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Where's the way out?
By Mario Medina

its acid and
it's burning and
it's making me cry

i can't see you

i can't hear you

and inside i die

If tomorrow brings forever
I'm not sure how i feel
look around me but

your gone now and

I'm hating this real

when u called me
light in shadow
brought me back from the dead

miss ur skin touch
and your kisses
and the look in ur eyes

desire
purifier
burnt the worst hurts away

now the empty
is a back drop

to the voices
in my
head

and i wonder

could have done things
should have begged you to
stay

Play the game
feel the shame
all the same
heart is yearning
mind is reeling

can't stop feeling

why must i bear witness
to the empty that tears at
my skin?

why can'ti just live life?
I'm down on my knees!

God Please

God Please

God Please

Bring that angel
back to me

stop the pain

that rips through me
What did i do?

How did | sin?

Why is the world like this?



An elegant Rolls-Royce came to a stop before a
large stone mansion under the light of a full moon
in a clear, late-night sky. The Rolls is quickly
followed by a black limo.

Sebastian hopped out of the Rolls and opened the
passenger door. Lucien Villain exited the car
quickly before turning, reaching back inside, and
grabbing his childe’s arm and dragging her from
the car into the house. Once they reached the
under-manse, Lucien ripped the new doll from
Dovasary’s grasp, releasing her arm roughly.

“You act petulant in public, you destroy my work,
you throw fits, you ARE no better than a human
child,” he growled, raising the doll above his head
“And how dare you have one of these
ridiculous..toysat Court!”

“No! Lucien, don’'t"” Dove screamed but he threw
the doll to the floor! Its porcelain head and hands
shattered and then Lucien lifted it and tore the
cloth body to shreds in one swift movement.

Dove shrieked as the doll's dress and scatterec
limbs ripped asunder and she ran at Lucien madly.
“Monster! Beast! How could you? She was mine!”

Lucien grasped at her arms to still her but in her
struggle, his childe struck him across the faced Hi
shades flew off and shattered against the
mantelpiece.

Dove instantly stilled and, if it were possible,
Lucien’s features became even stonier as he turnec
his eyes back on her. Her own eyes were wide with
a sudden fear and regret. “Oh...Lucien, forgi—"

But he said nothing, only grabbed her arm,
dragged her up the stairs and shoved her into her
chambers, shutting the door firmly behind her.
“Molly, take care of your mistress. Now. | shall
tend to her shortly.” Lucien then turned and

walked into his study.

On the floor in her room, Dove shook. She knew
the look on his face, the tenor of his demeanor. He
meant to punish her, and severely. As Molly
entered the room, her anger resurrected itself.
What right did have to be angry at her? He was
supposed to...

“...love me! He knew I didn’t want to be there
tonight! He knew my pets needed me. Why did he
make me go? Why did he...destroy her? Why?”
She paced up and down the room with Molly
following behind, unlacing her corset and
unzipping her skirt as best she could with the
target moving.

“I'm sure | don’t know, my lady. He is the Master.
He does as it pleases him,” the ghoul replied as sh
placed her Little Mistress’s dressing gown over her
shoulders and began to unpin her hair.

Dovasary slapped her away, annoyed by her
maid’s passive agreement with Lucien. “Leave me
alone, you insipid twit! Get out!” she screamed at
the maid, “I want Donovan! Donovan!!” She

began screaming again as Molly made a hasty exit
with her mistress’s clothes.

She met Donovan in the hallway with a look of
resigned annoyance coupled with a hint of “better
you than me” for her fellow ghoul.

Donovan hurried at his mistress’s beckoning,
finding her on her knees on the floor sobbing, the
blood tears dripping onto her blue dressing gown.
“Mistress?”

She raised her head and looked at him, eyes wild.
Her hair lay in disheveled curls about her
shoulders as she had ripped the pins and ribbons
from her hair; she raised her hands, reaching for



him.

Donovan crossed the room and took her hands,

intending to raise her to her feet, but Dove pulled
him down onto the floor with her, clinging to him,
her face pillowed upon his chest.

Unmindful of his starched white shirt, she sobbed,
her ruby tears staining the material. “Why doesn’t
he love me, Donovan? Why?”

The handsome ghoul said nothing and only held
his mistress, who clung to him almost painfully.

Suddenly, the door banged open and Lucien stood
framed in the doorway. “Bring her to the white
room. Now.”

Dove’s eyes widened. “Lucien, please!”

