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.. mmeanwr-uevice-may still'cause the

rapid mummification effect, indicating termination. If Management
notes these signs, you will not receive an animate-capture bonus.
Some specimens encountered in the field already have deformities
that resemble the mummification effect: withered limbs or a “zombie”
appearance. Don’t concern yourself with the possibility that you may
confuse this for a genuine ex-animate state, as quasi-decomposition
effects follow rapid mummification in almost all cases. The six hours
of observation mandated by procedure should settle such ambiguities,
as you will be left with either an intact specimen or a pile of ash.

ANIMATION TESTING

Ambiguous physical signs are a persistent issue with this type of
specimen. Animate specimens can exhibit no metabolic signs whatsoev-
er. There will not necessarily be any heartbeat, thermal sign or other con-
ventional autonomic effect. Some specimens can produce these signs, so
their presence is not necessarily a sign the subject is a living member of
the general public.
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BLOOD DOLLS

Remember: in the absence of life signs, you’re dealing with one of

ooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo

A corpse with a piece of wood in its chest.

2. A normal injury victim. (You may have missed
pertinent vital signs, for one reason or another.)

3. An immobilized specimen.

An active specimen that isn’t moving. It may be
attempting to deceive you.

Always assume the subject is an active, uninjured specimen, even if you
are completely confident the immobilization device has penetrated the heart.
This protocol exists for your safety. Failure to abide by it is grounds for sum-
mary dismissal.

REQUIRED PERSONNEL

Company procedure recommends the following personnel:

Four Examiners: MDs who have completed the Company’s
Red Resource Response (3 Rs) Course.

Four Security Personnel: AAA-rated security personnel,
equipped with the Field Research Load.

The realities of field operations mean that you will often ap-
proach a subject with less-than-ideal staffing. You will be forced to
improvise. Keep these principles in mind:

The Buddy System: Select your mission buddy from the same personnel
group (examiner or security) as yourself. Protect your mission buddy. Always
watch your mission buddy for abnormal behavior. Remember that specimens
can inspire unusual, dangerous behavior. If you have an odd number of mis-
sion personnel, add the odd man out to the task that best suits his abilities
and define his operational relationship in a circular arrangement (he watches
one employee, who watches the second, who in turn watches him).

Survival, Stopping Power and Secrecy: Improvised plans
should follow the KISS (“Keep it Simple, Stupid!”) maxim and focus
on the three “S” priorities:

oooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo

1. Survival: Your main priority should be to survive contact. The
Company doesn’t expect heroics and, in fact, discourages
them. If you take unreasonable risks, you not only compro-
mise your own safety, but that of your fellow employees, both
in the field and throughout the Company.



oooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo

2. Stopping Power: If you have to improvise armament,
concentrate on weapons that maximize kinetic energy
transfer. Even though “stopping power” is a discredit-
ed concept in conventional ballistics, your targets may
not be living human beings. Blood loss and organ dam-
age will have little effect; your weapons must be able
to destroy supporting structures — bones and muscles
— to have an effect. Incendiary devices may also be
employed, but improvised examples tend to injure their
makers and increase the chance of public exposure.

3. Secrecy: Always ensure the confidentiality of Company
initiatives. If you must decide between retrieving a speci-
men and maintaining our trade secrets, always choose
the latter. Never let specimens escape with knowledge of
the Company or its projects.

oooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo

PROCEDURE

The Animation Testing Procedure can be broken down into four
steps:

1. Secure Deployment: Medical and defensive procedures.

2. Restraint: Ensure the subject’s immobility, regardless
of status.

3. Assessment: Flame-response, pupil and dental examina-
tion.

4. Outcome Response: Shipment, threat neutralization, medical
treatment or disposal, depending on the outcome.

oooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo

STEP ONE: SECURE DEPLOYMENT

Treating the subject’s head as “North,” examiners should ap-
proach from North, South, East and West. Security should close
from Northeast, Northwest, Southeast and Southwest. Buddies
should approach from opposite sides.
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BLOOD DOLLS

Examiner Checklist

] Arrive at the subject ahead of the security team, providing at
least 21 feet of initial clearance, if practical.

Il Carry suitable restraints.

I Wear medical barrier protection (gloves, mask, etc.).

I Equip yourself with an EMT kit.

I Surrender your firearm to prevent accidents in case of
psychological subversion.

Il Watch the target and your buddy.

Security Team Checklist

I Arrive behind the examination team, closing no more
than six feet unless an emergency occurs.

Il Secure the area to prevent discovery, escape and sec-
ondary attack.

I Draw your weapon, but do not disengage the safety, un-
less threatened.

I Cover the target, your buddy and the examiner to your
right.

