The next section of Alice’s journals — the sections wheve | Hhink of her as “The Vam-
pive” — get a little wore jumbled. Take hev fvst pavt of To the Gingevbread House:
Dreawms of Cake amd BlooA (p. 32), fov instamce. Theve’s something sloshing avound under
her psyche. It isw't all intvospection heve, however; she looks at Mythic Propogamda (p. 33),
A bt on that Adawvaned Domestication of Enkidu flyer that's cvopped up heve and theve.

This jourmal continues hev Midnight Roads (p. 35) entvies belore 90ing back to her To
the Gingevbread House: The Ratweasel’s Tour (P- 35) vawmblings, this owe inspived by a bit
of sightseeing i the 0lA Wovld. The next section — which she calls A Trive of Savages
(p-37). Have you heara of Jouah Highsteeple’s manifesto? She includes it heve, alowg with
the vesponse she gainea vy sending it to the Gamgrel Seneschal Santana.

This wext section has a whole slew of intevviews. More Midnight Roads (p. 40) heve, +his
time an encounter with o Pucking obervlock vuu wild. Alwmost +o highlight just how Aegen-
evate and wild that feval litHe vunaway was, she thew includes Dogs Loose in the Halls
of Powev (p. 45), hev intevview with Seweschal Somtama. She also intevviews Mother Jowm-
ice (p. 48), a Somctum Gamgrel and den-mother of theiv flea-bitten Uk, omaA then Lollows
Hhat up with aw intevview with The Hievophawmt, Cevyuitis the Hind (p. S0), & Savage that
is both Prince of his Adomain and o Cvowe-wovshippev.

Thew, move of the To the Gingevbvead House: Wolves in +the Chapter House
(p. S4), Pollowed by A Dveam: The Chase (p- S7). From theve, she writes move avout hev
Miduight Roads (p. S7), this Hime just a litHe plece of paper she Lound. You'll wote, by this
point; Hhat our little Alice seewms to stumble ow avGPaumber of,.intevesting things.

She Pollows this with The Lovd amd +he Liow ’h\ ¥), & letter she veceived that quite
unnevved hey, it seems. The sixth Midnight Rc?&ls (p- 60) comes abter the letter, ana
thew she has A Dream: The Couversatrion (@52) which is pevhaps the oAddest intevview

n the jourmal. APtevwards, move of To +Hhad JHgevbread: Lovely, Dawvk amd Deep (p. ¢3).
Avother Miduight Roads (p. ¢¢) vounds o (FWMNis section, including sowme tevesting photos
from o subwary.

The stramgeness begius to truly gvc&a\ blossom heve, as she veceives The Phone Call
(p. 66) vom nome other than the HbAshe intevviewed eavliev, amd theu she goes nto hev
next To the Gingevbread Houscl 7o)\ Cev Not o Witch
(p. 67). She looks also at some mteresting individuals of hev Blood in Glimpses £vom the
Blind (p. ¢8). The navvative grows stvamger with amether To the Gingevbread House:
Wakey, Wakey, Blood amd Bakey (p. 70)

Another intevlude separates the latter Fwo povtions of the journal. This is a tramscvipt
with someoune who calls himsel® Dvacula (p. 71). For what its wovth,

The thivd chunk of the journal | cam only call “The Beast” | rust its contents will
make it clear why that is. It stavts with A Dveam: The Chamge (p. 86), and moves vight
o o bit of navvative from someone i the wake of Katvina (p. 87). Thew, avnother of the
Midunight Reads (p. 90), which vuus on until we 90 Novth of Lonwdou: The Lambton Wevm (p.
T3), wheve she intevviews... Sowmething. It claims +o have once been owe of us — ov pev-
haps, owe of thew, one of the Savages, but | Aow't know Hhat you com call it that any
wove.

We thew find the ovevwrought The Soul is & Dawk Pit (p. 97). Dow't mistake Hhis section
for some sovt of whinging, though — at this point, theve is something going ou behind the
mask of little Alice’s face, inspived by the stramge Pragment she Lound heve. Shovtly
thevealtey, she met someone who talA hev am wmtevesting tale of Dvaugv? (p. 99). The
Journal ends, thew, with the ninth ana fual Midunight Reads (p. 102) amd then A Dream:
The Couversiou (p. 102), making it very, very clear what has happened to her — a visk
that all Gaugrel, in every Domain ama Covenawmt, present. As appropriate, the final entvies
ave mavked The Eua (p. 10%).

