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AD’S Apology

My sincerest apology to Mr. John Van Elect

for accidentally omitting Wim from the

d
I'f

Special Thanks

I'd like o tank wmy wife, Michelle, for
putting up with wmy crazy ass when |
spend 100 wmuch time writing about
vampires and vampire Wunters and
ghost-owls and cults and other awful
nasty bits. tter patience will earn er
sainthood by the end of her life (or the
end of wine, even if she murders we in
my Sleep.

—-CHuck




| frvacked hey, as you asked. Hev tvall hasw't been hava to Pollow: the cavwage she's left
vehind wasw't concealed, given that hev spree is fav Lrowm gvo\ce{lu\. | still hawvew't found hev,
wot exactly. But somewheve along the way she finally velinauished hev gvip ow what youw've
veen looking fov: the jouvnal.

It was laying ou the chest of a Aead man ih an aleyway. The ACAA Mam 1S, OV WAS, Phoewix
Malone, one of the thugs wovking fov that so-called Wovw Lovd, Rulus Septrimus. Yes, he's the
one who gives me | those provlews.

Regavaless. | Aow't kunow what this man Al to Aesevve having his chest toru open, but it
was. | assume she A i, though adwmittedly | Aidw't see the muvrder.

Atop the Journal was Polavaid pickure of the covpse. Next to him, the cameva irself.

Ive included borh. The coamera’s provoadly useless o you, but Fov the sake of completeness
Ws in & sepavatre AJIY-

IP you weed wmove nBovmation Browm hev, | will continue wmy puvsuit of the givl. othevwise, at
present, she's causing just enough upheaval ana killing the vight “wrong” wen that I'm inclined
‘o et hev conrinue with this it of mevvy-making.

The jourmal Laivly stvaightforward, though. | Aon't think wy inrevpretrations will AAA any-
thing special, but | thought | might give you am idea of what to expect.

The fivst part — the pavt wheve | like to think of Alice as “The Giv)” — has some intevesting
veading. ¥ skavts with The Homd On My Neck (p. 3), wheve she finas the inspivatrion to wwAev-
take this little praject; let's say, ama wmoves vight into the Brst pavt of Midnight Roads (- 4),
hev vauning commentary on life on the voad. It gets nkevesting from theve, with A Spot of
Histovy (p. 4), and hev fivst intevview with one of her clam: & histoviam, as it Fuvus out. She also
includes The Tvuth (p. 9), which was appavently wailed to the Aoov of hev wmotel voow.

Move of hev Midnight Roads (p.11) Lollow, and Hhen The Ancient and the Monstrous (p- 12), hev
nbevview (ana | use that fevwm vevy, vevy loosely) with & pavticulowly whovish Savage by the
nwowme of “Clinaa” Thew, we hawe The PSA (p- 20), & you will, am intevview with & cackling, jostling
vvood of neonates, which provides am ntevesting countevpont fo ovel Tradition (p- 23), hev wtrev-
view with Koustomtin Kova.

The next seckion — sovt of om nteviude —is & plece | picked up Lrowm omother Shevilf on the
other side of the coumtvy. I¥'s vasically am nkevview called Witches, Kisses amd Bowbs (p. 27)-




The wext section of Alice’s journals — the sections wheve | Hhink of hev as “The Vawm-
pive” — get a little move jumbled. Take hev fivst pavt of To the Gingevbread House:
Dreams of Cake ama BlooA (p. 32), Lov instamce. Theve’s something sloshing avound under
hev psyche. It isw't all intvospection heve, however; she looks at Mythic Propogamda (p. 33),
A it on that Adamned Domestication of Enkidn flyer that's cvopped up heve ana tHheve.

This journal continues hev Midnight Roads (p. 35) entvies betore 9oing back to hev To
the Gingevbread House: The Ratweasel’s Tour (p. 35) vamblings, Hhis one inspiveA by o bit
of sightseeing i the OlA WovlA. The wext section — which she calls A Tvive of Savages
(p- 37). Have you heava of Jonah Highsteeple’s manifesto? She includes it heve, alowg with
the vespouse she gainea vy sending it to the Gamgrel Seneschal Samtana.

This next section has & whole slew of intevviews. Move Midunight Roads (p. 40) heve, this
time an encounter with o Pucking obevlock vum wild. Almost +o highlight just how Aegen-
evate and wild that feval litHe vunaway was, she Hhen includes Dogs Loose in the Halls
of Power (p. 45), hev intevview with Seweschal Samtama. She also intevviews Mother Jowm-
ice (p. 48), & Somctum Gomgrel and den-mother of Hheir fleabitten Uk, anA then Lollows
tHhat up with am intevview with The Hievophawmt, Cevynitis the Hind (p. S0), & Savage that
s both Prince of his Adomain and o Cvone-wovshippev.

Thew, move of the To the Gingevbread House: Wolves in Hhe Chapter House
(p- S4), Pollowed by A Dream: The Chase (p- S7). From theve, she writes move avout hev
Midnight Roads (p. S7), this Hime just a litHle piece of papev she found. You'll wete, by this
point, that our little Alice seems to stumble on amy number of,.intevesting things.

She follows +his with The Lova and Hhe Lion (p. 58), & letter she veceived that quite
uunevved hey, it seems. The sixth Midunight Roads (p. €0) comes abrer the lettev, ana
theun she has A Dveam: The Conversation (p. 62) which is perhaps the oAdest intevview
W the journal. APtevwavds, move of To +he Gingevbvead: Lovely, Davk ama Deep (p. ¢3).
Another Miduight Roads (p. ¢¢) vounds out Hhis section, including some tevesting photos
from a subwary.

The stramgeness begins to truly grow ama blossom heve, as she veceives The Phone Call
(p. 66) Bvom none other +tham the Hinda she mtevviewed eavliev, ana thew she goes into hev
next To the Gingevbread House: Suber Not o Witch
(p. €7). She looks also at some teresting imdividuals of hev Blood in Glimpses rom t+he
Blina (p. ¢8). The wavvative gvows strvamger with avother To the Gingevbread House:
Wakey, Wakey, Blood amd Bakey (p. 70)

Another intevlude sepavates the latter +wo povtions of the journal. This is a tramscvipt
with someone who calls himsel® Dracula (p. 71). Fov what iH's wovth,

The thiva chunk of the journal | cam only call “The Beast” | frust its contents will
make it cleav why that is. It stavts with A Dreawm: The Change (p. 8¢), amd woves vight
o & bit of navvative Lrom someone in the wake of Katvina (p. 7). Then, amother of the
Miduight Reads (p. 90), which vums ow umtil we 90 Novth of London: The Lawmbton Wovwm (p.
T3), wheve she intevviews... Sowmething. It claims o have once been one of us — or pev-
hops, one of them, one of the Savages, but | Adow't know that you cam call it Hhat any
wove.

We thewn find the overwrought The Soul is & Dawvk Pit (p. 97). Don't wmistake Hhis section
Lov some sovt of whinging, though — at this point, theve is something going on behind the
wmask of little Alice’s Lace, inspived by the stramge fragment she found heve. Shovtly
thevealtey, she met someone who told hey om tevesting tale of Drvaugv? (p. 99). The
Journal ends, thew, with +he ninth and Hual Midunight Reads (p. 102) amd theu A Dream:
The Cownversiou (p. 102), wmaking it very, very clear what has happened to her — a visk
that all Gangrel, in every Domain ana Covenawmt, present. As appropriate, the fiual entvies
ave mavked The Ena (p. 103).

- C. Havdaiken



The Hwp Ov My Neck

They have Sarah and Litfle Jack.

Jesvs, | dont even know who They
afe. Magbe it's « Hm. Or a Her.
Shit, | jost dont know! | Hied
o leave them ovt of i, Hried fo
make the break. | moved hql-Qqu
across the coontry (the “night
wun‘fry,a one of vs said, and |
promise thet you havert seen this
place onfil you've been here oy of

wght, long stretches of empty, hongry: :

wight) to et away From them <o |

ddn't expose them to any of Hhis. |4 [R

qunl‘f' My choice +0 be whq‘f‘ ' oM,
bot now | have to live with # —
Live with i | cant ever stop
tolking ke thot. Like ['m <fil ofive.
Shit!
Dl(qy, Mlice. Calm down. You know

The “tasks.” My 90d, | don+
knou vuhad’ He/ S}\e/ ﬂr\ey
expect of me. This fist of
nomes. [ve not heard o8 most
of them. And the ones | have?
They dont talk +o me. They
won? ok 4o me, and | can't
imagine talking Fo them. | wooldnt
make it through the night. [
sopposed fo ind things oot?
Certoin things? Speci€ic things?
The “list of the Savage and
Macabre,” the letter calls it
l‘m not 30]#\‘3 to MaJ(& it. One
oF them will destroy me. They'l
et me of tear me apart of rape
my corpse of... | doat know what.
Bot [ve heard the stories. ['m Youny.

how they talk about being “hot-
blooded,” fike when you're angry? H's
teral Sor me, now. Wasat beSore.
BeSore it was jost a. a thing, a
descriptive thing, « poefic thing. Bot
the blood inside, s noqu"y cold,
slow, like molasses or corn syrop.
Then | 9et scared. Or angry. find it
gets warm. Hot. Not }0S+ +emper -
q—l'ure_ hD‘f‘ I bO'f' 'Hr\e way Pu’f‘ﬁnﬂ a
chili on the fongoe buras the skin
hot. | wish | covld sweat.

Al fght. Lef's 90 over the
Hing. Lef's take this one step
q"' o ‘FIMC.

SDM&DM’. ‘I’oDk My sish»:r
S'owfqh ow‘J her <son, L'rH’le chl(.
They have pictores of them.
Boond 1o chairs in.. s dark in
the shots, bot | think if's some
kind oF ballroom.

The letter says theyre safe.
For now. | fore most of 1
anj‘+, bo‘l’ ' S‘h" hqve o plece
of . Here!

['m 400 yoong. They wont so¥Fer my
| stopid questions. They wont sofSer

me +qldl\fj rotes or plonk'lnfj Jdown a

tape recorder.

Shot op, Ahcel You have o do

‘H\iS. /%Ve /P. Sql'qh. LH“‘HC Jqd(. ,S\)

yoo dont Sinish Fhis, who knows what

will happen o them? Who knows what
Hell do to them?

quh, He,. HiM. l've Jeacle,cJ .I’FS o MoA, H’
! most be. Oy a man coold be <o croel.
[ 9uess s fime o 90 to work. The dock
s Ficking.



MDNIGHT ZDADS really jost a moted glow like someone had worn the

set ovt two KISH’S a9o. Hi”’d’flnfj, MDS‘Hy, bot darkness away o bit with SMUJﬂecJ thomb. AncJ i would
e of the way ['m walking. The moons jost o corl move over the bed and be 9one. Then the phone would
of siver mercory in the sky. The stors are fimitless fing once and stop.
oot here. For the Sirst fime in a while, | Seel pretty Bot | didn’t expect to see something fke this. Uke her.
900d. Magbe it's Froe. Magbe we Savades are really She was standing on the side of the road. In «

meant 0 be nomads, becavse damn i€ | don+ Seel
fke o compass pointing Troe North,

que o Sew ‘H\in‘j; with me! my qukchk o Cop—
teen of water to wet the whistle, a second
canteen o blood to
do more than that, «
'QIqShhfjH’ | a loc’d)o\ck

sondress [ Hhink shoold be yellow but here was color—
less, the hoe of icy breath. Her pale Sace was torfored.
Frozen in « terrble scream. Weeping. Like she'd just lost
a baby or & boySriead or her

whole dapn ‘Qowﬂy n a Sire.

What was creepy was
how qule‘f‘ I+ wasS. ﬂ\ere,

lq\'r(\:e, o 28 SMI‘H\ her MDU‘H\ vu'lo‘e open, her
and Wesson sah— eyes squeezed shotf, and
nose with the serial ol thet's coming oot is
nombers -Qllec‘ D‘Q‘Q

the soond of crickets, or
a distast engine.

You know what,
thovgh? [l Hell Yoo
uhq‘f"s req"y bofj‘jlna me
out.

How homan she looked.
ﬂ'\q‘f' eMD‘Flon.? H’ wasS
real, boy. | havert seen
that look on the Saces
of our kind, not redlly.
Mostly s ol cold looks
ard cool Ylances. But this
womon, SO o‘qu she ‘ISA“I'
Hese's 4he redl even there, isnt even oble
efe s The fex to tether herselS 4o o

wr'ief/ thoush! body, is probably more homan
[ve already seen my first Shos?. than we afe in this mockery of [i€e.

It jorred me. | know theyre real. ['ve known since
| was a kid, really! lived in an old Sarmhovse where
something lked to play with the electroncs. V(s
would Fora on, rewind, €ject videos in the middle of

the night - jost a nest of vomited brown tape. The

[ not MYy UPA, ‘H\q‘FS
jost how | bought

i) and my Polaroid
Coméfa, Dh, Joh, ap\cJ
this jooraal. The one
['m going to write and
then give to yov, my
child gone Srom my
hands and info yoors.
[l photocopy i Sirst. |
vuqn+ MY OwnA remincJef
o Hhis 4rip, i€ | moke
it +hroofjh with my mind
and body infact.

s fike when yoo die, yoo oy 9et one of Huo
choices. You et the body, or yov 9et the emotions. Yoo
Cq'\“f' have boﬂ‘\

That's some sobering shit.

stereo woold kick vp of Y in the morsing, blaring the Won't let i sober me or long, though. The rond Seels

Hiss. o8 white soise. Dace in o il yood sce i, 900d. The cronch of 9ravel vnder my boots is making

o Saint brightness in the dark room, not even that, me gl:le oose, Sree, PUQCCH’ cateless in the best Wy
possible.

A Seot of History

My Sirst "jeeﬁ"ﬂ- This goy's o historian. Or so ['m old. He's not one of vs, which ['m sore is a mistake, bot i
seems like he's 9ot the doe and | want fo know what he knows, or ot least what he Fhinks he knows. ['m assored
he has itfle reason to mess with me. Let's hope that's froe and that he doesat smell the weakness on me like

a bad perfome. Becavse these guys, when they swmell weakness, they smell blood. And when they smell blood, they
move in Sor the kil - bot not beSore fossing yoo around like o cat with o movse.
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Alice Sewell: Thanks. For agreeing to meet me, I mean.
R— K—: Oh, don’t mention it. You're young.
AS: Pushing 30. Not that young.

RK: I mean in the notes and chords of the Requiem. I'm
nearly 40 years dead, that doesn’t account for the
almost 40 I spent alive.

AS: Oh. Yes. I... I died last year: Well. Aimost two
years, Now.

RK: You don’t seem particularly savage. A bit earthy,
perhaps. Certainly a wild mote in the dark of your
eye, like a firefly flitting against the bottom of a glass
Jjar but otherwise... hardly anything exceptional about
you.

AS: I’m nobody special.
RK: Then we’re in agreement.

AS: My notes say you’re a historian. A notable one, at
that.

RK: Tt’s true. Among the Dragons I'm called martor
ocular, the “eyewitness” Strictly speaking, I haven’t
witnessed much with my own eyes, given the breadth
and depth of our aggregate history. But I study it in
such a way that I might as well be the primary source.

AS: Good. Then I don’t suppose you mind me asking —
RK: It does you little good to be afraid.
AS: What?

RK: I see it upon you. I learned how to read people
from a friend of mine in the covenant. A man named
Yellowtail, who is so much a Shadow that he himself
has no shadow, though some say he’s haunted by
himself a ghost that looks just like him. Perhaps that
is his shadow. I’m not very good at it, not compared
to him, but I see the wisps of fear around you. A bit
like frightened fog, mist that parts and flees when
you reach toward it.

AS: I don’t know what you're talking about.

RK: Play ignorant all you'd like, Alice. Just be thankful
that I’m of a more reserved sort than others who
you’ll encounter: For some, fear is a powerful aphrodi-
siac. For others, it’s a drop of blood in a bay thick with
hungry sharks. Those who might slake lust or thirst
upon you, well... T couldn’t bear to think of such a
thing happening to you. I'd practice tamping down
that fright, were I you. Like bees and dogs, we can all
smell it.

AS: Super: Thanks for the advice.

RK: A touch of sarcasm in there! Good. Wit and anger
help fight fear: Now. Let’s get back to the point at
hand, I know your people favor a certain directness.
History. What is it you wish to know?

AS: Where we came from. The... us, our clan, the Gangrel.
RK: This could take some time.

AS: As it turns out, I've got that very thing.
RK: Lovely. As all the books say, let’s begin at the beginning.
From Beasts We Come

RK: Let me first make you understand that I'm not
commenting on the present when I say the things I'm
about to. I mention this just in case I've underesti-
mated your wild side and that those fireflies behind
your eyes emerge With a vicious sting. What I say
comes as a comment on history, nothing more, noth-
ing less. Agreed?

AS: Fair enough.

RK: The arc of the Savage origin is curious, for it is at
least in part utterly backward. They begin as men,
become beasts, become monsters, then become slaves.

AS: That doesn’t seem to make sense.

RK: Doesn’t it? In the earfiest days of the Roman Em-
pire, Rome was a great torch shining in the darkness,
a light representing indomitable truths and seem-
ingly limitless power But stray too far from the light
and one enters the darkness anew. In the shadowed
forests outside the Empire, men dwelled who were...
socially and otherwise less evolved than those of
Rome, and certainly less so than the proud fiends of
the imperial Camarilla.

AS: You’re speaking of barbarians.

| RK: Yes. Mare or less. Modern scholarship seems to want

to ascribe some kind of civilization to the barbarians, but

| that’s foolish. These were blood-soaked berserkers. Social

moares were so thin they were practically non-existent.
They weren’t Neanderthals, not precisely, but certainly
the reptilian brain had a greater stake in the actions of
this uncivil lot. And part of the directive of the reptilian
brain is sex. For pleasure. For coupling. Following?

AS: Not really. They had sex?

RK: Yes, but not solely with one another: They coupled
with beasts, you see. Wolves from the woods, lowly
hounds, proud stags. Boars and bears, for all I know.

AS: You're talking bestiality? Are you serious? They

| fucked animals. They fucked animals?

RK: Drop your jaw all you’d like, but as I noted, social
norms are a construct of true civilization, Alice. These
so-called “men” formed niche tribes, mad moon-
howlers out in the deepest, darkest forests. Why, it
is believed that humanity contracted syphilis from the
hunter cults in northern Europe that routinely ritu-
ally mated with does in order to increase their power
over the herds, in the long-ago past. They elevated
mundane animals to the role of gods. They sought to
breed with these gods — o at least, their servants

— and in doing so created a kind of unholy, unnatural
union. The things that were born were monstrous
things — not animal, but certainly not men. )




AS: This.... fornication actyé ly 7 fsuited in children?

| RK: Mad things. Gibbering. €ss. Venom in the teeth
like that of a snake. Eyes that could only perceive in
black and white. Ears that tilted and twitched at every
tiny sound. Now, what happens next is a bit contro-
versial. I've some loyalty to the Lords, of course, but
more loyalty to the truth. Some say that these bestial
madmen hungered for the blood of men and bit them,
much as we do to humans now. And, much as we can
do, the bite resulted in a kind of Embrace: vampires of
a sort were made. That it was some kind of infection, I
. guess you could say. Ah, but the logic here doesn’t hold.
Let’s be cleay you and I are not of the same breeding,
but we are of the same... species? If that’s the word
you choose? On the surface, you are me and I am you.
Deeper yes, you find deviance. But it doesn’t stand to
- follow that somehow, the vampires of each family came

- about from wholly unique means, does it? It’d be like
suggesting that some men evolved from apes, others
from dolphins. Where does one draw the line?

AS: Okay. So what’s yourtheory?

RK: It’s hardly a theory and might as well be relegated
to fact, or at least a nejghborto fact. I as a matter
of point have bits of a journal from a Roman equite
known as Gnaeus, a name whose origin cannot be
precisely discerned. As it turns out, Gnaus was more
than just eguite, he was one of the Roman Damned,

! ahorseman of the Legion of the Dead. It was /e who
suffered the bite from the vicious thing in the woods.
It was /e whose own Blood-capital-B mixed with the
blood-smallerb of the bestial berserker:

. AS:So he’s the origin point. He’s the, I dunno, your
outbreak monkey.

- RK:If you care to put it so crassly, then yes, Alice,
that’s it.

| AS: And what clan did he belong to?

RK: Why, the Lords, of course. The Savages are a weak-
ened strain of Ventrue blood.

: ASE ol
| RK:No disrespect, of course.
AS: ...Sure.

- Slaves and Soldiers -

AS: So when you're talking about the arc, you say

they’re men who become beasts who become mon-

sters who become slaves. It’s that last part I’'m

| not clear on. Monsters, okay, they... copulated with
animals and became something altogether worse than

| animals, and somehow that spread to this undead Ro-

| man soldiey whatever his name was.

| RK: Gnaeus. And he was a horseman.
AS: Yeah. Yes. Him. So how do they — we— become slaves?

RK: At first, Gnaeus and his new childer hunted at the
margins. Legions on patrol, Roman soldiers drift-

i
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ing through the trees away from camp — maybe for

a piss, maybe for a turn with a barbarian girl — and
Gnaeus moves in to feed. And as the nights and

years go on, he moves closer and closer to that great
shining torch, Rome itself glory of the seven hills. I

have to imagine — and his journals no longer serve

to illuminate history here for he stopped writing

them — or at least that’s what I believe and this is

all therefore pure speculation on my part, that Rome
looked something like a big buffet for old Gnaeus’s -
childer. Why wouldn’t it? Fat with food, it was. Herds |
of human livestock crammed into darkened streets.
It seemed a glorious thing. Gnaeus himself was surely
aware of this delight, but even he may have been glad
again to see the streets run thick with sweet blood.
It’s possible that he’d never even seen the inside

of the shining city, of course; every soldier might’'ve |
been a child of the Empire, but not necessarily of the
city itself.

AS: So, okay, he and his band of... Savages sees the
limitless potential for food and moves in to eat. Which
surely made someone less than happy. Princes now

don’t like it when someone new comes in to start
chowing down, right?

RK: Exactly that. This was not a free meal. The ser

vants of Senex would not abide poachers.

AS: The Senex?

RK: The Old Man, the keeper of the Blood of Rome. The
Camarilla embodied. '

AS: T’ll trust you on that.




8helololalols

RK: Good. So, Gnaeus and his men/fad /§ choice: to suffer
the sword of the Senex and turrjfto #6h by mandate of
the Legio Mortuum, or throw on‘s&#yoke of civility and
become something better than his breeding dictated.
His gang of louts and beasts chose wisely, and were
given the lowliest, most venal and vile jobs of the Le-
gion of the Dead. Soldiers and slaves, you see. Merce-
naries and monsters with mandates. Leashed. Tamed.

AS: I don’t think our kind would like —

RK: Yes, yes, you're right. But I can only be held to the
standard of truth, not to the service of politeness.
Now let’s speak for a moment about a deviation from
this story — another controversia/point.

AS: I can’t wait. Let me guess, we were also child
molesters?

RK: Be serious. No. Nothing that horrid.

While the barbarian men were coupling with the beasts of
the ground — wolves, dogs, black cats, Whathave-you
— some of the barbarian women mated with their own
creatures, but these from the sky. These women were
said to have fornicated with ravens, crows and owls in
particular What struggled free from their ragged wombs
were again soulless things, but things of a far crueler
intelligence than what came from the couplings of the
barbarian men. An infernal intelligence, even. These were
the Strix, you see? In Slavic tongue, the Strega. Lility,
owl-women, soul-eaters and body-thieves. A plague on
Rome, they were. Ousted, thankfully, by the Legio Mor
tuum just before the Empire found its own grandiose
weight crashing down upon itself.

AS: And these... owl demons, they’re not around
anymore?

RK: Correct. Blessedly so.

AS: But they’re us. Or some cousin of us.
RK: Not “us? You.

AS: The Gangrel.

RK: Precisely.

AS: So this is the part where the men have become
beasts and the beasts have become monsters. Where
do we become slaves?

RK: First, you seem young. Perhaps naive. Are you
college-educated?

AS: ... yeah.
RK: Truly?

AS: L didn’t graduate. Flunked out, actually. Got involved
with the wrong guy and then the drugs, and, Jesus, I
Just couldn’t keep it together: My friend said —

RK: I'm not your biographer:
AS: Sorry.

RK: You’d be smart to keep things like that close to
the vest. Others could use it to manipulate you. Each
piece of information is a puppet string, one that
anybody can grab hold of to make you dance. More
advice? I'd learn to lie.

AS: Fair enough. Thanks.

RK: Don’t mention it. As in, truly, don’t ever mention
it to anybody that I was helpful to one of you. Now.
Slaves. You have to understand something about
Rome. Slaves weren't like the slaves you might think.
They weren’t generally abused. They sometimes lived
nice lives, actually. A wise master was a good master
And the Senex was a good master:

AS: The Old Man. He enslaved us?

RK: Slaves in Rome were oftten conquered peaples.
Sometimes barbarians. Over time, the Savages grew
tired of their way: the untamed loping down empty
streets, hunting madly for blood, and often get-

ting speared or beheaded for the effort. Some were
tossed into the blackest tunnels of the underground
Necropolis, left to wander the wastes. But many knew
the score. They saw their future, and it was short.

AS: So they... assimilated.

RK: To a point. Much as a dog can be domesticated, so
were the Savages. Also like a dog, your people were
quite loyal. Trained to attack, to maim, to kill. Hunting
down betrayers in Necropalis — sometimes their own.
Some of these Savages were Sibyls and prophets, but
that frightened most of the Camarilla Damned, and why
Wwouldn’t it? It was a great shame to give into those
feral visions, and so they were often targets by the
more military-minded of your own. Loyal dogs hunting
mad dogs. The mad dogs were killed, and the loyal dogs
survived. But therein lies an important note.
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AS: Which is?