Il Aim for the target’s center of mass when you engage. Do
not employ BAD/Mozambique Drill techniques, as shoot-
ing for the head doesn’t provide a particular advantage.

Il Sanitize all weapons and armor of traceable elements

(point of sale, serial numbers, ballistics profile) whenever
possible.

STEP TWO: RESTRAINT

Apply restraints immediately after initial deployment. Always do this
before the Assessment stage. Aim to complete this task quickly, but never
sacrifice thoroughness for speed. Even if you suspect that the subject is a
seriously wounded human being, you must restrain it thoroughly. Specimens
have duped personnel into believing they are injured living humans before.
People just like you have paid a heavy price to develop the current protocol.

Note: This procedure is specifically designed for subjects who ap-
pear to have been secured with an immobilization device. Do not use
this procedure for active, moving targets.
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The restraint procedure covers six points: the neck, left arm, right
arm, hips, left leg and right leg. If you are able to deploy the full recom-
mended team, each examiner should be responsible for a designated
restraint point based on their angle of approach (See Diagram 9):

oooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo

1. South: Left and right legs
2. East: Left arm, then hips
3. West: Right arm

4. North: Neck

oooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo

Your team should practice rapid, thorough restraining procedures regularly.

4. North
—e

3. West— ‘/.> 2.East

.§1. South

Diagram 9 Restraint Procedures

Restraint Specification Checklist

10,000 PSI is the recommended minimum tensile strength of ev-
ery part of the restraint, down to the anchor point.

1,000 Ibs is the recommended minimum weight for anchor
points.

O O O

2 feet is the recommended minimum distance between extremi-
ties.

O Zero slack in restraint length or enclosure, whenever possible.

STEP THREE: ASSESSMENT

Now that your team has approached and restrained the subject, you
may begin an assessment. Remember that your goal is to determine
which of the four types (immobilized specimen, still/deceptive specimen,
dead human, or injured human) you are dealing with, so that you can de-
liver the appropriate response.

Do not trust immediate observations or intuitions, no matter how sure
you may be. Some targets are capable of implanting these impressions.
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An FBI file we obtained a couple months
ago...a Little something we've oubbed
FRANKENSTEIN'S MOBSTER. Yeah,

[ think we do need to get out more than
we do.

-A. Mangum

MARKO: So I've been here a while. I should let you know
that the name you know me by isn't my real name. I have
no intention of telling you what my real name is.

I like you all and respect you all too much. I don’'t
want to get you killed.

But there are things it may help you to know that will
perhaps keep you alive. You have experiences like mine.
Not completely like mine, of course.

[pause]

50. You probably have some sort of idea that a fine

man like myself did not come to your country because I
dreamed of being a nighttime security guard in a mall.
No, this was not my American Dream. No, I came to your
country because I am a very bad man, and I have done
very bad things, and I wanted to hide.

[pause]

I am from Bulgaria. I don't think any of you have even
asked that. But then, why should you? None of you Amer-
icans can even tell the difference. But I come from
Bulgaria. Because I am from Bulgaria, I have a poet's
soul. All the men of my country have a poet's soul.
Making poetry; it passes the time when there's nothing
to fucking eat.

[laughs]
But when I was a young man, I was good at boxing.

If you grow up in the Communist countries in the 1970s
or the 1980s, and you want to be successful, you get
it. You take the steroids. You win medals in the Olym-
pics, and then you retire and you join the secret po-
lice. And then Communism vanishes - whoosh, gone like
smoke - and you join the mob. It was much the same
thing in those days. What choice was there?
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I could set up as a legitimate businessman - but oh
dear, there are no legitimate businessmen - or I could
g0 back to poetry and not eating.

No contest. The 1990s were a good time to be in the mob
over in the East. Everything had been gray and dull,
and now you could do so much, and the law - well, we
owned them, too. You start with the protection racket.
You use the policemen for the talking and the athletes
for the threats and the cracking of heads. You bring
the cars into the country - no one had a car before we
started, and then everyone had one - and you tell the
man who buys it that he must pay you insurance or we
beat him and take his car. And he pays us insurance.
But we did the protection properly. He got his car
stolen, we would get it back and crack the head of the
man who stole it. A courtesy, see. We were stealing the
cars and honestly selling them to rightful owners. It
wouldn't be right for someone else to steal them.

And then the war started in Serbia, and that was the
best thing that had ever happened.

[muffied voice]

Because of the sanctions. The UN stopped people tak-
ing goods to Serbia. But Bulgarian goods are fruit and
vegetables, and if we are to sell them, we must drive
them across Serbia. But the UN say, "No, no, you must
not take your fruit and vegetables across Serbia, even
if you promise not to stop," and so they have to turn
to us because if they don't, they starve. What are they
going to do, give it to Bulgarian people who can't pay?