- C. HavAdaiken




The Hwo Ov My Neck

They have Sarah and Little Jack.

Jesvs, | dont ever know who They
afe. Magbe it's « Him. Or a Her.
Shit, | jost dont know! [ +ried
1o leave them ovt of i, tried 4o
MauJ(e +he break ‘ MDVEJ.“J hql%uqy AomES., l've n0+ heqr cJ D-Q MD§+
across the coontry (the “night ol . oF them. Pnd the ones | have?
coontry,” ome of vs said, and | A1 They don+ talk fo me. They
promise that yoo havert sees this I /B wonttalk o me, and | cant
place oal you've been here only of : imaine talking to them. | wooldat
wght, long strefches of empty, hongry make it throogh the wight. ['m
w9ht) to get away Srom them so | sopposed fo §ind things oot?
didnt expose them o any of Hhis. H Certain things? SpeciSic things?
quv\“l' my choice o be what | oM, The “{_‘l;.{- o5 +he s"*""‘f’e an
bot now | have o five with it — Mocabre,” the letter calls it

Live with i | cant even stop ['m not 9oing o make H. Dne
talking like that. Lke [m sfill alive. of them will destroy me. Theyl
Shit! eat me of tear me aport o rope

Dkay, Plice. Calm down. Yoo know | ' my corpse of... | dont know what.
how they talk about being “hot- Uy But ['ve heard the stories. ['m youns.
blooded,” like when yoo're angry? Hs 1113 ['m 400 yoong. They wont soSFer my
literal for me, now. Wasat beSore. |88 stopid questions. They won+t suffer
Be‘?ore it was joS‘l’ A & ‘f‘hinﬁ, a me "'ajdnﬁ notes or Plun’dnﬂ down a
descripfive thing, « poefic thing. Bt tape recorder.
the blood inside, H's noqu"y cold, Shot op, Ahce! Yoo have 4o do
slow, like molasses or corn syrop. this. Have 7o, Sarah. Uitte Jack. 1€
Then | get scared. Or angry. fnd it goo don+ Sinish Hhis, who knows what
Sets warm. Hot. Not jost fempera— wil happen 4o them? Who knows what
tore hot, bot the way putfing a Hell do o them?
Chlh On +he +on3ue bUH\S +he S‘(}n quhl HC. HiM. "Ve cjedcjecj ‘I‘FS L H_
hot. [ wish | cf"’w sweat. most be. Dy a man could be <o croel.

Al riah‘l". Let's 90 over the | goess s fime fo 90 to work. The dock
thing. Let's take this one step )

o %

of o fime.

The \\‘f'qSkS.” My 30&, I «-Jov\l‘f'
know what He/She/ They
expect of me. This list of

£hd

2
; ﬂa{ﬁ;fé #S'
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Someone ook my sister
Sarah and her son, Little Jack.
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 it
apart, bot... | <fill have « piece of
it. Here!

s § Xy
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MbmcHr oS Caint brichtness in the dark room, not even that, redly jost

set oot fwo wights ago. Hitching, mostly, bot a muted Yow lke someone had wora the darkness away «
e of the way ['m waking., The moon's just a corl bit with « smodged thomb. And i would move over the bed
of silver mercory in the sky. The stars are limtless ard be 9one. Then the phone would ring once and stop.
ovt here. For the Sirst fime in a while, | Seel pretty Bot | didnt expect to see something lke Hhis. Lke her.
good. Magbe if s 4roe. Maghe we Savates e really She was standing on the side of the road. In «

M€M+ 'f’ (2] be nochls, beoxose qun ]Q ' Joal'f’ Qe&l

sondress ['d Hhink should be yellow bot here was color—
hkg & COMPasSS Po]wﬁaﬁ Troe Nor’ﬁ‘\.