RK: Even the most loyal hound can turn on its master
The dog is an animal. The dog will never be a man. Whil
men are devious and cruel and callous, the dog is of
two minds: the loyal mind and the rabid mind. He isn’t
devious. He doesn’t sneak about and pilfer chickens
like a fox or thieve coins like a jackdaw. No. He is loyal
until he is not, then he is angry. And he bites.

AS: So we're just common dogs.
RK: Not individually. But as a clan? Yes.
AS: Great. So what happened to us?

RK: You did as dogs do when they are let off the leash:
Rome crumbled, and the dead hand of the Senex

relaxed his grip on your collars. And, smelling freedom,
the dogs went wild and ran off into the night. Rejoin- |
ing with the darkness. Rejoining with the barbarians.
And to a degree, that’s where youve been since.

AS: Wild. Rampant. Rabid.

RK: Absolutely. Look around. Too few of you have really
made much of yourselves. If I could offer advice

to yoy, it’d be to hold onto your humanity. Not in a
cloying, tepid, sentimental way, but in the way that
the human model is what keeps us sane, what keeps
Us from our worst instincts. We are murderers, many
on purpose, many on accident, but we can still hold
onto our civility, our history, our /aws. Your kind is too
swift to discard those things, seeing them as nothing
more than the trappings of an uncomfortable skin.

AS: Maybe they just want to be free. Maybe the skin
/s uncomfortable and like a bird or a lizard or... even a
spider they have to molt.

RK: Do you believe that?

AS: I... really don’t know.

RK: Well. Take time to think about it. Really truly think
about it. Were I youy, Id reject those of your ik who
give in so plainly to the animal inside. Lest you be a
dirty-cheeked monster some gross thing sleeping in
the ground and supping on rats and children.

AS: A child molester: I knew we’d get there somehow.
RK: You said it, not I. Anyhow. I’ve somewhere to be. A
meeting of the minds, so to speak.

AS: Some roundtable of Dragon academics?

RK: No. A primogen meeting. I was being sarcas-
tic. They want some historical presentation on the

Pamned of this and nearby cities, so I bow and smile o
and do as they bid. We're all slaves, dear: To someone
outside or to ourselves. No shame in it.
AS: If you say so. Thanks. p ‘l
RK: Goodnight. . ' : ——
; Shit. | Soond this. AR
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But she bore another unmanagaeable monster 1ike nothing human nor 1like the immortal
gods either, in & hollow cave, This was the divine and haughty Ekhidng, and half of her is a
Nymphe with a fair face and eyes glancing, but the other half is 2 monstrous serpent (ophis),
terrible, enormous and squirming and voracious, there in earth’s secret places, For there
she has her cave on the underside of a hollow rock, far from the immortal gods, and far from
all mortals. Thare the gods ordained her a fabulous home to 1ive in which she keaps under-
ground among the Arimoi, grisly Ekhidng, @ Nymphe who never dies, and all her days she is
ageless, -Haslod, Theogeny

That’s the truth, you stupid bitch, Don’t think we haven’t been watching, Don’t think we're
blind to who you been talking to. You think some scum Lord pukefuck is going to give you the
truth? And that it won’t be discolored and mutated by all his fucking cocky spoor and gas-bl
pride? You want answers 1ike these, you go to your own. You want to talk about Beasts, you cg

to the Beasts. We are you and you are us, and don’t you ever gods damn forget that.
You want the story? You got the story in front of you. g
TRICKLE DOWN BLOODONOMICS *

When the Barth was unformed, man walked upon it but was by no means the master of hisdomain,
Nature was a mean cunt, winds whipping and rocks biting. And when man died, he did so alone an&.
brutally, and his blood touched the ground and ran downwards in trickles and trails, pourin
through ¢revices and puckerad pores into the caverns below the surface. g‘“

And that’s where our Mother waited. And that’s where she fed. The blood drizzled into he-rm
open mouth. Bits of skin and bone tumbled down the tumbledown roads and into her lair, She
feasted. She grew.

ORIGIN STORY. Q
You want to know where she came from? Fuck you — that’s where she came from. Where does
the sun come from? Doesn’t matter, what matters 1s only that it burns us to ash. Where does
the moon come from? Doasn’t matter, only that it gives us comfort in the cradle of the night-
time sky. Whether you ¢all her Ekhidna or the Crona or tha Mother of Monsters or Bloody Bitch
Nancy or Rawhead Ramona she’s the same thing, she’s our Mama, she’s our legacy. Half-serpent, ;
half-woman, and the creator of our nice 1little family. You ask that question too loud, little
princess, and she’ll come sneaking up out of the dark 1ike she does sometimes, and she’ll pull
your tongue out of your precious head. Maybe she’ll replace it with a tongue of her own. A
tongue that knows not to ask too many stupid questions and 1s wise eanough not to seek counsel
from our little brothers, the Ventrue.
LITTLE BRO

Yeah, that’s vhat I said. @
The Lords ain’t so Lordly. Let me tell you a story, and thisisno tall tale.I knew this Ventrue
Prince, a Prince who'd rather remain nameless but he was a treacherous ape so lat’s go ahead
and just call him what he 1s, Prince Agnon of the Pine Barrens. And this Prince was the king
shit, and by that I mean he was the king of shit. A1l the dumb Damned of that domain weren’t N
much more than a hardscrabble bunch of dipshits and common dogs with about as much poise and
grace as a headless rooster. Not to mention the draugr problem we had — the old Prince, funny m
enough. But Agnon, he thinks himself the creamof the cream, but really he’s just the prettiest
turd that floats to the top of the bowl, buoyed by its own sense of self-satisfaction. He wore
the nicest suits. Fad a man to polish his shoas, buff his nails, pick flakes of dried blood from
betwaeen his teaeth.
But I caught him one day sitting in a shaft of moonlight in the middle of a clearing, the
trees 211 around him. There he sat, waeping tears of blood and Jabbering, all around him an
orbit of dead animals. I hid behind a thicket of thorns and I watched as for hours the shit king
called animals to him from the darkness of the woods, and he would talk to them for a while,
Just babbling away in some kind of ¢razy beast tongue. And then he’d torture them — little
squirrel legs snapping between insistent fingers or bird wings twisted off the body like a
erab claw — before drinking. Wasn’t gaining anything from the drink, I imagine, but there he
was, doing it anyway.
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That’s the irony of the Lords. Same way you look at some paople and they protast about drink
or drugs or sex, and what do they do in the quiet hours before dawn? Drink the meanest vodka,
inject poison into their veins, and stick their dicks in rat traps. It’s repression. In the Lords’
case, rapression of the truth, hiding froma reality they all secretly know (because the Beast,
it tells them, whispering to them through the Blood) but won’t or maybe can’t admit.

The) truth 1s that the Lords are just S8avages. An off-shoot. A weak offshoot, at that.

I heard one of my brothers say that they stole the so-callaed “Lordly Tongue” from us. That
like Prometheus stealing fire, vhen they broke away from the Mother’s blood they took that
like thieves in the night. I shattered his kneecap to remind him not to speak such treachery.
They have the command of men because they nead it. We don’t. We aren’t men any longer. We're
something else. We're the next fucking step. They still want to play in the kiddie pool with that
shit, fine, lat them. The rest of us are going for the big leagues. While they’re off convineing
elub rats to dance a certain way or to say something nice, we’re in the street. Claws out. Eyes
bright. Funting, 11ke we should be. Like the Mother of Monsters wants.

SIREN’S SONG

Sae, Ekhidna, she’s not 211 monster. She’s part people. Got the mind of a girl, and a girl gets
lonely (and I know that you get lonely, hell, you haven’t found yourself a proper pack, yet,
have you? Get one, bitch, or one will get you). And that’s where we come in, you see? And as the
chaos leaves the world and the earth starts to form 1ike we know it now, she’s tired of being
alone in the deep and the dark and so she figures it’s high time to do something about that.

She can’t go to the surface, of course, so she does the only thing she can do: she sings a song,
a deep subterranean lullaby that drifts up out of the same puckeraed poraes and cubbyholes
theat helped carry the blood down into her belly. And the song catches the ears of many men, and
most know that i1t’s not a sane song, and no matter how pretty it was they knew not to go poking
around in the dark places. But then you got those others, different humans with a love of the
darkness, Those with 2 wild heart find everything they need in that song, it calls to the boar
and wolf and owl inside them. And together a small tribe went into the shadows and deep balow
the crust and they found her, waiting. She made them into us. She gave them some of her own
wildness to complement their own. Some of her black blood jacked into their veins, and that
black blood is still floating around in us, today.

BELLY OF THE BEAST

She’s sti1ll out there, too. Stories say she 1ives in the dark places underground. Collapsed
buildings. 01d mining tunnels. In bomb bunkers and volcanic passagaes and in the boiling vents
vomniting gas and magma at the bottom of the ocean. Sometimeas you hear of ona of our own sensing
her siren song and going out to find her. They don’t ever come back, but maybe some day they will
and they’ll be different than us, and they’ll be better than us in the way that we are better
than people. We're the next step right now, but who knows who’s beyond us?

Sometimes, too, they say she’ll come up to teach you a lesson. Maybe she’ll appear in your
dreams. Maybe she’ll appear by your bed or stone slab or gods damn coffin. Her beautiful
porcelain face. Her indelicate fangs dripping bile and venom. Scaled flash. Chest of quivering
taeats, each oozing lacrima.

But even if she doesn’t come up on you that way, she’s in all of us. The Beast has many faces,
and one of them 1s hers. The old face. The original face.

Mother Ekhidha. She never dies. Her nights are agelass.

We are her children.

And we love our Mama.

You ought to love her, too.

You want, you come find me. Leava a note or a spray tag on the conerete underpass just beneath
I-9%. We'll find you.

—KOLY—
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Sons coming vp Soon and here | am
worfied et others know where |
;leq?. Puwesome. He knows where | am. Which
means he cant be the ody one. | mean, 909, |
adwiit thadt [ve probably been telegraphing my every
wmove o whoever's watching me, | goess... | goess |
jost Sigored Fhat aobody woold be bothering to watch.
| dont know who has me on the leash. | doat really
know who's Sollowing me. Bot ['m obviously in Car
deeper waters than | had expected.

[ve a big bollseye corved into my chest. No, not
liter q“y. Bu"' M‘lfj"\‘l’ oS well be.

[ dont have fime fo Go anywhere else fonight. l
choold ditch Fhis bormed out motor lodge, bot wot yet, |
9oess.

Here's hoping | don+ wake vp with a chair leg ponched
through my heart.

Thouodh | goess |
wouldn F wake vp then  SEEF
ot oll, woold [..7 =i

MowicHT Loms

Town colled Jane Doe, do yov believe #7 [ve seen some
great town names [ Bat Cave, Intercourse, Bird—In—Hand), bot
Jave Doe?

[ came in on the bus, dropped me oS af the corner about
Zin the morning. No bars were open. Christmas lights bliked
in the Yener q( store winaow, chJ 'rf"S Joly. 'n the chS‘f‘che ,
hear someone pedaling a bike, playing cards Fhwip—ing in the
spokes... bot | havent seen this person on a bike yet, | only
hear them.

Everything's dlean. Not o smodde of dirt on the corb, not
o hon’( DQ Yom on ‘f‘he roch.

The storeSronts ore impeccable. The houses, too! each

s am

one a box inside o box, « beige or pink or ochre home inside
white picket Sence or post—and—rall. Lawn so wel mani—
cored yoo'd think they hired lHHe sqvirrels 4o clip i with Hiny
squirrel
sdssors.

This place, thoush, is flke « beaotiCul set of pedicore nails
with one ragged hangnal.

The gra&Sii.

Here's some pics | snapped:




o e

[ covldnt Find a 9000 place 1o hole
op Aght? Al these e fowns across
Pmerica, [ve had no problems Sinding some
bm’nec] out builcflr\ﬁ or ‘juH’ecJ S+ore$ron‘l’.
He", chk in... l ‘H’\Ink |+ wasS QoaJ(eH’own, ‘
slept in a holf—collapsed wig shop. Plety
safte $rom the son and Srom frovblesome
kids. Times are hard, and that s 9ood
gor me, ' 9uess. GooJ Qor q“ oQ vs,

/ th‘f‘ cJDeS ‘H’\q‘f’ Say D‘Q our '(lncj ‘H\q‘l’ we
beneSit Srom Misefy? No""ninfj ‘_'jooa‘,)

Here, thoogh? Nothing. Tuo in the
Morninﬂ - vue", +hree, by +hen, qM‘J not
a damn saffe place fo stay. Cvery door,
locked. Every building, clean and together.
So while ['m oot <aing aroond, you know
whq"' , see.7

A big Sat hovsewiSe in her pink robe
and o MOSSY mod mask Shq’(lnfj a con OF
Spray p:{ln"' qMJ wri‘ﬁnﬁ a mesSa9e on ‘Pne
back wall of the elementary school. The
Polaroid above with the “Oriax” name
mesfioned? That was hers. | 9ot dose,
Ligored | could maybe see what the hell
wosS 30]/\3 on / qN.‘J ' qclMH' H’, 39:[’ o |rH'|e
taste, 100), and she heard me coming.
Woman toraed, smiled this pained smile,
and | saw she'd been crying! eyes potly,
f‘IMM&J wH"n rea|, a rlne DQ 9\0"' cominfj
out the one side of her nose.

Then she ave me this weird Sriendly
wove qMJ the Con ‘H‘\WJ(&'J to the 3roum),
slipping Srom her hand.

She took oFE roming! bolted like o Jeer.
Fq§+ ' ‘f‘oo. qu ‘QqS‘I’U ‘H’\qﬁ "J hqve
thovsht possble.

[ Sigored she had the right idea. H was
olready past three and | <fill didn+ have
angwhere 4o hole vp. Bos wasat coming
back. onfil T the Sollowing wight +o take
me in o di¥Cerent direction Srom the one
that dropped me here. So | booked #. Pot
Seet o street and ran onfil the hfjh"’s of
the town were Faded and gone and it was
jost me and the stars once more.

| crashed in the horse stall of an aban—
doned stable miles ovtside of town. Jost
as the son was rising. Coting i lose,

Plice, cotting it close.

|

THe Avcient mD THe MonsTRDLS

[o jost « toy Sor these monsters. This iwSormation is meapingless.
We oll know it. Whoever yoo ore, yov jost want me fo do this becavse
[ goessing you have something personal agoinst me and you e loving he
Lact Yoo can watch me stroggle. Yoo Jost want me to be sbused, to
bf" 9oddamn clebased Sor yoor amosement? Bot yeah, okay, whatever,
[ play your Game, dickhead. [l even Hranscribe this tope Lor you, like
yoo want. But [l be crying the whole Fime, and i€ my bloody Focking
tears mess op yoor preciovs Hranscript, and oo cant read some words
throogh the streaks of red, jost remember tht H's your Saclt, not

mine,

This is a franscript with the vampire Gilda, Gilda dosed me. Gave

me o cop of blood, and | Sigored, hey, holy shit, wohody’s been nice or
cilized enovsh <o Sar to Give me a drink, and | thovght, she's « irl
looks « bit fke me, ['m o Gil looks o bit ke her, everybody's happy.
Bot the stoff was laced with... some kind o€ paralytic, or that dote—
rape drog or something. So | just laid there, coold barely move, my wet
lips hardly oble fo make anything above o squeak. She ondressed me ac
She +q“<€cj S}\e arlrJAl‘f’ CJD qny‘"hlnﬂ else +D me, )US‘I’ +f‘ qcecJ o hq(‘d Mll
along my skin o occasiondlly picked of parts o€ me almost lke some
kird oF... of sciextist. Fuck. Then ot the end she stoSed the Hicket in
my mouth,

.’ came ondone and Foond my head agoin ot Sor Srom son op. Cven
stll, | had & hord fime moving. My moscles Selt fke they were on Sire.
The veins and arteries inside Selt... brittle, arthiitic, | dont know.

[w jost a toy. This is ol jost some sick Yame. Don'+ worry, ['m il
quyinfj. ANJ ’ aim to wWin,
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[ Gilda Trqnsaip‘/']

You've come to the right girl, Alex. .
Sorry, Alice? Alice. ll admit, I’m a little stung: you tell me )-/
you’re compiling all this groovy information, and that

Someone’s got you on a leash and tugging you to do it.
Why they didn’t come to me, whoever they are... that’s
a shame. Because I know 3 lot. I’m not the meanest,
maddest, oldest, baddest Savage on the block, but
I've been around it a few times, and I’ve met some
of the truly sublime within our number and I’ve seen

and heard some stories that could coagulate the
blood in your body. Like the gelatin that collects atop
a dish of gravy in the fridge. See? I’m not that old. I
still remember gravy. So relax a bit, will you?

You're looking for some history. Some otable per
Sonas; as your letter dictates? (Oh, I'm sorry, did
YOU ask me not to take a look at the letter? I asked
earlier and you said no, but now it’s Just sitting

in your hand so maybe you don’t mind if I take it?
Thanks so much, cutie. Sad little twat.)

I’ll'answer your qQuestions, because I'm the giving sort. |

THE UNHOLY

Seems the best place to starts is the living — or
ahh, “unliving? if you accept the term — urban
myth of our family and tribe, the Unholy.

Now, before you balk and roll your eyes, I'm go-
ing to add that I’ve seen her with my own two,
YOU understand? I’ve not talked to her no. But
I've seen her I’m Sorry, are you comfortable in
that jacket? It’s a nice Jacket. They call that a
“barn jacket” don’t they? Let’s just remove it
— No protestations, please. Are YoU warm? It
is a warm night, even in November That shirt
looks as if it’s trapped you.

The Unholy, this is what she does. And nobody
really knows why. She comes out of her
nomadic... I don’t know, Pllgrimage once in

a blue moon, and she goes to a city. Just
walks right in, fong jacket or robe covering
Up her deformities, a cowboy hat slung low
to hide her beaded black eyes, and she goes
right to the Prince or the Lictor or the Caliph
or Whatever the rulerin-charge calls himself
and she pretends to be someone she’s not.
Usually some few-years-dead nobody, a
confused waif or dumb PUppet. She plays
ignarant. She lets the Prince or Primogen or
Sheriff have some fun at her expense. And
then they let her go. Because she’s nobody.
It’s fike... opening the doors to your well-
protected fortification and just letting
the enemy inside to do as she wishes.

And she soon does as she wishes.

It’s always something different. Rarely
the same blasphemy twice, at least not
in a row. Maybe she poaches from the Prince’s own

)
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esteemed herd. Maybe she Embraces wantonly — not
Jjust farvae, mind you, but full childer though how she
manages that without turning into a real moonbat isn’t
really known (though T’ll get to some theories in Jjust

a minute). Sometimes she kills. Sometimes she leaves
chaos — a nighttime sky thick with crows and vultures
and other carrion birds descended one time on Detroit,
and they blotted out the moon and the stars and they
battered bloody against car windshields, rocketing
down on the highway, and the accidents and pile-ups
and deaths... oh, the shriek of metal and the blood on
the highway, all the bits of glass, all the parts of people.
I saw the aftermath, because that’s where I was at the
time, verifying that one of our kind lives in a nearby
ake (not true, at least, what's there isn’t one of uUsas
far as I can tell). And that’s where I eventually saw fer.

See, at some point they take her: Maybe the local
Dragons consult some magjic hoodoo behind closed
doors and they get a read off some dead raven, or
could be that a Cronie in the pocket of the Prince
paints a blood-clot crescent on the floor and as it
dries it seizes up and spells out an address. I don’t
know how they did it in the Motor City, I only know
that they found out where she was hiding (one of
the old auto factories, in one of the big busted-out
body shops) and they went in and took her. She went
politely, so the stories say. She always goes with a
gentle head-nod and she even lets them draw ropes
or cuffs around her bird arms.

Did I see your eye twitch? That’s what I said, “bird
arms” The stage was dark when the Prince brought

her before s, the gathered throngs, but light came in
through the window and we could all see well enough.
And to me, it looked like from the elbows forward her skin
became cracked and wrinkled, fike the flesh of a chicken’s
foot. And the hands were only part human, and part...
crow claw. Talons tipping craggy gray fingers. A thumb,
mostly human, but stil topped with a claw.

So she comes in and the Prince — a dumb, cocky
dreamer a succubus named Dagobert —thinks he’s go-
ing to do what nobody else has done before, because
he doesn’t have his ear to the street, he won't listen
to the pulse, won’t accept that some people have
stories that maybe he should hear: He thinks he’s going
to embarrass her and abuse her in front of all of Us,
and we’ll all gape and gasp at his authority over the
legendary Unholy. It’s funny, you could tell those of
us who really knew and believed the stories, because
as everyone else was inching forward, we were taking
good steps backward. Wise that we did.

Dagobert brings up one of his advisors, some hack
fuck stage magician (who looks the part, really, black
velvet jacket and waxed Vandyke goatee) and thinks
to turn the Unholy into some kind of puppet, some
act of entertainment. And she’s good. Because she’s
playing the part of fear making it look real official.

’m sorry — you still look warm. Let’s get those boots
off. Socks, too. You have lovely toes, sorare that you
see pretty toes. You should paint them. Red, fike your
teeth after having supped from that cup I gave you.

So, the Unholy is whimpering and weeping and the ma-
gician (I forget his name, honestly, but it started with
a ‘J’ if your keeper needs to know that) stares deep
into those black doll eyes and he tries to geta hold of
something, some fraying thread he can Use to pull the
whole sweater apart.

BUt that’s obviously not what he finds.

Maybe he finds a flock of crows in there. Or an empty
hole. Or a black volcanic dagger that sticks right into
his brain and heart. Whatever he finds, his head snaps
back (we could hear the spine pop) and blood arcs

out of his nose (could hear that, too) and he topples,
contorted, fetal, keening.

Then the windows break. And the crows come in, a
Biblical flood of oily black wings and pick-ax beaks.

' I couldn’t see what was happening, not really. You

can't see through birds, at least, I can’t. I do know
that the birds did a number on those who had inched
closer: And they didn’t bother the handful of us in the
back at all (in a way, I wonder if that was a little nod
from the monster on stage, a tip of the cowboy hat
to tell Us that she respected our respect of her... if
you can call it respect). Didn’t seem prudent to waste
that good favoy so we hoofed it out of there, leaving
behind screams of Kindred and the shrieks of birds.

The next night, I didn’t have to press my €ar too far

| to the ground to get the details. The hypnotist stage

magician asshole? Wiped his brain clean. Tabula rasa,
poof. I hear that for a while someone brought him blood,
spooned it lovingly into his outstretched mouth as his
empty eyes stared around the room. But then I hear
other things. You’d think they might just let him fan-
guish, or let our kind have at him. Nah. His boys took him.
His ghouls. They have him somewhere, and they feed

him blood and pump him up and then drink from him in
return. He’s just a battery giving them juice, it seems.

Dagobert the Prince lost his hand. Lost 7t, lost it. As in,
it ain’t coming back. Crows picked the meat from the
bones and then dismantled the bones and that was
that, just blood and black feathers and no hand at all.

Others suffered — missing eyes, cheek flesh, fingernails
— but nothing permanent. Not like Dagobert’s grabber

And what happened to Miss Unholy? Poof, gone, she hit
the bricks (or the skies, if the rumors are true that she
can grow fucking wings) and that was that. For now.

So just what is she? Tll tell you the theories if you'll
take off those jeans. I must say, those are some
real cowboy jeans. Wrangler? Those’re men’s jeans,
honey. They don’t compliment your shape, which isn’t
quite so tomboyish as I’d thought.

|
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Ah. Yeah. There we go. You're lucky, honey. You died
with a bit of a tan. Which means every evening you
wake up with a bit of a tan. Me? I’m pale as it gets,
“buttwhite” so the description goes (though I prefer
“milky alabaster” for its poetic filt).

Okay, now that you’ve got your getaway sticks free
and clear from those repressive jeans... the theories.
Some say she’s just a particularly old Savage, old and
strange and from another time. Maybe she came from
those who copulated with beasts. Maybe she’s one of
those who lets the owls inside them, those demon birds
(if you’ve not heard of them, then maybe you ought to
ask around because it’ll scare the skin off your bones),
and maybe those demon birds live inside her always.

Oh, but here’s my favorite theory. She’s not just
one of Us, she /s us. She’s what made us all. What
spawned our blood in the darkest nights so long
ago. The Mother Savage, the Mommy Monstey
Whatever it is you want to call her: And some-
times she wakes up or gets her gumption up,
and she goes into a city and she checks
on us and brings a little chaos to beay
and then... gone again, gone again. If
that’s true, and trust me, there’s plen-
ty of our kind out there who are coming
around to that idea more and more, that
means those she Embraced are maybe
closer to our origins than we’d think.
Find one of them and you might have
yourself a real interesting story.

Her Little Cult

She’s got people, the Unholy. People
who worship her: Curiously, they don’t
hold to the theory that she’s our pro-
genitor but they do believe her some
kind of primal force, some elemental
spirit who has taken the flesh of a
Savage and elevated her above. This
cult, see, they accept that most of
our kind are just... carrion-feeders,
Just selfish little demons who play
pretend and fuddle around with
politics when all we really want is
Just the next sip of blood. But
this cult thinks that some of our
kind can become something biggey
something mare primal. (Mind you,
they believe this is only true of
the Savages, which is a darling
bit of solipsism from a cult of
Damned who are themselves Sav- §
ages, don’t you think?)
They think the Unholy is just that, a
vampire who has ascended to a mightier state,
something some call Golconda, something others call
the Surrender: They’re like a pack of Deadheads, and by

that I mean those who follow the band — they travel
from city-to-city, trailing supposed sightings the way
one might track sightings of Bigfoot or a UFO. I don’t
know that any of them have even seen her: A few, I
hear are Savages who have peripherally experienced her
presence (been in a city where she came through, like a
storm of wings and talons), but most seem to be just
zealous Gangrel who want to believe that they can
become something bigger and better than what they
already are. The Unholy to them is a role model. Tell
them otherwise and theyll rip you to ribbons.

