opewed and W& wos
her little sister. | started to say something, but she held her finger vp o hev lips and shushed
wme.

| folowed her w, and she po’m’fed t6 the bedroom and stabbed at her neck with two fingers,
curved \iKe fongs. Then wo«gg\ed hev eyebvows, then stuck out her tongue ond made a gvoss-ou’r
face.

| felt nothing. Nowe of the jeolous rage L felt when | saw her with Midchell. | Knew she had to
be seewg someone else. | Knew the blood wasn’t just a kwk. St | should have felt something.

Hev little sister powted at the popers scattered on the fable, and Pd\vﬁed to the cray-
owns, and then Yo the coudh. | sat, and storted Yo draw with hev. | dvew a stick-mon and o
stick-woman standing by a black viver. The Wittle g\v\ \ooked at it, and nodded. She showed me
her dvowing, and it was the man from the frst drvowing she’d made for me, this time he was
Puvxc\r\'\v\g another mon W the face and the word balloon above i sond, "PUNCH!"

| \ooked ot hev and vaised wy e{\ebvows, and she held up one Fnaer for "Wart"... one second...
+wo seconds... three seconds... she nodded, and \owere hev hand, and from Mad ‘s bedvoom
someone started to wail and cry, and then | \heard a man’s Voice, deep and voudh, "Fucking bitchl
Whot the fuck!"

| was ‘\'\nvoug\n the door, the Kid’s popers scatterng belnnd me. Flash of \'\3\1\‘\' from the open
doorv. | Yook W w. The dude was \r\use. He motched the Rarley | saw w the pow\(‘\vxg \ot the woay
two Puzz\e \eces mach fo make a covmp\e’fe F\c‘\'uve. He wos bleedng from s weck, and had
one hand cutched there, the other shading s eyes from the sudden bv\g\n’(’vxess. She... she was
hddled back from \im, W the covner, bearded w blood, dhest and Tits covered liKe she was
hemovvrhagng From her mouth. But of course, none of 't was hers.

She wos cryng and ye\\‘mg. "No! No!"

He was i‘vy‘mg ‘o threoten and ye\\ and curse oll ot the same Time, and W came out ol
smeaved, ;\us‘\‘ vound noise. Shap, Swop, Swnop, | Yookt w ke a papavazz c\\cng P‘\c‘\‘uves, and
slammed my e\bow wto the side of s head with my whole body belnad . It fived a sp'\\(e of

o, wumbness and ’r‘mg\'\vxg nevves ol the woy o my fngers, but e went down, and | followed
ke vidng a fallng tvee.

B, but he was hurt. | Knew the weakness he was feelng, the sick dizzwness. When the
advenolne kit him Yoo, he had no coordwmation. | drove wy e bow down over and over wio \ns
face, spoving vv\yse\f a broken hand. | don “t Fhnk wmy Dad would believe what s boy was dowg
with the ittle bit of se\f defense he tought me. '

When he quit moving, \ns face was a mess. Split and bleeding. N\y arm was fucked up foo, and
1’d Ped some bone Pouvxd'\vxg wito \as skull. Llheaved, suc\C\vxg awv havd, and swayed to wmy feet.
From the door, a snort of devsion, and the Kid turned her bock and went back to the table,
and her crayons. | went Yo Mad, and crouched down before hev, and she dutched ot me and Wt
\hrt. | ended vp with the biker’s blood oll over my shvt.

When she calmed down, she wouldn ‘t tell me what wos gowg ow. She 305‘\' showeved, and
thewn found a new skt for me w the wreckage of the place, ond +o\d me she ‘d toke care of
the biker. | ¥o\d her L couldn’t \et her Kl im. She sond she wouldn ‘%, She onw{\sed.

| \eft.
When | come back the next v(\g\rﬂ', she wos gone.




5 Here’s one of TRACTMARKS23’s comics. This one really disturbed me. The imagery is
s raw, and there’s no humor. The artist is trying for realism - moreso than in the other tract,
at least. The first time I read this, it made me feel physically sick because of the facial ex-
pressions on the characters. I saw so much of Mad’s unleashed hunger in some faces, and in
others, what had to be my own ecstasy in surrendering my body to her. This is definitely the
st oldest one. The paper is really yellowed and it’s got an earnest quality the others lack. The
S . clothes look pretty 70’s too. I think this one is an original rather than a reprint.

“I don't have time to mess around with your games
it now. I'M HURTING.”
e ——




“What about her? She's dancfng
She'll bs cas,

like a whare with everyon
R

E["his s wh y | went down that alley! | can f; kssp up w.‘th all your
: stupad rules and 51:andard5 I never wanted to be upper-crust!

= | like whores. [ hate feeling beneath
%l a woman that's beneath me,
- if you catch my meaning.”

an the alley! It's worse. You drag them into
i t.he darkness, and you savage them,
4 That's clean. It's like w!w:s

d and sheep. But this.




| called lher o \hundred times, and go‘\' V\O‘\'“\V\%Q“d then got o message that the number had been
dsconnected. | Kept qowng o \her condo, knocKwng so \oud someone colled the cops on me, and

| ¥o\d the cops Yo qo ucK themselves, and then something broke \oose wside me and | started
screamng of them, ond then weep\v\% uvxcovd'vo\\ab\y. | remember them tryng +o tolk me down, and
| \ooked down, and | \had a \engi’\n of decorative wroudnt won val thot 1°d yanked from beside her
doov. | screamed somei’\n‘mg about just wanting +o talK 1o hev, and then Wt felt like every wmuscle
wmy body clenched at once.

Owne cop sand Yo the othery, "is e down?"

And the other one sand, "Fucking wijob. Toze i aac\'m."

They bounced me for a ‘\'wew\'y-f‘ouv \hour hWold, and | ended up the county Psyc\ne woavd. |
screamed unkl They narced me wito a dvooln zowbie. It felt fuc\C\vxg 3veod' Yo \have consciousness
ex\"mg)\j\s\ned that way. To just be, without ‘\'\r\oug\r\t

When the hold exp‘wed, I saw the holow-cheeked Psyc\n -wurse, and she asKed me questions
off a checKlist. | qove the v\g\r\‘\' ONSWErS. T\ney cut me \oose, with a court date for d‘\s‘hvb‘mg the
peace. The cops werve vetty cool about W, because ‘\'\ney could have Wit me with o felony resist=
g c\nqvge, but \et 1t qo. The two tazer burns on my back kept me from feelng too 3ood obout W
i’\r\oug\n.

| wewnt home, and go‘\' some thngs ‘\'ogeﬂnev W a bo«g, and \eft the vest of . Let Jackie sort
W ouf, chuck W, Keep 1, se\l . | was downe vu‘\v(m§ her Wfe. | yust \eft, and never veturned her calls.
When wmy P\nowe sevvice 60’( canceled because | ddn "t pay the b, | switched to Pvepo&\d and she
never goi' the number.

| wewnt back to Mad’s place a weekK after 3e‘H‘m3 out. | went duving the day, ‘W brown shorts
and o brown boll cap. | \had a ch\(age. | Yo\ked to the onpev*‘y manoger ond sand | had this Pac\é
aae to deliver Yo Madael Novrth, but he savd V\obody by that nome lived there, and v\obody ever
0d. | showed \im the addvess. Nope, not her. When | 01d o veverse \ookup \ater ow, the name isted
for her condo was Don Winder. | wowndered f he wore boxers with cowboys on them.

Thot v\'\g\r\t \ 3uwsped the fence wto the twy backyonrd, and the shdwng 3\0«33 door was unocked
the way | vemembeved W always be‘mg. et w\yse\f W, and Pu\\ed avound w the davk. Al \her stuff
wos aone, and | found the remnants of half a dozewn quy ‘s clothes scottered heve and theve,
dfferent sizes, different styles. Some of 1t was wne, of course. Some of it | couldn t moKe any
sense of. | yust ddn’+ know whot to \ooK foy, so | 3vo«bbed some of f\s and some of thaf, stuff-
g Wt wto o gym bog | found W her bedvoowm. | arabbed a bunch of her sister’s dvawwags from
wheve J\'\r\ey weve ‘hqped Yo the 'Fv'\dge. | Fimished the \ast beer from the twelve pac \‘d boug\n’r
hev, ferveting & out from Where i had Wd belind a curdled 30«\\0% of ancient miK.

| felt something vrching W me while \oo\Cw\S ok the place too... the urge fo clean it up, and moke
Wt fdy. Somehow... order it. MoKe t moke sense. | actually started s‘\’vdxa\n‘\'ev&mg befove \caug\rd‘
w\yse\f and | \eft fast. Thot ‘\+c\n'w\3 would ov\\y ot worse, and tt made me remember wy Mowm, and
hev vacuuming and hevr hant switch vitual when she fucked us wto bed. She’d toudh the \"\S\r\‘\’
switch three Times, omdi\nem furn 1t off Accovdng to fhe wtevrnet, obsessive compulsive spectrum
dsorders have a genetic K, and can be og vavated b\/ stress. OF oll the abevvotions | ‘d P‘\cked
up from Mad, the SL‘QW"V‘S urge to wpose ovaer on wmy ewwonment s Pev‘ﬂaps the most bewnan.
The worst has fo be the observotions | make wow.

‘s WKe porn. Loo\i‘mg at porn on the wiernet 1s so free and easy. Oh \ook, Vo«e;\vxa! ¥ ’s hke
Thot with \oo\C\v\S for vampires. Nou see one, and thewn, you start \oo\<'w\3 for move, and you see
move, and you stort \oo\<‘w\5 for move, and e\/ev\{'ua\\\/ you end up sort of feeling d‘\sgus*ed with
youvse\f but... you always qo back and \ook agow. Thot’s how the observations ave.

\"ve veordered my \ife around makKing thewm. | work omz\;)ob thot comes along so | can wmokKe vewnt,
feed myself, and track and cotolog vampives. 1’ve watched them, wotched whot ’f\r\ey do Yo
peo \e. | ‘ve seen thew \nuwaev. nokKed and vaw. | ‘ve seen Wt under \o«yevs of vomance ond affec -
*on. | frnk thot ‘s scaner, ond t made me vemember wmy fst v{\g\n’\' with Mad, and that made me
shakKe, and then | had to woash every piece of dothing | owned, and Fhot meant Twenty dollars

I W guow‘\'evs for the cvqppz \o«\mdvy mackines w Daryl’s conwerted house, and thot means | dvdn 't

\have grocery mowney tha
| from the findge ot the office wheve | was temping os a file Aevk. | even drank holf the bottle

week, and that meant | stole peo \e’s lunches and werdnt-\oss shokes

of pump\i\v\ spice \r\o\‘\dqy coffee creamev. Funny Hn'wxg ‘oo - wowne of that made me feel desPevod'e




ov out of contvol, but not Kvxow'wxg how mony Papev*c\'\Ps | had \eft w my papev*c\\P holder drove me
cvazy, and | had to recount them over and over. When | tooK them, the meds smoothed ‘\'\n‘wxgs out,
but ﬂ\ey wade my Hnoug\rd's s\‘\Ppevy, ond | Kep+ cryng for wo veasow.

And so heve l am ot the end of my si’ovy.
| don’t have much else Yo soy about . |'ve just been vv\c\K'mg wy obsevvotions, and Keep'w\ i,

[ ond wava\g, and P\ﬂ"\"\vxg Yogether the Biq Picture. | don 't Know whot ‘s qowg Yo \qo«ppen Yo me.

| don ¥ Know how \ovxg | can Keep downg s - sow\eﬂn‘mg \s gowng to snop, and 1"\ end up bacK w
Couv\’rz, ov w jal, or own fthe street, or dead. |’'m qowng fo 3e+ wotced, wa‘\'c\n'\v\g the woy | do. \'ve
alvea y \had some close calls. But, | Know | 'm not qowg Yo s‘\’op. (M qow Yo KeeP \ooK‘mg untl | Find

| ey, or she finds me, or one of her cousins catches on Yo me, and... poot. | 'm gone.

‘(VWMWMWWMWW,WW
both in the same minute.”

— John Foats




WMalulfo(y blow mfﬂomtﬂe éa(y/, Lainling wmtﬂ(’//ioin(y/ wdﬂtﬁecﬁtﬂy‘
the dead. Jireetlamps stryqgle in vain to cut throygh the white blanket, but all
tﬁglook&ﬁem&ﬂkﬂwon&. The Jaotgw& Wtalo:ytﬁea;&ukamoﬂ'axl,
Mjcéiqytooar&é[n mulﬂwcéc}gy our- every gesture. Or so yu}ugyme S ve never
decades. Howeover, some acquairdances have made the a({l#ica/t cross—cowndiy

(/'oamw, mdg’ueéemaﬁ/atowm/toucﬂ.

The Janctified Mission in Jan Francisco was, founded around the same
time as ds mortal eytu'uale/d/. Where the mortal Mission converted the natives,
(of‘tenwitﬁw&u&&tantéa/a/gglwy’fom,fﬁe Janctum Gmbraced the dead and
the W The natives (ojf' the Missiorn, whether Jcluu'lw(/y/ Native or nrot, have
(yelwra// been Wu/ and zealous as a rescalt. J/ﬁl/gy g" the refgring elders, in
JSact, are not white conguerors but Indians who have wﬁo/eﬁearta@ assimilated
Hindred, fnobrwce&wc{y J;banm‘ﬁo# L/{/ylacall

Janrn Francisco, o, f course, has growrn eaﬁonenaa/@ over the decades. The
Mission idself has not entirely, followed the city, and rules large sections of the
surrounding area while ceding portions gf’ the urban center to other factions
among the Damned. The fancea Sanctum and the Snovictus are both strong and
numerous, but not necessarily traditional. The JSanciified, for example, integrate a
number gf’ IIW creeds Mlgﬁt éy the Embrace o f Ghuristians, f/‘om outside their
om(yam[ Gatholic base. The Snovictus are arothere matter a/toyetﬁcl‘

Jince the Mission rarely /memwgf'otﬂmmmd&fﬂmm
ooqymyatw many yYoung Jamctfwa’ eueldaa/@//’uulrolew in the Ynoviclus.
Gombined with the /zo/;a/a,toon W we've observed since the last Sreat Weare,
tﬁtlvwezn&toﬁao@weafedwkuy@mun&en(oj"(yow, en,elye{w Gnoictus with
ties to the other covenarts. %/thwdoaltelmﬁ, tﬁe(yom(oyatfwcuow(o/otﬁe
covenant wield more ipfluence than those they allegedly owe, feally to. As a
resalt, the Mission was an em‘@/ certer y’tﬁe GWOII#, a MIW <7zwéedﬂy
oomun&touwe&lga[e The %mm(o/’lﬁa JMWM&&W/M
arn t'/(fwmatéon/ ware between themselves and ﬁumwu’g, @ war tﬁgy intend to win
tﬁl‘oqgﬁ .ullbelw'on uzte/é(yem and Wuﬂaﬂon.

The Mission is also the center of hybrid Janctified—-Grone cults, an wnusual

ore of” whick the curvent Bishop has beer unuswually tolerant. Word
(o/' the Gult pf ﬂtﬁ,,&o&uﬁ!y a branch (of’tﬁe mor&(faﬂulmm Liviar %ﬂ&{y
ore Red Madonna secls, reaches me /‘f(;ya/aﬁg even across the wastes gf’ the
Midwest. The Garthian Movement seems to have beer &If/ad @/ tﬁaﬁﬂoyz@m‘m&
nature 9*0 the younger Snovictus, and S m Glvere to understand that tﬁw’m
little more than an extortion racket, absorbing revenue from labor unions. The
Garthians’ fumwml/aWe/W rest in the tmmwant trade, but ycuttamy won’t
be investing.
Wu/at&on g" North L{#’ﬁioan Daecva in the area. I ve beern unable to(/’md out
much, but it seems that the shtarsi sun—cult have carved out their owrn diocese.
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Irach 2:
DLlood

Starting tonight, you're only as alive
as the people you keep around you. Our
condition comes with an urge to excess
and then withdraw. You have to fight that.
If instinct or accident hasn’t taught you
already, I will: you need fresh blood, or
you’ll die. You've died once, I know, and I
hope you don’t want to go back there.

You can get by on animal blood for a
while, but I don’t recommend it. I've seen
the guys that do that, and they learn all the
wrong lessons. They turn into predators,
hunting and killing even when they begin
to feel the need for the blood of people.
You need to learn two things: how to
control yourself and how to relate to your
food. Neither of them are going to be easy,
but both are necessary if you're going to
live with yourself.

Oh, and about living... you're going to
hear a lot about dead and undead and
shit like that. That’s self-justifying crap,
from people who want to play at being
outsiders or martyrs. Those pricks’ll tell
you not to have friends or sex or anything
else fun, too, and all you’ll get for listening
to them is a quick trip to crazy. The same
dickheads will tell you you're not human,
that you've got to reconcile yourself to a
Beast Within... whatever. All they're do-
ing is inventing crazy religion so they can
live with what bastards they are. I have
to remember to tell you more about that.

The truth’s simpler: you’re cursed. I
cursed you. I dragged you into a shit deal
because I think you’re better off alive and
immortal than dead. Because I got greedy.
Immortal? Yeah, you're immortal. As long
as you follow my advice. You could think
of it as a disease, or an addiction, but you
might as well have claimed you were ad-
dicted to food. This isn’t like the pills, it
isn’t an option that your body’s turned into
aneed... it’s a do-or-die. No cold turkey.

Track 3:
Lores

Start lying. You think that’s not new to
you, but trust me, it is. I knew you were

still seeing Michael. You have to start be-
ing convincing, because the world is out to
get you, from the sun on down to most of
your new family. (Family... remember that
for later.) Right now, you probably want
to run home to your mom and dad, break
down crying, and confess everything from
your life of sin to your hunger for blood.
Do not fucking do that.

Any time you tell the truth, from now
to eternity, you will get someone killed.
Maybe you, usually them. The worst, stu-
pidest lie you can tell is better than some-
one knowing that you’re a half-step away
from opening them like a milk carton. (Oh,
and by the way, you are. I'm sorry.)

Fortunately, you'll find people want to
believe you. Play your cards right, and
they’ll want to hang on your every word.
You're better now, more attractive and
more alluring, and if you learn how to
work that, you can have everything you
want without anyone needing to know
who you are.

Most lies, you can tell with your head,
but there are a few you've got to tell with
your heart. Looked in the mirror yet?
I'm sure you have. You’ll have seen the
problem. Your body probably also feels
strange, a little numb, or still or some-
thing? That’s related. You need to learn
how to make your heart beat, make your
body operate like everybody else’s. It’s a
little weird, learning to flex those muscles
on purpose, but you’ll get the hang of it,
and after you've got it down the reflec-
tion thing will come along like second
nature. Think of it like Kegel exercises.
Little awkward at first, but they’ll make
everything better.

Warning, though: faking a heartbeat
will make you hungry. Just like any lie,
you've got to tell it carefully and with
perfect timing.