But he didn’t answer her, and Donovan had no
choice. Lifting his mistress, he half-carried, half
led her down the hallway to what the family only
referred to as “the white room”. Entering, he saw
Prince Villain standing there, rapier in hand,
Sebastian and Nathaniel standing nearby.

“Leave her, Donovan,” Lucien ordered, low and
even.

Somehow, Donovan managed to extract himself
from Dove’s grip and leave the room. He almost
said “I'm sorry, mistress,” but thought better bf i
in the Master’s presence.

“Sebastian. Nathaniel. Hold her.”

Dove shook as each ghoul came forward and held
her, one hand gripping a wrist and the other a
shoulder.

“Lucien, please! Please, love! Don't do this!” she
begged as they stretched her prostrate.

He only scowled deeper. “Since you see fit to
destroy copies of my play, | intend to make sure
that you will never againeeda script to
remember it.” With that, he ran his sword down
her dressing gown, slicing it from neck to ankle
and exposing her entire bare backside.

“Hold her.”

...Scribe the Scripture verse for varse
On my back, or worse, my arse....

Her nerve-grating screams rang throughout the
house as Lucien painstakingly wrote every line of
his play, stage directions and all, over Dove’g,sof
flawless skin. He also forbade her to heal herself
until he was done. By the time he was finished
writing, the words glowed in bright red along her
shoulders, neck, back, rear end, thighs, and legs.

As he dotted the last “i” and set the last period,
Lucien leaned forward so that his lips were next to
Dove’s ear. “Now you will never forget, my
turtledove. Hear me now. Remember your place.
You are childe; | am sire. | amastel”

Straightening, he took out his handkerchief and
wiped his rapier clean. “Take her back to her
room, gentlemen.”

Nathaniel and Sebastian nodded. “Very good, sir.”
With that, they carried the silent, limp form of

their mistress back to her chambers.
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| finally passed the tests. Or is it that thedest only now beginning? | am not quite sure,l lgutess time
will tell. She abandoned me in the meadow withhimg but the clothes on my back, the wits in mydea
and the courage in my heart. Leaving all of thauty of the city behind me, | set out into the riigtertain
of the good nature of man. Others will assist arpkind traveler on the road. “The trip may bedpbut
Lord, please bless me with a safe and simple jguih@rayed.
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Every step | take into the darkness aches of adwtigit no food or drink can cure; only blood. Shel,
“Go to New Orleans.” The emptiness of her words lle& me feeling cold and alone. The winter imoay

on fast. | wonder if | can

still freeze to death. The
occasional draught of
vitae from the animals out
in pasture keeps me warm
for a while, and that one
time | drank from a

hooker on the street for a
piece of gold, that warmth
seemed to last a bit longer.
My mind has begun to
play tricks on me. The
lines between right and
wrong have become
blurred. Perhaps if | don’t
kill that farmer's cattle

tonight, it is alright for me

to steal his coat and
boots.... | only pray that |

will know what to do

when | arrive there. | pray
that this hunger in my soul

H 'z 7 . 8 %12+ will be sated.



Each little town | pass through, | see the sadaeskdevastation that my presence brings. The fakizér
was out in the barn late last night returned howrderghan he left, even after a day in the sune fEmily
traveling to their new home, camping along the roatiwo small wooden crosses will be there to remind
others not to venture too far from the camp fifdne whore who had a bit too much to drink... wethihk
she was a whore. If not, it is certainly a sugalvhy for her to make her living now.

It seems laughable that when this journey startwdd afraid to go after a mortal on the side ofrtieed. |
would skulk about in the darkness, away from peoplaried that my presence might scare them away or
alert them. Now | embrace their terror. Isn’sthirong? Shouldn’t they still scare me? Has fathe color
drained from my cheeks? Too much thinking. Dawawdrnear. | must forge on.

City Lights. The warmth of their flesh.
These decisions are becoming harder and
harder to make. They don't really feel like
decisions. The blood hasn’t even dried on
my clothes, but the window is open. | can
smell him. He is strong and powerful. His
blood must have an earthly, pungent taste...

His maid walked in. | had to finish the job. |
couldn’t leave her to tell my secrets. The
same with the curious neighbors; they would
have seen the blood and alerted the
Constable. | am so tired.

Eat. Kill. Sleep. Repeat.

| wonder what she would think of me now.

From “Invictus” by William Earnest Henley, 1875.
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Birdie Haikus
By Samuel Hinds

Small bird, leave your home
There is the wide world to roam
Follow the bright sun

See the little bird
So far from its seaside home
Flying all around

Bird on lofty wing
Swoop dive wheeling all about
Find your way back home

Birdie far from home
Little birdie all alone
Why for do you roam?