CHERUFE

Still wearing a bra? Silly girl, Alice. You don’t need
a bra any longer and I'll tell you why. For one
thing, it’s too human. Humans are
concerned about [ift and
separate. I can tell
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you’re one of those who still thinks herself human,
yeah? Still have a family somewhere you think about?
Still remember your first pet’s name when you were a
Wee tot, some hamster named Mister Tickles or some
mutt named Lucky? I remember when I remembered,
if that makes sense. But I’ve learned to forget about
all that. We’re something different, you and . We’re
Savages, doll. The name is apt. We’re bound to the
wild, to the chaos in nature. Humans are order: They’re
clean plates and alphabetized DVD racks. We’re all blood
and twisty vines and molting feathers.

Second reason, and this is the real reason: the blood
inside makes a bra redundant. You want fuller tits?
Think real hard. Concentrate. Grit your teeth and pUsh
the blood into them. It doesn’t last, but you can do it
as often as you need — got some trucker who'll come
behind the diner with you if you flash those beautiful
babies, if you give him a glimpse of that cavernous
cleavage? Do it up. Get him back there. Then drink him
till he’s weak and trembling on the asphalt, a big bad
PUPPet with his strings cut, clippity-fucking-clip.
What I'm trying to say is, this is a too-human crutch,
this bra. Let’s get rid of it.

Lovely, Alice, lovely.

You heard of Cherufe? Blink once if you have, twice if
you haven’t. That was three times, Alice, that doesn’t
help me. I’ll just assume you’re in the dark, here.

Let me put it this way: you look fike a tough girl. You
kngw how some of us, maybe yoy, can shrug off bul-
Et2) take a brass knuckle punch to the jaw and smile
#With all your teeth intact? I've seen some whose
fleshll break a knife. Well, Cherufe is way beyond that.

Chile has a lot of volcances, and Cherufe SuUppos-
edly lives in one of them. Literally wittinit, within
pools of magma and surrounded by blistering hot
rock. He’s one who apparently let his humanity go a
long time before, because stories of Cherufe have
been around for centuries, and the Mapuche na-
tives down there worship him fike a god. And perhaps
he is, and maybe there’s that theme again — that our
kind, if we work real hard, can Surpass our condition
and become something bigger and better: Something a
little bit like a god, I suppose.

Anyway, Cherufe, he lives down in the volcano, and
he’s bound to this place like nobody’s business. He’s

doesn’t have to leave his volcanic womb, does he? So
they do. Year after year a couple families down there
— ghoul families, whole bloodlines of Mapuche dedi-
cated to our people — gather up the virgins and send
them into the slumbering dark of the volcano. Here’s
the kicker: the next night, those Mapuche come back
to the rim and they find the girl’s head there. Just the
head, frozen in horror as if spit back out. Grisly stuff.

And what happens if Cherufe doesn’t get his fix?

The legend is that he’s so tied to the land, so bound
up with the rock and the magma that he can stir it

to action, that his own dissatisfaction and hunger
reverberates. Earthquakes? Volcanic ash? All have been
blamed on Cherufe’s unfulfilled hungers.

Is it true? It might not be. Might be bullshit, or
maybe it was true once but not any longer. I didn’t
see him, I just met with the families who consider
themselves the caretakers of this grim duty. I
watched as they took the 13-yearold girl to the dark
pit. They painted her with messages for their god.
And then they upended her into the dark. Her screams
hung in the air for a long time, let me tell you.

And the next night, I went with them to collect the head.
It was upside-down, laying on a flat bubble of black rock.
Mouth open. Tongue frozen. Eyes turned to ash.

Il never forget that.

TARA-MA-YHA-HU

. Two monsters, I’ve met. Face-to-face. I’ve encoun-

tered the little man known as Yara-ma-yha-hy, and

| I’ve met the ancient Greta.

You know, I'm sorry, I have to stop here for a min-

Aiverfour virgins a year once per season, well... Cherufe

hungry, so he demands sacrifices. The Savage beast has
honed his hungers, though, to a very sweet and pre-

cise point: he can sustain himself on four women a year
(virgins, the story goes, so maybe something about the
pure and innocent blood can sustain him?). But he’s too
monstrous to come and get those women himself: if he
feeds on his own, he can’t control himself right? He’ll
emerge and take out whole villages, because his guts run
deep. Alternately, if the natives were able to Aand-de-
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ute. I just have to compliment you on your taste in
underwear: I’d figured you for the type who'd wear
Granny Panties, big white pantaloons that you could
uUse as an emergency parachute or supply tarp or
something. But these little white things? A little lace
around the edge? That’s nice to see. So many of our
tribe, they just stop caring about personal hygiene,
you know? And we can get pretty disgusting. Drink-
ing blood’ll make your mouth stink like road-kill if you
don’t brush up, and over time, a lot of us just stop
brushing. But you? Your hair smells of what’s that,
jasmine? Your skin smells of soap, normal soap, plain

. white soap-scented soap. And those delicate, elegant
- cheek-hugger panties.

Very cute. I admire you.
But they have to go, darling. We’ve made it this far

T’ll just discard these or — no, wait, I think I'll keep
them. A souvenir: A reminder of our time together
Welcome to my parlor said the spider to the fly, and
then the spider took the fly’s panties for her collec
tion. That’s the story I heard.

I had to travel to Australia to meet Yara-ma-yha-hy,
who Ill just call “Yara if that’s okay by you? Good.

| Traveling is a giant bite in the ass, especially traveling
haffway across the world. Nearly impossible to do in
the normal fashion, really, because inevitably the sun
is going to shine in through the plane’s windows. And
it’s not like I’m wealthy enough to have a jet. Sure, I

my own benefactors just as you have yours. But I
don’t get that kind of cash. Which means traveling

is dangerous. If I had a pulse, even the thought of
such a long journey to and from the Land Down Under
would make it race at a swift skip. But I managed, be-
- cause I planned. For a year: I got everything in place,
every hand who would touch the body bag in which I
waited, dark, impermeable, perfect. I played the role
of carpse, and the right hands put me on the right
planes. And even then it didn’t go perfectly, I had to
teach a couple a dire lesson... but that’s really getting
away from the point.

The outback is endless. At night, it’s endlessly dark.
Nighttime there is as beautiful as you'll see it. The
vast expanse of stars? Dizzying. Blood, though, is
thin, so if you ever go out there, bring a supply with
you, whether on legs or in bags.

Yara is one of us who has... adapted to unlife out in

' the middle of nowhere. He’s a small man, an Aborigine

- with a broad smiling face, a big bald head, a beard so

~ outof-control you’d think it was reaching for you
with an aim to strangle your throat. And his eyes,
without pupils, just bright white like the stars above.

But of most interest are his hands and feet.

On each palm and on the bottoms of each foot? A
mouth. A human mouth, with lips and hooked teeth.

am paid fairly nicely to acquire the stories I do, I have |

He didn’t always have those, he told me. He developed
them. He willed his body to make them, and it did.

The way he tells it, he can get more blood from a
victim that way — with his normal mouth and his four
other... arifices, he can grab hold of a meal the way an
octopus might. Each mouth sucks blood and, accord-
ing to him, other fluids — bile, saliva, marrow, seminal
Jjuices, anything they can “milk” from the body.

Like Cherufe, Yara can last a lot longer on this than
you’d think — weeks on end, apparently. When the
time came for more, he hunted the vast stretches
of nowhere, honing in on sources of blood the way a
mosquito might. A little man, dark as the sky above,
no taller than the height of my elbow hanging loose
at my side, you’d maybe not think him so potent, so
monstrous. Oh, but he is.

Yara sometimes likes to play with his food. He attacks.
He drinks. Drinks just enough to make the victim
woozy, confused, but still able to walk and talk and
stumble about. And he lets his prey do just that for
the rest of the night — they amble beneath the moon-
light, weeping, crying aloud for some kind of solace,
and just before sun-up, Yara attacks again. Why? Why
do this? Because he’s cruel. Because he egjoys being
cruel. He'll tell you as much. It’s what he told me. He
was surprisingly genial, and was careful to remind me
that our own kind should not be our enemy. Seems a
nafve perspective coming from a dwarfish monster
living by himself in the Outback, but then again, he’s
been around a lot longer than you or L.

| Am I imagining things, or did you just push a little

blood into your nipples? Pert things. Each like the end
of a child’s thumb, red as if hammerstruck. Those
drugs really worked, didn’t they? I won'’t lie, I don’t
know what they even are. But I have a friend on the
streets, works the clubs, and sold me a heroic dose
of whatever it is that’s getting the kids date-raped
these days.

You barely react when I twist that nipple. Hard enough
to rip it off and yet your eyes only squint, your jaw
tightens... and that’s it.

I have to assume you’re enjoying yourself. I know I am.

GRETA

Greta, Greta, Greta. You know, she looks a bit like

you? If you vacuumed out the fat, tightened the
form, and drew the skin so taut that it held fast to
the bones and tendons and muscles. But her haif her
eyes, even the faint twist at the corner of the lips...
you could pass for a daughter or a sister: If you could
get that close to let somebody compare.

I like the bit of fat on you. Baby fat. Boyish. These
hips, these thighs — no, I know; girls don’t fike it when
you call them fat, and I don’t mean to imply you're
some grotesque thing, some flesh-fed Macellarius,

“1
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DUT..- What's the word? Zoftig? You’ve got some
zoftig parts. I think it’s nice. Especially right here —
Funny, I’m not ticklish anymare, either: Death seems
to have removed that from me. Such an odd thing to
think about, but there you go.

Greta owns a part of Philadelphia. Just ownsit as her
own. She’s marked out a huge Domain in the north,
around where Temple sits. Bad area. High murder

rate. She’s a pale white lady in a predominantly black
neighborhood. And they know about her and they
talk about her in whispers, the way you might have
spoken of the Man with the Hook Hand or Bloody Mary.
Because they know if they call hey she might come.
And if she comes, she’ll come hungry and she only
help you if you help her first. The smart ones know
that it’s unwise to make a deal with the devil. The
dumb ones stand on the rooftop and whisper her
name — that’s all it takes, the barest whisper — and
she comes calling, hungry, always hungry.

AOOBAABAABAAET

She doesn’t speak English. She seems to understand
it, mind, but she doesn’t speak it. French, German,
Spanish, Latin... but never English. She’s not from this
country. She seems to despise it. But you can’t get
her talking about it too in depth, because she starts
to get agitated. I've no proof thankfully, but I imag-
ine getting her agitated is a bad idea.

This is what’s interesting about Greta. The rest of the
Philly vampires leave her to do her thing. They let her
have her territory. They let her hunt wantonly, because
she stays in her place. Doesn’t matter that she’s a
known diablerist. Doesn’t matter that she interacts
with the mortal herd in such a way to telegraph her
true nature, which does little good for that delicately-
held Masquerade. Oh, sure, every once in a while some-
one gets up a good head of boiling blood and decides
it’s important to hunt her down and exile (or destroy)
her and sometimes the ballsy motherfucker goes in
alone; sometimes he brings a small army with him.

And one or all of them always end up as a pile of dust
and a smear of blood.

That is her hunting ground. And she marks it, too. For
those who care to open their senses to it, they can
smell the old blood that rings the stop-light post or
they can see the faint cursive claw marks etched in
the sidewalk or curb.

So: how did I survive my encounter?
First, I’m one of her: So are you. We'’re Savages. She

| likes us. Claims we’re all kin, and not like the Lords are
| kin. No, she says we’re all one big family — a “tribe”

you'll sometimes hear me say, well, I got that from her

Second, I brought her a gift. Nothing big, just some

newbie dipshit neonate, the childe of a haughty Lord
up Allentown way. She enjoyed eating him. I watched.
It was hard to watch, but I sat there and rooted my
feet to the ground as she drew him deep into her a
beautiful and powerful spider Plucking the wings from
the fly. When she was done, he turned to curling rib-
bons of smoking skin in her hands, and the rest was
Just bone dust that blew away in a wind that seemed
torise up out of nowhere. As if she summoned it by
the satisfaction of her hungers.

Third, I didn’t come to hurt her Or to even try, since
so far no evidence exists that you even can hurt her
(some within the city think her the ghost of a Savage,
though she was quite real and corporeal when I got
near to her).

Greta’s cagey. We conversed in my gutter French, and
When that failed us, we mixed it up with my gutter
German. She doesn't ike to be pinned down, doesn’t
like to give too much. She doesn’t actvally know who
she is, not really. She knows that she’s old. She knows
that the blood inside her is black and moves like cool-
ing pitch. She knows Greta is her real name, but that’s
the only part of the name she can recall.
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And in discussing this, it’s the only time I saw
anything remotely human inside her: All other times,
we were speaking in human languages and affect

ing the mannerisms of human conversation, but her
eyes were fixed on me like a wolf’s, and her muscles
were pulled taut as if she could tear me asunder with
nothing more than the decision to do so. Ah, but when
we got on the subject of who she was and how her
identity was largely fost to her... for just a second, a
hair’s breadth of a half-a-second, her eyes softened,
her firm-line mouth curled downward for that mo-
ment. She tried to draw a breath. That’s something
only you young ones do anymore, still relying on that
old muscle memary of sighs and breathy moans and
sucking intakes of breath.

So even the monsters, they sometimes have a bit of
humanity in them. A tiny spark, no more than a firefly
held in a slowly-crushing grip, but it’s there if you
know how to find it and draw it out. Tt can't last, T
imagine. I know my own connection to the human herd
has waned — which is largely my choice, as I’ve noted.
And it should be your choice, too. Sweet, sweet Alice. ||
Of the soft thighs. The smallish ears. The nose faintly
upturned, the toes curled slightly inward, the natural
breasts small but more than a mouthful.

I can see it in your eyes. You want to know about the
Baba Yaga.

THE BABA YAGA

Ah, the wild old witch, the strega nona, the forest
spirit, the JeZibaba. Like the Unholy, she has many
stories to tell. She’s been around for a very, very long
time — longer than some will say we can survive, and
she’s done it without taking one single slumber in all
that time over all those many centuries.

How does she do it?

This is the thing, sweet Alice. You know how the Un-
holy has her little cult? Her sycophants, her adher
ents, her zealots?

The old witch has hers, too.

T’'m one of them. I don’t wear it on my sleeve, of
course. The local Spearcarriers wouldn’t let me near

their flock if they knew. I don’t go practicing the
strega’s blood magic out in the middle of the street.

L | dont keow ¥ M go. | dont luowt hatt |

to me? The way she- plaged with me ke
Bot she

worse done fo me.

FDC'( yov.

' tongue. And 'l milk —
" Tll milk three drops of
' then from my palm onto this white cloth.

. Then I pluck one, two and

" This is an airline ticket and

| Enjoy
' Tt’s been a pleasure. For both of Us.

can Frost Glda Dbviovsly |
+\\a&? ’DDAIJr 3e|'
Jid i 4o prove her commard ovel me.

Bot | know

The ficket is Sor one month Srom now.

No, we have our
spaces beneath the
city and above it
where it’s safe. Away
from prying eyes.
So, I won't tell you
anything further
about the old wom-
an. But I see her
name’s on your list
and in the letter so you're...

required to go after her for whatever reason.

2020 YAG — v Bl

(I'd

' love to know why. L know this letter has pages miss-

ing. What is it that’s held above your head, what
dangling sword threatens to fall, hmm?) g

What I will do is this: \

T will take this fingernail here, this pinky nail that’s
been sharpened again and again, night after night, to
keep it honed. I'll put my fingers in your mouth — SO
dry, the mouths of the Damned, that’s another thing
I have a hard time accepting, the lack of safiva, ugh
_ and... do you like that? Did I hear a faint moan?
perhaps I did.

But this isn’t for pleasure, deap at least not yours.

with my pinky nail, ’ll draw a faint slit in your :
let’s see, yes, just like this, \
your blood into my palm and

_ stubborn, aren’t they?
— hairs from your head.

' They go onto the cloth, stuck to the blood.
| I roll that up and save it for later

Final step? Here. j

a list of names. The
ticket/ll get you to Warsaw. The names are of some...
handlers. They’ll get you there safely.

T’ll leave the ticket in your mouth. Stuck there
saliva, but by blood.

not by

. Toke it or leave it.

But if you want the Baba Yaga story..-
the trip. L know I did. T'll see you later Alice.

ot What she 99 |
'+ get excited: ['ve hod |

me wirong: don

Sp why <hoold | frost her?
i€ | dont get yoo what yoo want ...

FDC,( yoo!

L
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The PSA —
This. is. a new one. | solicted the words o€ Levificos (“Lev,” apparently) Olster, and | 9ot back a videotape. | broke into

an elementary school and vsed their media room and | watched that tape. | was expecting something awol, yoo know? A
$0fE S, magbe. Fock and kill, Frapped on VHS.

ThankSolly, et wasat what i was. No, Lev taped himselS, aloag with some o8 his “crew.” Pnd, oF course, i came
oot blorry! yoo can kind of make ovt his Sace i€ Yoo sepoint and cock yoor head.

The. dawn thing views fike o Poblic Service Armovncement, | swear. Bot yoo know what 7 | like . H mokes me Seel 9ood.
Like | can hold my head « bit higher thon | did fwo nif)h‘f's a9o oSter Gilda.. did what she did.

So, here Goes. The Franscript. | even #yped this one <o yoo dont have to read my abysmal handurifing. Thank Christ Sor
lute night copy stores.




LEV
No kidding. You’ve maybe heard of us? They call us the Wrecking Crew. We didn’t come up with the
name, but unlike Leviticus, it’s one I'm happy with. You might know the story - city run into the ground
by a Shadow Tyrant, and a bunch of us young’uns took the city back. Remember that dictators are only
as good as the assholes who prop them up, so we took out his support legs one by one. Believe it or not,
we used the Internet. Found some guys on YouTube who had this nerdy “network” of supernatural ex-
poses. They did awesome work. We were able to expose all kinds of stuff and get it out there, get the cops
involved, rip the fagcade off some politician slaves, show all the players — particularly the human ones,
because they’re the vulnerabilities. We couldn’t have taken on the Tyrant by ourselves, it was all about
guerilla, media warfare and it did the trick. Had the help of - hold on, you, yeah, you, come into the magic
camera eye —

KIPPER
(on camera,)
All right -ow! Scooch over. Fuck. C’'mon.

LEV
Relax, Kip. This is Kip. Kip’s a Lord. Yes, we Lords and we Savages can get along. Are you sensing a mes-
sage, here?

KIPPER
It’s like the United Colors of Benetton or something.

LEV
Go away, Kip.

KIPPER
Fuck you.

LEV
Fuck you, too. Where was I? Right. We did that thing with the Tyrant. We’'re young enough to know how
the tools of modernity can stop ancient influence in its tracks. Yorick Embraced me when Nirvana first
hit MTV with Smells Like Teen Spirit, so while I'm no baby-beast, I'm damn sure not some Ancient High
Muckity-Muck from the back alleys of Mesopotamia. But that’s not what I want to talk about. That’s just
the intro.

BETTINA
(off-camera)
Ow! Shit. Kip just bit me.

LEV
Amazing we can accomplish anything, given that we’re basically Big Dead Children.

KIP
Take it, twat! Ow! Jesus, I was just kidding.

LEV
Shut up already!
Though even that has its point and its place. First point? We're humans. I don’t care what anybody tells
you. You want to think yourself some undead monster, go for it. We drink blood but we don’t kill people.
Yes, I've gone too far. Yes, I've hurt people. That was accidental. I don’t blame myself. I'm okay with it. I
cope. I'm still human. People look at me, and they see my eyes, and they smell my breath and they think,
“Shit, that’s a Savage right there. A real Animal Man. Big Bad Wolf.” No, that’s not how it is. Yeah, that’s
how it feels sometimes, but I do what I have to do to keep sane. To keep normal. I watch TV. I grow a gar-
den, and even though I don’t eat the crap I grow, I give it to the homeless.

KIP
(back on camera)
He’s a real philanderer, this guy.

LEV
Philanthropist, shitwit. And no, I'm not. Hey, it’s selfish. My charity is bullshit. I do it because it makes
me feel normal, but that’s important - feeling normal. You’ve got to find your center. The hunger some-
times gets at you. I used to do heroin. Not a lot. But I did it. And it’s the same but different. It’s this deep
thing way down inside you and it itches and twitches and tightens like a fist. It’s like, you’d kill a mother-
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Mayge So
Magbe he's 9ot a point. But magbe he's a bit hypocrite, +oo.

| lke what he has 4o Say, bot it has « cerfoin, This /s Vour Brain On Drogs mentality, and
those commercials were Yarbage. -

SHll. Homomness. Good. [l hold onto . Thanks, Lev, wherever yov afe.




OreaL Temimion

] wi n n ! i Y
Yoos:; :"\SIL; s+::: lforzb Z:s::rclqy- a Losovar Albqﬁlqi‘\ who's been living in this coontry Sor the last SO years.
oo e, SMP;,p +hye U-J”g ul:J u?\qu Yo make of him! he's not St bot jowly. Wears « deep porple racksoit
S fwm si S:Z‘,J(: 30. ~fimmed eyeYlasses - actoally, every’rki,\g'; 9old. Two 90ld watches. Three
oy .q o She"e e l: ;ﬁ: golo\ Nike S:)DDSh and laces. Dne molor capped in what might wot be 9old bot
] " ; caSing ‘I .q fDM. a S or .Sod\ pressecJ down into the gom so s level with the other

It wad Fo fake him seriously! his broad 9rin and open arms seemed Coke or crazy of dargerovs.

BU+ then he S‘f‘qﬁ‘{’d to SPeqk.

ve heard Hhose who finge Hneir words with the

+ ot Part oF it is e accent, | admit! to me, i s that aebolovs halS~Cossian
Dv\l‘,’ NOr Mqlly hw n
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this coontry. Part oF it is <omething really immeasorable, ke he's inSosing his words with coch enthosiasm that # drips
Crom them like red honey. He wonted fo fak to me Sboot history, so | Joraed on the fape and.. well, happlly let him
tolk. Jesos, ['m jost 9lod he's not another Glda. We're aot ol monsters, <ee? Some of vs afe <Hll people. lind oF.

Something about his words, | dont fhink s anything so?erm‘l'orql! [

lore. oS the Blood, bot this waSH
halS—Coropean crispressi and the
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Got this from amother Shevitl | met o
while back. We've in the some Covenomt,
A whew he heavd | wag looking into
some of the Savages and Hheir Aoings, he
thought t+his was mpovtamt — e seewms to
thiuk tHhat the wovst Pavt about Gangrel
isw't Hhot they've Puckiug bavrbaviams, He
seews to thiuk that the wovst powvt is +he
waty they bring Hhat out in others they
wmeet. He seut me this photocopy of the
Haunt’s wovds.

-Hoon\ikeh
















At Hhis point, it stawts to Lol out of precise

nyos - )
veavrvamged. | comt magme theve's amy

A wmind Adevolved from humam o veast.
the inbormation. Met with & widey vamge

cted.
o hev low Yvood tham I'Ad have expe c H‘
Cevtainly wo Ventvue agent of such untest- A-]N'

e age counld mamage such a thing. That, |

of theiv kina.

D The Givcezgeem Fouse ~ Deepms oF (e i Booo
We", q"' '&:\S‘,’ rM not in o body bqﬂ
This room, thovsh, smells o8 Sear. ['m crowded i the dark with the doys
and the cats and, i€ | hear if right, some kind o€ pissed—ofE parrot. s
wot speaking words, but the bird is over +there in the darkness making these...
andry warbles, like a madman in the shadows. find there's poodle, one of
the big ones wot the finy feacop ones, and he just basks and barks. and Sreak~
9 barks.., vgh. Plos, the plane’s been hitfing so moch torboleace that you d
Hink we were on the grovnd instead of the air, bouncing down a broken road.
Hit & new bomp, and the cats and dogs wail in concert. Perhaps the oAy fime
they Jet along, these moments of potestial doom.

To som 0p? Traveling socks. H's bad enovgh jost getfing Fhroosh
qirpor‘f' Hro&Sic ond +aJ(}Afj o5 your shoes 4o moke sore You dont have
some kind o8 “hiking boot woke” tocked away in there. [ Thovth | soppose
| should be thankSol that those machines don+ check your heart—rote,
hoh?) ['m sore i€ | were a.. “better” vampire, | covld do something
about ol this. Jost snap my Singers and bypass the secority or fora
wfo & bot and -Q'y to Poland MYy OwA domn <el€ [ Con we req“y torn info
bats? Or is that jost some Sairy tole Solkdore garbage? | mean, you
read vampire stofies Yoo also Find vampires who are pompkins or some
nonsense, so of this point | don+ know what to believe other +han |

personally commot become o bat o « pompkin).

Bot oll thet's jost an inconverience. Something watches over the airport. |
covld see t, | swear | coold. Jost a pair of eyes, red like a plane’'s wing lights,
reSlected back Srom the wet tormac, the windows, the chrome ringing o Frash
cans everywhere. | swear i's troe, bot... aot fke | have prooS. You'd Hhiak i had
o be just as it seems, reflections of lights and nothing more. Downtt, thovdh,
i€ they didat look fike eyes.