So we start moving food. And then we start moving petrol,
and oil - Kazakh oil, and Romanian petrol (and, by the
way, if a Romanian ever tries to sell you petrol, don’t
ever put it in your car. Take that as a free word of ad-
vice from your friend Marko). And we start moving food.
And we sometimes move guns. Serbs, Croats, we don't care.

Sometimes we moved guns and we'd get offered a job on
the side, and what the hell, we had a few weeks and if
some crazy man who says he's got a pet tiger wants you
to burn down a village, what the hell, eh.

Great times.

So you get rich. And when you get rich through being a
bad man, where do you go in the end? You go to Moscow.

And in Moscow, in 1997, I got hired by Oleg.

MARKO: So here is Oleg. He is Ukrainian. He is like me.
He is a bad man. But he is a more successful man, so he
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is paying the money and I crack heads and I frighten

people and sometimes I shoot them. The money's good.

The women are good. Moscow in the 1990s was an enter-
taining place to live. Bverything moved so fast. And
Oleg, he is in the middle of it.

He doesn’t look like the other mob men. They are big
men. They are body builders, the others. Wrestlers.
Weight lifters. Boxers. He wears the suits and has a
big white Mercedes and a real Rolex watch and rings

on all his fingers and gold chains around his neck, but
he is real skinny. He is the thinnest man I have ever
met. Like he has his cheeks all sucked in. Like he has
& skull-face. Some of the men call him Tovarisch Bones,
but they never call him that to his face.

Oleg, he likes the women. He can buy a new one every
night, and he gets bored easy, so he likes a bit of va-
riety, eh? Always the best ones. The ones who are clean.
They are paid to like him, and so they act like they
like him. And he gives them cigars and diamond necklaces
and cars, and he always treats them nice in the bedroom.
The boys, they like a bit of roughing up. Oleg never
roughs up his ladies. But they don't like him.

No one really likes Oleg.

Back then, I couldn'’'t tell you why. I could tell you:
Oleg is a monster. But what were we all if we weren't
monsters? Oleg, he was a monster.

He had his hands in everything. He smuggled cigarettes,
0oil, women. I watched him beat a man to death once be-
cause the man looked at him funny. Quite a rich man.
Story got on the front page of Pravda. Not that anyone
believes anything you read in Pravda.

So here'’s the thing. No one likes working for Oleg.
Stories get around. Mobsters, they're like sailors and
spies. Superstitious. And they start drinking - in Mos-
cow, you have to know how to drink, it's the first rule -
and when they are good and drunk, they talk about Oleg.

I remember one story. It goes like this. Oleg, he 1is
running the women racket. There are different ways of
running the women racket. But this is how Oleg does 1it.
You take on women as recruliters. Some of them work in
your brothels and buy themselves out by getting women
to replace them. Some of them are the mothers and sis-
ters of women. You tell this woman she will get her
sister or her daughter back, but she must find six or
seven other women to take her place. So your recrult-
er makes friends with girls who want more, and tells
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them that a new Western department store is opening in
Moscow, or Tel Aviv, and it needs shop girls. The re-
cruiter tells them that the pay is more money than they
have ever seen, and that the store will even give them
a place to stay in Moscow or Tel Aviv. Then you rent
out an office and you put on your second-best suit and
on the recommendation of your recruiter, you give the
girls Jjob interviews. To the ones who aren't so pretty,
you say, "Sorry, we have no job for you," and maybe you
say, "You don't have enough experience," or "We found
some better applicants." But the pretty ones, you give
the jJob to, and you take them to Moscow, or Tel Aviv,
and then they find out that the place they're staying in
has bad men like me at the door, and that the clients
come to them and screw them, and if they don't like it,
the bad men will beat them and maybe even take a sample
for free. And they earn more money than they've seen,
but they don't see it. And if the men are very bad, the
girls end up shipped far away, to France, or Britain,
or America, and they never see home again.

[muffled voice]

I told you. I am a very bad man. But we all did it. It
was part of 1life. I do not defend it. I cannot excuse
it. Oleg didn't come up with that. He never came up
with an original idea for a racket in his life. But he
was good at that one. He couldn't make people like him,
but he had this way where he would say something, real
quiet, and you couldn't help but think he was right.

And Oleg is running the women racket. He is populat-
ing the brothels and he is sampling the wares, every
time, and do you know, every one of the women dies of
some sort of cancer in the space of a year. Which is
very expensive. So Oleg, he doesn't do the women racket
any more. He says it's too wasteful. But what his men
think, but don’'t say to him, is that he made the women
get cancer when he fucked them. Every time. Every woman
he fucks, she dies of cancer in a year.