less, the hoe of icy breath. Her pale Sace was tortored.
Have « Sew things with me! my backpack, « Frozea in « ferrble scream. Weeping. Like she'd jost
corteen o water o wet the whistle, lost « baby or « boySriend o
a second canteen T ' her whole dama Sapily in
o blood 1o do a Sre. What was creepy
more than that, « was how quiet it was.
Qlashlight, « lockback There, her mouth wide
ka€e, a .98 Swith open, her eyes squeezed
ard Wesson snobrose shot, and ol that's
with the se~ coming out is the sound
rlql mmbe_rs QlleJ DQQ D‘Q cflc’(efi, of &« rJiS’f’qﬁ'f‘
[r0t my idea, that s ergine.
jost how [ bought Yoo keow what,
#) wd my Polarcid L though? Tl el yoo

comera. Dh, doh, and what's really bogging me
this jourad. The one out.

[a 30]/«3 to wirite an Hou homan she lookerl.

then gve fo you, my Thed emotion? It waS
child 9ore Srom My [ red, boy. [ havent seen

hands and info yours. .@ i look on the Seces of

[l photocopy it Sirst. | éb' our kind, not really. Mostly

wast my own feminder

s&Q)

o8 Hhis Hip, & s s ol cold looks and cool
H’ 'H\fooah wH’h My M]AJ I alqmg' Bu‘f’ 'H'\IS‘ g
oAt L $o Jdead lshe isnt even
. L there, ksnt even able o
%Her:s the red corker, fether hersel€ 1o a body, is
ough!

probob(y more homan than we are in this mockery of [Ce.

Hs ke when you die, you only et one of two

I jurred me. | keow thﬂ?" e real. ['ve kaown since choices. Yoo et the body, or you et the emotions. Yoo
| was « kd, rgquy.' lived in an old Saramhovse where ccm‘+ have both.

something fked fo play with Fhe electroncs. V(s

\uouU 'f’om On, felemJ, e)ech viJeo; n +he MUJle DQ

the wight ~ jost a nest o vomited brown tape. The Won't let it sober me Sor long, Hhovsh. The road

3 : A - Ceels 9o0d. The cronch of Yravel vnder my boots is
w , blaring h 2 /4
§+ereo DUU M UF q+ L{ : +he Mofﬂlﬂﬁ qfll\ﬁ L MonAfj mME Qed Ioose, -Qree, Per‘?ecﬂy caf des; n +he
best way possile.

[ve alteady seen my First Ghost

Thot's some sobering shif.

hiss o white aoise. Dace in « while yoolJ <ee tf,

=

A Seor of Histoey

My Sirst w:etﬁn‘j. This ﬁuyls a historian. Or <o ['m told. He's not one of 0S, which ['m sore is o mistoke, bot i
seems lke he's 9ot the dve and | want o know whet he knows, or ot least what he Fhinks he knows. [m assored
he has e reason o mess with me. Let's hope thot s Hroe and thet he doesat smell the weakness on me ke

o bad perfome. Becovse these Guys, when they smell wedkness, they smell blood. fnd when they smell blood, they
move in Sor the kil ~ bot not beSore tossing you arovnd like o caf with « movse.
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[RIL Transcript]

Alice Sewell: Thanks. For agreeing to meet me, I mean.
R— K—: Oh, dor’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, lke a firefly flitting against the bottom of a glass
Jjarbut otherwise... hardly anything exceptional about
you.

AS: I'm nobody spedial.
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 itin
such a way that I might as well be the primary source,

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

RK: I see it upon you. I [earned how to re?@'@saple
from a friend of mine in the covenant/A px&/named
Yellowtail, who is so much a Shadow tt@h: himself
has no shadow, though some say he’s haunted by
himself a ghost that looks just fike 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 fiees when
you reach toward it.

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

RK: Play ignarant all you’d ke, 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.... I 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 paint at
hand, I know your people favar a certain directress.
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.

‘HBhhbdnadotndbonsnd

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-
inaly fimitless power: But stray too far from the fight
at@ne enters the darkness anew. In the shadowed
Ns‘cs outside the Empire, men dwelled who were...

s\ocially 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. More or less. Modern scholarship seems to want
to ascribe some kind of dvilization to the barbarians, but
that’s foolish. These were blood-soaked berserkers. Social
mores 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 reptiian
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 T know.