Whatever i was, t didat seem o care that | was passing Hhrovgh is
domain. [t let me 90. Magbe H wanted me o 90, Who knows? | met with
Gildas “people,” ard they said nothing fo me af all. They grabbed the Hicket

oot oF my hand, and Fhen fore it (as i€ they were oSSicial ficket takers and

not some jerkoSSs in black coats and blacker eyes), and next hing | know

they were shoving me into the plane with the help of some romuay workers,
pushing me vp info the room where they keep the pet carriers.

, cjon“f' even l@ovu \uhy I'M Jollnf} ‘H\'IS. Dh, uqH‘, ' l(mw \uhy - be—-
cavse Yoo need me fo, becavse youlve 9ot o knife to my throat and

ovder. Move pages have been fovn out amd C' V”—' ZA-T]QN EN ps A’T TH‘E
message in theve: just the fury of chaes, of WA.TER L 'N E.B EYGND TH
<Hil, She's telling a story. She'’s collected WE ALL ENT‘ER THE FQ A;'
aQ

ANP NOT ALways

e Aot s | RIGHT AT T 1op
- C. Havdaiken _H 0 NTE

or comot love, that H's jost some
ho"ou MDC'(EIy, some quse 'QO\CC
we wea fo convince ourselves that
maybe, jost magbe we re sfill homan.

You want fo know SDMe‘f’h'ij? [ }’\ch
o dream yesterday as | slept. | dont )
Jream. | never dream. Since dying, | cant
recoll one day dream, becavse doring
the day H's ke ['m redlly Froly dead. [
lqy down q+ ijh‘FS CNJ cm ' 'QCEJ the
wildness in me start o recede lke o
ide and beSore | know i, it Seels fke
I'M Shppiﬁj iA‘f’D coch wod’ef .

Bot yesterday, o dream.
| dreamt that | was Gretel
uu.I‘H\DD"‘ ansel, ‘H\q+ , hch come
vpon the witch's hovse and H was
made of cake ard candy. From
I_')ehlncj o wi/«JDuu chJe D‘Q r oc‘(
candy | covld see the Sace of the
witch, blorred by Sat crystals of
su9ar, bot even <fill | coold make
out those yellow eyes and stringy
hair. And my honger overwhelmed
me then, a Great clotching pain
n my 30+ 'H\q‘l’ 'I'rqveled VP My
+hr Dq+ an ‘,‘0 My MDU‘H\ qncJ My
Joaw storted working, as i€ chew—
infj. I+ was a Sire inside me, bur/«iv\fj
chJ ‘f:eqrinfj me vp, bu‘f‘ 'Quc,( rl' I'Q I‘f‘
wasat col +oo, like an inection of
Sofine straight info the veins.
AM‘J , S‘I’af‘"erj e,a(hnfj +he hovse.
Each candy | broke into bled. Cvery
honk o cake or Gingerbread | pulled Srom
the wall Aol Ced blood. Glotinous. Like

yoo | hort the people | love, even thooth ['m +old thet our kind does not
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Syl UP. f‘n{‘J , q‘e “\e &DO(‘J In 3' ‘ h VMa hqﬁé‘(o qﬁd My MOD“\ waS SmEeqf w h S“Cj(y ierJ qp\d “\e I)IDDCJ waS
€ €a| S, 1 o
! S ed
;Wee‘- LI,Q ho’\ey- ’UD‘ ‘1,48 HODJ leq“y S, AD‘ “\q ’ JDI\ ‘ M(e “\e 7as7€ 0; HDOCJ/ bU+ s heqdy, w “\ o ‘qﬂf’ M(e

hc’dnﬁ an iron sword, with

\ word, with a strange ofoma that il -

fke thic! # woc | as a that Fills the movth and dizai i . i

ke this! # was lke Flowers and sv9ar and Hree < > apd i was ‘L_ld::es the wind. But in the dream i was. nothing

Fock. Fock! Now ['m thirsty.
Pud ol [ve 9ot 4o eat are Somebody’s pets. ..  Shit
[ hope nohody’s Going to miss thet poodle. | sore wont

‘S h‘lg Wl‘\q M IQQC R ‘ “7
> I ; Of 'qd( DFQ |+ hqs ecome. H‘ r S . ' , F -
éaTen o PDD(‘J'Q ;‘ ‘ ol I ] ' ' W k‘li\,d!\’ qbou‘,’ h Vi 3
oVIA

Anshody tells yoo that vampires are sexy is Soll o0& crop

MyTHc PeoPAGAMDA
This has beea popping vp. H's a S i .
| w9 op. H's o Llyer, and it doesat break the Masquerad i
i } ¢ quefoade.., not st ‘H
zrl: 9, .qu +Le:qs+f bot ['m sore the Powers That Be arent Hhrilled with ‘rf.qﬂ\ina i, grfn: AZ"'
jost here :‘ is ity that these posters are showing op. And Srom what ['m told, the other
::\fs ;r: o WZ?;SIy cjbbledr:roz‘d‘neh by diSerent hands even thovth the text is +hel Same, so s
not just one vs doing . Actoally, " A i bl
b WM‘:,G? . ; vally, | don+ technically know that vampires are responsible ot all.

.__,.' § o \\;‘ :
The Domestication of Enkidu! ™ |
| He will embrace her and the wilderness will reject him. b

We are not your common dog!

Aruru created us to be a man of the wild, pinched from clay and given the mind of the
beast. Enkidu was unwashed, wore many skins. and walked among the animals as
one of their own. His freedom was his own!

But Shamhat the Succubus was sent by the Lords to neuter Enkidu! She went ang
spread her legs and showed him what lie between, and her perfumes drifted off her
skin with a mesmeric odor, an odor not of musk or of beast but of lies!

With every thrust of her traitorous hips, she took something from the free man! When

she had finished with him he took off his skins, oiled his body, and wore the clothes of
o enter into their homes behind them. He

man. He was made clean. He was allowed t
: ate their food and drank their drink.

The ayimals would no longer speak with him.
He ceuld na longer command wolves or lions.

He now protected not the animals, but the shepherds and hunters.
The Succubus and the Lords.
We will not be domesticated!

We are not your commaon dog!
We will be free once more!
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s weird. ?rapqganq bora not of recent events or even anciext history, bot Srom out of myth and legend. |
oess with oor “9roop,” this kind oS shit has wings., |
Weird Carthion Savage propagandal Jost Corthian? Jost Savage{ Neither? Eakido was, what, he was the
wild man created fo be Gilgamesh's Siend? | remember that moch Srom college. | don+ recall the soceohos
Part: bot | was also stoned hol€ the fime in class (hen | wert o dass at all). | do remember that they went
to Sight the Homboba todether, and didnt Enkido Seel Pang oF Goilt o remorse? That he had 4o Sight his own
bquose Humbqbq waS o vuiU Mon Of o cread'ore D‘Q ‘H‘\e Qares+ or Some‘f‘h'lnfj? , Mifjh‘f‘. )US‘)L b@ Maj(h\fj ‘H\q‘f’ UP. l

Bu‘/‘HMbqu"'Qo inf ion somehow ' i
g -I-:ig b‘r/—qo&lu; O\Qgﬁ ?e info the equation somehow. Becavse wherever these pes-l:ers Spring vp, so

-

What's parficolarly bizarre is that this Slyer apparently is getHing picked vp and magbe even circo—
luted by normal people. Noa-dead people. College stodents assomingua radical “9o green” philosophy,
to anarchists who think that the common man has been shackled by oppressive government. And

magbe that s the target. Bot Soccobus? Lord? | doat +hink so. But | do wonder how homans. picking
op the philosophy and roming with i helps or horts the “cavse.”
Whatever the “cavse” even is.
Again, the tbrary is yoor Sriend. When Enkidv was destroyed - he was posished Sor Jerl’_; the will of the 9ods and helping
Glgamesh destroy the Boll of Heaven - he corsed the coortesan, Shamhat, Sor domesticading him.



MonicHt €oms 3

Jesvs Chiist, that was terriSying.

T‘he.res a log stretch of rovsh asphalt thatt cots throvsh the Sorest - the road’s called Grie® Zoad. find down
jl'he middle of this road yoo start seeiny signs Sor an old Army base, Fort Coyde. Bot yoo can tell the base isnt
in operation angmore! the sign looks ke something ovt o8 the 195Ds, and kodzo's rown op over most of i [and
when yoo poll the iy back, the sign's pocked vp with bollet holes, and lots o€ “em).

So | kept walking. | was enjoying the Sorest of wight. No cars. No people.
Come the fime that | Sound the base! like the sign, the Sorest had reclaimed H, o mighty Friomph Sor old Mother
Natore, | guess. The trees stooped over the place, branches ke hands 1rying 4o pin the place o the groond. The darkness
seemed darker. | saw the shadows of towers, the sihovettes of wire Sence, the black slabs of blocky buldings.
[ Hhoodht 4o get close. Mistake, major mistake.
Polling away some of the kodzo (that <Ho8€°s diigent, ke s 9ot a mind of its own), | corled my Singers
wroond the wire Sence and peered deep into the “Sront yard” of the compoord..
AMJ qquMS went DQ‘Q

Waxons, screaming. From each tower, a red spotlight.

Then | Selt #! a fightering of the throat, the scratching ot my spine. Vampires. Not just one. Bot many. |
saw shapes emerging Srom the base. Pouring oot of . Zed eyes. Then yellow—eyed dogs, or wolves. | heard the
Cloter of wings above my head.

Dne o the red spotlights Soond me.

AN‘J [ o‘onl‘f' believe this S‘Fl", bot it Selt like i woS Socldn‘j Somdhinfj ovt of me. Lke it woS P'Im'mfj me down, the
way the frees had pimed this old Sorgotten base down fo the groond, holding me shill Sor examination. A butterSly on
o .

Whatever it is that lorks inside vs wasat happy, thouth! like « cat with Hs tall in o movse frap, my own imer Beast
went Socking loony. Gave me jost eroush comph to vproot my Seet and ron. | heard bodies hit the Sence. | heard dogs
wq'lhnfj.

The red lights Saded and soon disappeared.
The voices and aarms and dog howls ol stopped. At the same fime.
Bu‘f’ [ cJ'IcJA"f’ S‘f‘op rOAAIR.

A ——— e ———
— ————

—_—
To e Gineezgzef Hovse ~ The Eanwensel's Tove
| qoess there are roles, and ther there are rvles.
[ had ahways thoodht, yoo 9o Fo a cify, yoo 9o beSore the Prince or his people and yoo say, “Hey, ['m in yoor dty. |
am 1ot o Soreign invader. ['m a0 poacher, no plagoe, please accept my homble blah—blah—blah ard by the way | think it d
be great i€ yoo didnt destroy me.”

Luc]o, ‘H\Dufjh, ‘f’olcl me cliQQerenJr.

Who's Lodo? Arother one of Gilda's people, it seems. Lodo looks like a rot and a weasel rolled op in a mostly—
homan package. His teeth are long and sharp, almost as i€ he Sled them that way. He licks those teeth a lot,
which makes H seem like he's 9oing o eat me. But then he Fells these jokes, these o88—color jokes about
Pmericans and how domb we are, which seems ironic, but [t o San oF irony so | lqofjh. And i Seels nice o |q03h.

Bot Lodo says wo, “our kind” doesnt need 4o present ourselves because we're “diSerext.” DS the books, ofS
the record, and too many not moch better than o oy pretending fo be a wolS” or & “wol® pretesding 4o be « polifi-
cian” (His words, sot mine.) We dont presest ourselves, and the reasons are +woSold! one, we're better than thad,
above apd beyord that petty world. And two, some Princes wovld either baish or destroy vs on sight or, of the

least, keep a needlessly dlose eye on us.
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The Prince here is someone called Magor Sokrates. A Carthian by the sound of him, thoogh Lodo doesat call him
that [he reSers to the Magor's groop as the “Plantation Committee,” whatever that actoally is). He's a progressive
who ever sopports a weird onderdroond version of some kind o€ Kindred Newspaper. Ddd; that! yoo erter o ity fike
this with ol Hs Old World Eoropean charm shellacked with a kind oF.. gray World War | veneer (I'm sore the pe‘op|e
who lve here dont see it that way, but | “calls them as | sees them,” as my Pops vsed fo say), and yoo dont

expect it +o be lorded over by someone theoretically more progressive than what yoo Sind in American cities. | hal®-
expected some Vlad Dracol Lord, all shadows and castles and heads on spears.
As fime oes on, | learn that my expectadions about things fora vp wrong more than they do right. Oh well.
While we walked, Lodo told me o lot aboot Warsaw. Not wormal, tourist shit, bot the weird stof€. The stories

oo wooldat believe, but they'd scare Yoo angway. H's dovble worse Sor me, becavse... Jesos, | know only a lHle oF

what s out there, and 1 inclodes the waling dead who ohink blood 1o survive, <o how hard is i o believe in ghosts

and demons? [§ Lodo told me that Warsaw was vnder the control of a parfiament of werewolves, ['d aod and magbe
lawgh ot the siliness of i bot ['d not be able +o shake the chill becavse, why not?

First o€, Ludo said the place has demons. Actonl demons. Demons who doim o have broken Sree

‘QfDM He“/ 7‘/76 He“ '\D+ a HC", 0\’\0‘ wi“ CJD JqMA neof Myﬂ‘ina +D ‘.qu‘M hefe. LDC'D i< \\-Qr_ludlya w‘rH'\
ore of these SO"cq“erJ demons, o 'Ql'_’jure who lorks down in the Old Town bqul(,am and <ells §+fqn‘3€

plorts and apimals [ according fo Ludo! blood—drinking roses, ravens that eak, dry powdered vi
that grant visions when mixed with blood and consomed). | asked whao? +h§£ “cJeMoZI ’ PlZokej M(ev.mes
“Uke yoo or me,” Lodo said. “But his hands are cold, cold as the grave. Flames Slicker when he passes near.”

Which soonds 4o me like oir corrents, and the hands are probably jost dammy, but i€ Lodo wants o thisk him « demon, |
goess | wont stand in his way.

Plso in Dld Town, he showed me the mermad statoe in the market square, and cloimed - 9et this ~ that mermaids ore
real, that they live in the rivers, and hat i€ yoo sprinle three drops of blood on a picture of « dead loved one and drop
W into Fhe woders of the Vistola, a mermaid will come o o0 and daim yoo. Which means, opparestly, dragsing yoo down
into the depths. [ve no idea how anybody's ever veriied that story; oo d Hhink they d be foo busy drowning or getting
on with o mermaid bride o come op ond conirm the reports, bot agein, vampires ore real. [m onliing proot. So, mermaids?

Fock i, ['m a believer.
He told me about the Piarist shosts of Uolborz, the werewolves o8 Darsd Saski park. who are said +o worship some

moon—Saced Greek goddess (Prtemis woold be my Goess, bot | don+ have any Lobert Graves or Joseph Campbell handy,
plos, | Slonked ovt of college), and the hellSire clob members who make trovble Sor the local Damned becavse they like 4o
bora vampire blood i braziers and get high oS€ the smoke and Somes (Lodo said that contrary +o what most believe, oot
o all the things that “creep and crawl” in this world, homans scare him the most).
The really scary stoSS, thovsh, is happeang around some of the cty's Jewish sites (which are coltoraly +oo Sew and
Car between, 1€ yoo ask me). First, the 9rafSiH. Foond on Graves and trees of the Hebrew cemetery on Dkopowa Street,
and on the Sew remoining walls that vsed to be the ghetto! Mila Street, the old Dmschlagplatz (+he dock where they

vsed fo load the Hrains on the way to Treblinka), the pq|e brick 0§ Zlota ©Z Painted in red!
| GUR BLaHAXYZ UNIR REPNCRP TRUVAABZ.
&GUR BIYE SYL SERR.
GUR FPNYRF JVYY ONYNAPR NTNVA.

| dont know what i is. Lodo showed the wrtfing fo me as we walked, so | copied it down. | Sigored... Christ, | know

Hhis is grorant, bot | Sigored i was Polish or Hebrew or something, Trovasbz? Sore, sounds Eoropean. Nearby on some
of the old stones is written 7o byl pur Getta, which | goess is Polish Sor “This was the gheto wall” or something,
<o what the hell do [ know? S:f‘upiJ Pmerican, | 9et 1, bot i soonds... Slavic or something. Am | wts? Lodo thinks so.
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He lavshed of me. Clapped me on the back with one of his
Yreasy hands and then told some crass joke about Russians
thet | really didn+ oaderstand.

So. Whatever it is, wherever the 9ra8SH ends vp, the local
Damned have seen things. Dwls with homan Saces, mostly,
bot ghosts, too - pale things, skimy, with movths too large
Sor their heads. Slest. | quess some of the local vamps are
coriovs, too coriovs Sor their own 900d, and they +ried fo
talk to the ghosts or captore one of those owls. Yoo know
the end fo this story, <o say it with me! And They Were
Never Seen Again.

Bot yoo know who were seen agoin? A Grovp oF lsroel
stodents visited the old extermination comp of Mojdanek, right?
ﬂ\ey went Missinfj thet chy bot wer e Soond the next mora—
ing, draped over the Sences maorking the borders of +he prisoner
Cields. Cach had no marks on them indicating how they were
kiled except that their mouths. were polled open <o wide Hhat
the jaws broke and the cheeks aroond the lips. split.

Not Sof, Srom their bodies? The graSii.
Story's not done yet! the bodies went o the morgue, bot that

wight disappeared.
And ‘Hr\ey’ve been seen. Up. Walking arovnd. Hiss'lnﬂ. Lawghing.

Mombhnﬁ [ we“, Lodo Says qube Lq‘f’ln? You Mifjh"’ see
one o€ in the distance, painfing or etching that weird 9raf—
Cihi on the wall. You cant 9et close, thoudh, Lodo Says.
Get near and they ron. Or jost disappear. Maghe yoo hear
the Slapping of wings. Or the squeak of rafs, he says,
o5Fering his own vermins feeth in o croel smile.

| asked Ludo his theory. Everghody's 9ot o theory,
crw‘ er q“-

He says we're corsed. Dor apimal side isnt kept inside vs
angmore. s oot there. Like o host, lke o totem, Sree Srom
its fleshly moorings and wandering loose.

Dnce, he said, we were born Srom Sornicating with beasts,
and we broke the nafore| laws. This gross Slavwting o8 what
is right and proper.. well, he said H's coming back to havst vs.

Magbe 1o eat vs, or magbe just o breed as we once did o those
lesser than os.

Great. [ 9lod that “The Gangrel Are All Arimaal Fuckers” fheory

has Sollowed me here. Do we really hate ourselves that moch thet
we believe this tripe?

So, that conclodes our wq“dv\fj toor o qusmu. ['m
of the Chapter Hovse now. Yes, apparently we have
Chapter Hovses. Yeah, that shocks the shit oot of
me. Morwing's coming, soon, so [l Hell you about i
before we 9et on the road tomorrow wight.

A Tage o Stvpces?

This... monSesto has been 9oing aroond. [n yoor
leter, yoo asked - or is H best fo say demanded?
~ that | Give 1o yoo anything that seems perfinest
o oot dan, even 1€ i wasat on the list.” So,

here s fhis.

[ doat know moch about the one who wrote i
Few do, apparestly. They know his name! Jonah
Highsteeple. They know thet he was once a doctor o
sciexfist. A proSessor, too. Discredited becavse, i
yoo believe the romors, the rape of a stodeat. Was
his Embrace some kind of repercossion? The revenge
oF one beyond the grave protecting a beloved servant
or Samily member? Jesos, | doat know, bot that's
rovsh stof€ no matter how you look of it.

He stays hidden, this goy. He remains oS the
radar, bt seems keea o pot his maniesto in the
hands o prominest Savages, those who ~ with
his “coaching ~ end op in positions of power. He
seems o think that we should be something more
than the romads and WDI‘Q“MCA and quk fangers
(o, bestial Sornicators) some Hhink vs and ot
we shovld... | dont know. Take charge. Look of
nafore and become kings in the mode of o T—ex
or something. H soonds nice when | write i, bot
when he -f'e”s I+ .I‘FS coch qncJ uejrrJ qM‘J onseH‘hnfj.
I€ Highsteeple really befieves #his sto8€, he Hroly

has poshed his “homamess” away.



Dominance Hierarchy: A Biological Manifesto
We are no longer men. We are something more, and strictly speaking, something less. Don’t be
fooled by that, though. “Something less.” The negative connotation lives in that word, less. Per-
haps it’s the wrong word. Perhaps it’s not a “lesser” element, but a “simpler” element. That’s
what it is. We are something altogether simpler.

We are animal.

One could argue that man is always animal and just fools himself into thinking he is better,
when it could be that he’s only more complex. I might agree with that sentiment. Man is hunger.
Man is safety. Man is thirst and violence and instinct. But he hides it behind a veneer of civility,
morality and forward-thinking.

The Embrace strips most of that away. At least, it has for me and my brothers and sisters.
Some within the Kindred still cling to the old ways of human-doing. They still pretend at having
manners and they still play at their precious salons. They give into the idea that supremacy is
something human, the divine right of kings or power conferred by votes from the masses. The
Lords love this. They see it as holy. As an imperative.

Ah, but. Supremacy, authority, kingship. These are not men’s concepts. They are animal ideas.
A canid proves his status at the head of the pack with vicious fangs. A chimpanzee thwarts other
males, demonstrates his potency, controls the women with a forceful grip. (And when the chimp
and his tribe find those of another tribe, they destroy the males, sometimes eating them. The
babies, they dash against trees and rocks. The females, they claim. And so the dominance there
moves from the single chimp to the single tribe.) Even the lowliest insect gives into the hierar-
chy: ants and bees serve a queen, and those that do not belong in a species-specific hierarchy
are still given over to the hierarchy of nature. A moth is a treat for a bird. Grubs plucked from
trees by native hands are grilled on skewers.

We are animal. More than this, though, we are apex predator.

Illustration of Principle

Like the gorilla or chimpanzee, we must first establish the order of dominance within our own
group, within the clan. It’s not about breeding rights, exactly, though it can be. The Prince chooses
who may draw others into this world with the Embrace; there, the pecking order is plainly stated,
and so we must either strive to become the Prince or become powerful enough so that the Prince
does as we deem desirable and/or prudent. It’s ultimately about the Blood. The dominant Blood
perseveres, pervades, grows populous. The strongest in the tribe is the one who has the greatest
choice of childer. The strongest can choose who will serve his Blood, be they mortal or Kindred
thrall. The strongest is afforded the largest territory.

Then, as a family, as a tribe, we must exert our supremacy. Like the triumphant chimps, we
can choose who belongs and who does not. We can destroy or humiliate those weaker than us,
removing them from the equation through final death or social obviation. As the group with the
power, we establish the rules (rules that favor us, naturally). We carve out the largest territory,
keeping only those of our kind who serve the proper way. Dominance is g self-strengthening ef-
fect. You become the authority and make the rules, rules that ensure continued ascendancy.

Illustrations of Possibility
Games of domination take many faces. All approaches are valid if the end result is the same.

Dominance can come simply, through brute strength of body, mind or social command. The
predatory shark is a thug. It must swim forward or die. It does little more than eat. But it is the
king of its food chain, because that is what it’s good at doing, that is how it’s built. Swift swim-
mer. Powerful jaws. Massive bulk. The approach offers little cunning, but it does not need to.
The authority of this animal is plain. If this is what we can be, this is what we will be. Physical
potency, the ability to suffer damage that others of our kind cannot, can demonstrate our worth,
our royalty.

Ants support a queen without fail. Unlike humans, the ant colony is not defined by its weakest
link; it is as good as its strongest. All ants learn from the best examples within the colony: those
who are successful create success in others through principles of learning and the exuding of
pheromones. The Blood calls to Blood. If the tribe is strong, we are strong. And the Savages are
always strong. :

Another approach in the insect world is a kind of initial parasitism. We are not parasites, but
we can begin our ascendancy with a parasitic approach provided the end goal remains domi-
nance. Consider the braconid wasp. It lands on the caterpillar of a hornworm moth. It deposits
eggs beneath the skin of the worm. The eggs hatch, and the larvae chew free of the worm’s flesh,
strengthening themselves on the meat of their host. Once free of the skin the larvae pupate. The
pupae hatch, and wasps crawl free.



Note here that the life cycle only contains parasitic elements in the first part. Creatures who
remain parasitic throughout their lifespan (tapeworms, remora fish, bacteria) are not to be ad-
mired or embodied. They are not kings. They are subjects, lowly and small, feeding on the very
bottom. The braconid wasp is only parasitic in its initial phases until it can emerge, well-fed and
ready to fly. If we must play weak or operate hidden until the time comes to reveal ourselves,
then that is what we must do. One must be careful not to believe in the ruse, however; it becomes
too easy to accept a lowly position, whereas the Blood and Beast demand better.

Wolves are social animals. Alpha wolves demonstrate their natural authority through success
in hunting, through winning games of dominance and submission. They demonstrate controlled
aggression. They display motivation. They are the most social, illustrating how connected they
are to the rest of the pack. This is the most desirable approach amongst our families: complex
proof of our natural home at the hierarchy’s pinnacle.

Connotation vs. Denotation: Feral
I have heard some refer to me and my people as feral. I am inclined to agree, but not in the way
that they mean.

The connotation of feral is, as an emblem, the hissing cat, the bucking horse, the dog with the
bared teeth and frothing rabidity. It evokes a maddened creature, driven by unnatural lusts
and hungers. This tag might apply to some of our kind, but it does not apply to me, and does not
apply to those who follow my teachings.