Small bright feathered bird
Sing a song from where you roam
Poor little lost bird

Birdie takes to flight
Birdie, birdie, go back home
To your seaside home

Zombie Haikus
By Samuel Hinds

Creatures of the Night
Hear their dead shuffling tread
Did you lock the door?

The moaning groaning
Hordes of shambling undead
Scratching at the door

What was that harsh sound?
Coming from beneath the ground
Whap tap thump thump bump

Hear the sounds of doom
Zombies peering through the gloom

Ready to come it

Does the car have gas?
Zombies bashing at the door
How long can you last?

Mother/Father

By Mario Medina
Mother? Father?

can you see me now?

sister? brother?

my long lost friend and lover i
can you see me now i'm cryi

I think I'm dieing

forced to face a world that
judge you each and every dq)
for fear of frying

Mother? father?

can you see me now?

sister? brother?

my long lost friend and loverg
can you see me now i'm cryi

i think I'm dieing

You never told me that the
rain would come?

Is it that you never knew or
were you lying?

The Burn

By Mario Medina
this is the burn
this is the burn
it's ash in the urn
to live is to learn
to love is to die
to live is to cry

I've seen the truth
it's all a lie
nobody cares

if you live or die
live or die

this is the burn
this is the burn
it's ash in the urn
to live is to learn
to love is to die
to live is to cry
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Anton lay among the cracks in the floor,
breathing. Focusing. He had to calm; he had to
think. His attacker was not gone. He could not
see her; he could not hear her. But she was there
in the darkness, he sensed it.

He could not move.

One more hit or bite might be his last. It might
kill him. Then the boys would come and find
him there. They would kill. She would Kkill.
Chaos and everything he had built would decay
before his corpse.

He took in a sharp breath that matched the sharp
pain in his chest as his broken ribs shifted and
ground like teeth against one another. How
could she not know that she was stronger than he
was? This was a blessing: if she ever knew...
“Princessa, you are alright now?” His voice
grumbled and wheezed.

Nothing.

On the outside, he was calm. It took every year
of experience in his long life to calm himself on
the inside. These confrontations reminded him
of what kind of creature he was once. She was
an animal, a beast.
humanity and used to the whims of demons. It
had destroyed everything in her that was alive.
She had become feral.

Shards of glass fell from his window. He could
feel her approaching. He stopped breathing to
listen.

He waited.
He heard one step, then nothing. He heard one

more, then nothing. She slowly, easily carved
through the ruins of his room. Broken shards of

She had been beaten out of

glass, wood, and paper ground beneath her light,
deliberate steps. She approached.

‘Stay calm. Wait, old man, wait,” he thought.

She was over him now, blocking the light of the
moon from the naked window. He heard one
sword return wetly to its sheath. Then the other.
He could smell his own blood all around him.

He cautiously opened one eye.

She crouched down and cocked her head
curiously. The shards of glass that were stuck in
her face and arms reflected beautiful light and
strange auras. Her lips parted. She looked at
him, long and hard, her eyes darting all over his
face.

“What?” she asked, simply.

He had never heard her speak. In twenty years,
she had uttered not a word. Now this. He had
been right; there was a person left in her; deep
and somewhere. The beast in her was most of
her, but somewhere, there was something left to
fight for.

He smiled and closed his eyes. All the nights,
some endless and horrific, were not wasted. All
of the time and repetition he had focused on her.
All of the reprimand and coaxing. Trial and
error.

And work. Hard, hard labor.

When he opened his eyes, he knew she was gone
from this room. He lay in the destruction of his
body smiling at this monumental success, unable
to move for all the broken bones and skin. For
now, he lived, survived her confusion and

instinct. This speaking triumph would follow

him for years. Just one word from her, his
hardest stray, proved that waste did not exist.
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No one should be thrown away. He felt worthy
and proud.

All of this had started when he had asked the
simple question: What do you want? As always,
she could not answer. She had been a slave to
long; a mindless killer used to destroy. The
guestion had confused her. Still, he pressed anc
asked again and again, each time rewording anc
coaxing. He tried to free her from her mind. But
she simply was unable to choose. She had becom
enraged. He pushed, continued to ask, kept at hel
He thought this might be the time that she broke
and spoke to him. But no, she had turned into the
monster she had always been forced to be. Shi
exploded. This had not been the first time but it
had been the worst.