AS: You're talking bestiality? Are you serious? They
fucked animals. They fucked anima/s?

RK: Drop your jaw all you’d fike, 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 syphiis 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 — of 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. )
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RK: Mad things. Gibbering. Ssuliéss. Venom in the teeth |
like that of a snake. Eyes that could only perceive in
black and white. Ears that tifted and twitched at every
tiny sound. Now, what happens next is a bit contro-
versial. I've some [oyalty 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 clea; 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 areme and I am you.
Deeper yes, you find deviance. But it doesn’t stand to
fallow that somehow; the vampires of each family came
about from wholly unique means, does it? It’d be lke
Suggesting that some men evolved from apes, others
from dolphins. Where does one draw the fine?

AS: Okay. So what’s your theory?

RK: It’s hardly a theary 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 eguite

Litfle Ced Cicng Hood
Cherry popped on the Forest Soor
By #he Bi5 Bad Wol¥
s&/"ly what bi§ claws yoo have

known as Gnaeus, a name whase origin cannot be

precisely discerned. As it turns out, Gnaus was mare @hmugh the trees away from camp — maybe for
than just equite, he was one of the Roman Damned, Q piss, maybe for a turn with a barbarian girl — and

suffered the bite from the vicious thing in the woa@
It was he whose own Blood-capital-B mixed with%
blood-smaller-b of the bestial berserker: %

AS: So he’s the arigin point. He’s the, I dunno, ‘«dur
outbreak monkey.

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

AS: And what cfan did he belong to?

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

a horseman of the Legion of the Dead. It was hewhc@

ASHS
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 soldier whatever his hame 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 patral, Roman saldiers drift

Gnaeus moves in to feed. And as the nights and
years go on, he moves closer and doser 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 Ghaeus’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 fke 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 0ld Man, the keeper of the Blood of Rome. The
Camarilla embodied.

AS: Ill trust you on that.
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RK: Good. So, Gnaeus and his men fiad & choice: ta suffer
| the sword of the Senex and turrfto zh by mandate of
the Legio Mortuum, or throw on'sbdfyoke of civility and
| become something better than his breeding dictated.

. His gang of louts and beasts chose wisely, and were

given the Jowliest, 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 controversialpoint.

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

0000000 PROLLANDSUP

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
callege-educated?

AS: ... yeah.
RK: Truly?

AS: Ididn'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. |
@Vou’d be smart to keep things lke that close to

were again soulless things, but things of a far arueler '%Ie vest. Others could use it to manipulate you. Each

intelligence than what came from the couplings of the
barbarian men. An infernal intelligence, even. These \@
the Strix, you see? In Slavic tongue, the strega. NS
owl-women, soul-eaters and bady-thieves. A pl@on
Rome, they were. Ousted, thankfully, by the L@NIRor
tuum just before the Empire found its owr\@ose
weight crashing down upon itself.

LitHle Miss Mokfet Saf on a Toffet

Eating her Cords and Whey Along Flew an ow bird

Who Flew all aroond her Aud stole her poor sool AWAY

plece of information is a puppet string, one that
anybody can grab hold of to make you dance. Mare
advice? I'd learn to lie. |

AS: Fair enough. Thanks. |

RK: Don’t menttion it. As in, truly, don’t ever mention

It to anybody that I was helpful to ane 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 0ld Man. He enslaved us?

RK: Slaves in Rome were often conquered peoples.
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
Nearopalis, left to wander the wastes. But many knew |
the scare. They saw their future, and it was shart. '

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 kil. Hunting
down betrayers in Necropolis — sometimes their own.
Some of these Savages were Shbyls and prophets, but

that frightened most of the Camarilla Damned, and why
wouldn’t it? It was a great shame to give into those

feral visions, and so they were often targets by the

mare military-minded of your own. Layal dogs hunting |
mad dogs. The mad dogs were killed, and the loyal dogs |
survived. But therein fies 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. While
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? VYes.
AS: Great. So what happened to us?

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 you’ve 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.

RK: You did as dogs do when they are let off the leash: u

AS: Maybe they just want to be free. Maybe the ski?b_

/s uncomfortable and like a bird or a lizard or... eyen
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 you, I'd 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: T 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
DPamned of this and nearby cities, so I bow and smile

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.