The denotation of feral, that is, the strictest definition, is of a creature who has shunned its
domesticity and gone back to a wild, natural state. This is a reasonable definition, and applies
to what we are and what we do. We were once human. Mankind, tamed. Domestic. Complex.
Given over to false social order. We have broken that chain and have gone back to the wild. As
the Savage Damned, we can strip away all of that domesticity in favor of a purer, more natural
state. We can become true kings, not the kings of men. Not the kings the Lords hope to be, but
the kings the Savages were meant to be.

If that is feral, then I am feral.

Become the Witness
I urge you: witness the truth of my words in action in nature. Speak to the beasts; their purity
will teach you. Listen to how a hound demands obeisance from other hounds, how he asserts
himself over the lesser whelps, the neighborhood cats, even his owner if the owner is weak. Put
your ear to the hornworm caterpillar and listen to the worms chewing and pulping its innards.
Learn the strength of the raptor hawk or the way an owl commands the rest of his parliament.

You may one day seek to learn the tongue of thralls, but first I urge you to master the com-
mand of beasts. It is a natural step in the evolution, an authentic and absolute expression of
your power. The tongue of birds and the words of wolves. Learn them first.

Conclusion

It is easy to give into one’s covenant. One’s overarching social group seems a ripe place to make
a stand for ascendancy. It is not. Covenants represent a false face, a human face. Wolves do not
segregate themselves: a wolf leads his pack, his pack dominates other wolves, and wolves con-
sume those beneath them. The strata are clear. A chimpanzee doesn’t create a sub-tribe broken
out by belief: chimps who accept a mighty chimp god, chimps who think all monkeys should be
allowed a voice, chimps who offer prayer to shadows. Yes, the chimps may break out by job, but
that is a function of the tribe, not a function of faith.

Clan is pure. Clan is family. Clan represents your tribe within the species. Like the wolf, we lead
our coteries, our coteries lead our Clan, our Clan should lead the other Kindred. And Kindred
are the kings of the food chain, and we are at the top of the Kindred.

We do not have the role we were meant to have, not yet. We have been convinced of our bestial
nature. We have been convinced that we are dogs, not wolves.

Time to cease belief in this persistent lie.
Serve Clan, not covenant.

Rid yourself of your humanness.

Learn the ways of beasts.

Learn the ways of true Princes.




Ceaction?

So there’s a Savage Srom a city vp morth — « Sereschdl, I¥ you believe it. | Sigored ['d send o copy
oF the manSesto alony, passing i throvsh what Sew chamels | have access 1o, see i€ | could get «
reaction, Pt statement, o response, something.

l 30+ a response, q" flfjh"’. AN‘J not whq+ ch expecl’ecl. Appqren‘Hy, the Senes«:hql has « S&M’_Sd\ql. A homon,
a 9hool who acts as his “voice.” | didnt know we coold get so vppy. You learn something new every nght.

This is what | 90t!

This is the kind 0f hing that s 9oing
to Yet me dead, of of least deader.
JCSUS. ' ‘H’\Do‘jh"' ' wasS qcﬁo\fj q"...
reporter—like, trying to 9et a com—
mext, and instead | have my existence
threatened. And yoo have to Sigure she
means if. Every aight with his list
i like doncing on o« mineSield; one bad
pirovette, one comsy plié, and boom.
So, tharks Sor that, whoever yoo are,
wherever you afe. Hope you‘re enjoying
yoorselS.

Thoogh, ['m ot 0ing Fo lie.

No\u , (‘e,q"y qu\"' o ‘Qqce"f'o"(:qce
with Saxtana, Coriosity really did il
the cat.

MonigHT Cofs,

Tonght, | Soond & vampire more igrorant and confosed than | am. A
tough Qeq‘l'.l More important, | thikk he's one oF us.

[ was Sollowing a rovgh—hewn deer Fral! all bramble and whip
branches, bot | wanted to 9et oS§ the road Sor a while. Figored ovt
here maybe | wovldnt et cavght in evil red spotlights or have o sneak
by some sobbing spirit.

[ heard the sound beSore | saw him! a quick Slick of the Flashlight,
ard there he was. Stooped down over « deer carcass, socking of the
thing like o baby af a breast. He didn+ hear me coming, bot +he light
certaily didat hide my presence.

He bolted.

, MEon ‘H‘\q‘f‘ i [l,(e a ulch MOS"'qnfj. ILk'J - an ' Say l(ch be_c«ose he
looked like he was Sresh ovt of high school ~ went sprinfing oFF with
+hese lonfj, 3qv\3|y mor)'e‘-[eﬁs. Am‘ me, Jomb-—qss ‘H\q‘f' ' am, «uem‘



after him. th‘f' the hell is wrony with Me.7 Wfrﬁnﬂ this domb book
for yoo has tweaked the volome on my coriosity 1o (I, then broke
the kaoh o€, | cont stop being coriovs. So | ran, (,q"lnﬁ octer him.
ﬂ\e l(lJ hanlly ou‘h?qcerJ me, qno‘ SOOA woS out D-\: Sifjh"’ ’
bot | covld still hear those Sootsteps cracking and break—
in9 groond ahead. | kicked H op a notch. Felt slow blood
grow hot. Felt # reach oot fo my moscles. Svddenly, | Selt
stronder, Saster, more graceSol. And locky Sor me, | goess,
the domb kid was oo spooked +o nofice the Solen Sapling!
cavght his ankle, went +oPPhn‘j down info o ravine.
Took me a while 4o calm him down and 9et his story. I didn+
take me long, however, 1o redize that the poor kid didnt have «
torgoe. | mean, he did! bot not moch of one. Just a stompy root
o5 MDSC[C, ke « ‘f’urkey neck in his mouth.
When Qinq“y we did calm each other down, we west back fo
the deer where he'd been Seeding and where he d le$F some
of his shof€, He hqo‘ on chJ Colqun |qn+efn, SO we hw\fj
‘H’\q‘l’ n o +ree qncJ -Qrom +her [ uro+e a convefSa(ﬁon +o
one another. Here's his story!

So what's your name?
Riley
GD’)L o qu‘lL i\qu?

%«: Redspone

Where Yoo coming Lrom, Cley?

Town cqlled New Chanece in
NI Pinelands

The Pine Barrers? That's a loag ways.
Two, three hondred miles.

I raqn

2
“/p.
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No klc)c)lnﬁ So \uhyld Yovu fon ‘QFDM M€.7

I thought You were family

Fapily?
my‘:‘our a vanpire ke Me so I thought You were @ sisper o cousin (o
core to clain mMe L/(
A~
[ goess in & way | am. We're both Savages. Both Srom clan Gangrel. oo x \

I dony know whab thabt means \&\
Well I dont know what you're 4alking about either. Tell me +he story. Write all yoo want, [ wait. H's o sice nght. a //
Y was oWb on vacabion wibh My reql famiy the huran one Id /.’ <
done well in basketball thab Year and rade varsipy and so dqd (J
sqid we could 9o to the shore BUT he gob lost qnd didnp like
qsking directions of have aq GPY. Night fell qnd we were way oub in
the pineys qnd we finqlly stopped to ask directions ab ¢ 948
sbabion and general store and o kid on phe frony porch with @
fqce sveared wibh whab I bhought was strawberry juice or jeliy
said 4o 9o inside bup inside everybody was dead

%0 we run back o the cqr where mom WIS waibing bub bhey qlreqdy
have her ot of the car @ whole 9ang of them and theure il biting
Mbo her and shes screaqming and dad goes ab one wibh nothing but his
fists but theyre just monsters and phey drag him Mbo i Loo. The kid
behind e with the red face is Maube q few years Younger than me
and he says to them thab I look strong and fast and bhat Maybe
the fanily needs some new blood since someone nqred Daniel died q few
ronths back

dorething hibs Me in the back of the heqd and I wake wp beaten
qnd MY tongue cwp oWy qnd a pack of dirgy men in old clophing tell
me that when I was knocked oub I babbled and cried oup qnd they
couWldn't have thabt and besides they need soreone who cqn work nop
soreone who can balk
And one of ther sbeps forward and he's gob q big round fqce and
an airost friendly swile bub @ vouph full of vMean beeth some of phen
sharp. Hes the one who mMade e like this Made mMe a vanpire He
Packed Me ko one of phe army of RYs qnd had ve drink from some
woran bheud been keeping chained wp in the libtle camper shower

His nare was reorgie. 9qid he was now My New Daddy qnd that I had

a nev fanily bhat we were qll phe Oberlock family now bup this was no
fanily not reqlly

wWasny long before we abbacked the town of new New Chance aqnd I

Mean bhat - abbacked Was q rainy night and they just sbtormed in
and took cqpbives when they could qnd Killed everybody else



Was a big house not Juibe a wansion on the hill overiookin the lit-
tle pown qnd Most of the family set Wp shop there aqnd Grandtapher
ook the toprost room in the qbbic with the tower like in some cqstle
and becquse I was just @ StTpIing they pub me down in bhe basement
locked away in @ Musty old room with rats thab first bib me bup \qber
I bib then

Holy shit. Yoo're telling me a whole pack o Gangrel just +ook an enfire toun? Dpenly?
ues
ﬂr\ey never said anything aboot a quqoefque,?

Like q party? No
What did they do with of he ch‘('ives?
Put then back in the town and mMade ther work - Most of bher couwld sill
do what they were doing like TUunning the one gas statbion or keeping up
the corner store and the ones who resisted were kepb for q week or pwo

and fed the blood of the mMophers qnd fqbhers ( but never Grrandfqpher)
and then bhey were like slqves I guess

Made thralls, yes. Tell me abovt GrandSather.

t was made bo Just call hiv Grandtabher bup I heard others use <
vore forval title ke Grandfabher Graham oberlock qnd they sometimes
qdded Child of Old #lice

My rame’s Plice, yoo know.
T xnow aid thab Scares e a livble
Well, [ not old, in Sact ' yoorg and domtb fke yoo.
Ok

[ goess ['m confosed. How did they 9et away with H7 Didwt... the world of large catch o WS of the awSoless that

waS thPeniAfj n New O\qnce.?
oup N the pineys everuthings prebvby isolaped plus the people who
vorked oupside of bown were the ones who drank the blood qnd were told

nob b0 Say anybhing and so they didnb say anything

Basically, your so—called “Samily” ook over the fown and set vp Hs own blood supply, that what ['m 4o vaderstand?
BqSICq“y hl(e - "\(’J‘J, o blfj heJ‘cJ DQ humqn (ive§+ock.7
ou could sqy that Yes. Theud have lists scrawled on the walls or wiib=

ten in blood on old newspaper that said who was allowed to drink from who
and how ofpen

s almost... admireble i€ i werent so disgosting,

They hury people i they aqcted oup of line qnd sometivies even i they
didnb. They hurpy us oo qnd Made Ws work reql hard qnd perform
TESTS to Make sure we were still worthy of the family tree - one
night Mother Melissq decided Lo Make one of the townsfolk (bhis guy
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named Bucky) mbo her child and so she Made hin like us and she was all
sweebness and smiles bub she worked him ke @ dog - one bive she Made hin
cq™y S0 Many rocks thab he could barely walk and he nisstepped and his
ankle snapped. The bone care oub and everything 9ross. %o comes the night
when he sneaks ouy of his locked roor and doesn't escqpe of qnyvhing bub
Just Qoes bo the top of the roof neqr wvorning and waibs bill the sun cores

up qnd one of the towns people said b was lke snow the way his body dis-
mpegraped and cqught n bhe wind

So how did you echpe?

Bucky left behind some lockpicks he mMade oup of some of the
barbed wire they kepy in bails down in the baserent with us bup
afber that bhey seqrched Ws q lob qnd so I pushed it wp un-

der vy skin and hid then there - it hurt bu j
as long as I did
heql it sbqyed under the skin ? 'ﬂb

And you jost ran o887

Yes bub nop before killing Father Greorgie
How'd yov kil wim?

They had q room of all the weqpons or weqponlike thinds bhey book
from Lhe Lown M bhis one room of the house near the Kipchen So I
pook @ Shovel whose handle had been sharpened ke a spear. I found
eorgie oUWy ab bhe Rophdeckers house where he weny Sowe nights
bocquse he lked Messing with their teen daughber qnd he gets re-

qlly Lo i SO INbo b that he doesnb Pay qbbention and I ran hin
phrough with that spear

And then what?

He just froze wp and seered po die I helped the irl owp from un—
der hivt qnd we Qob qway togebher bub I told her that we couldn't be
friends becquse I was qll Messed up and was bhirsty in @ way she

wouldnt like bub I told her she needed to cqll phe police qnd Qet bhem
to investigate that town and that house

Did they?

t dont know I havent stopped running

We parted ways shorfly therea®ter. | ran info o covple oF other vampires the next fown
over — ‘Hr\ey th o MEoN, rqnﬁy lool( +o ‘Hr\eM qv\cJ +hey §+wecj cleo\f D‘Q me. ﬂ\an Gocj.

Here's hoping +hat poor kid 9ot away, bot Srom the looks o the kemneled dogs in the back
of their pick—op, [ve 9ot my dovbts.



Docs Loose v THe HaLLs oF Powez

[ covldnt Sind anybody to handle this Sor me. |
wish | covld have. Going ovt and speaking to those
of vs Savages who have managed to worm oor
way info power somehow.., [ JeSoS, wooch yov
fisten to me? How prejodicial is thet toward my
OWA clql\.? \\Wor MII ovulr \ua\y.? qube weé (Je“
serve the power we take.)... what | was trying
to say, beSore | pot my Soot in my mouth or
whatever the equivalest is with the writtea word
(per Hrroogh hand?), is that i's scary. These
ore vampires who have been on this earth clead
longer than | have been afie. They have temporal
and sopernatoral power that goes well beyond what
[ imagine, moch less what | know. Talking to one
oS them is like stapding qﬁo{lASJr o croshing fide and
praying that it doesat come down and sweep you
away, never o be seen again. fayway. [ve compiled
my talks with these Savades here. Hope this safi-
ofes yoor coriosity. [ had better.

[ Savrava Temvsczpr]

AS: You’re a hard man to meet.
SS: As well I should be.
AS: Why is that?

SS: T have friends and I have enemies, and both
are dangerous to me and what I'm doing here.

AS: How so? How are friends as dangerous as
enemies? And who are they?

but I am no Savage. A wolf perhaps, if you care
for that sobriquet. But Savage — such an ugly

be Savages, but others get to be Lords?
AS: You still didn’t explain —

is in your tongue.

AS:I'm —

SS: No apologies. Apologies are for the weak.
ASiss

des your oty W hd betfer |
BUH6dB0b6d000

SS: My enemies are easy to identify. I am Gangrel,

term. Racist, too. The Native Americans, the In-
cans and Mayans, they are all thought of as Sav-
ages, too. It’s a name pushed upon a lesser people
by those in power: We are the lesser people. So we

earn the unpleasant name. How is it that we get to |

SS: Who my enemies are, yes. You’d be wise to let
me speak my turn before interrupting. Your youth

SS: Good. My enemies are those who think T am some-
how betraying them by elevating myself to the halls
of power. My enemies are those who believe I have
gone against my Blood, who think I'm a lapdog to the

SeNESCHAL SAVTANA

Took me a while, bot | 90t if. Took me +wo Savors, oo -
+‘he uors"f kind o8 Lavors, the kind “to be named later.” | know
hl? nare s not on youor list, bot my instinct tells me you [l want
this. Or of least appreciate .

Let me Sirst 33"6 oo « litfe perspective on the man! he's
cot like a botcher's block. ~square head, sevare jaw, sqoare
chest, he's all blocks and hard corners. When he Falks, he
Jo.e;/m‘ move. No gesticolations, here. A lot of people, they
shift and sqpirm! eyebrows op, hands like boterSlies or birds
+on?ue licking lips in & moment of thooght. Not him. s all ,
business. ’cy. SHll. AA o»«bhn‘dnﬂ stare that looks right in Yoor
eyes and never looks away. H's hypuotizing, fnd H's Scary.

(And Sock me i€ he doesat look a teeasy—bit like Saddam
Hossein. No lame beret, bot the same mostache, the same
porching bag nose. He's not Arabic, obviously! the smoky accent

and the name tell me he's Hispaic, bot ['m sore i€ he were 4o
9o to the airport, they'd do more than check his shoes.)
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hedonist who runs this city. They see a collar around
my neck, a tag of ownership punched through my ear:
It’s a common concern among repressed peoples. A
black man leaves his neighborhood and goes to college
or becomes chief of palice, and suddenly his people
think him trying to be white, when really he’s Just
trying to become smartey strongey more powerful. I
knew a man who worked his way from Mexico into this
country — legally, all legally — and he ended up the
mayor of a prominent West Coast city. Do you think
his people supported him? Hardly. Most thought he
had sold them out. They saw his nice suit, his gold

. Wwatch, his smiling face on the television, and they

Saw a traitor. I see you waiting. You may speak.

AS: So, your enemies are Gangrel. The ones who'd
rather you be out, running around the woods or
something?

SS: While it’s not as simple as that, yes. They think me
tamed, when I am quite the opposite.

AS: Who are your friends, then, and why are they
dangerous?

SS: My friends are also those within the clan. They see
one of their own carried to near the top of the pyra-
mid and they want to be with him, want to Join him.
They think me their ally by dint of our Blood, but it
could be no further from the truth. I am no ally, not
by something so flimsy as blood relations. Do I have
Sympathy for our kind? Yes. And I lead by example. Do
I'make the city a better place for the downtrodden,
we Gangrel and the strange Nosferatuy, as well? I do.
I am a hand on the Prince’s elbow; a loud whisper in

his ear: He knows that I will keep everything safe, but

 that requires him to play things my way sometimes.

But I am a man of all Kindred. I am not a man of the
So-named Savages.

AS: I still don’t understand. They support you, so
they’re dangerous?

SS: Some are zealous. They support me whether I
want it or not. They will do so with tooth and claw
and wild howls, when that is not what I want. I want
civility. I want honor in war: I am no glutton. I do not
feast wantonly. I don’t tear my prey asunder. I may
think fike a wolf yes: when I have adversaries, I stalk
them, I track them, I pick at their weak spots. But I
don’t piss and shit and howl, I don’t sleep in the mud
with my belly to the dirt. Restraint is everything.
These Savages want me to support them without
reservation, and they do so to me in return. And
that’s not good for me. Any chaos they cause in my
name is done /n my name. It’s my fault, in the eyes

| of our Kindred. My cross to bear: Everyone sees it

that way. The madmen who dare to carry me on their
shoulders only serve to harm my cause. The others
who hurt me are the leeches.

AS: Leeches. That’s kind of a derogatory term for our
kind.

| AS:And you find that the Invictus treats you well.

|| that you’d do well in the organization.

BUBEB8088060660866666483467

SS: It is. You'll have those who see me riding to power
and think that they can come with me, that they have
a free ride to the top, as well. Like the — ahh, what was
it? The remora fish on the shark, or the tapeworm in
the belly.

AS: You didread Highsteeple’s manifesto.

SS: I did. Mostly, it disgusted me. But I cannot ie; he
had some truth in there.

AS: What kind of truth?

SS: He approaches some of this in a cold and calculat-
ing way, which is key. Emotion figures into it not at

all. Many Savages — and Succubi, too — are creatures
of wild emotion, vacillating between #4is passion and
that fury. Highsteeple? He is distant from his subject
matter: That is a good way to approach it. He unfortu-
nately comes to the wrong conclusions, though. We are |
not animals, despite what lives inside our hearts. We
are men. Dead men. Hollow men. But men just the same.

AS: Some might say that men are just animals, though.

SS: Some are fools who seek excuses to act like mon-
sters. Man is a higher creature, given dominance over
this world by God, and we as dead men are given domi-
nance over man, a charge given also by God.

AS: I didn’t know you were Sanctified.

SS: L am Sanctified in that I have been baptized. I go
to Midnight Mass. I am friends with Bishop Tuto, the
Shadow. But my heart belongs to the First Estate.

SS: You only get out of it what you put in. I don’t know

AS: Why is that?

SS: You're soft. Confused. But the Requiem changes
some. Maybe you’ll change. Most don’t, though. Death
Seems a stagnant state for all too many. Like still wa-
ter they only grow more fetid.

AS: Have you found this particularly among our... tribe?

SS: We are no tribe: tribe implies shared customs and
culture. We have none. We share nothing. What we claim
to share is empty. Let me tell you a story, a story of
the remora, of a group of tapewarms. When I was
appointed Seneschal by a vote — a vote that was hard-
won, I'll add — I settled into a new haven, something
with greater luxury, greater comfort. Comfort I was
owed. A trio of Savages somehow learned where I’d
settled down and, two weeks into my service came to |
pay me a visit. They thought to join me in my haven ‘
for a time, to share in my comforts. I told them to go
to hell. “But we’re Blood” they cried. “What’s mine is
yours and what’s yours is mine? Feh.

AS: What happened to them?

SS: I made them honor their statement. I took what ,
few possessions they had. They brought a girl with
them, a dirty, bruised thing on a lead of nylon rope.
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I took her as my own, too. You’ve spoken with her:
Rosalita.

| AS: Jesus.

SS: Then, since we were such good friends, I thought
I'd take them to the roof of the building in which I
lived, because it had such a beautiful view. The sunrise,
. 50 I'm told, is exquisite from up there. I shared that

] with them; if we are such close family, then I can only
|

\

|

deliver unto them the best I have to offe the utter
most beauty.

AS: So they’re gone.
| SS:Ash on the wind.
AS: Did you feel any remorse over this?

. SS:Why should I? Do you cry a little and say a prayer
any time you find a tick on your body, drunk on the

| blood inside? Do you lament and pull at your hair when
you press a smoldering match-tip to its bloated body?

| AS: Our kind then, we’re just ticks.

SS: You're not listening. Shall I dig the skin out of your

ears to open them wider? Only those of us who’d dare

to take what’s not owed are ticks. Worms, mosquitoes,

viruses. I am not them, and so they should not as-

| sume that I will feel any loyalty to their kind.

AS: Am... T just a tick, then?

SS: T do not speak to ticks.
AS: So what makes me different?

SS: Initially, I thought nothing. You kept asking Rosa-
lita for a meeting, as if I owed you that indulgence. I
thought, perhaps it would be good to end your impu-
dence. So I had you watched.

AS: What?

SS: Yes. A vigilant watch, kept over you for several
weeks. And I saw what you did to procure good favor
with Rosalita, and with myself. I know that you owe
Black Jack, the Haunt, and I know that you owe one of
the servants of the 0Old Bat. Neither are favors you will
be able to repay lightly. But you made a deal. You have
debts to pay. You are willing to work, see? To sacrifice
to get what you want. That speaks well of you. Maybe
you’re young and dumb but you haven’t gone wild. Not
yet. Time may change that, but for now...

AS: I feel sick sometimes, you know. Like there’s just
this... pissed-off dog inside of me and he’s scratching
to be let out. And sometimes he’s not a dog at all, but
a demon, some diabolical thing who thinks he can get
out of the box I’ve locked him in.

SS: It will be a struggle. I keep my demons in. I have
many locks, and I have melted all the keys. But that is

a topic for a different time. This conversation is over I |
grow bored and I have things to do.

DS covrse, what did | §ind oot later? Someone le§t me this pictore! ‘

ls 1 Hroe, that Setona did Fhis? st Froe, that he somefimes... “aj;omz:;ses
i I on A h+qyeqr, aS The note on

ches orge ard daw and 90 wild, ever i o ly Sor o i9 : ‘
Mogbe he doesat have his demons as capfive o he d flke. Magbe he doesat even know that they get ovt somefimes. |
What the hell are we? |

" by jost Slipping hit? That he
the back o€ the photo soggests?




MotHze Jamice

{]qnice iS a.. priest, aot priestess,
advisor, both Spirtfoal and practical,
her, gven the lack of proximity (w
really have & 900d pictore of
qnd a mouth fi

MY OwWn,

she made sore to correct me on +h i

Sore M aﬂL PDM‘)L. For ‘H\ S "M
?nly to he‘r dty s sobstanfial popolafion o€ Gongrel et
- ;re le:sia?iy Fn opposite coasts), but <he did
, . what she looks like! I've heard tell she’s eeril thin
ot neither Srowns wor smiles. Maybe one day Il meet her. ’Z'\ayblel ’ql

Ske qcf’ S aS an
VqMPifCS. ’ quAI‘/’ Mee+ luH'h
take a phone call Srom me. | don't
most aporexic, with wide wild eyes
con Jet some spiritoal advisory o8

[Motvez Imice Teavscepr]

AS: I hear they call you “MotherMay-I?”

. MJ: They do. Those of our clan, at least.
. AS: Why?

MJ: Because they look for permission. To be who they are.
AS: And do you grant it?

MJ: It’s not mine to grant. But I tell them what is per
missible in God’s eyes. And what plainly is not.

AS: So what is permissible?

MJ: God has given us a predatory dominion. So we may

tory that perhaps differs from what you find in oth-
ers. We hunt more efficiently. We forge packs. We share
the food. Well, most do, at least in my city.

AS: What isn’t allowed?

MJ: Being animals. God gave man dominion over the
earth and its creatures, and God gave the Sanctified
dominion over man. By proxy, we are at the pinnacle of

~ physical beings, the inheritors of the corporeal world.

By lording over men, we also then lord over the earth

tures that we rule, can we? Else we open ourselves

to being enslaved or controlled. We are higher thinking
beings. Of course we possess certain mammalian in-
stincts, heightened at the moment of death and made
our own. That does not mean we are to act like animals.

AS: Do you have a... a church?