Hours passed in agony. Finally, Anton heard
Nathaniel outside stacking wood. He had been ai
the farm with Anton longer than she had.
Nathaniel had been brought back from a thing of
rage to a thing that could function, at least nudst
the time. Now, he was like a son to Anton. Even
still, he was a killer. He had no conscience aad h
had a short fuse.

Anton called to him, blood bubbling through his

lips from his lungs. After several attempts,

Nathaniel cautiously pushed open the door and
paused, fury visibly rising in him.

“Is she--"
“Gone,” Anton whispered.

Nathaniel began to do what he always did when
she took out her violence upon Anton. He flipped
the bed over so it was right and began to gatteer th
old man. When he came across Anton’s body, he
stopped suddenly, audibly gritting his teeth.

“No,” said Anton, “you will not go after her.”

But Nathaniel was loyal to Anton above all others
and fiercely protective, traits all of the boys igth
Anton knew that Nathaniel may not be able to
fight his urge to destroy her.

Nathaniel picked Anton up. Instead of his usual,
gentle approach, he angrily dropped Anton onto
the bed.

The old man’s face withered with pain, “No, you
will not--"

“No!” Nathaniel was adamant, “You push her too
hard. She’s going to kill you. This is the last
time.”

Nathaniel left the room hotly, making his way
through the farm, searching for her in every
crevice, corner, and dark place that he
remembered. He could barely control his rage, the
vision of Anton’s broken body flashing red in his
mind. He never wanted to change her, make her
better. He knew what she was and that was
enough. But Anton was too good; he tried to save
her. All Nathaniel could think of was killing he
This was the last time.

But Nathaniel also understood her rage more than
Anton knew. Secretly, he loved the animal in her.
He loved to watch her express all the things he had
learned, over the years, to suppress. But the
novelty was gone and at that moment, all he
wanted to do was make her suffer.

After a thorough search of the house, Nathaniel
went to the barn. He had found her there once
before after one of these episodes. She had been
hiding beneath a pile of hay. This time, when
Nathaniel entered the barn, he knew immediately
that she was inside. In front of him was a 3 foot
by 5 foot wood box. He could see through the
poorly built slats that there was movement inside.
After a moment, he could hear her, all of her thin,
bony parts banging into the walls of the thing.

He took a step closer, loudly slapping his dirty
work boot to the floor. She continued to squirm
inside as if she had not heard or felt the stoidp.
was suddenly trepidacious. What might be inside?
What terrible thing would he see? An old,
stagnant fear tickled at him from lifetimes passed.
He pushed it down; he always pushed it down.
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There was the quick scent of blood. Fresh blood. wriggled free and landed in his hair, grabbing a
Vampire blood. The smell made him tingle with firm handful. Her eyes rolled, her head lolled
wanting. Hunger erupted in him. There was a and her mouth fell open and closed deliriously,
distinguishing smell within the blood, something but she seemed to calm as she felt his soft curls.
difficult to ignore and he wanted the taste omit i
his mouth. It was anguish and hunger. He Calm before the storm. He knew she could erupt
marveled at how starved she had to be that hel again at any moment. She could attack him out
blood would be infused with the smell of her own of sheer hunger. Closing the lid of the box with
hunger. There was something terrible beneath the his foot, he sat on the bench with her in one arm
lid, he knew it. He reached anyway. Slowly. and wrestled his shirt sleeve up. She needed
blood. He looked at his wrist and debated.
All at once, he threw the lid open and jumped Anton had forbidden anyone to feed her directly.
back, ready. No one was to give her blood. It was Anton’s
plan to try to heal her, mind and body. He
She was curled up inside, fetal and shaking, coatec wanted her to be her own creature some day but
in dark, red blood. Glass shards were pressed intc drinking blood would mean a bond and it would
her face and hands, ground in and scraping the simply be another kind of slavery. He wanted
wood like tiny blades from her skin. Great chunks her independent and the bond would steal even
of flesh had been carved from her arms leaving more of her will away.
varying sizes of wounds that seemed to gape anc
breathe as she moved around. They oozed ver “Fuck,” whispered Nathaniel. She winced,
slow, visceral blood. She opened her eyes, her opened her rolling eyes, and reached clumsily for
face stretched in an expression of screaming bur his exposed flesh. He pulled away easily smiling
with no sound. She looked at her arm. and used his teeth to cover his wrist with his
sleeve.
Snapping out of his stunned state, Nathaniel
jumped forward, hoping to keep her from doing She laid her hands, scratchy and sharp with
what he saw coming. Her face grew surprised and glass, on his face. Her lips quivered and moved.
ravenous and she bit into her arm hard, kicking her He leaned closer, until she held his face directly
foot wildly as she wrestled and tore another chunk in front of hers. She tried to make sounds, to
of flesh from herself. She breathed — out of habit speak, but the words were just gone, as they had
not need — the firm meat dangling and vibrating always been. Nathaniel picked her up and
with her movements. She began to chew the meat carried her to the back of the barn. He didn’t
folding the shiny thing into her mouth with the care if she ever spoke.
back of her hand.
He laid her on a table and planted his hand, paw-
His stomach sank, draining everything out of him. like, in the middle of her chest while he reached
He laid a hand on the edge of the box to steady to a shelf. Hidden behind curry combs and oil
himself. His rage was gone. He didn’'t want to fix flasks, was a bottle that would buy him some
the beast in her or make her a better thing, hemev time. Spinning the lid off with his mouth, he
had. took a whiff. His nose wrinkled. It was his own
emergency stash of cow’s blood. Compared to
Nathaniel reached down and picked her up, the way she smelled, it seemed inedible.
ignoring the painful bites she inflicted on his arm
She was weak, her body so starved it felt frail in He touched the flask to her mouth. Her nose
his arms. She fought him feebly, but he barely also wrinkled but her lips parted. He tipped it
noticed as he folded her bony arms and legs in slowly. The cold, coagulated lumps of deep,
beneath the thickness of his body. Her sticky hand ruddy brown slipped into her mouth and
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disappeared.