RK: Goodnight. Sk l‘" l QDOI\J ‘H\]g.[h_
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But she bore another unmanagaeable monster 1ike nothing human nor 1ike the immortal
gods either, in a hollow cave, This was the divine and haughty Ekhidna, and half of her isa
Nymphe with a fair face and eyes glancing, but the other half is a 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 Ekhidna, 2 Nymphe who never diaes, and 211 her days she is
agelass, -Hasiod, 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 1s going to give you the

pride? You want answars 1ike thase, you go to your own. You want to talk about Beasts, you co:

truth? And that it won’t be discolored and mutated by all his fucking cocky spoor and gas-blg

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 A

Nature was a mean cunt, winds whipping and rocks biting. And when man died, he did so alone an

When the Barth was unformed, man walked upon it but was by no means the master of his donain:g‘

brutally, and his blood touchad the ground and ran downwards in trickles and trails, pouring‘“

through e¢revices and puckerad poraes into the caverns below the surface.

And that’s where our Mother waited. And that’s whera she fad. The blood drizzled into herm

open mouth. Bits of skin and bBone tumbled down the tumbledown roads and into her lair. She
faastad. She graew.

ORIGIN STORY. \Q)

You want to know where she came from? Fuck yot?&that’s where she came from. Where does
the sun come from? Doesn’t matter, vhat matter@/s only that it burns us to ash. Where does
the moon come from? Doesn’t matter, only thatJ\gives us comfort in the cradle of the night-
time sky. Whether you call her Ekhidna or the\{Zone or the Mother of Monsters or Bloody Bitch
Nancy or Rawhead Ramona she’s the same tk@she’s our Mama, she’s our legacy. Falf-serpent,
half-woman, and the creator of our nicy N\ tle family. You ask that question too loud, little
princess, and she’1l come sneaking b@\. of the dark 11ke she does sometimes, and she’ll pull
your tongue out of your precious hess/ 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 enough not to seek counsel
from our 1ittle brothers, the Ventrue.

LITTLE BRO

Yeah, that’s what 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 is, Prince Agnon of the Pine Barrens. And this Prince was the king
shit, and by that I mean he was the king of shit. A11 the dumb Damned of that domain weren’t
much more than a hardserabble bunch of dipshits and common dogs with about as much poise and
graca as & haadless rooster. Not to mention the draugr problem we had — the old Prince, funny
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
between his teeth.

But I caught him one day sitting in a shaft of moonlight in the middle of a clearing, the
trees 2ll 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 crazy beast tongue. And then he’d torture them — little
squirrel legs snapping betwaeen 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 people and they protest 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, vhispering to them through the Blood) but won’t or maybe can’t admit.

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

I heard ona of my brothars say that they stole the so-callad “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 kneacap to remind him not to speak such treachery.
Thay have the command of men bacause they nead it. We don’t. Wa aren’t men any longer. We're
somathing elsa. Wa're thanext fucking step. Thay still want to play in the kiddie pool with that
shit, fine, let them. The rest of us are going for the big leagues. While they’re off convincing
¢lub rats to dance a certain way or to say something nice, we’re in the street. Claws out. Eyes
bright. Funting, 1ike wa should be, Like the Mother of Monsters wants.

SIREN’S SONG

Sea, Ekhidna, she’s not all monstear. She’s part people. Got the mind of a girl, and a girl gats
lonely (and I know that you get lonely, hell, you haven’t found yourself a proper pack, yet,
have you? Get one, biteh, or one will gat you). And that’s where we come in, you sea? 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 deap 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 doas the only thing she can do: she sings a song,
a deaep subterranean lullaby that drifts up out ¢ )the same puckeraed poras and cubbyholes
that haelped carry the blood down into her belly:h\;ne song catchas the ears of many men, and
most know that it’s not a sane song, and no natt&w praetty it was they knew not to go poking
around in the dark places, But then you got #7»se others, different humans with a love of the
darkness, Those with a wild heart find eVa:\':m.ng they need in that song, it calls to the boar
and wolf and owl inside them. And togeths zmall tribe went into the shadows and deep below
the erust and they found her, waiting,@hu made them into us. She gave them some of har own
wildness to complement their own. §amdof her black blood jacked into their veins, and that
black blood 1s still floating aroznd A us, today.