MJ: That’s not how it works. The Priests of the Sane
tum do not strictly have churches; some are allowed
to minister at the church, but most of us at least out

here do not literally shepherd the herd from a given pul- |

pit. Mine is the church of the wilderness. We leave the
city. We commune with the night. We speak to the trees

and the animals and learn how we can best serve them

as masters, as is God’s plan. We sometimes even com-
mune with the men who have become wolves. We offer
them gifts and they do s, in return.

" AS: T didn’t think the wilderness was that safe for our

kind. Most of us stick to the cities. Even a lot of our
clan, yeah?

MJ: The wilderness is safe for us because we are its
masters. The Bible is not without mention of the wilder
ness. In Hebrew, it’s midbar, a deserted place thought

to be “beyond?” Beyond all things: the borders, the
settlements, the light, the life. We, as Damned, are most
clearly beyond all things, and so we are most clearly
midbar. The wilderness is a place of sacred renewal. It

is where we escape the shackles of the material world
and commune with a place more purely as God created it.
Don't mistake me: it’s a place of testing, true. Hunger
and thirst cannot be easily slaked in the wilderness.

The woods are often haunted by wayward ghosts and

| vengeful spirits. It’s not safe in that way, no, but we

; || are the masters of it and so we make it ours.
be that... predatory. Our clan has a way of being preda- |

AS: T hear you’re a bit of a —

MJ: I should add something. The wilderness hearkens
back to the nomadic traditions of the Jews and early

| Christians. We are the equivalent to that within our

society. Nomads wander to find the hidden truths that
God has scattered around the world. And the wilder

| ness is home to many of these secrets, and it is we
| who must find them. In this way, the Gangrel are the
| holiest of God’s beautiful Damned. We are also the ones

‘ : || who will find evil in the wilderness and will best it in
" and its creatures. Thus we cannot be those lowly crea- |

God’s good name.
AS: We smite the evil-doers?
MJ: “And he carried me away into the wilderness, and

" there I saw a woman sitting on a scarlet beast which

was full of blasphemous names, and it had seven heads
and ten horns. The woman was arrayed in purple and
scarlet, and bedecked with gold and jewels and pearls,
holding in her hand a golden cup full of abominations
and the impurities of her fornication; and on her
forehead was written a name of mystery: ‘Babylon the
great, mother of harlots and of earth’s abominations!

|| And I saw the woman, drunk with the blood of the

saints and the blood of the martyrs of Jesus That’s
from Revelations, you see?

AS: The scarlet woman sounds an awful lot like one of
us. Uh. A vampire “us’ not necessarily a Gangrel “us”

MJ: Yes, because evil is easily born within the dead. Our
humanity has been lessened by the loss of life. That’s
what makes our struggle so pure.

AS: But we aren’t evil because we hunt men and drink
their blood?

MJ: No. We do not kill men, and if we do it’s because
God has demanded it. God and his angels are also .
_y
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killers, but they do so with righteousness. If we
feed our thirst with righteousness, then we’ve

done no wrong. If we hunt out of greed and glut
tony, then we have done evil. We are not cruel or evil
because we drink the blood of men. Men eat the meat
of cattle, does that make them evil? God has drawn
the celestial ladder quite clearly. It is not evil to to
make proper use of those beneath you.

AS: So what I was going to ask before is, I hear
you’re a bit of a firebrand?

MJ: Some have said as such. I don’t think my pursuit
of goodness for my people makes me some kind of
anarchist.

AS: Why do they call you that?

MJ: The Catholic and Christian traditions are rife with
those who would protest injustice. I carry that torch
in honor of those who came befare me. Whenever our
clan is mistreated, I step in and speak. If one will not
hear my words, I commit to action. I drop the torch
and start the fire. I swing a sword like Christ on his
white steed. I become God’s Hand of Mercy and Wrath.

AS: Jesus. Uh. Ahh. Sorry, I didn’t mean to take the
Lord’s name in, you know; vain.

MJ: Mmm.

AS: T just mean that, haven’t they tried to stifle
yoy, yet? It seems to me that — and trust me, I'm
young, dumb, totally untested over here — that it’s
unwise to rock the boat in our strange little society.
They seem to clamp down hard on dissent.

MJ: I am protected by God and the Church. I fear no
repercussions.

AS: Can you give me an example of your... actions in
service to the clan?

MJ: I will give you a recent one. Just last year the
Primogen — who have the power in this city, they call
themselves the ‘Ministry, a cruel name because not
a one of them are Sanctified ministers — gathered to
urge the Prince to push our people to the margins.
They felt we had become too strong, too populous.
They wanted our territories taken away of at the
least, halved. They wanted our resources weakened.
They wanted us back to the wilderness (which, were
that to happen, we would only gain strength there
and not be besieged by weakness).

AS: How did you respond?

MJ: A simple thing, really. They gathered in an office
building one night. All their cars and all their people
waiting in the uppermost level of the garage, just
outside the boardroom where they met. We pulled the
fire alarms. As I said, it’s so simple: our kind fears
fire. We did not use actual fire, but only the threat of
it. They poured out of there like so many rats. When
they got to the parking garage we cut the power:

We had already destroyed their tires. They could not

\

escape. Our people — the Anointed Savages — emerged
from the shadows, eyes red and claws out. We did no
harm. We smiled our pearly whites. We said nothing.
Oh, they pointed their weapons and made their boasts
and threats. But the message was clear:

AS: What message was that?

MJ: We’re not afraid. And we’ve nothing to lose. It
works on the same principle as how a single American
soldier in World War II was able to hold an entire Nazi
platoon captive with a single pistol. They had no weap-
ons. He had one. They could’ve swarmed him. Could’ve
taken it. But individually, none of them was willing to
die. And at least one of them would have. Each Ger
man thought to himself “I don’t want that to be me?
and so collectively none stepped forward. Because
they were selfish creatures. This Ministry comprises
only selfish creatures. We are selfless. We are togethey
whereas they are just a group of individuals. They
knew that one of them might find his eternal Requiem
cut woefully short. They all know that now; and should
they forget we will remind them.

AS: And they didn’t move against the clan, then?

MJ: They did not. They... palitely retracted. God’s will
be done.

AS: That’s a pretty cool story.
MJ: So let me ask you a question.
AS: Um. Okay.

MJ: Are you saved?

| AS: Saved?

MJ: By God. Have you chosen to take hold of your

- Sanctified path?

AS: Not... strictly speaking, no. I mean, I kind of be-
lieved in God when I was alive. Agnostic or something.
But, being dead but still walking... that tells me there’s
more to Heaven and Earth, Horatio, you know?

MJ: Consider it. God does not favor the fence-sitters.
You will choose your side before this is all done.

AS: Before what is all done?
MJ: This journey of yours. This quest for information.
AS: How did you know about that?

- MJ:Tknow a lot of things. God whispers in my ear:

AS: Do you know something specific? Can you help me?

MJ: When you’re ready to carry the cross, come back
to me. Then maybe we'll talk.

AS: But — wait! What’s going to happen? Are you telling
me you have some gift of of prophecy, or do you actu-
ally know what’s going to —

MJ: Fare thee well, Alice.
AS: No, wait!

AS: Hello?

AS: Mother Janice?

6 O OuUB|
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Dwveez, Damee
So is she jost crazy? | mean, a part o8 me Says that
a ::eﬁa'laus people are nots . And dangerovs. find dlearly
she s dangerovs.
Bot some of what she says mokes sense, doesat #7
Prd she certainly carries a candle Sor oor clan.
Does she know something?
AM ['in some kind o€ an‘_'jef .7
Or is that jost her recroting ploy? Fear Srom the
polpt? A kind o, VIS you doat Yet on God's 9o0d side,
hell g0 smiting yoor Lapmly and yoor Goats and hell piss in
900 Gas taak” Hhing?
| Seel tke the road in Sront of me Yrows thimer and
thimer onfil soon i will be jost a razor that |l cot my
Seet. And | wont be able 4o stand on tf, <o [l L4,
Bot on which side will [ land?

T F P =
e T e At i L

THe HiczopHavt, Ceeymims THe HIND

[ met my Sirst Savage Prince. Few exist, ) ~
Crom what ['m 10ld. [a some places, we dont THe CHoreH Iv WinTee
have the... social standing. Or the trost. In H was literally an old chorch in o shit part of the city. The roo®
o o hc\cj... querJ n q+ some Po'ln‘f', an MDS"L DQ rl' S‘f’l“ Sq'l' n o thP

, we have plesty o power, bot a kingdom
;hZ;r edelsn?:e +::"Zy w; choose +D clO\iM rf’ o-Q Mor"l’qr‘ av\cJ Sl’\iv\ﬂ‘e n +he 'qu corner, ﬂny Mo‘/'es D-Q SKow -Qe," n
X . Srom obove, driffing down over the crooked pews and piles of robble.
In +he Domain known to Hs Damned as the . . :
‘ ) O Dotside, Sew noises! « car horn, o Jonshot, someone crying, someone
City o8 Hounds, its Prince is also the head : '
. lqufjhlnﬁ, bot q“ distant.
of the local Crome colt. He calls himsel€ the , | S0y .
Hierophest. You're either port of the colf, or copme. in q#, ac?-l'er ‘H\e‘ rest of the pagan "children” had come in
dor't feke | estote in his d ord Siltered qoietly into their seats. Gray rohes, Slver masks made 4o
you don op real estate in his dty. . . ) : o
_ . . | look ke the visages of prey apimals and predators alike! o rabbit with
My hands are il shaking a bit as | write fhis. mouth Srozen in horror sat next 4o one with a mask o o cold Lalcon,
ord beside them a small man with « Fo0-larde dog—Sace. They were
slext, <hill. Looked ahead and waited. | jost saf in the back. | dont
“children” (as he calls ol the vampires in the City vsvally Seel cold; | qoess H's the Sact we'e dead or something, but
o€ Hoonds) do not vse e~mall. They don+ have cold jost doesat bother me. Bot i bothered me then.
cell phones. They dont Yarb themselves in modera He came in almost ar hoor later, an hoor of silence and... | dont
dress; they arent like most of us, where we blerd | Luow,, were Fhe Sycophonts. pordering some rand mystery? Leminiscing
in to hont, looking and acting the part oF homans in over o Savorite kil or o oilty shame? They never Slinched, Sidgeted or
whispered. But they Slinched when he came striding in! their shovlders
fightened, heads bowed.

He wooldnt let me bring a recorder with me.
Cergattis looks down on “man—made” things. His

order 1o trap them as Sood.

[ had to wrtte « letter o 9et his
Hention Cerpritis was naked bot Sor the animal skins draped over his
And he inited me Fo a ceremony. shoolders and the stag's mask on his Sace. The mask was rot like
Something he called Fhe Winnowing, the others! wot silver and anfiseptic, bot seemingly made Srom the
actval Sace of some kind of deer, with sharp Golden antlers (fike an

antelope’s) swept back Srom the brow. His... Jesos, his Yesitals had
been mavled. They were <hill present, bot they looked fike they had
beea clawed open by some wild apimal and leSF Fo heal in Fhadt 3ris|y,

onl(eMP"' S‘f’ q‘)L €.
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The polpit had been replaced by o broad stone altar ringed with bird skolls and a Garland of evergreen. The
poted out his chest, then extended his le&F hand ~ Hs Singers were tipped with yellow
He dvg info the skin and meat oF his chest.

Then he leaned over the oftar. Blood cozed down throvsh the hair and over the skin, Sinally spattering to the altar fop.

WHh palms Slat, he smeared i aroond the stone surface the way a child might smear Singerpaint on « linoleom Sloor.
Then, one by one, he pointed of those in the pews — who wombered 23 - and they approached. They al qzi“e_o\ blood
on ot oltar. Dre Hitted back the mask and ripped oFS his ear. Another reached beeath the mask and... | dont know,
bot | Hhink he did something 4o his tongoe. Al spilled blood Srom dikGerent places! the meat of the Sorearm, three claw
marks down the Fhroat (leaving “verts” that looked almost ke gills, so perSect were those incisions), a sharp branch

<t ql’)‘befj ito the P"‘l""' Prd then of the end, they sat down, with wreaths of.. | think # was lavrel on their heads.
Except... .
He pointed of me.

When they all were done, he extended
one o those yellow claws in my direc—
fion and said nothing. | wanted fo Say
Somef‘hiv\fj, ‘ wa\n‘/‘ed ‘I'D qS‘( vuho, uuhy/
what the Sock do y0u want with me?
[ jost an.. an observer, | wanted o
Say, bot | didn . Becavse | didnt know
what would happen o me i€ | spoke.

So | stood. And | wlked down he
asle. And | stood there of the olfar.

And | remenmbered where the Boba Yaga
had fouched me, and | ook « kaiSe
that st next o the ofar ~ jost a
small kaiSe, fike o paring kaiSe, nothing
Sancy, nothing ceremonia| obout it -
and | cot a swmall incision in my head
ard | hong my Sace over that blood.

The blood had pooled atop the
stone, and was hll wet and re-
Clected the moon and stars above.
And | smelled #, H reached vp
into my rostrls with that aroma
ard mode me dizzy and sick
qM‘J anJef'Qul, aw'J ‘H\e,n ' Sow
Some‘/'h‘lnf) asS MYy Own blood went
drip, drip, drip, meefing with the
rest o the red.

[ saw my—
se|$ Or Somd'ninfj
ke mysel§. EeSlected in the
sorface, ol scadlet and crimson,
and | was standing opon fwo rooS—
tops, a body bereath me in an alley

Hierophm‘

C("\WS.

of an Open foom, and | was lwinfj,
fjlee:col, MY ofmsS aw'J mouth Jqfk with
blood, darker than even the blood that
pooled on the alfar, so dark H might as
well have been ol or liquid shadow, and..
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Then i was 9one. | had healed the cot in my head without meaning to, and | Selt the Hierophant s eyes stafing ot me
Lrom behind that animal mask of his, and | Selt ke that scared howling rabbit depicted on someone else’s Sace. | scorried
to the back of the chorch or temple or whatever it was, and | hid my Sace in the pew and fried not o weep.

Then the Hierophant spoke, inally:

He said, “The Winowing is complete. Yoo have all seen yoor shame, yoo have all seen
your Ylory, Sor they are one and the same.”

Then he explained what would come next! the city hod poachers, he epone:J. A cobdl o‘?ﬂl)a.\mecj‘ wbo picked af the
So0d sopply but, even worse, had been reaching out to the locals 4o ry +o “pick away of their Saith. He spoke o? ‘
them as God monsters” and the “Forncators of the Spear.” SanchiSied? He spoke of them as well-armed; as i© frying
to convert those o8 the ity of Hoonds was a wilitary operafion above ol else.

And then he said, \\M‘Ky the sacred howt convere. Brinﬁ me their Laces.”

Al the colfists stood simottaneovsly. | dont know how to describe i, bot H made a noise, this accomolated
swooshing of robes and the stomping of Seet.

From onder their robes they pulled keives. These were ceremonial, not just... kitchen kaives. | could see the ilded
handles. The corvy blades.

They walked out in a determined line, bodies leq/«ing Sorward, knives ovt.

| Selt o chill. | Selt bad Sor those who had come here to convert. Buot qube, this is what they wanted. qube
-quH\ req"y wasS o ba\‘H‘le. Skrf', ‘H\e M(Jc“e Eq§+ hqs qlwqu bw o ba\H‘leﬁrou/\J D'Q behe;@ "FS whq‘f’ sSome seem ‘I’D
relish! the chance o perish in the name of their adorafion o some hiher (or lower) power.

| didat know! shoold | 9o with them? Shoold | host with them? H was an absord thooght; | don+ belong 4o
these people. ['m no mask—wearing weirdo. Bot | spiled my blood, didnt 7 | locked eyes with the Prince Hierophant.
Was | one o8 them now? Agein, absord, right? Prent | in control of mysel®? | didnt Seel like | was. Not enfirely.

Bot beSore | covld decide, he pointed ot me again.

“Come with me,” he said. Yoo want o ok, let's talk.”
Coweesations witH THe Hich Paiest

He +ook me 4o his chamber. H... had o smell. Thisl soond domb, but i hod dveling aromas!
[i€e and death. Death! rot, Silth, old blood. LiSe! Sresh blood, sex, Slowers, mosk. The room
was [it with red lighfing - red lace cast over lamp shades, by the look o i,

The way he moved, the way he laid down on the Sloor sorrounded by red and black pillows... | don+ know. He's
ke a cat. A big cat, a panther or figer! powerSol bot lazy, predatory bot narcissistic. Thea when he leaned back
and eased his mask ofF, | coold see the paleress o his body and he made me think oF a whole difSerent animal!
o serpext or dragon, pele and langoid, every moscle relaxed onfil it needed to be taot.

He bade me 1o sit near him on the Sloor, bot | didat. | covldat. Oh, | wanted to - bot o smart part of my broin
kicked and screamed! woold H be soch a 900d idea fo 9o kicking my shoes oS next fo a Higer or serpext? So | jost
orbited him in a holS—circle. Always keeping fo his Sront becavse any fime | threatened to move behind him, he fesed
op! the figer ready to povnce.

[ didnt have to ask my Sirst question beSore he was answering i, as i he skimmed the sorface oF my mind -

“This is how we role, vs Savades,” he said. “We create a kingdom primal and majestic, and we lord over . We
act as alpha. Or, when the need be, shepherd o the weak and wandering herd.”

He 4old me that ours is a can of many princes and rolers, thoosh that has beea “soppressed” by those
who woold preSer Hhat we remain as wild men and loner shamans. We arent meant fo be loners, he said!
“We're meant fo be leaders, chieStains, generols.” He claimed there's beea a major misinGormation cam—
paign ~ Lke a viros, it spreads amost ol on its own, « croel and improper meme ~ throvgh ovr Dopned

sodiefy that we've rever been o den of Princes. B4\ 4oly e cboot many of vs! ChieShain Jurl o8 Fhe
Faroe Islands, said 4o be betrayed by his sereschdl (the Lord



torbid ocean below (and never seen again); of the many “empresses” of the
world with the polifics o the onderworld and were

king oF the borial chambers and fomels of
the Pmerican Southwest). He <aid

Sgsla) and thrown oS8 the difSs info the
secret Toltec empire, a line of blood queers who shadowed the morta .
Savages each and every one; of the ChieS of the Borial, Nolo liva, a wandering

the Mismbres colfore (which according to the Hierophant hed fies o the lost Anasazi in
longer tells stories of Saint Gibold, the Savage ling who was said to command the word o God
o8 Hhe enemy to cinders. He said the Inictos refuses to speak of the

the one—eyed avgor (the Veros Geretrix), the thevrgist apostate
said they ve “Yommed onto the

First Estate was bora

the “rotten spes” o
and with i order legions oF sakes or bora armies

Savages who Sought to save Zome in the old Comarillat ‘
[ Timorivs), e soldier—prince Srom the North (Martya). He went on to corse the lnvtcfu;,
90dhead SonciSied” and now work hand—in—hand with some My"'KIqu Dark Father... when in troth the

out of the old pagan malic and theorgy of Come.
| asked him abovt his ties to the crescent, o the old ways of blood magic and to the Circle that teaches it
“Blood magic is ovrs. We didn? crete it yoo cant create magic. The oy hing yoo can do is grab i, which is no easy
fask becavse it s slippery and slick, lke a stock pig. This madic o€ blood and Sloid and bone lives in the dark places, the distant
places. And we're the only ones who can 9o fo those places and reforn, yov see? Packs of vs went info the Hroe wilderness
epochs 9o, and we reforned Srom the primal chaos and lightless shades having Grobbed that magic by its 9reasy throat.”

“Seven of our people. The Iminbi. They were the ones who reforned with the magic of the crescent,
with the blood of the moon painted in an arc across the top of the oltar. They created o place, the
Temple of the Divine Heptad, where they reSined the madics and protected themselves Srom the demons
that woold fry again and adain fo reclaim the secrets Srom the hands of these vaclean Savages.”

[ asked him whedt hoppesed to them, this Divie Heptac!

And he smiled. Not in a 900d way. His teeth were stained pink in his pale Sace, bits of
red and black stock between them. The contrast vmsettled me.

“We dont really know,” he explained. “Some say each of them Embraced seven, and those childer
each embraced seven, and H's what Sormed the basis oF oor dlan foday, and that each of vs covld
and shoold Sulfill oor desting by ~ over fime, o coorse = Embracing seven oF cor own and teaching
them the ways of the blood rites. Bt ['ve heard other stories, stranger stories.”

Soch as?

e “That they were oble to become one. That they bit and clawed af each other vpon the broad Slat
atar in their temple and they Socked and mixed blood, their hands poshing vp info each other bereath the
fbs and info their mouths, and thet they did this ceaselessly to pool their power. To protect themselves
Crom the demons and angry 9ods. And that in doing so, over fime i wasat just their blood that mingled,
bot their Flesh, too. ['ve even heard stories that they re sfill oot there, somewhere, writhing in the hiddea
temple. Finding it would be a great horror and a reat boon. I§ only | had the coorage.”

How does he know all this? | asked him ~ i€ Hhis stof€ is Hroly so old, probably even
artedilovian, how can he know H7 lsat lost? lsat i e more than My‘l'h.?
He bristled ot this, and | soddenly 9ot scared. What i€ the snake grew fired of my questions and
colled aroond me? His words are certainly calming, soothing, kind of sopori€ic in their coldness. BeSore |
know it, he might be vpon me, his arms around me, croshing the blood oot of my bomes...

Bot thea he calmed, and leaned back. .
We have oor ways oF looking back. Some writings exist. Writings thadt
detall even eatlier works, which detal troly primeval tales. Bot...”

What, | asked? What?
“We have other ways, too. | dont know that you're ready. Yoo re young. Untested. |

can see that you're special, thoogh. DifSerext. | wonder, coold yoo handle H7”

[ begged him fo tell me. | pleaded with him. | Selt strange, begging fke that. ['m not o beggar. find qbs+rqcﬂy?
[ don'+ Gue a shit how he knows all this stofS or whether he jost makes it op in his head ond tells it ke #'s
troth efched in bone. Bot yet.. | hong on his words lke o child, | wanted to hear the secret.

5
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| needed to
heor the secret.

Pnd he wooldnt tell me.
Not wow,” he said with o smile. “Bot someday soon.”
ask him again. | 9ot ovt oF there. [ coold Seel the eSSect of his voice on me, « lolling poll, & weird

[ wont
dectric draw. No. Not again. | lasted long enoogh in the chamber o8 the monster, and | dont care to know more.
That shoold be enovsh Sor yoo, shooldn't #7 Does that safisSy yoo?l

—-—._..——v_._'—.._.—_._*—h— —
To THe Gineezgeem Hoose — WoLves v THe CHepree Hoose

[ said it beSore, [l say it again' we have Chapter Hovses.

Not vy of them. Not more than o dozen, thovgh Ludo admits his “nombers” might be old. And
frost me, Chopter Hovse” sounds a lot more extravoGont thon i req“y is. This is a0 cathedral room,
no abbey, no stody of mahogany tebles and cherry pipe—smoke and endless shelves of books.

This one is a bombed—out building on the edges of the Proga neighborhood, which looks like a rovgh—and—
tomble bloe—collar immigrant area, maybe something oot oF (hicago. I¥'s not Sar Srom  bar colled W Oparach
Hbsordls, o the “Fomes o8 Pbsordty.” The derelict bolding Heel® isnt really the Chapter Hovse proper - li+He
sofety and solidarity [ solldnrmosce, Lodo tells me 4o write #) ovt in the oper. No, the Jathering space is below
‘H’\q‘l’, n a series D-Q brolQ’J\ wqus an ‘I'LMAEJS rum'lnfj beneq‘fh ‘H\iS qnc] Jrhe Surrooncjlna builJlAij.

,‘FS ‘Qumy. (?vev\ cJOvuA her (4 n +he bowels o-Q H{l; bo]lchﬁ , Co SMe“ ‘H\e SMC"S -Qrom qbove,.’ 3(6066 Oon
a 9il, meat cooking somewhere, the whiSE oF incense or « spilled compote. The ears arent lonely, either!
somewhere above, a poak band and « jozz band compete Sor dominance of the ears of those out in the ight

‘Seven Savages make their home in the Warsaw Chapter Hovse this sight. Five are Hinerant, which is troly the

point of the Chapter Hoose‘s.' we Savades e known 1o wander, and the “tribe” (as the bitch Gilda calls i)
seems to want fo protect s own Srom the ovtside and Gve them places of respite when they travel, when

——
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they hont, when they walk their wild pilgrimages. The wo Gangrel who arert nomads. operate this place, as
moch as one can operate” a crombling bulding and a series of tomels. They re like black—eyed, Sang—mouvthed
hostel owners! they |l tell yoo where s safe o hont, where if's most certainly not, and where you can 9o
to Solfil any nomber of kicks and Hricks. Broda and Zuzama are the proprietors here, married Sor over Gty
years (and they're odly Hhirty years dead). He with his big beard and movntain of Sot and mosdle, she with
her straw~lke hair polled fight behind her head (5o favt, actoally, | think she’s vnable to bliak).

| asked them i€ they love one another. Broda said yes, Zvzama said wo. Broda darified! “We love
ea\d‘\ o+her in +he +ru+h D‘Q Iove,” whioh Mi3h+ aS wejl hqve been Sqld n Pohsh be,cqose ' chjnl‘f‘ l(i\ow
what the hell he meant. He mostve seen my eyes searching becavse he dlaified Sorthert “Love is
nothing more than need Guen o Sancy rame. | reed Zvzama, So. | love Zozanna,”

She didat boy it and shoved him out of the way, spitfing as she walked o€, Bot | heard her lavshing arovnd the
comer. She loves. him, in that she aeeds him. | wonder i€ they ve shared blood. | wonder i€ that's what it fakes to stay

together in the long Aghts. .
getner tn The 1009 NI That's depressing. Suitching Gewrs.