She began to reach for it. Smiling, he pushed her
hands to the table and held them there, out of the
way. She gulped hungrily until the flask was
empty.

“I know you're still hungry.”

Her eyes opened and after a few moments, drew
him into focus. He nodded at her and examined
her face for some sanity. Slowly, he let her
hands go. She sat up still weak and wanting.
She tasted the blood from her lips and looked
him in the eyes.

“Come on.”

Nathaniel led her staggering form to the field
where the cows were. He watched her as she
fed. From each one, he let her take only a

bit. As he watched her, he understood why
Anton so valiantly fought for her no matter
how useless it might turn out to be.

Nathaniel decided at that moment that not all
creatures were the same. He decided that she
might never become as free as he himself had
fought to become. In his struggle, he had
gained his mind, but he had lost something
fierce and deep within himself. He regretted
trading the animal inside of him for the mind
that freed him. As he watched her reach her
bloody, glass splintered hands toward the
moon, he secretly hoped she would always
stay the same.
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‘Tomorrow it begins...the Week of Denial. The
end of Quadragisema. I'd better fill up,' she
thought to herself, a touch apprehensive of the
impending week of fasting. 'For God...for love
of God." Roselynn swept down the dusky halls
beneath the ground of the towering Basilica
complex. It was a labyrinth for the Damned -
and only the Damned. She passed room after
meager room, knowing her purpose from the
moment she left the chapel on her way to her
room. Zerachiel -- the angel who had charged
her at her Luminarian induction -- had given
her more specific purpose upon her entering
the bloodline. He was the patron angel of
children, but more epically the guardian
against parents who sinned -- parents who, if
left to the corruption of their vices, would
surely pass the sins down to their young by
way of example. She could not allow that.
She was charged to protect the innocent and to
target those parents, showing them the way
back to God's path and the consequences of not
walking it. Roselynn had seen it before. . .the
drunkenness, the abuse, the violence, the
infidelity and the abandonment. She would see
to it, somehow, that each in their turn would be
shown a mirror and be given a truly terrifying
lesson in piety.

Entering her room, she saw the computer
screen she'd left up before ascending to the
chapel for meditation and prayer. 'Richard

Preston' was the name on the local DCFS
database of published sex offenders of
adolescents. He was next. Another deserving
victim. Sinner. The worst trash of society.

She'd had her connections. She did her
research. She talked to people and she knew
the locations he frequented. KJ's tap would be
the first stop for her. Roselynn despised such
places and would have despised it much more
had it not been for her recent spiritual

rejuvenation and willingness to finally become

v
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the predator she was meant to be.

It was townie...hick. It smelled of stale beer and
stale rednecks. Only could have been worse with
the nauseating linger of smoke, but the ban was
on now.