Track 6.
7ee0{r}2y

Listen or starve tonight.

If Iwasn’t so chicken-shit, you wouldn’t
have to learn this yourself. I hope to God
you're listening to this before you have to.
You will live the rest of your life on human
blood. That does not make you a killer.

Only you can make you a killer. That’s
your sin, and the jury’s out on whether it
can be forgiven.

For safety’s sake, it’s probably safest
to start with strangers. The classic pull is
to pick up a guy in a bar, so let’s go with
that. Your ideal hunting ground, at least
to start with, is going to be in a slightly
risky part of town. The Mission reaches
far enough out to get you there, and you
can even walk a bit outside the borders.
You want to pick someplace where the
common people are used to or even look-
ing for a little danger. When you start
out, you're going to send off a little bit of
a predator vibe, and you’ll be better off
if you’re hunting someplace where your
targets want to ignore it.

With that restriction, and remembering
that you may have to abort in a hurry and
not come back for a few years, try to pick
someplace you like. Remember Jack Bil-
liards? I used to pull chicks there all the
time. Yes, while I was seeing you. I had to
eat. Anyway, find a venue you understand.
Asyou get older, you'll learn how to watch
people, how to become part of any scene.
Learning begins at home, though.

Feeding is a game, the way pool’s a
game to a lifelong hustler. There are rules
and there are scores and sometimes you
will lose. If you lose too often, your bed
will swallow you in the morning and you
will never wake again. The game starts
when you find the crowd. You’ll hear the
term “herd” a lot, and you’ll probably use
it to fit in, but don’t believe it. The crowds
around you, they are humans, men and
women, beautiful and exquisite creatures
with their own splendors and mysteries.
If T overstate, it’s because you need to
understand. Our artisn’t to degrade them,
like the Lords, but to inspire and persuade
them to give us our sustenance.

Some night, you’ll have friends and
wingmen. A coterie for a prince or an
entourage for a star. For now, you've only
got your wits, a few tricks of the blood...
and me. Listen close. The key to pulling a
takeout is volume. You're more alluring
than you were before your transfiguration,
yes, but you've got to enhance that. Dress a
little different than everyone else — on the
cutting edge of fashion, or maybe a little
timeless. Try and have at least one piece of
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clothing that’ll confuse the people check-
ing you out, something they’ll focus on
more than your features. The first rule of
the game is safety, and safety comes from
being recognized for what you project, not
what you are.

Okay, so you’re dolled up... I wish I
could see. Really. But you've got the seri-
ous drilled into your head now? Good.
‘Cause now it’s time for the fun. Under-
stand, the human psyche is basically a
machine. Hormones, neuroreceptors, a lot
of stuff Dracula cultists will go on about.
You don’t need to understand all that, but
you do need to know what it’s all for. The
crowd’s minds are designed to keep them
alive by keeping their genes alive. That’s
why they pursue sex, that’s why God
made sex fun. You, my dear, are wired to
stay alive in an entirely different fashion.
You're not attracting licks to keep your
species alive, you're keeping yourself alive.
In order to do that, you have to exploit the
loopholes in their wiring, their program-
ming...whatever metaphor you like.

If you're laughing at all this, remember
how well it worked on you.

You're out on the town. Like I said, a
favorite spot will do to start, but even-
tually you’ll want to follow the crowds.
Start practicing that. Circulate. Spark up
conversations. The best trick for that is
idle questions: where’s the bathroom, that
kind of thing. Don’t flatter targets right
away, because they’ll know you’re up to
something. Hell, don’t begin with your
targets at all. Start your socializing around
the bottom of the heap, the mortals who
are engaged in conversations but clearly
have a low attraction value. You'll stand
out next to them. The others will wonder
why you’re slumming.

Death and rebirth has done a good job
rewiring your instincts. I can’t tell you
what it’ll feel like, lust or hunger or thirst,
but you’ll have an attraction to the right
targets. Usually several in a given crowd.
Don’t be impatient — you might have to
work them all in a given night — but don’t
hesitate, either. Once you've been circu-
lating, once you've established yourself as
an above-average member of the group,
begin immediate approaches.

I didn’t say direct. No. You see the guy
now, right? Probably one of your skinny,

long-hair types. Yeah, I paid attention. He
has a friend that’s not pinging your radar.
They're just talking, hanging out, having
a little fun. You move in on the friend.
Acknowledge the one you want, yeah, but
this whole game is making him want you.
He needs to be fumbling for any chance to
have you, not making a reasoned decision
whether or not he should. You'll discover
very quickly that you can hook targets with
alook. I'm teaching you how to keep them
from swimming away. He can’t get away
while you’ve got his friend.

Your target’s best interests are different
than yours. He’s probably just looking
for a little fun, and he’s got a hundred
reasons not to take it outside of your
hunting venue. You, on the other hand,
mean him harm. Just a little, you're not
all that bad, but it’s harm. A transaction
where you are taking and he is giving.
You might be able to get him out by the
back door and put the Kiss on him. What
you really want, though, is to establish a
lasting connection, a reliable donor, as
you were to me.

Gradually, favor the target with your
presence and looks. Let him feel that he’s
winning you over, that he’s outmaneu-
vering his friend. Make him think he’s
breaking in a stallion rather than getting
a gift horse. Again, questions are the key.
Targets are intrigued by your mystery, but
they're flattered when they think you're
after theirs. Learn to listen, to recognize
what he wants you to ask next. The more
your questions fit his expectations, the less
suspicious he’ll be. No target uses rational
decision making: either he wants sex or
he wants to feel like he can eventually get
it. Those are emotional needs, and you
need to keep them at the forefront of his
mental program.

Don’t go for the tap the first night.
Instead, obtain contact information for
several attractive targets. If you're abso-
lutely starving... well, go for the rats. But
it’s better to keep a rhythm where you
don’t have to.

Your charms, natural or supernatural,
will wear off after the target’s no longer
interacting with you. He’s not likely to
meet another of our Kindred, but he’ll
probably run across somebody he’s just
as attracted to tomorrow night. Your

strategy has to include investment, attach-
ing the target to you. Buying you drinks
is a good investment, as is time spent
chasing you. The most reliable form of
investment is sex. Contrary to stereotype,
that’s a good one for either men or women.
Theyll retroactively imagine all kinds of
reasons they succumbed to your charms,
and they’ll invent reasons to do it again.
They’re wired that way. If your main lure
is that you actually put out, you’ll want to
offer something they can’t get elsewhere.
Vanilla was fine with me, but I was the one
feeding from you. And Michael? There’s
nothing that guy wants that he wouldn’t
grovel for.

Taboos make pretty good lures, al-
though there are precious few worth culti-
vating anymore. When I was brought over,
you could make a comfortable habit feed-
ing off of swingers or nudists or bondage
freaks; these days, they can get their jollies
on the web or even basic cable. Infidelity,
though, that’s a great standby. You set
yourself up as the greener grass, and the
target’ll leap fences for you. Even better,
once you've got him, you've become the
path of least resistance, his way to feel
valued outside his proper relationship
without having to keep working the bars
like he was when he met you.

The goal is to cultivate the target into
a regular date, someone you can see on
your schedule and tap as often as he can
give. When in doubt, just remember how
1did it to you.

Irach 7:
\{741271@ dﬂO/gOQS

You know how I told you I was unique?
That’s one of those lies we’ve been talking
about. Someone brought me into this life
like I brought you. I don’t really want to
talk about him, but he was enough of a
bastard to have earned the name “father.”
That’s how our Kindred understand rela-
tionships. The person who cursed you is
your father or mother, and anybody else
they made, or, uh “Embraced,” is your
brother or sister. Distant relations are
cousins. When you’re among Kindred,
it’s usually just best to address them as
“cousin,” unless you know better.



Different bloodlines and dynasties have
different names. Telling Kindred who
you are is usually asking for old grudges
to come out, but you should know that
you’re a Daeva and a Callas. Daeva’s
your clan — we’re the most ancient and
important dynasty of Kindred. Callas is
my grandfather’s name, he was one of the
founders of the Mission. If worse comes
to worse, you can mention his name and
mine. Legitimate bloodlines get a little bit
of protection in the Mission. Outsiders
and genuine orphans get left for the sun.

Other clans... they’re kind of like us and
kind of not. We go back as far as civiliza-
tion. The others are either our degenerate
offspring or monsters with superficial
similarities. Understand, curse or not,
the Daeva are still human inside. Your
heart is still full of life and love, even if
sometimes it’s still. You’'ll feel that pull,
you’ll indulge yourself across centuries in
ways no ordinary person can.

The others are crippled. Be careful of
them. Instead of humanity preserved be-
yond death, they’re humanity with parts
chopped off. We live with them because
of strength in numbers, but they are not
and never will be our equals. Lie about
that, though, because their jealousy could
kill you.

The Ventrue... heh, they call themselves
“Lords.” Seriously, you go up to one and
ask. He'll say that. I don’t know where their
family tree split from ours, but they don’t
have any majesty or grandeur, just the abil-
ity to force others to follow orders. Danger-
ous, don’t misunderstand, but degenerate.
Their dependence on forcing others breaks
down their own will and self. Eventually,
they all lose their marbles, and they become
as pathetic as they are dangerous. You'll
find a lot of them strutting around the
Mission, wrapped in titles and boasting of
victories... but if you listen, you'll hear how
short their reigns have been. Their family
endures and even prospers, but the indi-
viduals break in a matter of decades.

Our condition breeds prophets and
cultists. Most of these gather under the
name “Mekhet,” and whether they’re one
family or several is something I've never
quite figured out. What I do know is that
they’re secretive, insular, and completely
and utterly evil. They slink through every

shadow, they kill who they like and they
never get caught. They know stuff, too.
Ventrue just break your will, the Shadow-
guys know your sins. I think we only put
up with them because we’re afraid of
them. I'm afraid of them.

The Nosferatu are Kindred only by
adoption, but they’re among the better
monsters to associate with. They’re the
only clan that doesn’t try to be us. The first
of them were the corpses of sinners, raised
by witches or Satan or something, back in
the dark ages. Maybe they were made in
our image, maybe it’s a freaky coincidence.
Anyway, the poor guys aren’t quite right.
Their faculties are fine, but most of them
have bodies that are warped and hideous...
the few lucky enough to escape that, smell
like formaldehyde or rot or just feel wrong.
Thing is, that’s taught them humility and
cooperation. Don’t go trusting them or
anything, but you could do worse than to
hang around their dens some. The Haunts
understand the value of remembering their
humanity almost as well as we do.

There are wandering tribes, too — you'll
usually hear them called Bruja, although
their proper house is Gangrel. They hang
out in packs, like wolves. They do a lot of
growling and posturing, so you might fig-
ure them for posers like the Ventrue, but
that’s the kind of stupid mistake I used to
make. You might pull a grift on one Sav-
age, or beat him down in an almost-fair
fight. Once you do that, though, you make
an enemy of every single one. I'm saying
that because I've done it, and I got the shit
beat out of me.

There are a lot of blood junkies out
there, too. Guys like Mike... I guess I have
to tell you. The whole time Mike was tell-
ing you I was bad for you, I was dangerous
or fucked up or whatever? He was suck-
ing from my wrist. That’s why he looked
young for forty, too. Filtered through our
bodies, blood becomes a drug. A regular
person who drinks it gets a feeling like we
do when we feed... and sometimes a few
of the perks of immortality. The main two
things are that their aging slows down,
and damn do they want more. I thought
about giving that to you, a lot of times, but
I held out. I wanted you to want me, not
my blood. I guess you did, but look where
it got us. Anyway...

I guess I'm making our local crowd out
to be pretty bad, but they’re not. I've been
south, not just out of the Mission, but out
of the city, far down as Santa Cruz. [ don’t
recommend trying it, but if you do, don’t
rely on family ties to protect you. They're
barbarians and witches down there, ani-
mals who’ve bought entirely into the line
that they’re less than human and run far
too far with it. They don’t just eat regular
people, they eat Kindred. I saw a guy
braised in the sunlight and then devoured
by the witches and the night birds. If you
have to go south, be careful. Don’t talk to
strangers, try to feed as rarely as possible,
and don’t accept any invitations to “par-
ties” or anything. You do not want to end
up as dinner at one of their sabbats.

Track 11:

COovenant

Remember I said we'’re as old as civili-
zation, and the others, they’re pretty old,
too? Well, we've got some civilization of
our own. I don’t know how far it goes
back, but our family and the others have
religions and political movements.

You’'ll need to go to church. That’s man-
datory, and if you want, you can blame
my dad. If you don’t, you'll get hunted
down. Any Catholic or Anglican church
will do, try for one of the later masses.
That’s where the new ones like you get
recruited. You'll be approached by some
of our Kindred there... it'll feel weird, but
don’t freak. They’ll invite you to the real
Church. I don’t need to tell you the dogma
or anything, but just follow their lead, go
through the baptism, take communion.
Show up for midnight mass each week,
wherever it’s being held. That’s the surest
way not to get hassled.

The Church is our covenant with God,
lending purpose to our sins, that we might
be forgiven for them at the end of days.
I'm not sure I believe that anymore, but
I hope it’s true. Other covenants are sub-
ordinate to the Church, but they’ve all got
something to offer. I've tried each... but I
guess I'm not the belonging kind.

The Invictus are a covenant between
Kindred, making sure our secrets stay
buried and the Mission stays safe for
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everybody. They talk a lot about knights
and barons and that kind of bull, but their
real purpose is to protect the Church and
those it shelters. I'd recommend getting
to know the younger ones... they’ve got a
real no-nonsense approach, and they can
teach you a lot about hiding in plain sight,
and living it up in the process. The elders
are stuffy... honestly, just bow and scrape
for them and they’ll pass you by.

I used to laugh at the Dracula cult,
‘cause they figure they can beat the curse.
After a few years on the street, I was
pretty well sure I was Damned forever.
Their line, though, is that the curse can
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be turned against itself, that all we need
is the right magic or science and then
we’ll all be better than human, not just
different. Some of them are even further
out there — they say that if we take on
another curse, we can transcend the one
we already suffer. Honestly, that thought
scares me, but the Draculas do some
pretty good tricks. I've seen them walk on
burning coals, and some of the oldest still
subsist on animal blood.

Some of our family have formed a... I
don’t know... counter-Church. Instead
of being cursed by God, they think God
is within us. They call her Lilith, or the

Mother of Monsters. Their rites look a lot
like the real Church, but they invite spirits
into their bodies and talk to owls and other
weird shit. To me, they seem more pagan
than faithful, and they give me the fucking
willies, but the Church lets them hang out
in the Mission, and it seems like there are
more of them every year. Plus, honestly,
a lot of our cousins are members. If you
want your name to mean something, go to
them. Just don’t mention mine.

So what if you don’t go to any of them?
Then when they spot you, they’ll take you
for an orphan and they’ll kill you accord-
ingly. Having no family is a erime.
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That.. that was..
Shh. It was good. Don’t be embarrassed.

You, too? I was a little worried, uh, with the..
and the..
[Sound of Taughter.]
Hey, we’re dead. Can’t be expected to remember ev-
erything.

Which reminds me...shit, almost 5.
And here I thought I was just good.

[Pause.]
Don’t give me that 1ook. You could snap those anytime
you want to.
But.. I bet I can do something about your wanting
to.

[More Tlaughter.]
No, I’m serious. We’re serious, I guess.

Uh, Dev?
It’s in my bag, hold on.

Holy shit. That’s..
What it looks Tlike. We’11 split it.

Shit. You mean it?
You think I don’t? After the tongue and the..?
Serious, Dev.
Serious. There are rules. We split the dose. That’s
about ten hours each, and I promise it will the best
ten hours since your life. I promise that even if
you just lie out there in the tub and we don’t do
it even once.

Alive, again.

Just ten hours. And really alive.

Dev.

Shh. No crying. You’1ll just get blood everywhere.
Save the tears for when they’re real again. Just
yes, or no.

[Pause]

Yes.

Okay. Take a breath. Make your blood flow.

[Sound of inhalation.]

No. Gentle. Like a cigarette, 1ike you’re on the
pull.

[Pause]

Yeah. There. Now, the needle’s going to go under your
tongue. Don’t bite my fingers off, ‘kay?

[Both giggle.]

[Strangled, pained sound.]

Don’t worry, that’s just your caps reinflating. Vitae
back to blood. Give it a second.

Ooooh....

Shh. Good?

Yeah.
Don’t try to stand up yet. Start throwing up now,
you’re going to waste an hour or two.

Can I see the sun?
No. There are rules. No sun, no blood tricks. You may
be running on human but you’11 still burn easy.
[Heavy breathing.]

I’m starting to think I owe you big.

Keep thinking that, Andy.

Well, if you’11 scoot up here..

[Sound of someone rummaging in a purse.]

[Laughter - from Dev?]

Then I guess I’11 have to..

[Sound of someone struggling with handcuffs, then
more Tlaughter.]

I told you, no blood tricks.

[A slow, wet rip - razor on flesh?]

[Whispering.]

Just you. Just me. And some very serious questions.

From the same tape,
after the abouve interview.

Yeah, I get the picture. I must be really fucking

scared, huh? If you’re Tooking at me like that and

I’m not on my knees. Must be pretty fucking angry,
too, since -

- Fine. The story. Fucking Daeva and fucking sto-
ries. They call you snakes, you know that? From god-

damn Genesis. ‘S’all you fuckers do, tell stories
tell Ties. ,

I’11 be good. Okay, I guess - people talk, right? The
Invictus talk. We know that appearance 1is a matter
of Tife and death. So we fucking talk about it. You
know why we have Harpies? Even here, in the Mission?
Because somebody’s got to watch the clothing and the
slang and the 1ittle nuances of behavior. You all
think they’re making you look pretty. They’re not
they’re making you Took human. ,

Anyway, so we talk. Back in the ‘60s, I was a Harpy,
on a cleaner coterie. The summer of Tove was sti]] a
while off, but we were starting to see the problems
already. The mortal baby boom increased the food sup-
ply. On cue, we started multiplying. Not just illegal
Embraces.. there were Tarvae, too. We were headed for
more homeless than we’d had settled herd a decade or
so earlier. The Mission’s always been kind of Toose,
encouraging Kindred to pursue their own Tittle proj-
ects, scourge out the sin and shit, right? That was
no good for keeping the place clean.
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Before the sixties, there was just one way the new
dead went: they got brought to court, presented, bap-
tized and all that shit. We kept them coming. Anybody
who wouldn’t clean up, we cleaned up. Simple and sus-
tainable. But only as Tong as everybody knew everybody
else. Pretty soon, even the Tlegit fledglings were
too numerous for anybody but a professional cleaner
to keep track of. We were actually hauling guys in,
seeing if anybody recognized them, and, often as not,
Tetting them go free.

Worse, no matter how tight we kept the Masquerade,
the kine were starting to believe in us, anyway.
Belief without evidence. Fucking faith. Needless to
say, this was a threat to our Tifestyle.