BELLY OF THE BEAST %

She’s still out there, too. Stories say she 1ives in the dark places underground. Collapsed
buildings. 01d mining tunnels. In bomb bunkers and voleanic passages and in the bolling vents
vomiting gas and magma at the bottom of the ocean. Sometimes you hear of one 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, Har indelicatae fangs dripping bile and venom. Scaled flash. Chast of quivering
teats, eaach 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 agelaess.

We are her children.

And we love our Mama.

You ought to love her, too.

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

—KOLYT-
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Jare Doe? |
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You’ve come to the right
girl, Alex. Sorry, Alice?

Alice. I’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 3
shame. Because I know a lot. I'm not the meanest, mad-
dest, 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 numberand I've seenand |
heard some stories that could coagulate the blood in :,_
your body. Like the gelatin that collects atopadish |
of gravy in the fridge. See? I'm not that old. T stil |
remember gravy. So relax a bit, will you?r

You're looking for some history. Some notabie per \’
Sonas; as your letter dictates? (Oh, I’'m sorry, did b
YoU ask me not to take a look at the letter? 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 UNMOLY (

Seems the best place to starts is the living — of
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 herno. But | Q
T've seen her: I’m SOrTy, are you comfortable in _¢

that jacket? It’s a nice Jacket. They call that as\3
“barn jacket” don’t they? Let’s just remove(iN
— NO protestations, please. Are you warr(? 2 '1
IS a warm night, even in November That Shirez
looks as if it’s trapped you.

The Unholy, this is what she does. And no-

body really knows why. She comes out of her
nomadic... I don’t know, Plgrimageonceina |}
blue moon, and she goes to a city. Just walks J
right in, long jacket or robe covering up her |
deformities, a cowboy hat slung low to hide
her beaded black eyes, and she goesright /
to the Prince or the Lictor or the Caliph or 3
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
ignorant. 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 like... 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
arow. Maybe she poaches from the Prince’s
own esteemed herd. Maybe she Embraces wantonly —
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not just /arvae, mind you, but full childer though how
she manages that without turning into a real moonbat
isn’t really known (though I'll get to some theories

in just a minute). Sometimes she kills. Sometimes she
leaves chaos — a nighttime sky thick with crows and
yultures 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 T
was at the time, verifying that one of our kind lives in
a nearby lake (not true, at least, what’s there isn’t one
of usas far as I can tell). And that's where I eventually
saw her.

See, at some point they take her: Maybe the local
Pragons 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 Q
or cuffs around her bird arms. @
Did I see your eye twitch? That’s what I said, ”bi'@b,
arms” The stage was dark when the Prince br7ZUghS

her before us, the gathered throngs, but I'\gl@ne in
through the window and we could all see well enough.

And to me, itt 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.

I’m sorry — you still look warm. Let’s get those boots
of f. 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 aily black wings and pick-ax beaks.

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

can’t seathrough birds, at least, I can’t. I do know
that%h‘. ds did a number on those who had inched
ClOKNI d they didn’t bother the handful of us in the
back 3 all (in a way, I wonder if that was a ittlenod |

@n the monster on stage, a tip of the cowboy hat

so tell Us that she respected our respect of her... if
you can call it respect). Didr’t seem prudent to waste
that good favop so we hoofed it out of there, leaving
behind screams of Kindred and the shrieks of birds.

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

to the ground to get the details. The hypnotist stage
magjician 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 /¢, 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 fike 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? T'll 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 T’d thought.




	Property of Alice
	The Girl
	The Truth
	Bullseye
	Humanity and Revolution
	The Vampire
	Dominance Hierarchy: A Biological Manifesto
	The Beast
	Appendix: Snout, Fang, Claw, Tail: The Savage Dissected
	Mabry (Bloodline)
	The Hounds of Actaeon (Bloodline)
	Terrible Thoughts, Savage Systems
	The Red Surrender
	The Draugr: Humanity Lost
	Mad, Rabid, Untamed, Wild
	Sample Characters
	Alice Sewell
	Burn Barrel Matty