I'd better dress the part, she resolved,
exasperated, tossing a leather jacket over her
shoulder. 'l hate these damned trailer tramp
threads." Giving herself a thorough look over in
the mirror, she appalled the visage before her - a
culmination of everything that she was the
antithesis of as a mortal. She'd been a pure girl
wholesome and all American! This was
American all right. American as the back hills of
West Virginia. 'Thank God | didn't get rid of this
little Coyote Ugly ensemble...now they're a tool
of God! Who would have thought???' she
mused.

She put on the midriff Harley girl top with a pair
of black stone washed jeans and some boots -
winter worthy but stylish for the everyday
DeKalb bumpkin. She left her hair hang, decked
herself out with a small silver cross, and popped
on a white straw cowgirl hat with a single tan
leather thong around the base. Rosie jaunted out
to the car in the frigid night air and drove to the
little storefront bar on East Lincoln Highway.
Were it not winter, the street would be lined with
Harley's and Choppers, but January in DeKalb
was nothing for a joy ride. She stepped in and
eyes shifted. Roselynn didn't have to look, she
could feel it like warm little beams of light all
over her body, scanning her well-masqued,
impeccably preserved corpse. The predator
inside didn't waste a moment in welling up with
desire and bloodlust, but she knew she'd have to
be patient and hunt just one target. She drew his
face to the forefront of her mind and looked
through the crowd, as if picking out a murderer
from a lineup.



'Rear corner, electronic dartboard, Jack & Cokieand." She glanced at the female bartender whichgino
a smile. "What'll you have?"

"Jack & Coke with a twist please,” Rosie answegegstioning her sin of eating. She wanted a Sloe Gi
Fizz. It was her favorite drink from when she waasrt-- well, that didn't matter anymore. Opting fo
something she actively disliked would ensure ska'tlreturn to her old ways and the ire of her siope
'Food is but ash upon the tongue. For the Masdeerd's alright here, but only here."

"That's two-fifty please." The bartender slid mracross the bar and Roselynn reciprocated withea
"Keep the change, sweetie," receiving another maelductive smile from the red-headed, thirty-
something bartender. 'Dessert,' Rosie thoughtitgelfe 'There's GOT to be sin spilling out of Eatitat
tight. | just wish my repulsive Mr. Preston oveeté had an ounce of the looks and charm this tdtie
has.'

She turned, focusing on the back corner of thezglgtile hick bar. Rosie shook her head, not lagk
forward to the revolting task at hand. 'Oh thetalnéd little things we do for our faith. No. Nathe
wretchéd little people we do." Sister Ray gave last sigh, and glared a moment at her targe¢. Sh
obfuscated her wrath, but any Kindred staring attauld feel it...would see it in her dark eyesh&¥ the
beast spoke, the body listened. 'No more destrqyaagple's lives, Dick Preston. No more. Timedal &
fate,' she scowled a moment, and, with poisonodiscéi®n on her lips, began to stalk toward herainn

One Hit Haikus
By: Samuel Hinds

Evil approaches here
Let the dice fall where
they may

| stand without fear

There is no justice
Only hope lies with Just Us
The ax falls anyway

Onrush of Death
The cheated daemon awaits
Among the cherry blossoms

I shall show you fear
In a delivered package
Pain suffering lo

Truth is a small word
Yet it is a great idea
Please use it more

Sounds of Doom and Dread
Scariest words ever said
| got a good plan

See the dead language
What dark stories it can
tell

Power undreamt of

Down in the dark pit
Death awaits with open arms
Foolish trespassers

Where there is no hope
Heros shall be remembered
To live once again

Slain bringers of truth
Should not have to moulder
long

Before being saved

Sweet smells of the night
Darkness to hide evil deeds
Fear the fading light

Fear like a stone vice
Rapid pulse and sweaty
palms

Death waits for all men

A shaply figure
From her top to her bottom
Why do you tempt me

Answer to my prayers
Harbinger of endless hope
Thank you for everything

| may wear a suit
but my heart belongs to
the open spaces.

See the shining light
Light forth from the
darkest heart

See it burn so bright

Calamitous sound
Battle from beyond the
far hill

Sounds of battle live

Delicate flowers
Growing in the hostile
wastes

Dare to be beautiful

slumbering giants
guardians of the forest
tread with a true heart

Trapped in a lost place

| am surrounded by
fools

What have | done wrong

The long dark tower
Stands over the
bleached field
Where is the hero?

General John Jackson
Freehold Knight of the
Spring Court

Watch out for the frog
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The Oracle at Delphi

By: Kylee H.