So, some of us, Invictus, Toyal but just a Tittle
more clever, we started to experiment. The herd were
pamphleteering all the fucking time, writing survival
guides and spiritual manifestos and shit like that.
It was working for them. The hippies were starting
to build themselves a Tittle cancer culture that
could Tive on the host, and they were doing it with
mass communication. We looked back. We saw what the
Draculas had done a hundred years ago, and even the
Sanctified back when they were just a Jesus cult.
I’d heard about guys in fucking Soviet Russia copying
novels letter by letter ‘cause the state wouldn’t let
‘em use the mimeograph.

Mass communication. We needed to reach bastards and
neonates we were never going to meet. Bring them
around to proper thinking, proper behavior, show them
how they could 1live high and stay hidden. We were
real subtle, at first. We didn’t even say “Kindred,”
which, you gotta admit, is a pretty fucking innocu-
ous word. We were subtle, practical. We copied the
styles the hippies were using.. no way you’d know,
unless you were a bum who suddenly had a whole new
kind of drinking problem.

It got bigger, though. We’d hung Beats and now we
were tapping hippies. You know how it is. It gets in
your blood. We started putting little cartoons in
the guides, and essays that weren’t just practical or
propaganda. Started trying to talk about the Kindred
Condition, not just Temptation and Damnation, but
what it all means. Come on, you’re a fucking Crone..
okay, you’re in the Circle.. you’re looking for those
answers, too. We were wondering and writing about
whether all the nice cars and hot rides were really
the peak of what we could be.

Are you kidding? Of course we were high. ‘69 was
the best. Like with you. People were starving in
the streets, there was blood for everybody and the
literature programs were doing a great job keeping
everyone clean. We had a Tot of illegals, sure, but
they were coming in from the cold. They wanted to
belong. Invictus uber alles and that shit. We were
getting calls and letters from as far out as New Or-
leans - that’s right, buy-in from the 01d South. Our
books were traveling that far.. and they weren’t the
only ones. We started seeing Tijuana Bibles, ciphered
guides to the best unclaimed feeding grounds. The city
was a mess, but cleaning was so easy we got to focus
on the draugr bitches, even taking down some of the
mothers that had been producing for years.

San Francisco had gone practically feral, and the
Mission was in better shape than ever. Thing is,
though, it’s never been the Unconquered Us that run the
Mission. It’s the Church, and the priests 1ike nothing
better than to have you on the end of their spears.
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Whatever they say, they’re a bunch of fucking Catho-
Tics and conquistadores, and that means they learned
how to burn books from the very fucking best.

Our own shitty press building got torched, and the
other literati types started going underground. Some
of them Titerally, others moving out to the fringe
territories or even down to Hollywood. That was the
Sunrise March, which - OW - okay, so you’ve heard
of it. There were executions. I turned witness and
got to keep my title. Lost my commission, though,
and I can’t hold office in the Mission unless I take
an oath and a bond. The Abbess made me feed in the
Tenderloin - I got Beggar’s Penance. Every time I
ate one of those fuckers I thought I’d catch the M.
Yeah, I knew about 1it. Like larvae. Cleaners know
that shit. Tried to pretend they were hippy chicks,
but it ain’t the fucking same, you know?

Story doesn’t end there, though. If it did, you
wouldn’t be hanging me Tlike this right now. Just
skips a decade or so. I was shooting pool at Jack,
one night I didn’t need a tap. They’d just invented
fucking Pac-Man, which by the way is about the best
metaphor I’ve ever seen. Poor Tlittle bastard, al-
ways hungry and being chased by his ghosts. Anyway,
some college-looking sucker shoved a pile of papers
in my hands. Said Codex Malkavia on the cover, but
I knew damn well what it was. Kindred writing from
all around the country. Hundreds of voices, erudite,
angry, bugfuck. A Cacophony.

I’'d seen shit from outside the Mission before, signs
that we were making an impact. But I’'d always thought
about it as our impact. What I Tearned from that kid
- and by the way, he did give a bunch of people the
M, Tittle bastard - was that it was never just us.
We weren’t innovators or geniuses anymore than, let’s
be real, we were poets. We were just there at the
beginning of something that had to happen, from the
day the first industrial man got Embraced. Probably
from the first time somebody printed Longinus.

The kine have an archival culture, now, everything
recorded and distributed. It’s not a matter of whether
we’re going to keep up, it’s a matter of what kind of
idiots would stand in our way. From coast to coast,
even back to the 01d World, there are coteries work-
ing together, networking, getting our culture in
shape for tomorrow. You thought the Internet was just
for snacking perverts? We’re all over it Tike shit
on flies, and the kine can’t even see it. Their own
tech: PGP, TCP, all those Tletters that don’t mean
shit to you Traditionalists. We’ve got personals in
their papers. You know how much you can say for a few
cents a word? We’ve been tampering with the Numbers
Stations for years, and you won’t believe what we
can circulate on a Flash chip. Information’s 1ike
the curse, 1like a plague, like the blood. It has to
spread, and it’11 find any way it can to do it. You
should know, Daeva and your fucking ancient songs and
all. The twenty-first century’s here, and we’re all
changing to keep up.

Why am I Tlaughing? Because you didn’t have to do
all this. You didn’t have to seduce me, tie me up,
dose me human. I would’ve told you. I would’ve told
you any of this. Even if I hated you. That’s what
the damn Cacophony’s for. Truth will out, just Tike
the Blood.

Fun? Yeah, I guess it was. Still could be, you know.
You’ve got me tied up, and we’ve both got a couple
hours Teft. Why don’t you come here and -




Subj: American Dreamgirl

“You’ll know her when you see her.” I thought that was bull. I agreed because you
said you’d get me out of the Mission for a while. A body like me doesn’t travel so
much. Certainly not with invitations and an expense account. I didn’t believe the
long-lost sister story, either. I still don’t.

The joy of cynicism is proving yourself right on the terms of the guy in the wrong.
Naturally, I followed your instructions to the letter, renting a cottage in Saratoga
Creek. I suppose the town’s charming, if you’re a rich old man who’s retired from
stepping on the backs of the poor, or maybe one of his ex-wives. Nice houses, friend-
ly people, big beaches for them to lay themselves out on like dead whales. The local
Kindred are a handful of fat fucks and pet nightmares, spread out over so many miles
they probably go years without seeing each other. Nothing like the Mission, except
for all the ugly.

When I was giving you the benefit of my doubts, I figured that was why I’'d recog-
nize your clanmate. She’d be the only monster who hadn’t circled around and sniffed
my asshole after I drove down. I wandered the cute little cafes, then I haunted the
supermarkets. I was checking out the boardwalk one night, taking in the mock carnival
they put up, and that’s when I saw her. She was laughing on the arm of a local kid,
the kind you usually see running the attractions rather than enjoying them.

I knew her when I saw her. Of course I did. I’'ve known her since I was old enough
to get a hard-on. Who hasn’t? I knew why you wanted the pictures, too, why such an
unlikely object as a photograph of your Kindred would be worth pursuing. Over the
next few hours, I took dozens. I kept at a safe distance. You wanted me to talk to
her, but I’ve known since the sixth grade you don’t talk to a woman like that. I just
followed, sticking to shadows and keeping downwind.

She hung on the chump until he was the happiest guy in the world, bathing in her
aura and willing to follow her anywhere. Anywhere started out as his place, then
moved to a stretch of beach a little north of the boardwalk. She stripped and carried
him into the sea, disappearing beneath the surf with the scent of his blood. She came
up a few hours later. I was still there, taking pictures.

I followed her up the hill, to a house overlooking the water. She paused at the
door, haloed in incandescent light. I could only see her silhouette, but I couldn’t
help thinking her silhouette saw me. I stared at the closed door for the better part
of an hour, until it was time to walk back down the beach and find my cottage.

We danced like that for a week, me on her peripheral vision, her the apple of my
eye. I watched her through the nights she just kissed and the nights that she drained.
Just shy of dawn each morning, she’d pause in that door and I’'d be sure we were star-
ing at each other... but not sure enough to walk up. I don’t know quite when I gave
up on doing your job. Maybe when I stopped snapping photos, not because I knew they’d
never come out but because developing them was taking time away from following her.



You wouldn’t be hearing from me if she hadn’t invited me in. That was last night,
her standing in the door, me silently mouthing a good morning. Then she did something
she’d never done before. She crooked her finger towards me. No one else would have
recognized the invitation, but I’d learned about her. I knew how she moved when she
wanted to be approached. I knew her silhouette in that door frame. I knew that last
night was different.

I walked towards her, and she smiled. You know the smile, even if my pictures are
shit. If you didn’t know it, you wouldn’t have sent me. I think you wanted to see it
again, you old pervert. I think everyone in America does.

She asked me what I wanted, and I couldn’t say anything. Then she asked why I’'d
been following her, and I said I wanted an interview. She laughed, like silver bells
coated in years of cigarette smoke. She told me your name, and then I laughed, too.

THE GIRL: “So it’s just you and me, now. What did you want?”
CHASE: “I want an audience.”

G: “I wanted an audience, too.”

C: “I mean an interview.”

She laughed.

G: “Sure you do, doll. Why don’t you come inside?”

She led me through the house, and I saw why she always left the boys on the beach.
The place was a museum, or a shrine... hardly anything except pictures of her. Pho-
tos, yes. Not like mine, but photos she’d posed for, allowed. Every one of them,
maybe, from some early headshots (1943, by the hair?) all the way up to a Cosmopoli-
tan cover dated 1966. That wasn’t the twist, though.

G: “What'’s on your mind, mister?”

CEE S Nohing S

G: “You'’re staring at me, but not in the flesh. Something about that picture?”
C: “It’s the first girly magazine I ever owned. I never knew it was you.”

G: “That’s the one that gets most guys. That or one of the calendars... the origi-
nal ‘53 or the reprints.”

She took me to the kitchen, and showed me the original.
C: “I've seen that. In gas stations, I think. Never really noticed.”
G: “That'’s the point, mister. You need a seat?”

Of course I did. I’'d recognized her from the first, but that was when I realized
who she really was, and just how often I’d seen her.

C: “I'm sorry. I’'ve never met a famous vampire before.”

G: “Me? Honey, nobody knows my name.”

C: “I don’t know your name. But I’ve seen you before. You were everywhere.”

She smiled like she’d just told me a secret. Even though I was the one talking.
G: “They know my face, and my figure. But nobody knows my name.”

C: “I’'ve seen you so many times over the years. I guess I assumed everyone but me
knew who you were. And meeting you, man...”

G: “I'm not special, honest. I’'m just a little bit smart.”

C: “I’'ll say you're smart. How the hell did you manage this?”

G: “You ever hear of Tokyo Rose?”

C: “She was a traitor, right? Worked with the Japanese during World War II? You
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G: “Of course I wasn’'t. If you think I’ve got the voice for radio, then you clearly
haven’t gotten over my figure. Tokyo Rose wasn’t a person, really, she was a job. An
American propaganda announcer broadcasting Japanese messages out across the Pacific.
These lonely Navy boys would listen to her, wanting to hear a nice girl’s voice while
they were floating out at sea. They’d listen, even though she told them they were
losing, or that they were on the wrong side. Nobody likes to talk about the suicide
rate in the war years, but they say ‘she’ led a lot of boys off the sides of their
boats.”

C: “What’s that got to do with you?”

G: “Well, like I said, I don’t have the voice for radio, but I’'ve got real nice
legs. Rose is as much a legend as anything else, a siren for her era. But she might
as well have been real, and there was a secret to her success.”

C: “Broadcasting?”

G: “Close enough. Mass media. The war years were pretty lean, for me. I was never



what you’d call personable, and people weren’t too open. Civvies were scared, and the
military was watching close for anybody messing with our men. A lot of us hid behind
‘desertions and suicides, but that was difficult.”

C: “You were worried about breaking the Masquerade?”

G: “Honey, I was afraid of getting killed. You don’t understand how the herd sticks
together when they really get scared. You’re too young. The more danger they’re in,
the more danger they’re willing to believe in. Foreign wars are bad for us: all of
the paranoia and none of the chaos. I used to joke with my sister that we should get
on some Department of War posters, so people would think we were proper, all American
girls. Well, she did, and I think it worked out for her. Thank God, though, the War
ended. People started trusting again, but more than anything they started buying. All
of a sudden, there were all these pictures of pretty girls, selling everything from
soap to suds.”

I found myself looking at a lingerie ad behind her shoulder.
C: “You got into advertising.”

G: “I was working perverts, nipping off men who thought they had the upper hand.
Well, imagine my delight when I met one who really was a photographer. He was doing
advertising shots, the kind they used to work up painted posters from. I wasn’t hot
stuff, then, but I knew that I could be. I convinced him to start doing some under-
wear shoots, sell lonely guys like him stuff to dress up their wives. I wasn’t so
good at seducing in person, but nobody holds a pose like a corpse. I got real good at
showing him what he wanted to see.”
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G: “You'’re sweet. The photographer and I went together for a while. He shopped me
to local firms, then to the big agencies. I started getting myself on cigarette bill-
boards and calendars.”

C: “What happened to him?”

G: “He didn’t know what he had, but he figured out what I was. He did the same
thing lovers always do when they find the truth.”
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G: “He tried. He dropped off the face of the earth for a while, then started send-
ing letters to the guys who were smart enough to keep shooting me. Most of them
didn’t believe him, or were too smart to care. I had gotten organized, too, and I was
selling myself in a lot of venues. I’'d get the pictures touched up, so I wasn’t just
one model.”

C: “You were a whole style. A whole era.”

G: “Catalogs, ads, girly mags... I did a lot of shoots, and I kept them all in the
dark about each other.”

C: “But why? You didn’t get famous, you said that.”

G: “Honey, you’re thirty years dead and you want to sink it in me. I got myself
buried in the head of every man, boy and dyke in the country... maybe the world.
While my brothers and sisters are out there using blood and makeup to make the mor-
tals lust after them, I'm already the American Dream. Back in the forties my legs
were nice but my breasts were a little big. I took that and I worked it and now no-
body questions that tits are a fetish.”

C: “You can’t really take credit for that.”

G: “Maybe not. But it turned out the way I wanted. Half the porn on the Internet is
girls trying to look like me.”

C: “You stopped posing in the sixties, though.”

G: “I stopped posing in the fifties, just took me a while to sell my catalog. I
retired, moved out here. I've still got my portfolio, though, and I keep it in circu-
lation. I started out being a taboo girl, the one who you wanted but couldn’t have.
Then I was the mainstream, the girl next door. Now I'm nostalgia, a comfort fantasy
for entire generations of food. Someday they’ll be painting Virgin Marys to look like
me. And now I can walk down any street, anywhere I want. All I have to do is part my
hair the old way, quirk my lips like I did in '53. And I can have anybody I want,
anyone at all.”

C: “That’s... amazing. I don’t know why you’re telling me, though.”

G: “Ain’t it obvious, mister? I’'ve been slinking around since the turn of the last
century. Girl gets hungry doing that, and the blood of the living is just a little on
the thin side.” .

I shivered, and just for a fucking moment, I wanted to let her. I really, really
catde



That’s how I knew I needed to get out of there. I crashed out her front door, and I
raced the sun back to my cottage. I tried to sleep, but I couldn’t. I just lay here
staring at the ceiling, trying to get her out of my head and my blood. I couldn’t. I
was sweating, breathing heavy, even though I don’t have to do either any more than
you. I looked at the blurred photos I’'d taken of her, trying to stare through the
haze and see her face, her eyes, her lips.

As soon as the sun dropped, I went down to the manager’s office to check out. I’'d
convinced myself I was going back to San Francisco, to the Mission, that I was never
going to leave those streets again. You’ll have guessed what I saw. On the wall, the
calendar, the pictures of her. I turned it to June like the one in her house, ripped
it from the wall while the idiot manager kept asking how he could help me. I went
back to my cottage and I developed the last few rolls. There she was on them, crystal
clear. I wanted to spend hours gawping, but I’ve seen the real thing and I know I can
see it again.

So I'm putting this in the mail. The interview, the pictures, my story. You can
close the account you opened for me. Call it professional honesty, but truth is, I
won’t be needing it again. I'm going back to her once I drop this. I’11l bet you’re
laughing. I know a secret, though. I’11 tell you, even if I don’t know whether I’'m
warning or gloating.

She knows who you are.

And she let me take her picture, just for you.
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my own childer to sample the blood of the New South...
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A memorial for New Orleans, read before the Gourt
by SPrudence Mathers, Founders Day 2006’. I wrote
or here Voice, but tﬁe//bmrmmm&muw
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One year and one week ago, New Orleans was drowned. One year ago to this day, the nightmare wave began.

New Orleans was one of the richest kingdoms of the South, but this is New York. The blood of the world flows down our streets.
Certainly, the finance and immigrant trades reach around the world, but they’re distant vessels, at best. We are the heart. Na-
tional tragedy? Why should we care? Even the bridge-and-tunnel coteries don’t feed much further than New Jersey. We've had
our own apocalypse this decade and we’ve come out the better.

We had forgotten about family.

The blood of every Kindred in this room is foreign, tapped from the foolish or the sleeping or the beloved. We become, through
the years, creatures of our neighborhoods and homes. We are men of the street or angels of the cemeteries. We call each other
Kindred, but we so rarely mean it. We mean dead, undead, vampire, rival... even enemy. We forget that we are joined by blood
long since drunk, that we are joined by the Embrace not only to our sires but to our clans and to all Kindred.

One year ago, we were reminded.

I see faces tonight that have not haunted this hall for years. You’re here for answers. Let the record show that the wave began
with the murder of Taylor Shipman, Daeva of the line Iscariot, by her own illegal childe, Hans Kirmani, found larvae. I promised
you I would discover why. I promised only to find more murders the next night, to be roused from my own bed not an hour past
noon by a screaming in my skin. Many of you experienced the same brief and certain knowledge of cousins’ passing, and no few
of you became brutal or ravenous as your families in the Old South perished or starved.

That is the plain truth. The nightmare wave was passed by sympathy of the blood, your own veins throbbing in tune with those
of your extinguished relatives. There were no malign ghosts or demons; you may return to your perversions without fear of Mal-
kO

living or dead we have discovered we do share her blood.

In the nights following the evacuation of the herd, and the breach of the levee, many Kindred apparently starved and dozens
were exposed to sun and even fire. We do not have enough information to estimate how many Kindred died in the days and
nights after the hurricane. From the accounts of refugees, as well as the pangs suffered by the assembled, we know that many of
them met violent deaths. No doubt some of those had abandoned their Masquerade. Others may have been killed during rescue
attempts by mortals. We can attribute some of those to a task force of the federal Army. I know that fact, in particular, has caused
concern and paranoia. However, I have confirmed at considerable expense that there was no directed government effort which
identified or extinguished Kindred.