The other Sive are! Mouvse, who looks more lke an elephant ~ which [ guess is the irony of the name; Karl, &
Solcon—nosed Testonic dude who says nothing to angbody but himselS, ond offen in mombled German; then there's
Fisk, ity and Pooper Tom, a pack o8 Savages Srom Maine who are here on their own pilgrimage oF sorts, «
cench Sor Hhe bones o8 some ancient Gangrel Prince known as Zolnierz. | ask what they want with those bones,
and they fell me they're not the ones who want .. s someone who's paying them a nice price. | ask them why,
and they wont really say. Something about the blessings of God o a pagan wagrior—king. Something abovt o conver—
sion. | goess that theyre SanchiSied, and they confirm this Sor me, ever Fhoush they dont look the part. Pavper
Tom hos the Soint air of o priest about him, not in dress bt in homble Goze. The other fwo might as well be
homeless by he look of them. | think Kitty <fll has dried blood on her chin Srom who knows when.

| asked Lodo! is i really safe? Why is this place allowed fo exist i€ the “Mayor” of Warsaw doesat Savor the
Gorgrel? Pre we as safe Srom one arother as we are Srom those outside?

SCVGJ\ SqqujCS @’O%
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Lodo didn+t skip a beat. This is obviously something he's answered befrore!
(Paraphrased)! “Tradition camot Lall by the wayside even as progress marches Sorward,
and Sokrates recognizes Hhis very moch, find, wold yoo want to kick over  wasp nest? Let
vs bees alone, | say. Fock the warszawka, the liHHe pigs with their [itle privilege.”

N s 7
I"asked hir againt are we safe here From the Damned of the city, he said yes.

From one arother, he said, "o course not.”
Then he lavghed, which ferrified me.

’V\DDSE, ‘H\rovu qu[ ‘H\(Duﬂh - hql‘g“cD“qPS&‘J sewer +UN\€J quu.

Larl bash Movse's head in with o hoak of mortar.
Fisk and ity Gve “commonion” fo a hollow—cheeked Ethiopian prostitute.

Pavper Tom steal money Srom Lodo, as Lodo Socked with the broken jokebox in the cormer.
Zozamna playing with spiders, whispering o them like they were her children.

OF covrse, then Korl and Movse went out honting Fogether. Pavper Tom and Lodo argoed over whe was better,
Elvis or the Beatles. Fisk and ity “shared” their kil with the rest o€ Fhe Chapter Hoose (I deried; even in death,
stil sometimes a Germaphobe). And Zvzama and Broda arm—wrestled, dromk on booze—soaked blood.

All beSore midnight.

Pt that point, Lodo 4old me it was time to 90. The car was here, he said. Not moch of « car, it forms
out! an old Cossian jeep whose hood Ylowed as i€ there was a small Sire vaderneath, which Gave me pavse
(and now | cant get the nightmare image oot oF my head oF the vehicle exploding and me on Sire crawling
toward the river but never making t, and H replays over and over adein and... Jesus H's awSol).

BeSore we leSt, Fisk was changing his ratty shirt becavse... well, | goess it "““Jj"? moch blood on it. He'
SrlPPetJ a black +-shirt over his bov\y Srame, and wiritten on it in white letters ["‘ (:"3[';“’ thank GDA)' wes:

In the Sirst Sew hoors of fonight, [ve seen!

Call #he Bear Uncle” #l yoore safe across the bridse.
| asked him what i meant, and he jost shrogged.

call dhe pogyn

| bid him and the others Yoodnight. ‘:uN QLE"

Povper Tom said, God bless.”
[ said, “Lef's hope not.”

PAnd then | le$F the Warsaw Chapter Hovse and s wolves. behind.
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A Deeame THe CHase

rve been hqvinfj Jreqms.

[ olready mentioned that, | Fhink, eatlier? ['ve never Jreamed beSore when | slept doring the day,
o M ]
bot now ['m dreanting. Not every day. Not even every week.

Bot ofter enovdh to scare me.

The lodest one was affter | met with the
Prince, the Hierophant. Two sights offter staring
into the red—slick altar and seeing someone who
looked just lke me straddling rooStops, her arms
covered in blood vp o the ebows, | had another
dream of her.

| was chasing her throogh a Qores-l'.’ Fog
clonfj to the _'jroomJ. H was hl(&, [ dont kaow,
snokes encircling each Fronk, ribbons o mist.
She darted Srom tree to tree. Docked behind
this one. Pot her back +o that one, spon around
i and would be gone again.

Mowichr oms,

Fomy. Not ha—ha Comny, bot irony-weird—-@ucked—up Somny.

| crashed doring the day in this old 9as stafion way ovt here in the
desert. When nght came | poked aroond, Loond some money, o pair of
Sozzy dice that smelled like roadkill (' keeping them and wil wash these
Pink quboys when [ §ind a Midnifjh‘f‘ L.qurJromad'), and..,

Someone’s. jooral. Dr diary, whatever.,

I{s mostly boring, and | magbe Seel bad abovt Saying that becavse |
dont +hirjk this woman met o real... Sortonate erd. M least, her hosband
sore didnt. The diwry’s o aboot her hosband's new job and how moch she
loves +|i\e 90y even though he sounds fke o prick, bot +hen yoo et this
extry. [ pinning i here with o covple rosty paperclips | Sovnd!

['d stomble throvgh the $09, blind and
mote, and ['d Seel rovgh bark beneath my
hands (and | swear | covld hear or Seel
a heart beating). Thea ['d come vpon her
quqin, %M“y, qM‘J Sheld be +€J\ Qem‘ away
qu‘vinf) Some‘!’hiﬁfj in+o o ‘H‘ee wH‘n a |l‘H‘|€
kaiSe, bot those ter Seet woold Seel

soddely fke ten miles. ['d ron fo her bot
wo[cjv\"f' fon, Woo(c‘ Qee] |||<e ‘H‘\ef € waS
heavy mud stock o my boots.

Then she'd lavgh and hiss and disappear
back into the $o9. I'd try to read what she
etched into the tree, bot o9 woold Sall +o
part when | 9ot close. Hd i€t vp, fke
cortain o Yray doth, and | cooldnt posh the
Labric ovt of the way.

This woold keep happening.
Over and over again.

No morning, no sowise. Jost endless
hoors o this chase, this hont.

[ only woke whe | saw him. The
Hierophant. Standing ot the edge of the
Corest, his dark eyes staring past that
stag mask, and he was beckoning me into
a tree fronk fike that which bejov\fjeﬂ to
the witch Babq Yq‘jq.

Dot of the corner o my eye, | saw i

A single word carved into the tree.

H said, all lower—case! sumender.
ﬂ\en, sonsef. Eveniﬁﬁ. | owol(e.

Hunﬁry.

T hope somcboda&??nds ¢hts. T4 hores 86 moch 46 wrive — T
Josd hope T's nod Sor noq,h?n%_,

JSack drTed 4o ged o s?gnal o0 bhere T Lnte God—Sor
deserd becavse he needed 46 aall e aaend 4.6 led Tm b
cor had overheaded and loeh‘ﬂgl \ob\ dhe 286TNeg, we'd Soond o ges
8d-adTon and prage ook here Tn whod seems dhe excey epleend.er
o nowhere. The son had gene down, bod dhe road waes 848l o,
and he walked den Qeed Op dhe \ol?s%r?ng maeadam, dhen den Qeed
back. Dl no s?gnoll,

Q080

The cornpone aracher laaku® who was working on oor ear —
m?ss?n% 40 Qrond deedh [Tkhe ma%bc dhe old Sool [eR4 dhem % o
¢008h radish somewhere — peeked 60t Srom onder ¢he hood as L |

Jaek approaahed. (. W
“Foond ¢he problem,” he sotd wivh a grtn and o wink. e o
Wiped T greosy hands nod on hTe shrd, bod on his Race, o |

lcav?ng an o‘ﬂ% sdrTpe down each cheek. ?\\asdr%.
“Tell me 0's an casai??x," Daak 267d. D r

“\%),op. To's easy [Te 30nd08_ morn®na.” T had a hord o%me o |
\oel‘?ev‘\’ngq-h?s LY binew o Kionel Rigalte vone (or lell, was T o ]
When Ridehie was wivh dhe C,ommodorcs'@, bOd 6o dhod potne
Bl Wgorcd dhere were sdranger ¢h?n8_s T dhhe world g6 T dtdn’y o }
hold ondo ¢he ¢h008h¢ Qov lon% Mowbe T shoold've. ma%\oc w® O i
T had of, 4hfnas would be dfPerend.. The mechante fost smfled: (@) |

‘CU'mere, Tl show Yoo how we O .. o
T &dn's wand 4o get 400 close 46 dhnts 9oy sfnee he saonk ‘
IThe o road—smashed armadills, and T aoold see Jack was o |
hesTeand, 400, Bos ® T Spq, dhe car back on dhe rood, 86 be T, O |
Jack docked onder dhe hood. o
(Looger - 4had was hTe name, evTdenced \oSk e overalls and dhe O‘/
name on dhe 8¢?\l—bozz?ng_ neon s‘fg_n pogded 00d on dhe stde of ;
dhe ln?%%moa— dopped dhe rodiador hose wiah a ballpstny pen. O’
The hose ¢wfached. Dack heard some¢h?n%. C
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Then (’,ooggr reaaled over, onsarewed dhe hose clamps and
popped dlhe hose. Ne +fleed T dowcrd his hand.
Qind o bonah of bugs spflled oo Fndo s d?rq,%pa\m.

coooo00o000000000

L aggcd. Dock s¢agggrcd boak, L\,r%‘?ng_q/o g omag?rom dhhem.
T lheard et [Tadle \c8§ scro¢ch?n%aé_a?ns¢ one anodher. The
co%cd \‘?%hq, oy hong?rom e onderatde of dhe hood showed me
somc¢h?n81 dRdn’s and 46 see: some of dhne bugs were spiders,
black and sh?ngwﬂh red hooralasses on dhelr Qod- [Tddle bodTes.
Plock widows. T drfed 4o poll dack away bok dhney ofe. b beSore
T coold.

‘“Bod acse of road \oo%s," (’,oo%er 8074, dhen plached e ones
sl sqo?rm?ngon Ihte lhand 1o his mooth. Re ahewed, and b\c\lom
Qlotd drTobled o0t dhe corners of his moovdh.

T screamed. Jack drfed 4o speak, drfed 4o say somedhtng,
bos T covld see his $ongoe LGS alrcad% swe\\?ngop ™ e Mmoo,

porple and dhniek.

“\4}),00 400k o LIroNg oM, kids,” Cosoer 267d With o mean Sleom.
He wiped e Mmook wivh ¢he back of e hand. Showed 0s &
horrTole pati of fangs. “Lb,oo 94 dhre world of dhe \Mngabooq,—oh,
ORey mifles back. T don's suspead \éoo'\l be malking the resorn rip.”

'! C/oog_er laoghed, and T 86w hows ¢he meahante's hands weren'd
| ds anymere oy %?ss‘fn%sp‘fdcrs, ond hTs eges were Not Lo
bod CT%W-\/.

To T don's remember whod happened ofder ¢had. T kinows T
woke op here Tn 4hnts place. And T4 was deserded, (The no\ood%lnad
ever been here T dhe STrsd- ploce.

Sack T dead. Lag?n%aeross Qrom me.

He hag no blood Tn WTm. Dr%as dhe deserd aroond vs.

m legs are fned with [faule bides. They Teh and bormn. m%
heard T8 beadTng a mile o minode. T don'y ¢tk T'm %o?ng_tw
make T&. 19 an%\ood%??r\ds dTe, send my love &6 o kids.

suUbb6eon00

So. This Cooder. Dne of vs? Or something weirder, something worse?
— - g 7_\‘ \

THe Lo> mp THe Liow

l.. 90t this letter.

‘ How cJD people lQ\ow whq‘f’
['wm doing? Or where ['m of 7

ls you? Pre you <fll Sock—-
in9 with med | Yet my leter and
they et theirs? Yoo fell them
where l'm S‘f‘qyin‘j, where rM
s/ee,ﬂ/hj.? Pre yoo Socking watching
me as | fravel the coontry - shit,
the whole world ~ doing your
v9ly Masquerade—breaking bosi-
ness? ['m 9oing fo lose my head
one wight. Pnd yoo wont get %our
preciovs book, here, will yoo!?

[ Soond this |eHer

taped to the vnderside

of the gotted bos that |

had been Sleepinfj onder—

neath. | awoke Srom the

dirt, looked op, and there

H’ v:)qs. Doc"‘ 'I'qpeJ ‘f’o, ,

dont l(t\ow, the Mo-‘?-?lef

or some other bobovs part

o the vadercarriage.

| didnt kaow whether o

cheer or wince when | read H.

: '7'."h \ray

N T
N i
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To You Poor Soul Whoever You Are: : |
1 know you're out there. Compiling this For someone. Probably the same someone. So I thought I'd give you
an update if that same someone gives arat's tail. |
Ihad a chat with a Ventrue Lord, Effete prick. Haughty and happy to twist the knife, that v
type. I thought I was doing someone a Favor. I thought I was paying a debt £0'a friend by doing / /
this (a friend who disappenred after I fook this “assignment,” by the way). But I lost a Finger.
And I gained a new debt. A debt to this prick.
That's not something you want, a hand on your leash. Especially not a Ventrue hand. A Succubus asks
you to do something, well, at least it might be fun. A Worm, one of the freaky Nosteratu, if they ask |
you For a Favor, you at least know it's going to be weird. A Shadow, well, I've never been in debt to a
Shadow, and the way they look at me I might not ever want to be. But when a Ventrue tells you what's
Up, you gt Worried. Because they want to humiliate you. The chattering imp inside them is thrilled any-
time they get to debase you and kick you even lower than your station. I could only imagine what this guy
Was gonna have me do, you know? In the span of a single night, I Figured I'd go get his dry cleaning, I'd lick
his boots clean of dog shit, I'd have fo kill some innocent orphans, I'd have to remove some rectal obstruction -
From some White tiger he secretly probably owns, I'd have to groom him or please him in some fucked-up
don't-ever-tell-my-pack way.
Yenh, but here's the secref.
You ever owe something to a VVentrue, here's what you do:
Before that fucker comes calling, you destroy that fucker.
You ask around and vou put claw to throat until someone says,
"0h, this is the address of his mini-mansion.”
- And then you get vour buddies together not long before sunrise and vou bar the doors and windows
except for a Few, and you burn that place down. And you don't want Fire because "Fire bad," but you're a
Savage, god damn you, s grit your teeth and knuckle down and don't freak out. And as'the Fire burns you
wmuf:r and close your eyes and bar the other doors and windows vou left open long 1b0.get the Fire up
in there, o
4o And then, just as the sun's about to come up - got to time it right so they don't have time to turn to
¥ gakes or get to the helicopter on the roof or whatever escape method they've got going - ‘%}u just take A
 Few steps away and sink info the sweet earth. ]
And the sun comes up.
And they can't escape,
And the Fire eats them up, yum.
That's how you deal with Favors. Especially when you owe one to a Lord.
Get rid of the Lord, get rid of the Favor. v
This is friendly advice from me fo you. You're on somebody's leash, 0 just make sure it's not a Lord, If it
sy Feel around in the darkness and Follow that leash back to the hand that holds it, and bfﬁf-iﬁ off.
Go0d luck.
Yours,
~The Lion
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Mbwigt Eoms,
Every wght, a new and horrble revelation. H's great being a vampire. Sarcasm, | hope, duly noted.
| met a pack oF Savages outside Grand Jonction, (olorado. They were all right. Morbid sense of
homor. Pt sense 0§ that “oral Fradition” ['ve been 4old abovt. The alpha of the pack, Mordecai, told
me a story. A story abovt a lone woman, some vampires, and some werewolves, Werewolves, | asked?
Yoo Gota be shitfing me. He said i's Hroe. He's seen them. Mean horters. “Brotal Suckers,” one of
the other Savages, Yolanda, said. Some of them are worse than others, she claimed. Mostly, they stick

to their territories. They wont bother yoo i€ yoo dont bother them. Chills me, hovdh.
Prgway, this is the story Mordecai 4old. | ot it on tape, and ['m Franscribing # here!




that. He'd keep s voice low when the tension wovld rise, thea
0d and we d ol startle. Even his pack, who'd heard the tale be-
Bot they ol agree! they ve seen the Lopines. They ve spoke with
poond Sor bloody pourd. More 0§ the story, | goess, is sfick
ardering romad IS & bod bit of voodoo! yov 9o Hro—la—la Fraipsing

o come mean wolS—dude’s territory, ard Fhey re going to Sind yoor ashes scottered over a holS-acre.

The 9oy s a great storyteller, 'l say
hed dap his hands o Say & word real |
Core. Is the story 4roe? | dont keow.
them. The wol€—mer match ovr savagery
with your tferritory. Thet's why being a w




' THe CoWVERSATION

one with the soll

ard she spoke to me.

orld |qy dead all around vs, bot here we

ows complained overhead. The som was op

kind of... bastion of pority in « roined world.

e took o breath. | tried, and remembered that | covldat.

0os. Dres | do wot possess. Crawling op her ] o
“mad dragon. Bloe like blood beSore # hits -‘Hﬁ-ﬁrf e

mewber . N

She _spo‘(e to Me y-.egferdqy. As | |qy in the dirt, de
that Grew warm bereath the son, she came o me

We stood on a plach

were in o Q’leld :.-:

' ard we stood benes

She Lelt the Slowers with Hoodl-c} S

. ) S‘\e waS MOf’(E_.J

and beneath her sho

This is the conversation <

2 L

-

. il
Me:l think you're'me:

Me: Who areyou' -~ —
, b4 Her: Who do you think I am?

Me: But you look'like me.
You.:t almost sound like me: »
' er: T herein lies the trick!

; r‘g)st, almost, always almost.

-

¥

i j
- JHEraYessss!
A w«--
ot angry.

ungry.
] hirsty.

Me: What hat did you

Me: No! I won'f surrender.
I don't even know what that means.

: -
er: Surrender.
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To e Giveezgeem Hovse — Lovely, Daee i Deep
The moon was 9one, and the Lorest
wasS aS bleqk qM‘J blqd( asS the v\iﬂh"'.

[ hopped down out o the jeep, and
Lodo tossed me my bag.

[ 4old him, | said, "I thooght yoo

7

The Sorest is Biafowieza Forest - a massive strefch of
pr‘lmeVaJ woodland covering both the east side of Poland and
the West side of... | goess if's Belaros? H's tovrist Srieadly..
Bl in ports. Not the parts ['m in. We came in the back. No paved
M paths, no parking lots. Jost deer 4rails. And thickets. And
thorns. Pad ol Hrees that block out the moon, mot that i

Ll matters becavse there's a0 moon anghow.

The Hhing aboot this area, according fo Lodo, is thet H's beea
a horfing reserve Sor moch of s history. 1 passed info and out
| oF the hands of the tsars again and again. Goring wanted to
B ok this place as the world’s biggest honfing preserve, o sife
B here the Sof, Sed Nozis covld come Fo hoat bison and elk and
B probably homans Sor ol | know.

i LDJD qISD + Dlo‘ me ‘H\IS iS o MyS‘ﬁcql plqce, o Pqﬁqﬁ quce.

| “Thin” in spots, with the worlds bleeding fogether. Ard she,
quq qujq, s whad' hejps |<ze|> T8 ‘H\q+ woy.

I'M Yoin9 to Sind her or perish +ryin3. ’Don"” Fhink. [ won“f' do
my job. Sarah and LitHe Jack better be safe when | get there.

[ve no idea who you are, bot yoo don+ really have any idea
who / aMm, él’H‘\U .

were coming with me!

That lawsh, agoin. A rat's chitter—
iAfj )Dy.

“Fock no!” he said, 1 stay oot of
the woman s Sorest.”

[ was Sloored.

“Bot what do | do?”

“Yoo 90 in. Yoo 90 deep. Yoo $ind
the troe JagieHo Dak - the #rve one,
wows, like we tolked obout ~ and leave
a G5t there Sor her.”

“How Sor in?” | asked.

He shrogged. He lavghed. “Three
days, Soor af most!”

[ started 4o stammer. | didat
have So0d. Where was | sopposed to
sleep?

He, mimed hola‘iﬁfj his l)f‘eq‘ﬂ\ hke
o Swinmmer 9019 onderwater. Yoo
dleep in the groond! Like oll o vs do
somefimes.”

| didn?t know how fo do that. And |
+DIJ him as moch,

Prother shro9, another lawgh.

Then he saapped his Singers, and
the jeep boonced oS the grass and
onto the [iHe road that brovght vs
here. | cq"etJ oftter him, ever ran, bot...
the one vabroken tall—light weaved
and boonced, a red dot in the dark,
onfll i was Yone. Leqviafj me qlone.
GI‘Q"'? th+ 3@"’.7 Hou Many _'jDJ-
damn nlfjh‘f’s.? [ ‘H\ooﬂh‘f’ Lodo waS MYy
Sriend, bot there agaln, [ S"’w\f). A
homan ideay -Qr'leu]ship. Yoo etther need
each other, or yoo dont. | needed him,
bot he doesat need me, and so here |
art. Plone in the dark. Trying fo Sigore
oot My nemL move.

Fock. Into the breach, | oess.

Prd no more Sriends allowed. 1€ [‘m
90ing to do this, | have to toughen
the Sock op.

e AR T TR

€[ coold've peed my parts | wovld've, Jesos!
| The ‘Qoi‘j is thick here ~ Sat ribbons of it,

! | some bloated white ske. Al ['ve 90t is this Slashliaht ¢ i

) (I have & Sew spare batteries bot | can st deon i

")LquryMDd\),SD,wSu cJ n
| ﬁ_‘j‘bn‘s ctQ-?, ard soddealy his shape rises op in Sront of me, ‘/'l:is Io:b:rri:\; I
! ‘H\Infj with a +errib|e Mow an o +errible, c‘q!u an

{ Codohamn 1b99ing cperation. DeSonct. Gone, Dont know where +he log—
|| 9ers are, bt this equipment's been abandoned Sor who knows how long, Th
il Sorest has come +o recloim +he machines, vines winding vp afoond and o.v :
pum:\g it all back, Something in there Fhat speaks to me, Something pri Tfll
B dor kaow whet. | Seel sk, Eucied o
;‘ Moraing will be coming soon,
I% | don?t know what ['m Yoin9 o do. Bury M’SCJ‘Q? Hi
[ «d hope Sor the best? P:. ay
| shelter Srom the son?

wrapped afound everything like

de in « Fr ee S‘/‘ump

that maybe God or the Devil will Gve me

Evening, }oornql. Evening, Alee. ['m not crispy.
i ' 'QDONJ sheH’er / D'Q o SD(‘+ Some och hun‘ﬁnf) Cabin, hq|Q—-w||qpseJ aw‘J
| croshed bereath o Sollen Free. Ach:q"y, ol the trees in this spot are Sallen;

[ some are even fwisted, corkscrewed to splisters. Like o bad storm came
| through. Lightaing. Wind,

Bot #'s quiet row. [ add! eerly Sreaking qoiet.

No bugs. No birds. No wind. Jost darkness and stillness.
Ke,e_? Movinﬁ, Arlce.
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Morning s coming agein [ dd i Ha ha ha, | did i,
soon. | am Socked. | dont | don't know how | did i, bot | did i

be!on‘a here. What wes ' | knew | Selt o comection with +his place. Not o sane comection. Not... Bot
hinking? | grew op in ‘H'\e,. ancient, Empowering. Scary. In the best and worst way. fnd | knew the ;on T;Pys co l—
géuré; | was Embraced n in9 0p and | was begimig to Sreak oot <o | started o di9 and dig and dig wi‘l': " :\;\A
the city. We had one free Yl and # polled some of the skin away Srom my knockles and palms and beSore | lo«z it )
Yy chky;r&, one. Now 1 || hands had become dint ard My arms fo0 and svddenly, | was shed of my b ckp ckwqu
lost. [x Eorope. In a primeval | clothes and | covld smell the thick porgent aroma of Sresh earth in m :o ) qnj then |
padan Sorest looking Sor redized / chih 7 even have o nose anymore holy shit, | did #. | became yone S:an +h M nd
some q‘ma{- vampire hag The trees here are pines, thin and tall, and i Seels lke Sor a moment they re w. ;3”" .
urfchl bitch ‘qMJ Sock Sock | over me, not becavse ['m a G00d Person of a weak person but becavse | hyve d quJZI
Qock! | dont want to die | that they do so. By my blood in the groond, | now own Fhis spot. o

ovt here. Dr whatever it is . .
yoo call i when we “expre.” Jesos, that soonds weird. | don+ even know whot Fhat means. Bot | Seel i,

, [ Seel # deep in m ; .
| dont ot Fo ot -Qee‘ H JeeP In py dead heart. lf}had’ | don+ -Qee,l Jee_P in my Jech heart i H”J.
dovhle—che oot here. Shit! [ growing... honsry.