23:46 PST
15, July, 1999
San Francisco, California
United States of America

What are the objects in looking at which we see
ourselves?
Socrates in Plato’Alcibiades

"Who were you before the Butcher of Baghdad?"
The Kindred girl who thought herself to be
Katherine Strauss opened her eyes as her lover'
soft touch and gentle voice dissolved her ebbing
sleep.

“I'm sorry?"

she rested. The fog lifted off the watery surface
some time ago, to reveal Oakland's skyline
across the moonlit glazed San Francisco Bay.
Alcatraz stood isolated and silhouetted as if it
were an island castle with its walls to the water.
Thousands of brilliant lights flickered like
torches standing tribute to the silicon glory that
brought hypnotic confidence to the city's
mortals.

The view reminded Katherine of dreams in
places bearing similar harbors and estuaries. She
gazed at the bay, hoping it would rekindle
memories of her mother, her father, her existence
before vitae; an existence in the sun. She toed t
recollect the Butcher of Baghdad, but instead
remembered Venice and its elaborate canals.

The Ventrue Savage continued to stroke her
shoulder as he asked again: "Who were you before
the Butcher of Baghdad?" His voice was irritating,
and his hands felt like cold rusted iron against he
skin. Katherine was in no mood for affectionate
interrogations.

With effort, Katherine lifted her head to starénest
face. "Do you mean your sire?" she asked,
perplexed as to why he would wake her with such
a question.

"Don't play games. You know who | mean," the
Ventrue smiled, trying to sooth her agitation with
playfulness. "What is your oldest memory?"

Katherine let her head fall back against the pillow
as she sighed. "That's it?" She did not tell siva

did not know who the Butcher of Baghdad was. It
did not feel safe. Then again, nothing had since|
her escape from Eclipse some three years aga.

—h

Katherine's ocean grey eyes gazed absently out g
the glossy low-rise penthouse window from where
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She wondered what secrets this Ventrue now helc downed quilts that matched the soothing

with her body. His hand tenderly peeled her thick curiosity in his eyes. At that moment, he was

curls from the side of her face so he could gaze not savage, though he bore the name. At that

upon it. His fingers still felt cold, and rough. moment, Katherine nearly thought his affection
for her pathetic.

Dizziness shook Katherine's head as she felt & chil

down her spine. Agitated, Katherine pulled herself "I want to know your humanity,” he said. “I

up from the bed and stood. She peeled her blact want to know you.”

Persian shawl from a near by chair and wrapped it

about herself as she looked back at him. "Are you Katherine rolled her eyes as she turned back to

afraid 1 cannot remember when we first met?" the window. She gently placed her cheek

Katherine's voice rode the edge of defense. against her left hand as it clung to the stiff
drapes. The cool summer breeze brushed the

"No" he replied. Katherine turned her back to fringes of her shawl against her lower thighs as

him. She felt his eyes on her as she walked to the it ushered through the cracked window. Her

window. She heard his voice speak from behind eyes desperately sought her own reflection in

her. "What | am trying to ask is simple. Who the glass. She saw nothing.

were you before the Butcher of Baghdad; before

your regency, before the Nosferatu influenced you, "Well?" the Ventrue gently pressed. “You

before we met?" He sounded denied, rejected, o must have at least one mortal memory to share

hurt. She looked at him. He was sitting up in the with me.”

bed where she left him, still surrounded by white

H "9 1", 6+ 7 7 6+ .



Katherine closed her eyes. There was one
memory. It was of a time when Katherine wore
the ornate and constricting garments of a young
lady, yet before she was required to wear her hair
away from her face.

Katherine remembered being that girl in that
memory. She was gaunt, wiry, and not quite a
woman. Her gut pained with hunger, and her
chest, with exhaustion. Yet, she was determined tc
complete the task, whatever it may be. Her eye-
sockets ached as they strained to look out of the
right corner of her eyes. A man towered over her
in dim torchlight on a three-stair platform. He

began speaking, and as she turned her head to loc
at him, she observed the black skirt of his robe,
and the tips of a stark red sash that held the fine
cloth closed. The broad Persian cut of the
garment's crimson lapels only enhanced the man'
menacing silhouette. She could not see his face
yet she sensed his eyes seeing her.

He was the Trophonios, the Adversary, and most
importantly, the Guardian and her true Father if
she ever had one. This Guardian spoke slowly,
with a language reminiscent of carriage wheels
against cobblestone. Yet, there was an unearthly
smoothness to his Persian tongue. It was as
soothing as it was terrifying. The voice patiently
coaxed her actions with the guiding direction of a
mentoring parent. Wisely, it spoke of balance, of
virtue, and of the price that comes with executing
justice.