What began as an investigation became a war. Draugr swarmed from their graves to be dispatched by my knights. Honored
Kindred became insomniac and feral. Some of them stand among you even now. I fought alongside and against you not one block
from this hall. T saw a woman carve the witch-sign VII in her arm even as I transfixed her with my spear. While each of you saw
horrors, a brave few faced them. I give my thanks.

I promised that I would disclose the fate of those afflicted who did not recover. Those innocent, I have consigned to soil and
torpor. Those who murdered or committed diablerie have been given to the sun.

You have heard that I announced clemency, absolution in the name of my father and of the holy Church. Let me be clear: that
is forgiveness for sin, not a finding of innocence. No few of you suffered nightmares or madness, but that suffering was only a
symptom of the Damnation we all share, and our sin in perpetuating it. How many of you have sent your bastards and accidents
to the South? How many supported the sinecure of your ancestors in New Orleans, after they had committed crimes so black
even my father in his mercy exiled them? I ask, but do not think I do not know. I grant forgiveness with full knowledge of your
crimes, every one. A week of nightmares and war left me with a domain in tatters and a year to find the truth, and I have found
truth.

I remind you again of Hans Kirmani. Damned by the thinnest trace of blood, driven to anguish by the death of relatives whose
names he never heard. How much thicker are our own ties, we genuine Kindred? What sins have we inherited or birthed? We all
lost someone in the nightmare wave. I grieve for them as much as you; Taylor Shipman herself was a faithful friend and cousin.
I mourn, but I do not shirk. I accept Damnation for myself and my family and I will see you do no less. Whether we venerate the
Father or the Soldier or the Crone, whether our prayers reach to Lilith or Dracula, we are all Kindred. Let us remember that, and
let us remember New Orleans.

Thank you. Enjoy your forgiveness and your remaining nights. A vigil will be held in the chapel until six; please follow Pietus.
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Dear Diary 3-7

I know that Cat is a whore. I can’t say it doesn’t bother me. Hurts the worst when I'm going through our closet.
We used to be the same size. She likes to think we still are, so every couple weeks I end up smelling her johns on
my stuff. Just the hint, at first, but I want to be sure. I take it off my hangar, and I lift it to my nose, just so it'll
hurt. Yeah, that’s man. I could maybe bring it up with her, but I'm afraid she’ll point out what my clothes smell like
when I wear them. She might cry, too.

Can't say I've had better roommates, either. She pays the rent, she does the laundry. People ask how she affords the
place. She shows them the burn on her leg, tells them the story about trying to weld behind a wooden shield. She
tells the doctors the same thing, which is why some nights we get to enjoy hydrocodone together. It tastes good in
her. Good enough that I try not to think about what she does on our bed when I'm sleeping under it.

She keeps it to daylight, and we don't talk about it. The calls, though... well, I let her answer the phone. It's always
for her. I hear it, and I leave the bedroom. I turn on the stereo and just look out the window, at the trees and the
strip malls and the vast stretches of suburbia beyond. My brother would call it dull. I call it retirement.

“Ayesha.” She’s standing behind me. I can see her in the window and I'm glad she can’t see me. I can feel myself
scowling, I can feel a tooth sinking into my lip trying not to think of the guy on the phone lifting up her dress, running
his fingers up her...

“Ayesha, it's your dad.” Tooth into lip. I've got the phone from her before she can even inhale. If there’s one man I
don’t ever want talking to Cat, it's my father.

“Hello?” I try to put some scowl into it.
“Good evening, dear.” He doesn’t hear that I'm angry. Nobody ever does.
“You shouldn’t call me.”

“Oh? Are the big bad men bugging your phone again?” Remind me of my failures. Talk down to me. That’s what Dad’s
for.

“I'm sure they’re too busy buggering Felix. Shouldn’t you be doing that, too?”

“Felix is out of town. Are you mad?”

“Not by a long shot.”

“Good.” Why do they always believe me? “How have you been?”

“I've been doing just fine without hearing from my family. Is there a reason you're interrupting?”
"“You are mad.” He makes a little tsk sound. I was calling because I need you.”

I chew my lip.

“What for?”

"I need you to go back to work.”

Ah, my illustrious career.

“You need a journalist.”

"I need a story. And some property.”

“No.”

“No?”

“I'm out of that business. If you need somebody to... *

"I need you.” It's not the first time he’s said that.

“Even more no.”

He's quiet for a minute. Long enough I dare to think he’s hung up.

“Do you know why I called you?”

“You told me.”

“Why I called you. I have your number, honey. I got that, didnt I? How difficult will it be for me to find where you
live, do you think?”

My eyes flicker involuntarily to Cat. Shit. I think she sees something flicker in my eyes and she looks concerned. I
look away from her.

Bastard.

“Tell me what you need.”

He does. We finish our conversation politely, because I'm smart enough to lie through my teeth. I hand Cat the phone
without looking at her, and I go back to the closet. I pull down my duffel, and I start throwing clothes in. After a few
minutes of me doing that as loudly as I can, she’s behind me again.

“What are you doing?”

“I'm going out.”

“You're leaving.”

Silence, until the bag is almost full and she’s in my way.




"I don’t want you to.”

"I have to.”

“You don’t have to go alone.”

Llook at her eyes. They're wet. I push past her into the bedroom. e
“You don’t have to...”

“..yes, Cat, I do.”

“Why?”

Your leg, Cathy.

“Family business.”

Because you’re not going to get burned for me again.

She sits on the bed and watches me while I put the recorder and the handheld in my purse, and my purse in the
duffel. Watches me while I pull on yesterday’s jeans and slap my hair into order. Her eyes don‘t close until I kiss her
cheek. She shivers, I guess my lips are cold. I look through a pile of magazines, throw a few in on top of my stuff.

“Leaving on a jet plane.” She speaks it, then sings. “'Don’t know when I'll be back again.
I swallow hard, and warm my blood. I hug her, and I give her a real kiss. Or the closest thing I can.

“'Babe, I hate to go.”

“Sure you do,” she whispers.

I walk to the door, grab my guitar from next to it.

“Just be here when I come home.” ]

She doesn’t say anything. Not until the door is closed, until I'm down the stairs, until she thinks I can’t hear her.
“Yeah,” she says. And I hear a dial tone.

-Ayesha

"

Dear Diary 3-8

From: Dad

To: Ayesha

Subject: FWD: RE: Your Assistance

Here's the scholar. She’s in London, so you might have a little trouble with time. Despite the distance, I think you'll
find her input invaluable. She’ll need the payment we discussed.

Love,
Dad
To: Old Bat
From: Frances
Subject: RE: Your Assistance

That’s a deal, then. You tell your girl she can get in contact with me at 020-8245-6662. I'll give her whatever back-
ground I can, but I want the instrument and I want whatever you collect from her on its background.

Dear Diary 4-12 :

The poor bastard still doesn’t know what hit him. He’s next to me in the cab, hauling ten tons of frozen cow while we
listen to Adult Contemporary. I'm leaning on the window, watching the stars just above the tree line.

“You mad?” he asks.

“What?”

“You're really still over there.”
“Sorry. I forgot to breathe.”
He laughs, and winks at me.

“Don’t do that too long. Wouldn't want the cops pulling me over and finding a dead...” He stops suddenly with a
chuckle. I turn in my seat to regard him.

“A dead what?”
“You know.” His voice is all joking, but there’s a bit of nervousness there, too. Like he's afraid.

God, they’re always afraid, on some level, aren’t they? This one’s got a good reason to be right now, though. His
stupid joke is obvious. I just want him to say it. 1

“A dead what?”

I'm fixing his eyes with mine. He’s not looking at the highway, but his hands have the gentle turns memorized. He
tries to smile, hoping to break the ice in my voice. He says it, but not because he wants to. He says it because I want
him to.

“A dead hooker.”
I have to drive the rest of the way myself.
-Ayesha
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Dear Diary 4-13

I hoist the trucker over my shoulder and pull him out into the parking lot. I can see the city lights from here, but
they’re miles away, and there’s nobody to see me dragging the corpse of the fat bearded bastard across the asphalt. I
put on his clothes an hour or so back. This isn’t how you’re supposed to do a vanishing hitchhiker. Not supposed to be

they are, the truck’s out of range and I'm a blurry, sexless figure in baggy clothes. I throw him in a dumpster, douse
the pile in lighter fluid and a match in after him. I hear it catch. Hopefully he’ll burn up before daylight.

The dumpster is giving off plenty of oily smoke by the time I pull out in the truck. I don't like playing with fire, but
when you’ve drained somebody you can’t be too careful. I've got more than enough trouble ahead of me, so I'll need
to put killing a man far behind.

I drive toward the lights, and I let myself remember. Remember the nights before Cat. Remember Werner and Felix
and the whole scene. Back when we were going to change the world and no one was going to notice. I remember go-
ing on tour, remember cocky band boys and sweet, shy roadies. I remember back when burying the bodies was still a
thrill, when I didn’t know they could get back up.

I remember the city. I remember the all-glittering and all-powerful duchess, the woman you couldn’t look at without
wanting to be. And when I finally park the truck at a closed down grocery store, when I smash in one of the windows
and find an old meat freezer to sleep in, I'm smiling. Because this is the city. I've taken blood here and God knows
I've given it. I put my earbuds in and wait for dawn. In spite of everything, my blood’s glad to be back.

-Ayesha

the driver who vanishes. I'm surrounded by office buildings, but they don’t look nice enough to have cameras. Even if E\
~

Dear Diary 5-6

Good stories start with dead girls. So says my misspent youth, anyway. I graduated early from Nancy Drew to Black
Mask, and I've had a morbid bent ever since. I'm the dead girl. I'm still walking, yes, and I know who killed me, yes
again, but I've had a while to get over it. How long? That's not the kind of thing you ask a lady.

I give myself that talk a hundred times while I look for the recruiting post. It's been there since Vietnam, but my
sense of direction isn’t quite perfect, and I'm slightly thrown off by the fact that it’s now closed and vacant. I'd have
thought the Army would be there as long as there was a bar across the street. I figure it’s still the lookout, but
there’s nobody on the corner the first time I check.

I take a wander. The post isn’t the only rundown building on this street. Restaurants came and went over time, but
it looks like for the last few years they’ve just been going. After circling the block and not finding anything livelier, I
walk down the stairs to the bar. It's called “The Quarry” now, which I can’t help snickering at because we used to call
it “The Hole.”

The place smells like deep-fryer and beer, but not particularly body odor. Guess the whole neighborhood’s seen better
days. I sit at the end of the bar, where I can scan the old photos along the walls. I idly start rating the patrons when
a familiar voice sneaks up on me.

“Ayesha!” he says. I'd stand up, but he’d still tower over me. “Damn, girl, been a while since 'you’ve been through
here.”

“The food didn’t agree with me.” I can’t help but smile. “Speaking of which, Elroy, you’'re serving food?”
“Working kitchen is part of the licensing requirement. I've tried to keep up to code since I bought the place.”
“Bought it? Not bad. I guess decent music isn’t required.”

“Not a fan of the blues?”

“Not recorded.”

He laughs.

2Snob

“Bitch, thank you.”

“I've still got some good musicians on the wall.” He points to one of the pictures. I scoot off my stool and take a
look. I don’t remember the photo, but I must have known he was taking it, because I'm clear as crystal. Face beet
red, screaming into the mic, the sweat making my t-shirt stick to my chest.

Behind me is Gary on guitar, Pedro on the drums... and Cat, years slimmer and younger. She’s waiting patiently for
me.

“You still see any of them?” Elroy asks, as I run my finger down the frame.

I look.

“No.”

“Got a new band, though, if you’re in town?” .

“A gig. Maybe. I'm not really touring anymore.” I wrinkle my nose. “Too old.”
“You don’t look it. Except for the haus frau hair.”

“It's a statement. And how many housewives have streaks like this, huh?”
“Alright. I'm teasing.”

"I know.” I give him a hug.

“So, licensing problems. Doesn’t Werner fix those for you?”
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“Werner hasn’t been around in a long
time. Not since they started revitalizing
Midtown.”
“Which was...?”

“A few years ago, after the hurricane. We
kind of got the shit end of New Orleans
refugees.”

“"What'd the huddled masses do? Yearn
too much?”

“Deal, jack cars, shoot people. This was
never the kind of town you’d evacuate the
displaced upper middle class to.”

“You're not human tonight, Elroy.”

“I'm running the last bar on the block and
I couldn’t do it if I wasn’t located conve-
niently down the street from an AA meet-
ing. Any one of these guys holds out for

a chip and I'm broke. Hell, I almost went
out when we got the smoking ban.”

I should have realized that. The Hole
. should always smell like smoke. I drop a
ten on the bar and give Elroy a hug.
“What's that for?” he asks.

“All the drinks you used to buy me,” I tell
him and I head back up the stairs. I go
for the nearest payphone. Then I mutter a
curse and try to find one that works. The
entire neighborhood’s a husk, a bunch of
brick buildings with nobody inside them.
Even the graffiti’s sparse.

I find the phone, dial the number. Give up
after ten rings.

Nobody likes travelers. Especially not the
Invictus. Especially not when the trav-
eler’s a punk journalist who's going to
save them from themselves. But we're a
fact, and so there are numbers. Circulated
between friends, between cities, guys you
can call to get hooked up in a new place.
This particular one was supposed to be
the duchess’s secretary, and she was sup-
posed to owe me a favor, on account of
me having strangled the right guy with an
E-string last time I was in town.

The Army post’s vacant. Werner hasn't
been around. Nobody’s picking up for the
duchess.

I'm starting to realize why Dad wants this story.

It doesn’t take long to jimmy the lock on the post. I slip inside and start looking for a basement door. When you're
trying to find the dead, always look for the lowest, darkest point. We find something comforting about that. Sure
enough, there’s a basement, and when I bust that lock, I'm stepping into somebody’s apartment. Bit of a bachelor
pad... everything’s either Ikea or faux-Asian, and there are piles upon piles of dusty comics.

And a fucking dog that’s biting my leg. It's a quick bite and he maintains his grip. For a moment, I just stand there,
enjoying the sharp, clear pain after a night of vague, nostalgic aches. And then I pump blood and drop down to pry
the little bastard’s jaws open. I do that far enough to hurt, and then I shake him and throw him away.

“Stay,” I shout, and fortunately he keeps back. Good. I don't want to kill a fucking Jack Russell. I sit on the blanket
and duvet cover I'm figuring passes for the bed and wait for the owner.

By the time he arrives, I've healed up the dog’s bite and I'm smiling rather sweetly. In fact, I've been doing it so long
I think the dust’s starting to settle. He looks like a Korean raver kid, and he smells pretty young. I was dangerous
when I was his age, though, so I start putting the charm on him before he’s halfway down the stairs.

“So who the fuck are you?” Okay, maybe I could use a little more charm.
“Tommy.” He answers before he can think not to. *"Who the fuck are you?”
“I'm a friend of the previous tenant.”




“There wasn't one.”

“Of the block. Fella name of Werner.”

“Werner doesn’t have friends anymore.”
“Bullshit. His sister ain’t duchess?”

He laughs, then, a horrible, adolescent sound.
“The duchess has the wrong kind of friends.”

I can’t help it. On that one I tackle the little bastard, and I can’t decide on charm or throttling. Oh, nostalgia. He tries
to scratch my face, but I'm used to that. I catch his wrist and jam his hand down the back of my jeans, hitting Rec on
the handheld.

“Tell me a story, Tommy.”

y —Arianha -

Tommy considers himself the
face of the modern cousin: I

young, fashionable, political but
not bleeding about it. We're re-
laxing in his “pad,” an island of
Danish Modern in the concrete |
gothic wastes of the west side. |

T: “The dark ages.” \] |

Me: “You're pretty young, yeah?”

Tommy: “Yeah. It helps with the job; | don’t
have much trouble staying under the radar of
the older guys.”

Tommy’s a lookout for the city’s big players. He
squats on the edge of town, sniffing out new-
comers before they can get into trouble.

A: “Do you see a lot of action?”

T: “Alot of traffic, not a lot of action. Back when
| worked for the Sheriff, we used to get rough
with the newbies. Now, it's mostly keeping the
old guys out, and | don’t have to get my hands
in that. I just make ‘em.”

A: “So that’s how you pay the rent. What'’s it
get you?”

T: “l get the run of the party scene.”

A: “Raves, you mean.”

T: “If that’s what you want to call ‘em, sure. If you
know what you're talking about, though, they’re
just parties — nobody seriously talks about raves
anymore.”

A: “Looking at you, that must be pretty good
game.”

T: “If you don’t mind chasing it on the hoof, yeah.
Locations change every week, and contacts
only tend to last a few months, so | stay pretty
plugged in.”

A: “Plugged into what?”

T: “Internet, MySpace, a lot of text messaging.
| have to keep my contacts up to date, but that
way | don’t have to do Clubland.”

A: “When | was your age, it was all lurking
around shitty record stores and knowing the
right parking lots. On the hoof actually meant
moving around.”

We have a good laugh over that one.

A: “How often do you actually go out?”

T: “Once a week, unless I'm really hurting. You
have to stay familiar, or people start to notice
you.”

A: “You said contacts only last a few months.
You’re not chewing through them?”

T: “Nah. The Spaniards wouldn’t let me get by
with that. It's pretty much burnout; living kids
can’t be the life of the party all that long.”

A: “You can, though.”

T: “Every time. | pace myself, you know? One
night a week, and | make sure I’'m juiced up for
the next one.”

A: “Does that mean a lot of turnover in your
herd?”

T: “Oh, | never dip the same place twice.
The whole scene’s my herd, not just a couple
people.”

A: “What about cover?”

T: “| pretty much hang out with the e-tards.
Burnout aside, the kids are pretty protective.
The straightedge ones look out for the ones
that get high, and they’re used to the groping
and the freakouts. Even the snotty ones keep an
eye out for cops.”

A: “So they protect you.”

T: “Yeah, and | get the scene mothers. Chicks
who give really out of it guys rides and shit.”

A: “Self-selecting prey.”

T: “Oh, they’re predators. Looking for a score
like anybody. Sex, crash space, shoulders to
cry on.”

A: “Stuff you can offer.”

T: “Shit | can fake.”

A: “Last question, Tommy. Short answer. What'’s
family mean to you?”

T: “I guess my living folks, and my... you'd call
her my mother. The Spaniards talk up the Kindred
deal a lot, and | guess they play fair, but | look
out for myself, yeah?”

A: “Yeah.”
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Dear Diary 5-7
Tommy told me the lay of the land, and in exchange I'm feeding his dog. Assuming I'm not running like hell, I might
wake him up on my way out of here. Meantime, his geek side is serving me well. Nobody's used to hearing from this
guy except in text, and his private key was on his PC. A little tech support from Frances, and my handheld’s Tommy.
I clean up in Tommy'’s bathroom. It’s cold, filthy, and clumsily attached to the water system, but with towels jammed
under the door and the cold water turned all the way off, it does the job. Maybe I do a little more than clean up. I
turn the shower on and plug the drain, and I ball up under the stream of water. The hot wet tries its best to boil me,
to get under my skin. I barely feel it. Two bodies in two nights and only one of them’s ever going to walk again.
When I drove out of the city for the last time, that was supposed to be the last time. Leave forever for quiet neigh-
bors and warm, damp nights, become a local bad dream instead of a traveling plague. Play house with Cat until the
end of her days. I've been stumbling through that for a long while now, and it’s never come as easy as killing a man.