"y
™y

The nllﬁh‘FS almost of an end and | <ill LDSij my mind, | Fhink,
havert Sound So0d. | heard something. | did. [ Saw a ghost, ['m pretty sore. The ghost of an.. ek, or stay, or
| filted my ears and | heard something rosting maybe +hey‘re the same thing. H wasat real. | covld see throvsh i
aroond, saorfing even. A pig7 | quess s a Like i had skin oF €09, bones of water. H bovnded away, distorbing
boar out here, not a pig, but is that really wothing as i passed.

what | want to eat? Better than nothing, [‘m lost.
WBuJ' [ honted and searched and o pig. Boor. Ard now ['m seeing ghost deer.
hedever. Whet dd [ Hhink woold hoppen 1 | wandered oot in Fhe widdle 0% he

Pnd now | have o dig & spot beseath +he woods? For aghts on exd? Did | fhink | woold jost hoe in on Fhe Hree
Sallen twigs and Sorest stones and sink deep [ was (ool(]nfj Cor? Dne Hree oot of milions? Did | Hhink. the witch woold
info .+he soil once more, and | sl havert had | jost come and presext herselS? She would o5Cer me a kindly hand and a
a {hma to eat. cwop of Fea and we'd fraipse oboot, Fra~la-la—ing together?

[ getting worried. And now, now ['m seeing Yhost Jeer,

[ did it! [ covdht o deer.
A real one. Not .. ghost. Bot | Hhink the ghost lead me to the real one. | dond kaow how | did if. | was Sollowing dlimpses
of the ghost, and svddeny it was standing Fhere — the rea one, that is. Drinking ovt of a poddle. And stopid me | stepped
VP O & loﬁ to 3e+ - beH’ef look an l anppecj - 'f’vJIfj an the ‘H\if\ﬁ fon, s fan |||<e hfjh‘f’/&nfj ho«J Qirecj vp onder He +q|| bu‘f' /
ran, +o0. The deer +ried +o 9o right, Soond the thicket foo high, then wext the other way, bot | was there.
So.wef’hinﬁ wasS Jrivinﬂ me. | ch)n"" command MySEJ'Q fo |e,qp, [ JIJA"{' hink. qbou‘l’ it beSore | did it, [ }DS‘f' Yave in and let PY
something toke over and beSore | knew what was happening [ had tackled the damn thing arovnd the neck. | cavght & hoof o Y
the back of the head (and it ripped my ear partly o8, which normally wold disgost me but right row there's a0 pain, only .
9oin) as the Fhing kicked and bucked, but | just Grobbed its head and fwisted. And then it lay <fill.
Whedt the hell is hoppesing to me? [ve always been kind of o tomboy, bot #'s not like | was an animal killer or tfortorer.
Lke any yoong Girl | had drawings of onicorns and Bambi on my notebooks, so why dont | Seel any remorse? Why do | Seel <o
300&.7
[ goess | shoold stop asking questions. And | shoold probably et - ]
Bu‘f’ ’ won"f‘. ' have qﬁD‘H\ef‘ ‘cheq, inS"’eAcJ. ' ]
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[ Soond it. ASter oll this fime, | Soond . The free. The Dok of Wadystaw | Jagietto. Some king,
some Lithvanian or Polish ing who slept here doring... | don't know, some batfle. The 4ree was Said fo
have Saller, taken down by o lightaing stike o wind or something, bot Lodo said thet wasa+ the real Hree.
That one is Sor the tourists. For the homans. Bot this one is hers. This one ic the witch's +ree.

And | Sovnd H- Ard | dont know how | Sound it

['m carrying this damn deer around on my choolders, and | can barely manage i, and | have to sleep ?so ll$|eq> in
the groond and then | get back vp in the evering and [ keep poshing Sorward, and now, what do [ see! T\\ls tree,
o toll and Hhick and with « dark hollow in s tronk ke o waling mouth, and | jost know. | keow that his is the tree
and Fhott ['ve beex led here. By what or who, [ have o idea even thovdh | have my sospicions.

Pud Fnen | teke thdngeer = my 5%, | hadn't Sorgotten, Lodo sad | had Fo /
bring & 57 ~ and | lay H ot the mouth of the tree and... / A
Now whet? s been an hoor. Magbe wmore. ’ j

| opened the deer’s throat jost minotes ag0 [ sorry, joornal, Sor the bloody Cingerprints, maybe loter [l lick.
the pages ~ a real Slavor saver, Hrost me, ['m hongry and H's hard not fo tear these pages oot and stof€
them down My ‘H\roq‘f’), an ' |e+ the blooJ povr out ovg%;fhe 3roonJ an the free an




Mowichr 2oms, F
Took this on the Sobwqy.'

Lovely. Thanks, Crozy
Goy \)Jho W(‘H’?S
On Subvuqy§-

a
R DR S W L - 5-,
THe PHone CALL
The Hierophant, the Hind, called me.
And Hhis will mess with my head Lorever.
' [ was af « diner. A greasy spoon o€ the highway. Lots of frockers. No
vampires. | was just there to wash vp, becavse | was Sitthy with road dirt.
5 : [ was 9oing into the bathroom, and Fhe payphone near me fings.
: [ ignore it. g
b8 | come back out of the bathroom, toweling oFF my Sace, and the phone rings again. 3
. What compelled me +o pick it op? 1
¢ § [l sever know, bot | . %
i ¥ And # was him. The Hird, e _ '
§ He 4old me he'd had dreams o8 me. OF what | covld “become.” He soid the winds
% . - were changing and I was fime he confacted me. He knew about my dreams. He l"‘f“
i F ot [3 seon in he blood on that obtor, thouth | have o idea how. He sad that i€ 1 38
q really wonted to commone with the ancient and the beastly and get to the heart ‘DQ the
!':‘.- trbe, [d either need fo look deep invard at ~The Woman” { h'ls\w"f ds, SP”EU with soch
.{ ‘% 'lmpoH’amce [ coant he,lp bot caPi"'qliZC them) or Sind one of the “troe eldess.
i Ard then he Gave me a line on one of these Hroe elders, since |
. Fold him | wasat ready +o commone with the creatore inside of me. :
4 The iwSormation is 9oing o take me to London. ;
4 i | qoess ['d better start arranging Sor « Slight. Somehow. ;

s v " ’ e e ._‘-I ki
P AR s ", » &%
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To THe Giveeegeem Hoose - SOFFer NQT A Wirce | |
Jezpapa, Jezipaba, T A, fez papa.

The SOt ec W was [adwisa, fthe Werhex eC Basrfe
The second e- us was Wisha Keza, fhe fexned One.
The 7hixd e& ws was Vasdlissa, the Bean{Cw/.
The LoWT7h e ws Spall Ner Be Named.
The LL57h e e (o Me, Asalena X Xelqakev.
Jezipaba, Jezipapa, we ave fezipapa.
Yo pack 1o the Cexvest; fONC Lace 7o me. VAls (s my pome, fhis ofs g Iee.
You come seeing my stecy se L woite o pexe.
This Covest pas alwaye had a Jezipaba, de qon see?
VhisCoxvest (= ancient; connectes wirh all anciens (laces; and =& we ave a Leepex
& all the wox(d's distant Ceoxveste:
The Loxvest (= Wirthin ws as wkch as We ace ( fhe Cexess
, The (and (= wsy we ace fhe (and.
B You e only the sell, enlly the sl Lox a pling i the efe e filte.
BN we ave the sod, all the sell, ancient and efexnal,
JAST"as di ana wad cannet die, we canner die.
There (= alwaysa Jezipapa.

The Lovest (= oh (\oleclexare and owe hwiting sewia. We suaxy fhe ofq Sarewnys
& Thexw, and bene. We waleh fhe frees for ensnce they =tUl =tand. We Leed en whar
WAlR=" Wen oNC SRy PR dees not espect \e:

SV dAR Lovest; a fee sfands wheve Jezipaba can be sadmened,

YO aid ner need fo come rhis way, PAL4en o,

You ave Zhe new dead. Yew ave =il jwce e peacys
The Jezibaba (ifes a puxce pear:

Wy caty kSomas, rthinks yon oeerry.

W dog, exisha, rhinks yon (eyal.

W 7ee, Beoles(av, Thinks 4oRc Yoors ave =rvons.

W deerss Sexe], thinks qouc heaxcrs (= ejen.

W sexvante will pless qon as rthey ence plessed me. s T =pall COROM, Lhis
Plessing Py a max® on 4olC head, a S£AC aawn i Gocr and U7 and pleed, all
CChShed by This Mex/ac and pestle. Vhis mace srill waire Wer, #i bew, fee, inwis-
ble, Wied clean, PAF net (Wl Tf (= alwage rhexe, even fhewsh 4o cannel see if
Those With the Eye can fhewsh.

ResT now, xest. You =il in a chadc made Sxom, fhe boclf & the king whe evce slepr
benealh This eag pefeoxe a fexxible baftle, and when he sleft the Jeziraba whe was
once Vasilissa Wenl & A, ans Whespexed (hife his dxeamls and wade Adm, hex owr.
“#e enjes oW bleed PW e (= weal and Ceeple and can pe [(ffle mexce fhan fhe chadc
o% Which 4en st
+He sasps and gajes ever your shenlden
The £ing thinks 4on pcelrsy, as klonas dees:
Wexning comes: We all mast =feey.
Sleey, Alice, sfeey.
+ have 4owc fengne’s plevd. T pave 4owc pade L've had fhem, Sex- a while, new.
Waybe ene dag qow Wl be Jezipapa, roe.
Jezipaba, fezipapa, qon may be fezipapa.
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GUMPSES Feom THE BUND

As it toras oot? We dont do history
very well. The Hierophant had his own brand
of Savage history, obviously, polled Srom...
vue“, Qro.m who lo\ous uuhef‘e since he wouwﬁl‘f‘
tell me, and that's dapn near as “oSSical” as
Jets. H shooldat surprise me. A lot o Gangrel
ae romads. History matters Hle 4o o lof of
vS; what s important is the present or recent
past, or af best distant myth and Solklore. Bot
‘I’o -ana‘ ou‘f‘ whq‘f‘ +|r\e ke" we were cJoins aS
a dan 100, 200, 1000 years ago.. s a
joke. Dont 9et me wrong, in a way ['m jost
happy o assome that we were doing as we
do row! wandering, honfing, Seeding. Bot |
recognze that such assomptions are danger—
ovs. Certainly ['ve reported on hints that we
have been (and can be) so moch more thon
we are; bot how can | know Sor certain?
Well, what's below is what ['ve Soond. So
Sors ot least. s disrepotable inSormation,
ol oF i. As 900d as Sickion, really.

THe Pocvz OF THe BLACMODR BROWNSTONE

Might as well opea big, right? So here's the story! | goess magbe ten gears back, there was this Savage who
called himsel® Frankie the Fork. Kepoted mobster Srom the (35D, head like « Jor oF pemies, nose broken in <o
many places it might as well have been o sweet potato doct—taped bereath his eyes. Dr, his lack of eyes. Story
oes that he was a killer, not jost a leg-breaker, bot « bad~boy brital o9 killer Sor the local (osa Nostra, and
he somefimes liked to stab his vickims in the eves with « Sork and, well, ext Hhose eyes lke they were pitted
olves. So, beSore his Embrace, his sire did the <ame 4o him aS payback! stab, stab, eyes ome.

[ goess being made both blind and dead of the same Fime didnt sit well with Frankie the Fork's mind. He was never o domb

thog, bot he wasat known 4o be precisely introspective, either. That changed when his sight and [ife were faken Srom him.,

68

He started +alking o asimals. Birds in parficolar. He'd 9o o the roo€ wight ofter Aight and woold som-—
wmon birds o him, and he'd talk to them. Soon he started keeping birds in one of those makeshi®t pigeon
houses. He had pigeons, obviously. Crows, oo, Sparrows. Leportedly, he even had o peregrine Lalcon op in
ot box with a child’s leather Ylove as s hood. These mad Slocks were his only Sriends. Some whispers
Say he Sed them really well! homan So0d, and his blood, fo boot. Dther stories say he starved them bot
kept the birds caged anyway vnfil they died; then he'd just sommon more Sreaking birds.

Well, apparextly he believed that these birds had some kind of... ancestral hive—mind. That what #hese birds re~
membered was equivalent to what all birds have experienced in the past, and that inclodes those who have cavorted
with oor Savage clanmates Srom bygone cextories. Sound lodicrovs? Deal with if. This is what | covld Sind. All o€
it comes Srom notebook pages and scribbles written in the margins oF Chinese $o0d mens and whatever, all oF
it pinmed or faped fo his wall. A local Chinadown Haont nomed Zomy (ho came into possession o€ ol the lonatic

scrawlings. He let me photocopy some of the more... interesting ones. [ve stopled them in here so yoo can see.

[ 9et i, this is basically Garbage. H's <o insane H's lke painfing with a shotgon, Bt i is what i is. 1§ yoo
wanted better, yoo shovldve Sound someone who experienced this crap Sirst—hand. Enjoy the bird's eye view.



MORTENSEN BANDED THE FALCON jt¢ j{ BLACK‘CRDWNED

how we Talked how we kept our % rMembeyo how i} e
favage kingdomy together doring b'merﬁed From the .
the dark Times HE WAS THE FIRST and Ire] The g :

we learned from his iy €€PIng our |

u$ *ke;:g SHE WAS THE FIRST the ome called Mary the Gull she
Tgland$ . wanted to Feel alive but she waf dead o she opened
Y "”‘.T,r_r\{ { her chest and made 3 cage within her ribs and in
‘.11"{‘:" the | that cage she put A LITTLE GRAY MOCKINGBIRD awd
12 |

Left it in there and Sometimes ope
Fed it Food and blood and treats
SHE COULD BECOME A BIRD NOT

ned the cage and
and fnacks and
LONG after

MEMSER DISEASE They

e From vf And we

\ THE CIA USED PIGEONS TO TAKE

PHOTOS so we have learmed [HE BIRDS RE

< ; : o

\ to do the fame You think we I"knqw it l"a‘i C‘:_.r Fev\CQ with Ihe;

know our territories o w_e“. rm.lrﬁ' Melecau;e - ov b Ied

< it becavse we FLY HIGH with | winged e and shifts n

n [ he SKY | bacteria Twif e
e - | shits its pants an fw fLU 1S
R RisLE PLAGU{E{ ?ﬁr; e

J COMING :qul‘;;].y will fail
- COMMAND THE FLOCK 3.y | foo

| You haye Food Foreyer
THE FALCON MEN LIVE in the they  bring  blood o -
towers and high places where | beaks [ike water jn Cops
we are forbidden to 90

and they each e OH CUCKDO shall | call thee BIRD

or but a WANDERING VOICE

Pour 1t into Your mouth |
like the FISHING ¢pRMp- ‘L
RANT.‘ oIP and djye and

stab and SUck ]
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To THe GIveezgee Hoose - Wakey, Wakey, Booo mp Bacey

['m not ready Sor any oF this.  ['m Sreaking ovt.
['ma about +o have a breakdown, « comiption, o SQoll-scale noclear metBown.
| awoke this evening in the motor lodge. Under o buraed hosk of foble, onder the same bormed
hosk 0§ table where | made my bed... vp onfil | decided to 9o looking Sor Fircking Baba Yaga.

[ am not in Poland. Or Belaros or ussia or on any other confinext but this one.

ﬂ\e Plome ‘hoke‘l’ ‘l’o quSow? S‘l‘f‘ﬁnj ne)<+ ‘f'o me., On‘l’orn. On‘f'ood'\erj. AS I-Q ' never wen‘f’ ‘Pnefe n
the Sirst place. As i€ | never 9ot on o« plane with yapping dogs and yowling cats, as i€ | never met
Lodo and went o the Warsaw Chapter Hovse and saw Broda and Zvzaana making out and bifing each
other’s fongoes. Hill they were bloody. As i€ | never wandered the dark Sorest.

And yet | did.
The plane fickets? They were resting in a mortar and pestle.

My head, | can Seel where she tooched me. | can Seel the stor, almost fke a scar that isat physically there
bot is there mever the less. Less lke a raised bomp on the Slesh and more like « Saint indextation in my skol.
Drawn there. By her hand. Ard then my joormd... Chiist, she wrofe in my jovrmal | watched her do . With the
tip of her Singer, no pen, no blood, just the whorls and scritches and scrafches of her bext and yellow mal.

| dont know what's rea. This is what | remember!

She came opon me, the dead deer laging there of the mouth of the oak. She came vp behind me and... | dont know what she
did, bot there was « Slash oF a 9ray coak, the smell o moth—eaten Sabric paired with the odor oF earth, Sresh earth.
And | was somewhere else, suddely, siting on a chair made Srom a man - some old king, i€ ['m 4o believe
what she wrote. froond me, the earthen walls had crode shelves, and on each shel€ was « fine oF iHHe clay
idols. They looked « liHfe fike her! Sat hips, long hair, hands like spiders perched ot the ends of brittle wrists.
A 9ray cot - a Kossian bloe ~ sat o my right, watching me with green eyes.
A black dog - o idea what kind, | goess a Labrador ~ stood o my leSH, watching me with his yellow eyes, his wolf's eyes.
Tree branches sometimes touched my hair.
Somewhere, | heard « 3a(f'e SWirging in o wind | cooldnt -Qeel, its old hinges Sqoeqldnﬁ.
Boried in the 9round, like cobblestones, were the tops of skulls.
Small skolls. Like those that woold belong 4o children.

esus.

What did she mean? That | covld be one of them?
[ have to 9et my head dear. | have to Find another place 1o sleep, since | dready ditched this one months ago. Part
of me wants to contact Gilda, o ask her jost what the hell is Going on, bot | know she’s with ke She's the one
who kicked me down the rabbit's hole in the Sirst place. | cant 90 4o her. Shelll jost Sock with me some more anghow.

This is ol 9oing 4o be Sine.
Cepeat aftter me.

This is all S0ing 7o be Fine.
This is all 90in9 #o be Fine.
This is all 0ing #o be fine.
['m jost 9oing 1o pretead that none of this ever happened.



This is pure Savage, vight heve.

| S
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Dracula

The kid’s being a bitch, so | tell him I'm Count
Dracula.

“You cam’t be fucking Dvacula,” he says, even
though I'm big enough he should know vetter.

“l Aidw't sy I'm fucking Draculay, | said I'm Count
Pucking Dracula.” His look is sHll blawk, if finally
scawed. He's backing up against the cigavette
vacks. “Its a mothevPucking heveditavy title. I'm the
ddest male gramdchilde of Dracula, so I'm Count. So
youw've going to fucking help me out heve.” Pecple just
Aow't get the simple goAdoawmm tvuth.

“I'm sure the ovder... woulA...” he stawmmers. He
hais dbviously wot encountered tHhis pavticular situ-
ation betfove.

“Theve's no ovder in this town.” He slacks his
Aamned jaw again. ‘If theve weve Ovder in this
towm, | woulA know. Ask me how I'A know.”

“How... how would you know?” I+'s beginuing to
sink i for him. That he'’s trying to bullshit with o
seven-foot-seven bodybuilder ama pievcing enthu-
siast who is cvazy enough to covner the Shevife
in am Exxon convenience stove amd claim to be

Count Dvacula,

“Because I'm Count Dvacula. I1# my cvazy Puck-
ng cult weve avound, don't you think I'd have
Pound them?”

“They got a lab Adown south, i Bull-’

“Shit; boy, i you think | ain’t beew through theve
alveady, you wmust think I'm pretty Aumb.” His lip

ypving Hhvough my tuvd o year ov so ago. The Big Man

: 4 weve, wheve they weve 9oing, and why they had half
the bikevs in the state veady to vip evevything in theiv pod-b\sa\pfw 2 s

weve both only too happy to talk. Unfortunately,
caped. KilleAd two of wmy best Houmds,

tlooking fov thewm. They
as | Aeliveved this tramscript, they es-
too, and took off with that big crate as well. This?

- C. Havdiken

A {-wii'cl/\es: He cam’t help it He womts +o lagh. S0
Ipunch him i the stomach. “You know how else |

‘ Aipshit like vou is +he motherfucking Shevibl
f “Now, lock” | soPten wmy tone, because the
Count umderstands subtlety. | vealize it
ain't your Lucking Launlt that you've one of
the three kindvead in this whole Aowmn town.
But when you ave presented with o dowmn
challenge to your authority, yvou don't+ Aick
owot:\vwl. You eitther put up, which cleavly you
camt, ov you put out, which i this case is as
€asy as answering my goAdamn question.”
“w-wb\o\:.." He locks like o Aeev staving at
AN oMComMing subway tvaim.
“Spit i+ out; voy.”
‘What's your... goddamn question? Siv.”

I Fuckin’ A, the Count is always forgetting that
shit.

Shevif no-valls points we in the Aivection |
need to go, which is as simple as east ow Hhe
gordamn ntevstate. East he tells we, that's
wheve they took my LriewA. Contvawvy to what
you might expect, the Count has friends. The
Count even has bitches. Lots of thewm, whew |

Com find the Hme to stop amd turm o Lew propev

¢ ladies. Wovst Hing is & bitch with we breeding.

. The Count Aoes ot put up with that shit,

know theve ain't wo Ovder avound heve? Because a

" T




Dvacula

The Count is not a violent mam. You hawve o un-
Aevstamd that about me. | happen to have a few
of my gramdsive’s memories about wa, amd | com
safely say that what | Ao to people ouly occasion-
Ally qualifies as violence. Fo\\ts' say L act like & ;
thug. They Aon't vealize that's & c.ow.\y\wwevd—. The
Thuggee weve a sect of kali-wovshipping assasgv;\s_
and brigamds, who camonflaged i‘—l«ew\se\veg W\; )
the Aominawmt Islam-centreved society of wAia £ov
cewtuvies. [£ they weve Kindved, you wight soy
they weve masters of the Masquevade. Exc\epi—
you wouldw't say amything about thewm at o\) , be-
cause you wouldn't kunow shit about your weighbors,
wmuch less some Kindved in ndia. Whatever ?o\\c‘
say, the Count is eAucated. And the Count is also
a master of the Masquevrade. _

Consider: even veading this, you Ao not believe
| exist. You think I'm bullshitting you. Go ahead.
keep thinking that. Il be getting ow with vescuing
Felix.

Ab, Felix. Now, Hhat little guy’s trouble. A\wo\zs
has beew. He's a cuckod’s €99, you kuow?! See, 'wm

wmove educated thawm you. Again. Felix comes on
llke this prissy litHe Suck, tells you he’s filty ov six-
ty ov s0. He's uot, though, he just trampled Hhe shit
out of his “sive’s” mewmory. This Lella was some kina
of histoviawm, vight? Aud he finds Felix all tovpld amd
helplessooking. The Blood in that shit's gotta be
thin ais all hell, vight? Right. So our histoviam figuvres
he/ll wake him up, pump him Lov inPormation about
the davk ages amd Paevie princesses ov whatever.
Ouly it tuvms out Felix remewbeved one thing: how
to cvush mewmories. So as soom aas he'’s up and avout,
he breaks the guy who woke him. Makes him Hhink
he’s a mewborn childe amd shit. Cuckod’s egg, see?
Sowmething like that, anyway. Felix wouldw't tell
the whole tvuth even if it wovked fov him. He's
Aone a lottan good Pov me over the yeavs, though,

§ so | taught him how to call. How +o make the

\
\

sevpeut i the Count’s belly cal, let me know my
buddy's in Adamger. Plus, his Lake-sister? She was
one hot-ass chick. Liked the bitches sometimes,
but hot as Puck anywary. Felix might have her
numbey, so the Count is Hhinking.
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Slam & guy’s head in a car Aoor hava
enwough, amd it's as good as chopping it off
You need a good solid Aoov though - ou
am old 79 Buick, Pov example. Whew youw've
wovked his hands aumd avms in Hhe Aoov Hll
the bones ave paste under the bruised-
black skin, and he'’s told you evevything he
could possivly tell you avout anything you
cave to ask, thew i+ pays to be mevciful
and put him down. Never let it be said that
the Count Acesn'’t leavn Lrom his wistakes
Work the face last. ouce you've done listen-

ing to it flap ama spill noise, tHhen
turn hell loose ou it T

I'm getting closev, anyhow. The Aivty se-
cvet of my blood kin is this - the wandev-
g vogue-wolt likestyle vequires an awtul
lot of planning ana logistics to maintain
fov loug. Sowme Ao it Lriendly-like, stopping
ovev with theiv mates to weather the
storm ov sleep out & Aoy when they've
compl«{— without their caravans, ov they
Aon’t kuow yet how to let the Aivty
wmother embrace them. Frieuds ave good
bud-_sovwe 90 i fov slaves and thralls le«P;
\?ehuw\ waiting their mastevs to vei—uivv\
like Ivish tinkevs ou the civcuit, vouna
amd vound again o few tmes a year o
{kae.{—b\eiv tithe in blood, and leave their
blessiug in vitae, grauting their ghouls a
few move months of ageless stasis.

i

Those at-home thralls pine and sweat,
obsess and get strange. Distamce doesw't
lessen the boud, but it sure as shit doesw't
make the heavt grow fonder. The Count
Aow't let anybody wear his prick that
in hev heavt-ol-heavts hates him - and
these lonely, waiting ghouls get a wmighty
powevful hate for thelr wandering mas-
tevs. That Adcesw't mean they don't want
them and lust alter them and ache to
ve under their heels, because they Ao -
that's the blood wovking in thew. I¥'s just
that given the chance to betray theiv
masters, they’ll Ao it when somebody ap-
plies just the vight leverage with just the
vight Pinesse; say, the leverage needed
to slam the Aoov of & 79 Buick onto an
alveady broken hand ana the Pinesse so
it smashes the Pinger bowes, but doesw't
sever the fingers themselves.

when the ghoul’s conversation tuvus into
wothing but sobs, | figure he's speut. Rat-
ting out his master like that had to be
wovse than the Hhings | Ald to his avms. Ov
wot - | AlA some pretty bad things to his
avms. But he kept talking vight up to the
end. | feel I'm growing as a pevson, getting
a better handle on asking questiows like
this. Added bouus: slamming the Aoor over
and ove