The Guardian ceased his lecture. As she peelet
her eyes from the Guardian’s form, the young girl
observed the blur of the crimsons, ivories, and
ebonies decorating the open space around them
Torchlight brought these colors to their murky

illumination, and the odor of sweat, dirt, blood,

and frankincense tingled the girl's sinuses.

Then, the girl felt her left shoulder ache in siras
she lifted her weapon and aimed it at the
imprisoned target before her. She saw the brillian
ivory sleeve of her garment that concealed the
adolescent skin of her right arm. She felt her
hands tighten around the rough bow as her child-
like fingers struggled to keep its girth in their

grasp. She breathed with such weight that her
own young voice softly escaped her parted lips
with each exhalationSweat bled from her skin. It
merged loose strands of dark curled hair to heekche
and glued her constricting corset to her slightly
arched back.

Her gaze swept forward and down along the aimed
metal arrow she grasped tightly in her left harid.
trembled as she observed her victim in the arrow's
determined path.

The girl's dizzy vision blurred with warm liquidna
cleared as the liquid drained, cooling her feverish
cheeks. She saw the condemned Prisoner again. He
had Moorish skin, however he wore a cross. Bruises
shimmered beneath the sweat of his exposed chest.
Dried blood coated his face, which strained in fear
He spoke a concoction of old Italian and Arabic as
his trembling hand pointed to her Father. She
understood what the Prisoner stammered; "I am
innocent. | did not destroy your family’s houseé.
was set up! He is the Great Satan!"

Disagreement violently shook the girl's chest and
nausea overwhelmed her gut upon the victim's
accusation. She did not know why. Yet, she knew
the weapon she held was a tool of learning given to
her by the Guardian. This was a lesson and she
loathed it. She could not fail.

The girl swallowed the dryness in her mouth. Her

tongue peeled away from her sticky throat as she
inhaled again. The air stung her lungs and she fel

her heart force waves of hot blood across her chest
and down her arms.

The girl slipped her right hand from the bow's end.
From the corner of her eye, she saw her fingers
spread open and as wide as they could at the §ide o
her face. The arrow flew. The Prisoner screamed.
The girl closed her eyes. There was that sound of
slouching sackcloth. Her first victim stopped
breathing. Then, there was nothing to see.

"I cannot remember," Katherine declared to the
Ventrue as the memory faded into nothing but its
echoes. Still in her darkness, Katherine heard the
echo of the bows wood as it clanked agaitit
granite floor in its descent.

Katherine opened her eyes, allowing the memory to
wash completely from her mind. The San Francisco
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Bay appeared as it did a moment before, peacetllasuspecting. Yet, Katherine knew its watersevaes torrid as
the fear cinching her chest. She kept still. Belwaffic lights turned red and castopped. Teenagers in a used 1993
BMW convertible sang, "Satan is my motor" to a \arlgune that screamed from their car stereo. Atctirner, two
girls talked loudly of the Columbine incident whikaiting for the street-light to grant its permissito move forward.
Though these carefree voices shouted, their woete aint from where Katherine stood. She watctieain all,
wondering how many of them killed for justice bywn or twelve. She wondered how many more woaldlive
now if it were not for her own adolescent violen&he wondered who, or what she would be lookinfjsite had a
solid reflection. She silently wondered if thatl gi

in her memory could be a butcher.

"You must try to remember something," the
Ventrue pleaded, his voice tempting her to his
offered comforts.

Katherine would not allow it. She was finished

playing this man’s game. It was time to punish

him; to teach him as the Guardian taught her. He
would know fear as she did: intimately. Most

importantly, she would make him forget. He would

know what it is to have no recollection of the

Butcher of Baghdad.

He would get what he wanted. He would truly
know her.

“Then tell me any early memory,” the Ventrue
requested for the last time, "for the sake of your
humanity."

Katherine yanked the drape with her left hand,
blocking all light from the confines of their room.
She obscured herself with the use of a trick she
never remembered learning. In darkness, Katherine
approached the Ventrue Savage as her unmoving
eyes gazed on his own which failed to see her.
Abruptly, she revealed herself to him as she
pressed his shoulders to the bed and forced her wil
into him through his eyes.

There, the Kindred girl opened her demands with a
simple reply: “No.”

Credits: To Woody Purdy (player of Salvatore
Savage) for constructive critique and the freedom
to inscribe this interaction between our characters
To Peter Wass (player of Shaitan zas Fershun) for
partaking in the scene of which the memory is
based.
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