Dear Diary 5-21

Music is something you're supposed to practice and refine. An act, a scrim that separates you from your audience as
much as it connects. Spending weeks of downtime in the State of the Living Dead, though, playing refugee and gath-
ering scraps for Dad... well, I've been getting bored. So I've put together some guys and we’re working on rocking.
They're a little stoned and some nights I've forgotten how to sing, but I'm as good at opening doors as opening legs.
Elroy’s put in a few good words, too, and we’ve been playing about once a week.

There I am on the stage, coming on slow and mournful with an old torch song. Lovers, lies and the promise that all
can be forgiven. That's me, on the stage, my leather draped over my shoulders and my arms hidden inside, hugging
myself. I look cold, that’s what I do, but I'm warming the audience up. I stand there, trying to keep my tears clear
and easing into the only song I sing for me.

All the poor saps out there, though, they think I'm singing for them. They feel it in their blood. They think they know
the kind of longing I'm singing about. Just a little pull, occasionally catching the eyes of one of the crowd. Mostly
hipsters, a few devoted enough to know what a secret show really is. Then the predators, my entirely outclassed
competition, the creatures just here to score and unable to understand the longing I'm inflicting. None of them are
kin. None of them are a problem.

There’s one I'm really singing for, though. Boy by the bar, tousled brown hair and a tall, solid build. I've seen him
here before. He probably thinks we're his favorite band. Sweet, stupid boy. Tonight’s his night.

I finish the number, hope Ella Fitzgerald doesn’t have a hungry :_;hos't, and then we get down to what we're really for.
The show stops being mine and starts being ours, I pick up the bass and I pretend the drum is the beat of my heart.
Except for the smell and the sound and the rush. Exactly twenty-three feet four inches from me a man has burst mul-
tiple blood vessels in his nasal cavity by running right into the bouncer’s fist. And fuck if it isn’t a fist that is dead and
handsome and all my fault. I should have known. Our history’s antedeluvian, the man with the fist and me.

He calls himself London. Or at least he did when I killed him. I don’t know his name now. I miss a chord and my fin-
gers start to go dry. I checked the venue. How did I miss him? Why do I miss him?

Mind in the moment. Fingers on the strings, blood to the fingertips, do not let Guitarist Dave start thinking this is his
song. One beat to the next one. Finish the song. Finish the set. I get through it, I say my thank-yous and I'm figuring
I'll book.

It’s my night to be equipment bitch. But I’'m queen bitch, here, the band does not have a show without the girl with
the blood tricks and I need very badly to avoid someone. I leave Dave to pack up. I'll slip away from London and I'll
find my dear new groupie and I will not murder him like I need to right now. Just get something to take the edge

off. But it’s a small bar and the shortest distance between Point A and Point B will always pass through Point ex-boy-
friend. So of course I turn a corner right into London’s chest.

Embarrassing. Would be worse if I'd turned the corner into the chick he’s got with him. Another one of us. Shit. I take
the initiative.

MUl Anfla“

“Hi

My eyes stick to his chest. Nothing there to eat, but whatever I liked about him is worse since I killed him.

“You’re looking good.”

“You shouldn’t be here.”

“Are you about to start territory shit with me? You used to sleep in my trailer.”

“You used to sleep with me.”

Yeah, I changed him. More ways than one. His blood’s calling to mine right now. Fuck it. I let mine call back. The new
girl senses it. :

“You didn’t tell me she was an older woman.”

Bitch. At least we both scowl at her.

“I'm going to be at the bar. Let me know when you're done with her.”
And she leaves. Something wrong about her. I have to ask.

“She yours?”

“No. Yes. We're not related.”
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He still has shame. It's cute.
“Good, you don’t need the drag.”
“Is that what I was?”

“You still smoke?”

Knew he would. I remember too well what he was like. Big, blue eyes. Roadie for Harry and Lance, back before they
broke up and I had to reinvent myself as an opening act again. Thing is, any time I had to haul my own gear, he was
right there. I didn’t need help. My girly arms can punch through your face. He was always there, anyway.

“Thanks.”

He takes the cigarette. No flinch at the smoldering. He must have trained that reflex out. Maybe even before he real-
ized it wasn’t nicotine he was craving. London was always sweet. Funny, too. He'd realized he’d never be a bad boy,
that he’d always be stuck in the friend zone... and he made it work. As a friend.

“What the hell are you doing here?”

And then I had a weak night. I promised myself I was just going to spread for him. Bloodless, victimless sex.
“I'm on tour.” Bad lie.

Do I need to tell you it turned into murder?

“With a band that can't play? This is fake, Ayesha, even for you.”

I let that go but I'm biting my lip.

“You nesting here?”

“Close enough.”

“I'm hearing tell this is a Spaniard town.”

“Cubans, actually.” -

“I've never heard them called that north of Miami.”

“Yeah, well, I actually speak some Spanish. You've dealt with them?”

“Not here.”

“You'll have to, if you want to eat.” Showing concern. Jerk.

“I've had a friend make introductions. Thought I told you to stay clear of the cities.”

“You told me to follow your example.” XS 1

I jerk my thumb towards the bar, where the girl’s pouring urine-colored beer for my lingering audience.
“That what the bitch is for?”

He pulls his hand up to slap me, all pretense of human muscle having fled. Too fast for a living thing to see. And just
as fast he puts it down.

“Jordan. Her name’s Jordan.”

“And she’s not yours.” Maybe I stress that a little much.

“Don’t worry. You're not a grandma.”

He’s sneering. Something he never did before I left him to rot a day in my bunk. But it clicks for me, there.
“She’s a Lord.”

"It was kind of a Moses thing.”

I blink, then I get it.

“She was in Bullrush?”

Town was wiped off the map. The herd’s scattered in pockets from Houston to Atlanta. I haven’t heard of a single
Kindred survivor.

"I found her in the mud. She got made right before the storm. Doesn’t even really know who sired her.”

I am an unimaginable fuckup. I didn’t make a monster. I made a hero.

“You rescued a baby Lord?”

I crack up. So does he. It's just fucking insane, that we're both here, that I turned him into a bloodsucking killer and
he didn’t quit being a knight in shining armor.

“I guess I did.”

He’s smiling. He smiles better dead.

I put my hand on his shirt, over his heart. Perfect. Still. I think “safe,” and then “Cat,” and then “why the hell not?”
So of course Jordan comes back.

“Bones needs help out front.”

He turns, I roll my eyes. She pauses, and adds one word.

“Now.”

Moses? Maybe. Cuckoo, that’s for sure.

I smile at her as she takes my childe away. I wonder if the teeth make me any prettier.
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Dear Diary 6-1
Truth is, a rotted out friendship is still better than being alone. Pulling strings on the living is easy; the dead, well,
you’ve got to build shit up, and even shit is something. Which is my way of saying that in chatting up London, I've
finally got a good idea where to find Dad’s instrument. Kindred scurried out of New Orleans with a lot of our cultural
treasures. I guess Dad’s making an effort to buy them up. London tells me the Spaniards haven’t so much been
buying so much as requisitioning them, making them property of the community at large. My dear old sire seems to
think they won’t want this one too much. :
I end up in a music store. I don’t know whether that’s God messing with me or just that all my exes only make
friends in music stores. The store doesn’t have a sign; either they’re relying on word of mouth or people peeping in
the windows. On the side I enter, it’s a second floor walk-up on top of a girly bar. The whole place is jammed floor
to ceiling with sheet music, vinyl records, textbooks and all the rest of the shit you expect to find in these places. I
navigate carefully between a display loaded down with dusty blister packs of guitar strings and longboxes stacked like
sandbags. I wince at the fire hazard even as I imagine Dad salivating over the chance to organize it all.
The air's musty, heavy with the smell of newsprint and cheap binding. I wander a bit. The store can’t be more than
two hundred feet square, but the shelves and the boxes turn it into a maze. The ones against the wall vibrate to the
music downstairs, but I can’t peg the song over whatever concerto’s playing on the speaker system up here. I find
the counter and the Mole somewhere in the middle.
“May I help you?” he asks, and he sounds like he’s the last man behind a cash register that means it. He’s small but
not light, almost entirely hairless and wearing a benign but blank little smile beneath his glasses. I get a whiff of both
communion wine and dead blood off him. Have to wonder if he drank them at the same time. Also, man, is it Sunday
already? :
“I'm Norah.” I tell him Tommy should have dropped him a line. I know damn well Tommy did, because these days,
hey, Tommy’s me.
Mole nods.
“You're here for a special collection?” He makes it sound all fancy and mysterious. Like I'm not just buying up real
expensive driftwood.
“Yeah. A glass armonium. Would have been bought in Baton Rouge about six months ago.” I hate the part of a job
where I've got to tell the truth. Letting the living know what I need doesn’t come easy, even when they're clearly
junked up on the blood of the damned.
Mole pulls out a catalog, pages through reams of dot matrix printouts. Just how big is the library here getting?
“Yes, we have an item like that. Can you tell me the provenance?”
“Stolen,” I snort. “Half a dozen times. My understanding is that the childer of Dame Chantal took it to America and
hocked it around 1800. Library of New Orleans since 1879, removed for safekeeping during the floods. I'm a little
fuzzy after that, but I was told it wound up here.”
“A refugee purchased it from a dealer,” Mole snickers. “He had some notion of auctioning it once he got here.” Junk-
ies like to think they’re players, but they know they’re not. Guys like Mole just love it when one of us legitimately
Damned screws up.
“Who was the dealer?”
He scans down the page.
“Daeva, claimed to be a Moretti.” I don't like where that’s going, but I keep my face still. *Gave his name as ‘Felix.”
Fuck you, Dad.
“How much do you want for it?”

“I'm afraid a sale is out of the question.” Yeah, he loves the chance to shaft a Kindred. “The library maintains these
collections for the people - "

" — and you’re not one of them.” He tenses. Doesn't like being reminded of that. “You're just an addict and a flunkie.”

I grin, put my hand to his arm, run my fingers along to stir the blood. “You want to help me. And if you do, you might
get a very good fix.”

Thank God I'm not telling the truth anymore.
-Ayesha

Dear Diary 6-2
“I'm on the list.”

I'm good with people, really I am. Wouldn’t be the first time I've flirted my way through a door, either. But eight
years back the boys and I packed Vault, and I personally rocked it. Five years before that it was Elektrik. And when I
was a very little girl who still happened to breathe, I got somebody’s head between my thighs for the first time ever
at The Station. Every one of them was in this wretched little building and I don’t care whose territory it is now, I
should not have to be nice to get in.

“You're not,” says the doorman. I can’t even call him a bouncer. Bouncers are my people' this dude’s just a fucker
with a piece of looseleaf who doesn’t think my corset’s nice enough.

“The other list. The red one.” Boy smartens up fast, and flips to the back of his cllpboard He squints, trying to make
out neatly printed black on deep red paper.
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“Sorry,” he says, trying to cover up smooth. Now I give him the shark smile, now I let him look at me and wonder
if I'm a mob princess or a producer or someone else mysteriously fabulous. I glide past and touch his arm, let him
shiver.

“Next time, check that one first.” Poor boy doesn’t know where that list really comes from, but it was placed in his
hand by the owner and I know that they were firm about it. The red paper’s so it doesn’t copy easy. His red cheeks
are just a gift. I leave him to shift in his jeans and deal with the line.

The inside of the club’s just as it was last week, and I think the name is the same. The look is all frosted glass and
LED lights, very new, very pastel. The light comes from practically everywhere, but it isn't very bright. The colors
change in soft waves, or ripple in time to the beat. The booth soars over the dance floor, making a guy in worn out
Docs look like a god behind his turntables. A long way from the strobes and disco balls of my youth. And no stage
anymore. Live music is dead.

Some things are the same. The walls. The crowd. Thick on the floor. Young, hungry, money to burn if pants will drop.
The air conditioning’s still awful, but that’s good for me. I can smell the bodies on the dance floor, the bodies at the
bar, the sweat condensing on the frosted glass. That’s the moment I get it. The place is a cathedral of ice and lights,
a church to worship the Look, the Self.

Yes, of course I'm dancing. I could almost hit the danger zone, I could almost let go...

...but that would be stupid. They get a red list here once a week. Every bouncer at every bar in Clubland knows you
take that seriously, but most of them don’t see one more than once a month. Once a week means this must be a
pretty reliable place to pull, and nowhere gets that way by accident, not tonight. So even as I'm playing up to the
blonde with the butterfly tattoo and even while my fingers are raising goosebumps on the back of his fine long neck I
am keeping my eyes open and I am sniffing for something that isn’t blood or peroxide.

Because this looks like a party, but truth is it’s a supermarket. And out front along the velvet rope? That was a
breadline. I can play princess or starlet or anything I want but the truth is that I'm being given my ration. I'm being
watched, by cousins of varying distances, by well-fed monsters, by that chick with the shaved head and the words
“DAS KAPITAL” stretched across her boobs. The emo she’s practically wearing is family, too, and impressive legs don’t
stop me from guessing that he probably did dislocate something to get into those pants. I extract myself from the
bottle blonde and his girlfriend and wander over.

She acknowledges me. We greet like old friends, but our body language is all double entendres. My arms are at my
sides, I'm not bringing a fight. Hers are outstretched, she’s allowing me on her patch. We kiss cheeks, but we're both
running cold, because neither of us is going to go hungry to turn on the other. She whispers in my ear, and I'm sure it
looks girl on girl, but all she says is “Citizen.”

. -Avesha 3

Colonel Celia Alvarez has a rough
kind of glamor, but it's glamor all
the same. Glamor she engineers,
ike she's slowly engineering the
city. We meet at her favorite club,
the shiniest cog in the Spaniards’
machine. She gets bottle service
even though neither of us Is going
to drink. | ift my empty glass to her.

A: “Yeah, | guess | did.”

C: “If you did, you'd begin to notice something
very different, something your parents could see
the hints of. You'd see that the streets always
take you where the owners want you to go, that
the souvenir stores break up the longer walks,
that the food is crowded by the exits to rides,
not the entrances. They don’t want you to get
sick, after all. If you watched very carefully, you'd
see something else. That the employees don’t
follow the same paths. At most, you'll see them
cutting across the streets, but usually, you won’t
see them at all.”

A: “Funnel cake salesmen are diabolic and
subtle.”

C: “If you watched, if you followed them, you'd
slip through a door and find yourself backstage,
in a maze of alleys and underground tunnels.
Tunnels designed to allow them the freedom to
move, while you're led along by the costumed
characters and the other children, by entire herds

Me: “Appearances are everything?”

Colonel: “No. Cleanliness is everything. Appear-
ances are a means.”

A: “Important means, though. Tell me about
them?”

C: “Have you ever been to a theme park?”

A: “Sorry?”

C: “Disney World, Six Flags, someplace like
that.”

A: “Not since | was a kid.”

C: “You’'d miss the intricacy, then. A theme park
is designed to look like a festival, or an enchanted
kingdom, or an adorable European village. That's
what the children see. You’re bombarded with
color, sound, kept in joyful crowds that part only
for an hourly parade. There’s the appearance
that you can go anywhere, try anything. With
surprisingly little variation, though, you follow
well-marked paths, you're channeled into one
ride and then herded onto another. As a kid, you
wanted to live there year round, didn’t you?”

of Judas goats.”

A: “You make it sound pretty grandiose. A theme
park’s a business, just a way to make a buck.”

C: “A way to extract a commodity from a herd
that’s easily led. The same way an abattoir
extracts meat from cattle. The kine have been
doing it to each other for years. We’ve adapted
it, increased the scale, put it in the service of the
Kindred. The city calls this the Midtown Growth
Project. You call it something else, though,
don’t you?”
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A: “Clubland. Ah.”

C: “Exactly. We've designed the entire experi-
ence. The kine crowd the streets, primp and pay
and even bribe their way in, all for the promise
of sex, status and style. Meanwhile, the Kindred
enter at their leisure. If you're on the red list,
you're treated like royalty.”

A: “And get in free. So what’s your angle?”

C: “The Movement doesn’t have an angle. We're
working for everyone. If you’re hungry, you might
get caught. If you get caught, you put us all in
danger. We've institutionalized feeding. We make
it easy and secure. Ensure neutral ground, make
sure that no one dies in Clubland and that if
they do, that the death is reported as occurring
elsewhere. The food comes to you, and everyone
stays safe.”

A: “And who owns it?”

C: “You do. The Kindred control the means
of production, and we produce for the public
benefit.”

A: “Marx?”

C: “Only vaguely. Human capitalism and compe-
tition works for us, keeps them grinding against
each other and moving the machine. Kindred are
the ones who have to work for mutual benefit.
We're a smaller community, so we can afford to
act like one.”

A: “Somebody’s got to be getting filthy rich off
this, though. Am | right?”

C: “Most of the money is tied up in human
resources. We're not operating on large profit
margins, but enriching living assets will enable
us to develop larger projects over time, perhaps
even expand into other cities over the next ten
to twenty years.”

A: “You've been able to do quite a bit with just
one city. Last time | was through here, culture

was dead, Midtown was a dump, and about
the only nightspot worth noting was, uh, in this
building right here.”

C: “The storm helped us out, there.”

A: “Katrina? That’s got to be an unpopular
view.”

C: “No one’s happy about the disaster. For
better or worse, it dispersed Kindred, especially
young ones, across the south. The loss of New
Orleans to ghosts and madmen debunked the
myth that personal authority could hold back
change. You might as well try and stop the rain.
We have sizable populations of nearly every clan
here from Louisiana, and we’ve been teaching
them not to fear the future. We've deposed the
old regime, which was as corrupt and vulnerable
as the one in New Orleans. And in a few years,
we’ve harnessed kine science and labor to build
a genuine community of tomorrow.”

We watch the dance floor for a while. There, the
light comes from everywhere, surrounding the
living and the dead in an unnatural glow. The
booths that orbit the floor, though, are recessed
and dim. Anything could be happening. | think
about pulling one of the herd... two, even, | think
the engineer would let me indulge. That’s the
clinch, though.

A: “We're not backstage, are we?”
C: “Pardon?”

A: “| came in the front door. | was expected, my
name was checked off. You had an expensive
bottle delivered, but it’s just a prop.”

C: “We don’t want to frighten the animals.”

A: “Or the proles. The illusion — the designed
experience — it isn't just for the food, is it?”

C: “The community gets a clean, pleasant experi-
ence. That’s the duty of public servants.”

A: “Service with a smile.”

Dear Diary 6-23

“"Why am I doing this?” London asks, as he puts the blinkers on and turns

right again.

“'Cause you like me so much.” I try not to sound sarcastic, because I kinda
hope it's true. We share blood, though, so it’s not always easy for me to tell
whether he wants me or I just want him to.

We're circling the block in his pickup. When I went to see Mole, I figured I'd get the address of some dusty old ware-
house on the south side. Instead, we're cruising nice townhomes on the fringes of uptown. Colonel Alvarez and her
brood don't keep their “library” central. We'll have to be quiet, not wake the slumbering herd.

“Drop me off here,” I tell him as we come around the back of the house in question.

“You sure?” he looks at me, and I think the concern’s a little deeper than what I'm forcing from him. “I could watch
your back.”

“None of us in there. I can handle a few cattle if I need to.”

He doesn’t acknowledge that, but he doesn’t undo his seatbelt, either. I hop out the passenger door, then scale the
fence. There’s an electronic alarm, so I have to spend a couple of minutes dismantling the door lock. I've never been
particularly good at straight lockpicking, but I'm pretty strong and nimble when I need to be. This isn’t the first time
I've had to use that touch to clean up my brother’s mess.

As soon as I'm in, I know the house is a sham. The furniture’s an assembly of antiques and hand-me-downs, yeah, defi-
nite young-yuppie-couple stuff and yeah, there’s a high chair at the table, but the whole place is coated in thick, sticky
dust. There’s a study or something on the first floor, and that’s where I find all the boxes stacked. Mostly, they're small.
Jewels? Cash? I'm not dumb enough to care. Only one of them’s big enough to be what I'm looking for. It's a little
smaller than a commercial coffin but not nearly as stylish. I take the crowbar out of my bag and pop the top.
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Inside’is a weird set of glass cylinders wrapped with plastic balloons, styrofoam peanuts, and a year’s supply of pack-
ing tape. If it's not an Armonium... well, I don’t really know what is. I reach to touch the glass, where the wrapping’s
torn... and feel a tingle when my finger gets close, like the touch of an old lover, or a spider crawling under my skin.
Takes me a second to realize it's @ memory, and another to remember who.

I slam the top down, slide the crate down the hall. I smash the French doors, not really giving a shit anymore wheth-
er the human cops show up. I need to get this done and I need to get it done now. I throw the thing in the back of
the truck. The crate splinters a little. Hopefully the instrument’s padded. :

I shout to London. "I was set up.” He rolls down the driver’s window.

“You said that.” :

“More than I thought.”

I run around to the passenger side, yank it... and it's locked, the handle snaps off in my hand.
He gives me a sad, sorry smile, and hits the gas.

Fuck.

Someone steps up behind me. I can hear Docs and stilettos.

“Need a ride, Citizen?”

Dear Diary 6-24
The blade’s still tickling my face, but I get the impression that Celia’s finished redesigning it. Being the optimistic sort,
I let my skin start to knit.

“Fuck,” I say, trying to get the conversation going again.

Emo’s still holding my arms behind my back. Both wrists are still crushed from arguing the point. Celia’s watching
me, perfectly still.

“Fuck you,” I add, just in case she doesn’t get it.

"I don't like you,” she says. I probe my cheek with my tongue. I taste air.
“You mean this isn’t just your kink?”

She raises a piece of paper.

“You're red listed as Norah Carpenter.”

“That’s me.”

“Not what your friends call you, Ayesha.”

“Are we friends now? Because I could really use some.”

“Norah Carpenter beat up my lookout and staked him in his own closet.”
“Good thing I'm not her.”

“She used his identity to contact my office, and put herself on the ration.”
“She sounds like a real bitch.”

“But it’s not her I don’t like, Ayesha, it’s you. It's this.”

And god help me if she doesn’t have a 1978 Red Spot, original photocopier edition.
“Unbelievable.” Actually.

She flips through it. Shows me a picture where my face is out of focus but my breasts and my Strat are entirely rec-
ognizable. :

“You didn’t just model for this, though. You wrote it.”

Celia holds the page too close for me to read, but I know the damn story. "BYE BYE BOYFRIEND: GETTING RID OF A
BODY YOU'VE LOVED TO DEATH.” One of my best. Until they could check DNA. You never want to keep ashes anymore.

“I'm so glad you read it for the articles.” And now I actually am calm, not just joking back panic.
“This is trash,” she says.
“You’'re misjudging the medium.” Familiar territory.

“You’re misunderstanding me. This is trash. Waste. What you throw away. That’s how scientists figure out what ani-
mals eat. Go through their shit.”

“You would be the expert, Colonel.”

She jabs me between the ribs. I'd forgotten the knife.

“We don’t want anyone knowing what we eat. We don’t want them knowing we exist.”

"I wrote ‘BURN THIS BOOK’ on the cover for a reason.”

“You wrote the truth. You compromised the Masquerade.”

“Bullshit.”

“Excuse me?” she spits. Apparently, that’'s Emo-speak for “break the nice lady’s other wrist.”
I take a few minutes to get coherent again. My tears taste rusty.

“I'm sorry,” I say, but I'm not going to let her think I'm begging. “I'm sorry I ruffled your iron curtain. I'm sorry that I
reached out to the poor idiot masses and told them how not to leave a trail.”

She kicks me in the stomach, but I'm on a roll.
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“You know what I'm the fucking sorriest about, Colonel? I'm 'sorry I wasn’t the fucking first.”
Another kick. My roll is maybe not so strong.
“You expose us. The moment the herd knows that there’s such a thing as vampires...”

“The herd believes all kinds of crazy shit, lady. They believe in ghosts and the power of prayer and the democratic
system. Most of my nights they’ve believed that other humans who think like you were going to bomb them flat.”

Fuck, that was my favorite rib.

“The danger isn’t what they believe, Colonel. They believed in vampires for a long time and some of them haven't
stopped.” I get a flinch on the v-word. It's kinda cute. “The danger is us getting made. Individually. You have to watch
your own mask, and that’s why I'm here. The herd’s as smart as us and they’re better connected. And that’s why
every damn fledgling needs to know how to burn a body.”

That’s when I tell my heart to beat. Dead flesh gets red life but it’s still full of holes, so all of a sudden I'm drenched in
blood. Including my wrists. I slip out of Emo’s arms lubed up by my own Vitae, and I pull all the bones of my left arm
back into place. My right? I just flail it into his head, hard. I shatter the beanpole’s neck and I shove him at Celia.

Of course, she’s faster than me, and we're catfighting on the floor before I can blink. First she’s on top, then me. We
bite at each other’s faces, my cheek gets torn open again. Our eyes lock, and hers really are beautiful as she tries
to pull on my blood. All of a sudden I'm tingling where she’s touching me and I want her to do it more. But that trick
hasn’t worked on me right since my Dad used to do it, and instead of kissing her I crash my head into hers. Her grip
gets loose and I get my hands on the knife.

I don’t want to talk about the rest. Doesn’t seem like the kind of thing I'd do, anyway.
On my way out, I pick up the Red Spot and tuck it into my jacket. Glad she didn’t ask about my obit for Keith Moon.

Dear Diary 7-6

“Everybody wants a piece of you,” says London, and he doesn’t mean to flatter. “Nobody liked Alvarez, but they know
they can't replace her.”

“She and I have something in common?”
“You don’t want to hear.”

The ‘zine is sitting on the table between us. Like all of the furniture, the table’s homemade. It's been cut from a spool
of telephone wire, and painted a very sixties orange. The scent of sawdust hangs; London’s lair is a work in progress.

“Colonel didn’t know me by my tits.”

Boy’s smile is sad, and as gentle as ever. I don’t want to know he sold me.
“Maybe she’s got a good memory. I do.”

Jordan made a point of leaving when I turned up.

“Did they find the box?”

“No. Still in the back.”

Maybe he didn’t.

“I'm taking it with me. Brought a truck.”

“So I don't have to tell you to go.”

I stand up, and step around the table. I put my hand on his shoulder, and he doesn’t pull away.
“She’s not here.”

“She’s not.”

Jordan? Cat? Doesn’t matter.

"I brought my guitar.”

His smile isn’t so sad.

“Yeah?”

We play for a while.

I haul the crate out myself. The loading dock is crowded against a side street, and I don't really care if somebody
sees me being strong. I'm so busy not caring that I startle when I realize Jordan’s sitting on the dock.

“Your hero’s carrying some guilt.”

“Anything I should know about?”

“You already do. He sold me over to the Colonel. Almost got me left for day.”

“Bit of a leap.” 1

“He was pushed. Betrayal isn't London’s nature. You, though, you’re a baby Lord. You push people like buttons.”
“You’'re a dangerous lunatic. Changing his mind was the least I could do.”

“I'm sure it was. Do me a favor, Jordan?”

“Doubtful.”

“Tell me not to come back.”
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take your call. To leave a message, please press 1 or
wait for the tone. To leave a callback number, press 2.

I got your check. Maybe I didn’t make myself clear
last time. I’'m not looking for money. I can get by on
my own. Except that I can’t. I want to know where Ayes-
ha is, not your goddamn charity. And I want that freaky
little muppet of yours to quit following me around.

If T were you, I’'d be thinking real hard right now
about getting in touch. You'’ve proven you know where to
find me. So here I am returning the favor. Third message
I've left you. Third number. And I've got two address-
es, paid for with that very nice check you sent me.

So call me the fuck back, and tell me what you did
with -

If you would like to record your message again, please

press *. If you are satisfied with your message, please
PIEEISISRNIN

my aunt. A digqgroséis of’ madness, or
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Dearest mother,

1 have come to wish that I was haunted. I hfve ewise come fo yearn for you again. Our blood bond no longer
holds me, and I can easily recall your imperf tiomp. Yet, I recognize that you have it within your power to call me

to you, and that you have not done so. Despit y distaste  for your excesses, I have come to respect and admire that
restraint. If; as a /ifving man, I could have shown as much, perbaps I would not be tormented as I am now. As a
measure of my respect and, yes, love, I now call ‘you mother. My revulsion towards our re/ationsbip 15 small compared

to the endless ache I must endure.

Angelo,” I can hear you now, ‘don’t be so dramatic.” I imagine us in your living room, one of those long, miserable
summers. You remember, don’t you? No such thing as air conditioning, s0 our haven had those big, open windows?
Ewven so, I felt like my flesh was starting to rot. The tenements were a foul home, and a fouler feeding ground. Not
even nostalgia can settle my stomach when I imagine the sweaty, mosquito-bitten bodies we used to feed on. Science
proved me right, you know. Those vile insects do leave something in the blood. Disgnsz‘ing.

Yet 1 had reasons to love that haven, even after your attentions had begun to pall. By our twentieth year, I owned
the superintendent and wed moved to a basement. Still, summer nights I climbed the thirteen stories fo your old
apartment, and stood in the windows, enjoying what little breeze I could, watching rags flap on the clotheslines like
skewered birds. You called me your ﬂedg/ing, and I imngined my soul was out there, struggling against the ropes
youd sewn through me.

Those nights blur together, now, don’t they? I hardly remember the winters, but those summers by the window
are vivid and continuous, as if I spent years on end watching parents tuck children into beds, children growing up
and leaving, and now-grandparents aging and dying in their sleep. I suppose I hastened many of those deaths. Aged
blood has always helped me sleep.

1 watched  families grow, and yet I never did. I knew why, of course. [ accepted your blood and your love for that

very reason. No, I didn’t love you, not then. I lusted ' for you, certainly, I enjoyed the envious looks we received from
our cousins. Yet, Jor all your charms, you were old, and I wasn’t, not yet.

8o 1t was that I went back.

I climbed the stairs, slipped into our old apartment... and found it furnished. Was it the first day hot enough that
1 wanted to? I don’t remember anymore, such is the distance of time and country. The curtains, the yellowing white
ones that we had left hanging for decades, were replaced with heavy velvet. The pale cinderblock was painted a
warm grey and lit by electric sconces. And the windows... the windows were closed. They had air conditioners in
them, now, a luxury still rare in the homes of my prey.

Everywhere I looked were signs of life and habitation. When I managed to quiet my surprise, I heard a heartbeat.
1 went to the bedroom, and I found Claudia. I didn'’t know her name, not then. I could only admire the curve of her
hip, her full breasts pushed against her mattress, even as her s/eeping arms held a pillow over her head, She did not
sleep easily, Claudia, but I was delicate in my feeding and my caress. I left her none the wiser, and ' joined you in our
tomb by dawn.

Oh, the nights that followed! I introduced myself to her, insinuated myself into the routine at the grocery store
where she worked. I remember how you scolded me for bringing home useless sundries; eventually, I began to throw
them away on my walk back. When I was ready, my blood called to her and she consented to join me for a drink. I
told her my name, my real name, and we laughed as we sipped the alcohol. Where I remember our old meals as nau-
sea, I recall(repetitive) heaving up the wine in the bathroom with 79y I was in love, after all.

1 walked her back to the tenement. There was the tremor of fear in her step; I suppose she was wondering whether
or not I would push her. I was prepared fo, of course, wanting to sample waking what I had only tasted in her slum-
ber. Yet, when we reached the  foot of the starr, it was she who invited me in. What man could refuse? We kissed upon
the first step, and by the time we were as far as her couch, her clothes were tatters. I drank deep that night, and she
lay cold come morning. You never taught me the secrets of Embrace. Those, I purchased later at awful cost.

No, I found myself alone with the corpse of my love. I fled to our tomb. I tried to confess to you, but you wouldn’t
listen. That is why I struck you, why I took you by force and then took my leave.

Took my leave? 1 fled, didn’t I? 1 fled.

1 crossed thirteen miles from your haven, and I paid tithe to the Gmfvediggers and Ratcatchers. I have lived a
spare existence, shunned my family name  for fear that Yyou would find me. For nineteen years, I have fantasized that
1 was not me, but you who finished Claudia. That you had conceived jenlonsy and murder, or that it was your fault
anyway for not teaching me how to make her immortal. How I hated you for my sin.

1 have heard of ancients rewriting their own memories in torpor dreams. Per/mps 1 would hawve, as well, and the
truth would have been lost forever. How I wish it had.




Not one week past, 1 caught a familiar scent upon the wind. I was not far from aven; indeed, the cafe from
which it came is a favorite spot of mine. I often sit there and watch the herd, suckli piece of ice against the sum-
mer wind. A girl was tending tables. She was young, certainly, but her face was unmistakable. My Claudia! 1 mtro-
duced myself, of course, thinking that perhaps the resemblance was a coincidence. Yet she knew my name immediately,
the one I have not used in years. She seemed uncertain how, but she was drawn to me, even without the benefit of my
mesmerism. She called herself “Charlotte, > but in the months that came, I wrapped her around my will. I had found
love again.

1 found joy simply in coupling with her, merely the physical act of love, without its proper consummation. Char-
lotte was more forward than Claudia in her dress and in her manner. I had to remove other suitors. Finally, how-
ever, the night was right, proper for us to become one. I had learned the way of the Embrace from the Gravediggers,
and I had performed that service for them no small number of times to pay my lease.

Yet, when I tasted Charlotte’s blood, it burned. It burned as yours did, when you Embraced me. I experienced the
Becoming again, and swooned. When I awoke, my heart was beating. My blood was pumping. My chest heaved
with the glories of breath. I had never until this moment considered myself Damned, but as Charlotte lay sleeping, I
Jfound myself saved! Love, 1 thought, Love has redeemed me!

I went to the priest of the Gravediggers. He did not recognize me, at first, so ruddy were my cheeks and so gay my
manner. I tried to explain to him, but, like you, he would not listen. He broke my arms and he locked me in his ha-
ven. The sun was nearly up, and I felt sure that I could face it, awake and unharmed. I was ready to begin my new
life, but 1 could not find any way out.

1 fell asleep again, and I woke at nightfall, my heart still but my brow sweating blood. The priest was there to
comfort me, to wipe my sweat and tears, to tell me that I was safe. He told me that I had been deceived by a fiend,
that my blood had been poisoned and made mortal. He would not listen to my protests, to my explanations. Fle told
me of the Inamorata, the honey-blooded angel, who lures the Damned to feed and so blunts the instruments of God.
He called her Temptress and Namath and Solace, and it was three nights before he allowed me to leave his cell. There
was no trace of her. Not at her apartment, nor at the cafe. The priest counseled me to forget, perhaps even to slumber
some years, but I refused.

Know, mother, that I do not believe him. I know that there is redemption for me, and all our kind. I know that
our loves are reborn, and that in their blood lies the key to human feeling once more. If Claudia came to me once,
as Charlotte, than surely she will return to me again. I have done you disservices these many years, by denying my
name and cursing yours. I shall return for you, and we will find her again. We will drink from her, and love forever.

In Adoration,

Angelo, called Daeva and Morett: The childe never did come home. I could
(fM rno- trace y’ these “5/«@0@%61‘&.”
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New Year’s Midnight, every
vear, my friend Aubrey calls
me and tells me the world's
going to end.

“They're going to find out
this year,” she says. “They're
going to find everything.”

e

Aubrey wasn’t always like this. She was a millennialist,
back when we still had a millennium coming up. CCTV and
the World Wide Web made her nervous, yeah. Before 2000,
though, she was all about the Y2K bug. Heard about it from
a friend at Social Security years before it was on the public’s
radar. She was convinced it was going to plunge humanity
back to a primitive state, and anyone prepared was going to
get to rule over the herd with an iron fist. For that New Years,
she went up on the mountain with a cult she’d built for just
that purpose. A month later, we were all still doing the night-
to-night and she showed back up. She didn’t have to eat for
a while, but we made fun of her pretty bad. Every year since
then, she calls me up and tells me the Masquerade’s going to
end. Every year, she’s been wrong.



Still, | always take the call.

Why? Aubrey’s always got
something to say after she’s
made her prediction. She
may have been wrong about
Y2K, but she knew about it
years before | did. Before
the World Wide Web and
the Internet became synony-
mous, she was antsy about
GOPHER. For 2007, it was
YouTube. | did my best to
keep my tongue in the pretty
young thing | was kissing
while | listened. (Bluetooth
headset? Present from
Aubrey.) She told me that In-
ternet video was going to let
the mortals crack the secret
of immortality. She told me
that before the year was out,
cell phones would be able to
browse video sharing web
sites and upload directly.

“You already have no idea
who’s watching you,” she
said. “But from now on, you
can be sure there’ll be more
of them.”

| had that shiver. The one
you get when your crazy
friend says something right.
My pet misunderstood, and
accidentally clicked the set
off as her hands snaked
around my head.

Whet is the Masquerade?
We call Masquerade the First
Tradition. Everyone remotely

“I'd love to tell you we've al-
ways been smart enough to
keep distance between our-
selves and our food, but I can't,”

associated with our society
has heard of it. We're taught
that it goes back to the most
successful Kindred group in
history: the Roman Cama-
rilla. Just scratch the surface,
though, and you'’ll find some
very different ideas about the
Masquerade, and some sur-
prising facts about its history.

Science and History

First things first: “Masquer-
ade” may sound grand and
ancient, but in English, it only
goes back to sometime in
the 18th Century, a hundred
years or so after mortals
started using the word. Still,
with the emphasis it gets,
you'd expect that the concept
was already with us. Being
certain is hard, but historian
Vincent Temple challenges
that view.

“I'd love to tell you we've
always been smart enough
to keep distance between
ourselves and our food, but |
can’t,” Temple says, stroking
a professorly gray streak in
his hair. I'm interviewing him
by web camera, and feel-
ing the safety of one of our
built-in defenses: Temple’s
permanently out of focus,
his features smeared and
distorted as if by a com-
bination of lens and data
compression. His hair and

fingers are a clearer, but
only a little. “References to
beings like our Kindred go
back to the dawn of human
writing. Right from the start,
human beings are very
aware of monsters, and they
develop rituals to try and
protect themselves. They're
also very aware of the dead.
Early humans depict dead
people dwelling in houses or
caves, and only very rarely
are they shown in popula-
tions of any size. Tonight, we
often imagine entire after-
lives or cities of the dead
around those depictions, but
there’s barely any mention
of such places. In those
first nights, living humans
meet their ancestors or gods
face-to-face, talk with them,
bargain with them and they
aren’t surprised at all.”
Skeptical, | ask him if he
can say that those living
dead were Kindred.

“l can’t say for sure. Cer-
tainly, I've never met any Kin-
dred with a credible claim to
being so old. However, | have
to look for the simplest ex-
planation, and that simplest
explanation is that Kindred
have existed, in some form,
about as long as the kine.”
As he makes his point, his
image becomes crystal clear,
and | give a start. He chuck-

les. Our lost visages are too
easily reclaimed.

“The idea of the Masquer-
ade is actually very Victo-
rian,” he says, and the blur
of his hand across his face
suggests that he’s pushing
glasses back onto his nose.
“It comes out of the view that
we can sort creatures neatly
into different spheres and
that consumption implies
predation. It's been em-
braced, if you'll pardon the
word, because it tells us that
we’re above the mortals, that
we control their perception
of us. The same thinking that
finds a huge jaw and calls
an animal the ‘king of the
dinosaurs.’ In fact, mortals
have been discovering us
and we've been killing each
other back and forth as long
as anyone can remember.”

“What about the Camaril-
1a?” | ask. “Certainly, the Ro-
mans didn’t know that there
was an entire nation ruling
the night.” Temple smiles.

“Rome’s one of my very
favorite periods,” he says,
and the pride makes his face
seem almost living. “I've
been present at the raising of
four confirmed Roman vam-
pires.” Temple is a resurrec-
tion man, one of only a few
who I've met in my Requiem.
Most Kindred happily leave



our ancestors buried, letting
them rise by themselves or
waiting to wake them until
moments of dire need. When
one of our family rises, disori-
ented and hungry, we don’t
usually find out about it for
several days.

Temple comes from a
different school entirely.
Along with a group of his
fellow Dragons, he’s devel-
oped detailed theories on
the processes of torpor and
waking. He puts these to the
test by raising Kindred of
various eras under controlled
conditions.

“The human mind, as we
have learned from their own
physicians, as well as ex-
perience, is almost infinitely
malleable, but also sharply
limited. While the process
of the Embrace removes
the physical behavior of the
brain, it does not change its
essential nature: to change
according to the require-
ments of a given circum-
stance.”

“We see phenomenal
learning among the newly
risen. Their language
abilities are astonishing
even compared with mortal
children. | can’t teach a man
who’s been walking for two
hundred years how to turn
on the ignition, but | can get

a man who'’s been sleeping
four hundred driving stick
shift.” As a scientist, Temple
believes that the first few
nights after torpor are critical
in adapting the Kindred to his
new life. As a historian, he
feels that a mind risen from
torpor loses old knowledge
as quickly as it gains new
skills. He’s dedicated himself
to recovering history from
the minds of elders from the
moment the body wakes. He
claims to have thousands of
hours of recorded conversa-
tions (from paper, through
reel-to-reel and now digital
media), going back to the
start of his experiments in the
early part of the century.

“The first thing | always ask
them,” he says, “just as soon
as we can have a conversa-
tion, is how they feel about
the food. Feeding them is
a tricky subject, of course,
since we’ve established that
one of the ways that we up-
date ourselves for new eras
is through the consumption of
blood. | use a consistent set
of donors, mental incompe-
tents who we’re reasonably
sure don’t have any ideas of
their own. The Romans have
been very consistent, so far.
They don’t think of mortals
as food, they think of them
as descendants. They tell me

that they hid their existence
not as a matter of strategy or
even theology. They always
start off talking about shame.’

The Good News

Father Parker Hodge doesn’t
find that at all surprising. The
winter cold hasn't lifted yet,
and we’re sitting on a bench
near Kennedy High School.
A couple of athletic, warm-
looking kids are playing bas-
ketball. We’re both smoking,
trying to warm the air in our
lungs.

“Of course they lived in
shame,” he tells me, roll-
ing dry eyes. “Even before
God sent us His Soldier,
our grandfathers must have
felt their damnation. Just as
the kine had their virtuous
pagans, so too we had a few
Beasts ahead of their time.
That in no way diminishes
the truth or the importance
of the Church, and it doesn’t
change when we received
the First Tradition.”

“When was that?” | ask.

“What is this, Catechism?”
he gives a rough laugh.
“Late in the first century. We
didn’t have a Diet of Worms
or a Geneva Convention or
anything. Longinus preached
His message from the very
beginning, but the Testament
was written and accepted

“"What do you want me to say?
I wasn’'t around then. They
were making Dracula movies
by the time I was baptized.”

over time. You can’t mistake
perfect for instant.”

“Did the humans know,
though?” | press him.

“What do you want me to
say? | wasn’t around then.
They were making Dracula
movies by the time | was
baptized.”

We sit quietly for a
moment, puffing on our
cigarettes. The kids are
still playing basketball, and
my tongue’s working in my
cheek, reminding me how
long it's been. None of them
has looked our way.

“Tell you something,
though,” he says. “They don’t
look that smart to me.”

Hitting the Books

Turns out that, as an
attempt to bolster mortal
atheism, the Masquerade’s
entirely a twentieth-century
thing. Before that, back as far
as the Renaissance, it was
the series of secret symbols
that the spread-out Kindred
population used to mark
their land. There are about
a hundred words for it, most
of them used by books in
languages | wouldn’t be able
to read, anyway.

“I may have a very nice
Civil War soldier to talk to,
soon. The War was very
good to our family, you know.



Kindred culture stood strong
while mortal culture was
swept aside. When the North-
erners came for us, we were
waiting and we sent them
right home. Most of what

you and | think of as the Old
South was defined during that
very period. I'm more curious,
though, about the war itself.
Traditionally, we’ve followed
armies and conquerors, but

| see very little of that having
happened during the war. |
think Colonel Spade might...”

I’'m back on the line with
Temple, who's going on a
happy tangent. I've turned off
the picture on my end. | keep
expecting him to complain,
but he doesn’t. | try to bring
him back on topic.

“The Masquerade,” he tells
me, “is an idea. It can't liter-
ally be breached or broken or
whatever it is you city types
kill each other for.”

| point out that he’s not
exactly operating out in the
open.

“No,” he chuckles, “I'm not.
But you don’t really know
where I'm operating, do
you?”

| want to ask him if the call
is coming from inside my
house, but he’d probably say
yes. Instead, | let him go on.

“The humans know they
have monsters. They always
have, and they always will.
They'll talk about it, they’ll
laugh it off, but it will always
be nervous laughter.”

As Crazy Does

“How long have they been
making Dracula movies?” |
ask. I'm on the phone with
Aubrey again. This time
there’s no one to distract
me, and | keep getting bored
while | wait for her to answer.
My phone beeps. Not only
am | waiting, I'm ignoring a
picture message.

“They’ve never made a
proper one,” she replies.
She’s talking to me like I'm

one of the slow kids. | hate to
admit that | find it reassuring,
and slightly arousing. “But
the first mortal adaptation of
Stoker’s novel was Nosferatu
in 1924.”

“Why didn’t anybody do
anything about it?” | ask.
Maybe | am one of the slow
kids.

“Stoker’s wife tried. | know,
yeah, you’re wondering why
none of us did anything...
well, what the hell would we
have done? | was still practi-
cally nursing at my mother’s
neck, but what can we do
about some German guy
prancing around on camera?”

“How did Stoker even get
published in the first place?”

“You could ask that about
Le Fanu, too,” she chides.

“Who?”

Beep.

“The guy who did a bio
on the Princess of Dublin.
They made that one into a
movie, too. You'd like it, it has
lesbos.”

| let her get by with the fact
that | would like that, and
think about it.

“When you put it that way,
it doesn’t seem so bad.”
You’d think that revelation
would make me happy, but
I’'m actually thinking shit,
article down the toilet.

“Movies, books, they’re all

just noise. Stoker got a few of

our words out into the open,
and I'm sure that Carmilla
planned her own biography.
She’s reigned for three hun-
dred years at this point, she’s
no dummy.”

| chew on that, and then
| get to the point | do with
every New Year.

Beep.

| ask her why this year,
why in 2007 the mortals are
going to wise up and dis-
cover the Kindred.

“They’re not,” she says,
and | wish | could turn to look
at her like she’s got three

heads. Which would also be
cool for other reasons.

| bring up her warning and
point out that I've been prep-
ping this article all week, that
there are Kindred who need
to know about the danger
she’s foreseeing, unless
she’s just a crazy bitch who
can’t be happy with just one
thing to be paranoid about.

“I wasn’t warning every-
body,” she says, and the
stern schoolmarm voice isn’t
getting me hot anymore. “I'll
have gone off to sunrise long
before the herd figures us all
out. | was warning you.”

Bitch hangs up on me. Ap-
parently, | have “flix” waiting
on my phone. Me, kissing a
redhead on New Years. Me,
buying a webcam. Me, sitting
on a park bench.

And me.

On the phone.
Right now.

Vice T like a fury +
the Vicious mind, ;\njd ’
fuens delight itself o
Punishment,

—Ben jonSon
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Just as the carriage had passed the summit of the steep bridge, one of the leaders, taking fright,
communicated his panic fo the rest, and after a plunge or two, the whole team broke info a wild
gallop together, and dashing between the horsemen who rode in front, came thundering along
the road rfowards us with the speed of a hurricane.

The excitement of the scene was made more painful by the clear, long-drawn screams of a female voice
from the carriage window. We advanced in curiosity and horror...

You just have to be in the right place. A quiet rest stop, a Styrian schloss, a Dublin sidewalk. You won’t
know where, but you will know who. You’ll recognize her, from dreams or visions or outright fantasy. You'll
know why she’s there. She needs you.

Through the carriage door was now liffed a young lady, who appeared fo be lifeless. My father
was already beside the elder lady, with his hat in his hand, evidently fendering his aid and resources.
The lady did not appear to hear him, or fo have eyes for anything but the slender girl who was
being placed against the slope of the bank.

| approached; the young lady was apparently stunned, buf she was cerfainly not dead.

That’s the myth, anyway. Carmilla is one of our very few famous Kindred, a folk
hero among her family and a defining character in the literature of the kine. In both
our worlds, she represents taboo. To mortals, she associates “vampires” with petty
sins like homosexuality and loving the dead. Among the Daeva, she is admired for Wio s o
seduction and tricks, but is disturbing for her promiscuous Embraces and blood- neglects
bonding. She has become immortal in a way most of us avoid like the sun. Among
humans, embalming women as icons is relatively common. Perhaps because our 3
society is so small, Kindred do so more rarely. Mortals can love from the distance of mentior the churches buile
space or days, but the undead know only our relatives and neighbors. Knowing reali- 2% M"’"‘W elders.
ties prevents us from canonizing our fictions. Carmilla, however, remains tantalizing.
We imagine she could appear at any moment, force us to lover and render to tatters
our Requiems, leaving behind only longing and unwanted childer.

Years ago, I became infatuated with one of Carmilla’s childer. I doubt that says
enough to identify either of us. Entrancement with that pleasant young man has led
me through two mortal lifetimes tracing Carmilla Incarnadine, ruler of Dublin and
far-traveler. Following her back through time, I've uncovered three Carmillas: the
Carmilla of our myth, the Carmilla who has defined us to the kine and the Carmilla of

genuine history.
Z
Aoyl Ditont

| remember my father coming up and standing af the bedside, and talking cheerfully, and ask-
ing the nurse a number of questions, and laughing very heartily at one of the answers; and patting
me on the shoulder, and kissing me, and telling me nof fo be frightened, that it was nofthing but a
dream and could nof hurt me.

But | was not comforted, for | knew the visit of the strange woman was not a dream; and | was
awfully frightened.




g Carmilla enters mortal literature the same way she does
1 in each Kindred folktale: with an accident. In J. Sheridan
Le Fanu’s eponymous novella, she has a carriage accident.
Historically, Le Fanu stumbled upon an extraordinary letter,
- from which he extrapolated his story of amorous ghosts and
“ homosexual affairs.

What about the “W i “Carmilla” is an unsettlingly thorough inventory of the
cousin® The guestior powers and predations of the Kindred, and especially of the
Z . why does \ historical Carmilla’s family, the Daeva. It’s tempting to as-
she refuse to address i? ) sume that the novel is simply a historical account. Let us resist
our nature, however, and refuse temptation. Le Fanu was a

talented storyteller, but perhaps a bit of a hack when it came
to his sources. Several times in his career, he acquired letters
and memoirs, rewrote them as mysteries or ghost stories, and
then presented a fictional provenance for the original material.
“Carmilla” begins with a fabricated note from an occultist, and
identifies itself as a letter from the protagonist, Laura. Le Fanu
wrote the novella late in his life, during a period when he did
little besides lie in bed while reading and writing. Accounts of
his health vary, but he does not seem to have suffered from any
debilitating condition.

+ In 1913, a large, uninventoried collection of Le Fanu’s papers
were auctioned in Dublin. Despite the lack of interest this gen-
erated among the living, these documents were presumably
subject to a great deal of Kindred interest, and were purchased
via proxy by a Haunt called Nicodemus. Nicodemus himself
was intending to resell the artifacts, but his buyer balked at the
final price. I was fortunate enough to acquire several of these
papers for my own research. Among them were pages from the
original “Laura” letter. The letter puts some shade between us
and the light of Le Fanu’s commercial ambitions.

First, its very existence suggests that Le Fanu did not have
the tale whispered in his ear by either a Kindred or a witch-
hunter. While the theme of the blasphemous feminine ap-
pears throughout the Le Fanu canon, we don’t need to invent
a Kindred figure to explain it. Most of his writing followed a
troubled marriage to a madwoman. In Kindred circles, his wife
is popularly assumed to have committed suicide, prefiguring
the false biography he invented for Carmilla. Others believe
that the couple was prey for a vampire, and that Le Fanu
might have succeeded his wife as the thrall of Carmilla herself.
However, in Dublin, where Carmilla has held praxis (at least in
name) for over two hundred years, those stories are unknown.
Discovering that was, in itself, worth the difficulty of crossing
to Ireland.

We, as the Damned, fall in love a little too easily with stories
of doomed love and tortured artists. My study was, admittedly,
driven initially by that obsession, but I like to believe that I've
left love for the macabre behind in favor of love for the truth.
Nonetheless, that love is what drives “Carmilla” as a novella:
forbidden and fatal love between two women. And love it is,
despite Le Fanu’s editorializing to the contrary.

The vampire is prone to be fascinated with an engrossing vehemence,
resembling the passion of love, by particular persons. It will never desist until
it has safiated its passion, and drained the very life of its coveted victim. But
it will, in these cases, husband and profract its murderous enjoyment with the
refinement of an epicure, and heighten it by the gradual approaches of an
artful courtship. In these cases it seems to yearn for something like sympathy
and consenf. In ordinary ones it goes direct fo ifs object, overpowers with
violence, and strangles and exhausts often af a single feast.



Passages like this one, and, notably, much of the prey’s
antipathy towards Carmilla, are introduced by Le Fanu. If the
novelist knew any truth, he cruelly misrepresented the Kindred
condition, transforming our passion and allure into obsessions
and lies.

Analyzing the Laura fragment and Le Fanu’s drafts makes it
clear that the author was not acting as historian. Most striking
is the setting of the story: the historical Laura was an Eng-
lish girl living south of Belfast. Her father and his friend go
unnamed (presumably to maintain her anonymity), but they
are both English soldiers who served, as had their fathers, in
the removal of Ireland’s Catholic nobility. Le Fanu depoliti-
cized Laura’s social position by relocating her to Styria, and
at the same time capitalized on the romantic fashion for the
Continent. He also invented an ending for the story, in which
Carmilla is conveniently exorcised, and male domination over
female sexuality is confidently reasserted. The actual letter,
and his own earlier drafts, run rather differently. &3

| have no single theory that accounts for the behavior and disappearance of
our beaufiful guest. That she was one and the same as the General’s "Millarca”
is a fruth that will brook no argument. My father was for a fime engrossed with
the explanafions offered by an indecorous Catholic monls; | have not been as
impressed. As once a queer specter haunted my nights, the memory of the lovely
Carmilla haunts my days. | fancy somefimes that | can see her features in clouds
illuminated by the moon, or in the skull-faced portrait my father refuses fo remove
from our walls, but such thoughts are, as | say, fancy, and properly dismissed.

Although Laura applies the label “vampire,” she does not
do so with the certainty or apparent sense of relief that Le
Fanu later gives her. Her own words suggest that she wishes
for the return of her Kindred lover. Hardly a surprise, but
the standards of Le Fanu’s time compelled him to put a stake
through the heart of the homosexual relationship much as his
sense of drama required him to put a stake through the heart
of his monster.

/él %Zﬁé’% (47224 72%

Our visitor lay in one of the handsomest rooms in the house. It was, perhaps, a
littfle stately. There was a somber piece of tapestry opposite the foor of the bed,
representing Cleopatra with the asps fo her bosom; and other solemn classic
scenes were displayed, a litffle faded, upon the walls. But there was gold carving,
and rich and varied color enough in the other decorations of the room, to more
than redeem the gloom of the old tapestry.

There were candles at the bedside. She was sitting up; her slender pretty figure
enveloped in the soft sillk dressing gown, embroidered with flowers, and lined
with thicls quilted sills, which her mother had thrown over her feet as she lay upon
the ground.

What was it that, as | reached the bedside and had just begun my little greet-
ing, struck me dumb in a moment, and made me recoil a step or two from
before her? | will tell you.

I saw the very face which had visited me in my childhood af night, which remained
so fixed in my memory, and on which | had for so many years so often ruminafred
with curiosity, when no-one suspected of what | was thinking. It was preffty, even
beautiful; and when | first beheld it, wore the same melancholy expression. But
this almost instantly lighted info a strange fixed smile of recognition.

There was a silence of fully a minufte, and then af length she spoke; | could nof.

"How wonderfull” she exclaimed. "Twelve years ago, | saw your face in a
dream, and it has haunted me ever since.”
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When “Carmilla” appeared in The Deep Blue, it caused an immediate sensation
among the Kindred of Ireland. Like Laura, they were shocked to find a familiar face
where none should have been. The Princess of Dublin was already well-known in
1872. She had, against all expectations, supported the foundation of the so-called
New Camarilla. The few Kindred I have found who recall those nights said that they
were uncertain whether the novella was meant as flattery or some sort of attack. The
Burrower of Laois Abbey had not yet been exiled from Dublin. He told me that it was
a tribute, and that the Princess was well-known to enjoy romances of courtly love and
adored the unconsummated adoration of mortals. As evidence, he points out that
even in the 19th century, Kindred had enough influence to stop or alter the course of
a single serial novel. Le Fanu, he reasons, had a powerful protector.

The Burrower also explained why no one asked Carmilla. When the novella began
to appear, she had not been seen in Dublin in a quarter-century. Indeed, her infa-
mous “Call to Unity” was delivered in Belfast. Though Carmilla held power in Dublin,
her court and residence were mobile. Exactly how long she was the city’s dominant
elder is difficult to determine.

In other cases, supposed traveling elders are often hoaxes, elaborate fictions
developed to protect a torpid corpse. In our own local history, we have seen them
maintained by secret childer, as in the infamous case of Chantal. Carmilla, however,
appears as a wandering figure in too many folktales of Ireland and the continent to
easily dismiss the possibility that she herself moved away. In the few domains I have
found which keep written records, there are references to visitors of apparent status,
often named as “of the Camarilla” and traveling with an entourage. In this way we
begin to solve another of the puzzles left us by Laura and Le Fanu. Both mention Car-
milla by different, anagrammatic names. Orally-related stories of her appearances in
Kindred domains across the Continent use a cluster of similar aliases.

Le Fanu substantially extends this motif, suggesting that it represents a unique,
magical weakness. With the maturity of a Kindred mind, it’s hard not to look for a
more fitting explanation, and here we have it: “Carmilla” is a corruption of “Cama-
rilla.” Yet, those tales go back many centuries further, suggesting at least sporadic
activity. Both the Laura letter and Le Fanu’s adaptation mention Carmilla’s “moth-
er,” who assists in the cuckoo’s egg trick. If this woman is actually her sire, they both
must go back very far indeed. The Burrower told me that Carmilla came to Ireland
from Gaul in the nights of the Invictus Emperor; such an ancient traveling with her
sire strains credulity. Laura also mentions a “hideous black woman, with a sort of
coloured turban on her head.”

Most of the records I found give her an entourage of between three and four; she is
always the last to depart, presumably at the moment that her departure will be most
keenly felt.
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Sometimes after an hour of apathy, my strange and beautiful companion would fake my hand
and hold it with a fond pressure, renewed again and again; blushing softly, gazing in my face with
languid and burning eyes, and breathing so fasf thaf her dress rose and fell with the tumultuous respi-
rafion. If was lilke the ardor of a lover; it embarrassed me; it was hateful and yet over-powering; and
with gloating eyes she drew me fo her, and her hot lips fraveled along my cheek in kisses; and she
would whisper, almost in sobs, "You are mine, you shall be mine, you and | are one for ever.”

Then she would throw herself back in her chair, with her small hands over her eyes, leaving me

frembling.

We all know, however, that Carmilla isn’t famous for changing her name, or for having a nomadic court.
What can history tell us about her notorious pursuit of the taboo? As I said, I've traveled more widely than
most, but I didn’t have to stray far to encounter my own blue-eyed childe of Carmilla. She has so many
verifiable Embraces to her name that some Kindred associate the act itself with her. In my home domain,
orphans and larvae are called “childer of Carmilla.” The phrase seems to be popular as far as Paris.

Carmilla folktales, however, center less on her progeny than on her affairs with other vampires. Carmilla
appears as a sweet-natured elder who has suffered a tragic accident. Her host-to-be is compelled, by stir-



ring in the Blood, to assist her while her entourage travels on. She always avoids the suspicion which ordi-
narily dogs elders. Some of the longer tales tell complex and comic stories of her outwitting local princes.
Others simply speak of her beauty and alluring nature. Carmilla and her host become mutually obsessed,
often to the distress of other Kindred. Carmilla feeds from her host, sometimes appealing to charity, while
in others simply dazzling them with her overwhelming presence. Sexual relations are implied but rarely
detailed. Often unknown to the host, their feeding is mutual; Carmilla wakes by day and feeds her Vitae to
her host. It is said that her Blood is sweet and infuses the loins with fire.

She used to place her prefty arms about my neck, draw me to her, and laying her cheels to mine,
murmur with her lips near my ear, "Dearest, your little heart is wounded; thinlkk me not cruel because
| obey the irresistible law of my stfrength and wealiness; if your dear heart is wounded, my wild heart
bleeds with yours. In the rapture of my enormous humiliation | live in your warm life, and you shall
die — die, sweetly die — info mine. | cannot help it; as | draw near fo you, you, in your turn, will draw
near fo others, and learn the rapfure of that cruelty, which yet is love; so, for a while, seek fo know
no more of me and mine, but trust me with all your loving spirif.”

And when she had spokken such a rhapsody, she would press me more closely in her frembling
embrace, and her lips in soft kisses gently glow upon my cheek.

Then, compelled by some strange urge, Carmilla leaves. Afterwards, large numbers of poorly-concealed
lover corpses are discovered, implying that she sates herself not only on Kindred but kine as well. In the
few cases we can verify historically, she almost always seems to be granted a full pardon, sometimes fol-
lowing a letter dispatched in her capacity as ruler of Dublin. Her host usually argues on her behalf, still
obsessed as much as wounded.

Carmilla appeals to our suppressed wants: to consume each other’s blood in acts of passion, to lust and
feast without restraint. We don’t just secretly wish to meet her, but to be her, to enjoy the freedom in death
that reason demands we deny ourselves. Yet, through Laura’s writing, Carmilla offers a stern warning
against her own example.

You will think me cruel, very selfish, but love is always selfish; the more ardent the more selfish.
How jealous | am you cannot know. You must come with me, loving me, to death; or else hare
me and sfill come with me. And hating me through death and affer. There is no such word as indif-
ference in my aparhetic nature.”
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@ur(fwn@.r/ culture is passed mostly by oral tradition, and a rich tradition it is
Oure so—called scholars never fail to dismiss memory

as a source of’ ﬁwto;(y,

and they care even less for song. I have spent decades learning the songs of” our

sires, recreating the music of the past

. but rno one will listen. I have on occasiorn beern

invited to perform, for a Grone—cult, or been asked about a word of’ unusual origin. Where
my genealogies are pfrized possessions, held so tightly that even I must be content conswlting
my drafts, the songs are considered novellies or entertainments. Tonight, I put my per in the
service of those truths. I the writtern word is all that will be belicved, then here is the truth,
writtere dowrn. The music will be lost with me; perhaps it will be recomposed in a wiser aqge.
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Frances was, of course, adequately compensated. Néither she nor her cult may lay claim to

ZQ)é Seek the Tust?

I'm old enough not to believe the
words of wicked old men, whether
scientists or wizards. I was too old for
that before my Embrace, and no blush
of life can make me younger, after these
long centuries. Yet, the mysteries of the
ages beckon to me, a thousand closed
doors beyond which lie some moment
of my past or my ancestors’. My mortal
line has long since been extinguished,
and my immortal Kindred lurch forward
towards futures I will not and do not
wish to see.

Death and requiem refuse to still my
own need to change. If I cannot grow,
if the cracks multiplying in my skin
refuse to grant wisdom, I may still climb
my family tree for knowledge, even as
I draw nearer the sun. One day, I hope
that the entire story of my family can be
told to each new lover-childe as it used
to be. I imagine them standing proud
again at the pulpits, shunning as always
the sun but fearing it never more.

Ooncerved in Sin

Only the most debased of the witch-
broods could deny that we Kindred
flow from human blood. The story of
the Kindred begins with the kine, and
the story of the kine begins in Sumeria.

Kine scholars have, of course, piled
mountains of corpses showing their
descent from brightest Africa or furthest
China. Even if these bodies are human,
if they truly possessed the vitality which
separates human blood from that of
mean animals, they could not have had
the wit or the grace that we so value in
our herds.

0Oh, Dad. Racist o the end,
weren’t You? To every end.

The kine know this, too, in their
blood. They never fail to try and reclaim
their motherlands, to return to the heart
of their civilization. Nor have we. With
every mortal Crusade, from dawn of
the last millennium until tonight, our
Kindred have followed, my family at
their head. While the chatter of the herd
suggests kingdoms of grandeur and
gardens of paradise as far as they can
push themselves to imagine, the true
beginning, for them and for us, was the
city of Ur.

Ur was ruled by the God I will name
Sin. Every figure in our history has
many names, as we do tonight; I choose
those which mean the most to me. Sin
is our earliest ancestor, the lord of the
moon and of wisdom. From him, man

The old bat is nee&éess%\
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dmf, ﬂ)eca too were garmers.
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learned Humanity, became more than
an ape and a hunter, gathered in the
city and spread out to the farms. Who
was this moon-God? As we acknowledge
that we were preceded by man, we must
acknowledge that something preceded
him. Tonight, there are mortal wizards
in every hedge and gutter, praying to




their own tiny and filthy idols. I have
seen them draw petty favors from beings
called “Wotan” and “Moloch” and even
“Teddy.” These cannot be the Gods that
elevated them.

I said that Sin had many names.
Among these must later have been Yah-
weh of the Jews and the Jealous Father
of Longinus. Yet, Sin ruled in his palace
in Ur long before any one group of men
became his Chosen. We know from
mortal fragments that Sin descended
regularly into the underworld. Earlier
scholars, my beloved Chantal among
them, infer that the underworld was a
place that could be physically visited,
perhaps even by mortals. More likely,
the herd misunderstood Sin’s need to
torpor as we, his childer, do.

There were no Kindred in these early
nights. True, mortals tell of demons in
the desert, part animal and part man.
They refer only to their own ances-
tors, changing breeds who had not yet
evolved or extinguished. Our history
begins when Sin begets Inanna. As our
childer succeed us, the Goddess of War
and Lust succeeded her father. She
seduced from him the secrets of his wis-
dom, and his mastery of the moon. She
drove him from a city and buried him
within a mountain. Yet, Inanna ruled
over the sun, as well. Where her father
raised up and ruled over man, Inanna
ruled from Ur over all things.

Ruled By Lust

The Goddess shared our thirst for
blood, at least in her soul. She fought
wars for their own sake, naked and fiery
as the sunset, rending her enemies limb
from limb in wassails we can only yearn
for. She crowned herself queen of every
nation, and taught the herd music that
they could sing her praises. She exiled
the unruly and the ugly, so that they
could form nations and be conquered by
her again. She entered the private places
of men and women, gorged herself
and dragged them to her palace for her
pleasure.

Inanna was the first and foremost
mistress of the city, warrior and lover
and ruler. She originated our virtues,
and also our loneliness. That is how
she fell in love with Tammuz, a man
of vitality and stability, and made him
God-consort. That is why she wel-
comed Lilith, the Stranger from beyond

Inanna’s endless lands, and made her
highest priestess. Of Lilith, we know one
true thing: she was scorned. Perhaps
she was another child of Sin, begotten or
raised. Lilith has been called the Serpent
of Eden, perhaps that is why our blood
is cold. I believe Sin sent her to Inanna.
Lilith was faithful to Inanna. She
loved and mimicked her in all things.
When Inanna failed to rouse from
torpor, Lilith prayed and gave blood
until the Goddess was reborn. When
Inanna gave judgment to the people of
Ur, Lilith visited her lady’s wrath upon
them. When Inanna took a lover, Lilith
took her own. When Inanna warred with
the screech-owls and the half-men of
the desert, Lilith fought at her side with
tooth and spear.

. These are reasonable interpretations
of fraame-nf‘s of Laments recovered
fro'm (C.;roi%es in the 19th oewf'ar%, as
well as ven'fiaue Sumerion Lements
assembled (9‘3 mortal, scholars.
However, their assem(o% info this
'mo'nomcaﬂ; is dubious at best. The
professor bas assured me that ordl,
tradition camong the Daeva supports
the infeﬁmﬁon, but has not made angy
mwr&fwas or elders available to me.
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Child of Sin or no, Inanna embraced
Lilith as her little sister. We know, how-
ever, what happens between sisters. For
though Lilith had coupled with Tammuz
as they sung the Goddess’s praises, she
soon conceived hunger for him all her
own. One night, when Inanna slum-
bered in the earth, she was roused as
usual by blood. But that blood did not
drip from Lilith’s blessed veins, but the
filthy beaks of the owls. They fed Inanna
as they fed their young, and they sung to
her their own songs.

“Goddess,” they screeched. “The sun
has fallen, yet your handmaiden does
not wake you. The moon has risen, yet
your husband does not wait for you.”

Inanna woke, the blood of the owls
tasting of ash and rage in her mouth.
She stormed from the hut where she
died and strode through the markets of
Ur. Where her people did business, she
butchered them. Where they ate and
they drank, she swallowed them whole.

When she reached her own palace, she
found Lilith and Tammuz together...
not coupling, not kissing, but speaking
prayers to one other instead of to her.
Tammuz she rent limb from limb as an
enemy on the battlefield. She threw his
parts from her highest tower, and while
Lilith cowered and wept, the Goddess
choked the life from her. She dragged
the body to the desert and bid the owls
take the blood they had given her back
from her servant.

I have told you of the things the God-
dess and her father were that we are not.
She shared our wits, though, and the bit-
ter depths of our feeling. If her rage was
even greater than ours, then so was her
mourning. She commanded her slaves
to recite laments until they dropped
dead of thirst, but none could soothe
her for Lilith’s loss, any more than they
could equal the priestess’s eloquence.
She rutted with her subjects until their
bodies broke from the strain, but none
could leave her with the gentle smiles of
Tammuz. Inanna was once more queen
of all, and once more had no one to
share it with.

Inanna commanded the sun to tell her
where Tammuz’s remains had fallen.
The sun obeyed, and Inanna’s finest
seamstresses sewed new flesh to coat
his bones. When his body was complete
once more, she took a piece of the sun,
and placed it in his heart. He awoke, his
eyes glowing with her reflected glory as
never before.

Inanna went to the desert, with a
troop of soldiers and maidens to offer
to the owls. She sang to them their own
screeching songs, and saddened them so
that they cried back Lilith’s blood. She
took the lifesblood in her mouth, and
returned it to her sister in a kiss. The
desert-birds had taken Lilith’s eyes, so
Inanna carved her new ones from the
moon, eyes that showed Inanna or any-
one else just what they wanted to see.
She named her true-sister, Ereshkigal,
Queen of Night and Perpetual Maiden,
and so they were reconciled.

The Goddess’s household was com-
plete again, and for years more she
ruled. Yet she had worked a subtle trick,
that she could never be betrayed again.
Tammuz had the heart of the sun, which
Lilith could not look upon with the eyes
of the moon. They could love each other
only through adoring their Goddess. The
Prince of Day left exquisite tokens of his
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love, which Lilith wore when Inanna dis-
carded them. The Queen of Night bit her
tongue when she kissed her sister, leav-
ing her blood for her lover to taste. And
so it was, until the land became bitter.

The First Weyaz’em

Inanna had brought the sun to Earth,
first to smite her enemies, then to find
her husband, and finally to fuel his
heart. The green land of Ur burned
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and became desert, and the goddess
gathered her husband upon a golden
boat, and took him far away. She left
Lilith Queen and Goddess in her stead,
to watch over the city as it waned.

At first, Lilith gloried in the city all
her own. She gave her blood to lov-
ers, as she had Tammuz, and so gave
them love beyond death. These are
our true ancestors, the childer of the
Stranger and the Scorned, the scions of
the Queen of Night. She brought them

cognate godde

Myth in the Cradle of Civilization

thought to depict Inanna or

. 1700s;
k”m:s”:':an unk’nown myth cycle.

up as Inanna did, to sing the praises of
Queen and City. As Inanna had cast out
malcontents, Lilith cast off those childer
with whom she quarreled. They founded
their own cities, and in their glories saw
Lilith’s decline. When Ur became empty
and the breezes haunted its sheepfolds,
they composed Laments, and had their
mortal flocks do likewise. They learned
our purpose: to celebrate Humanity, to
embrace its virtues and its excesses and
to mourn it forever when it passes.
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From: Nic Echo

Sent: Friday, February 15, 3:10 am
To: The Old Bat

Subject: RE: The Old World
Attachments: BldBllds.jpg

If they keep this up, they are going to put a hole in the wall.

I'm sorry about your friends’ triangle. Don't feel like you're missing too much, though.

Lishan and Mat have at least admitted they’re lovers, and Katy disappears into Lishan’s room with them all
the damn time. She doesn’t say, but | think they circle-lick each other; and | think she thinks | know. “I think
she thinks”... how fucked is that, anyway? | wonder a lot about how we got here. It was supposed to just be
a living arrangement, something so that | didn’t have to live under my sire’s twiddly little thumbs and Lishan
didn’t get so much pressure from Fifth Street. Now everybody’s calling us a damn coterie and | think all of
“Elysium” suspects that we're drinking all over the place. Paradise for the dead? Not really.

My main concern is about you. Is your haven safe? Are you feeding?

I'know I'm lucky to have had a choice, but nobody told me being Kindred was going to be so damned ex-
pensive. | figured I'd be able to scam a lot more off the herd, but even though | can, it’s as hard as ever to
motivate myself to go out there. Especially the places Lishan or Katy hang out... | mean, | get enough noise
and sexual tension in my own damn grave, here. Why would | go out to a nightclub? | guess there are some
of the other scenes to consider. My sire used to do Renfair back in the day, and it seems like a lot of the
older guys at Elysium have ties to various little communities. Like the Waffle House guy, for instance. Most
nights, | keep sane by watching TV and using the Internet. My old trivia buddies still meet at Fado, and | can
usually tap one of them. | think they basically know, but no one makes a big deal out of it. They don’t have
any idea there’s anyone else like me.

If we actually got West Side Story with Fifth Street, | guess I'd be a little dry, but I'm sure Katy would hook
me up. | know I'm bitching about her a Iot, but she’s really been good to me. Much better than, say, Mat.

Despite the whispers of “perversion” on the lips of your Harpies and Elders, consuming one another’s
blood is fairly common at your age, particularly these nights. They'll learn soon enough that being closer
isn’t all it's made out to be. My own relationship with my daughter is proof enough of that.

| don’t know if they even want to be closer. Frankly, | think they just get high off the Blood and maybe all
the screwing. They’re not monophagous