And another story. Now this one is a little stranger.

The gangsters tell me that Oleg keeps the bodies of
some of the people he shoots. He keeps the bodies and
he takes them to a basement, and he does things to
them. Yevgeny, who gets shot for upsetting a Serbian
Mafiya man about a month after he tells me this, swears
to me that he saw the last man who crossed Oleg up and
walking a week after Oleg shot him, and said to Oleg,
"Didn't you kill Maxim Andreivich Romanenko last week?"
and Oleg laughs and says, maybe, maybe not. But Yevgeny
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saw the bullet come out the back of Romanenko's head.

And he swears to me that when he saw Romanenko walking
around, he still had the hole in the back of his head.

Yevgeny drank a lot.

I don't know why the boys tell me these things. Maybe I
have a trusting face.

Anyway, so there is this one story. It goes back a few
years, when Oleg was a Chechen, and -

[muffied voice]

Yes, yes, Oleg is from Ukraine. But the Chechen Mafiya
sell franchises, and Oleg bought one of those. He pays
the Chechen Mafiya for the name and as long as he upholds
the reputation of the Chechen Maflya, everyone is happy.
S0, anyway, Oleg was a Chechen for a time, and he had a
gang out in St. Petersburg right after Communism fell.

And they all died. They all killed each other. It hap-
pens sometimes. Something goes wrong with a shipment.
Some cases of cigarettes or some shipments of oil go
missing, maybe. One of the women tries to escape, and
they have to shoot her in the kneecaps and then someone
does not bother to clear up the mess. It’'s someone's
fault. Vassily decides he never liked Vladimir, who
suspects that Boris is telling Ivan that Josef has be-
trayed the company. It is paranoia, and in the mob, it
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is normal. Usually, the boss steps in and makes peace.
But Oleg did not make peace, and all of his men in St.
Petersburg died. All of them. They all killed each oth-
er. It was like they had gone mad.

S50 I have a friend in St. Petersburg, and I ask him,
did a gang all kill each other a few years ago? And he
tells me, yes, they did. And then he tells me that a
lot of people who were not in the mob killed each oth-
er at about the same time. They had mobs. Witch hunts.
Real witch hunts with witches and burnings. Riots. My
friend, he thinks that it is all the same thing. But he
has does not think it has anything to do with Oleg.

Now Oleg moves around. He never stays in the same place
for very long. Sometimes he is in lMoscow, sometimes he
is in Kiev, sometimes he is in Belgrade, sometimes he
goes to Tiraspol, where business 1is very good indeed,
sometimes he stays in Odessa, and sometimes he is in
Dubai, where he can rest. But like I said, Oleg never
stays anywhere for very long.

But here is where my story comes into place. I have
been working for Oleg for about two years or more now,
but I have met Oleg maybe twice. He tells us what to do
through telephone calls and emails. Oleg in Moscow. And
Oleg wants a reliable man to whack someone. And so he
calls on me, because I am a reliable man.

Oleg wishes to ride in the car to this job, which means
that it is an important job, but which does not make me
happy, because Oleg makes me scared. I do not like be-
ing scared. But when I am with Oleg, all I want is to
get away from him. He does it to the others, too. None
of the other men have told me this, but you can see

it in their faces when he is in the room. They want to
leave. They make excuses. They don’'t look at him.

50. The Jjob. It is a nice day. The sun is shining. When
Oleg comes out, he has taken his tie off and rolled up
his sleeves. He has scars like terrible burns down his
arms and up his neck. No, I do not ask where he got them.
You do not ask such things from Oleg. And I am not al-
lowed to take off my jacket or tie. Appearances, you see.

In the car, the air conditioning does not work. The car
is like an oven, and I am very hot when I arrive at the
man'’s apartment. I am sweating. Oleg waits in the car,
with the windows closed. He is not sweating; the heat
does not bother him.

The arrangement is simple enough. I will go in first and
kill this man and call Oleg, and Oleg will come in, and
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I will leave and Oleg will check that the man 1is dead,
and then he will steal what it is he has come here to

steal. Then Oleg will call me, and I will call the man
from the police who deals with this sort of thing for

us, and then I will drive Oleg away.

50 I press the button, and I say, it is the milkman,
and the old voice at the other end says, what? So I say
it louder, and the door buzzes and I go in.

When I get to the apartment, I knock at the door, and it
opens, and here is a very old man, sick and with scars
all over his face, and with all his hair gone. And he is
holding a gun. He waves me in with the gun, and I think,
he won't hurt me. He doesn’t look the kind to shoot.

But I play along and I sit down on a chair in the
kitchen when he tells me to, and he says, is Oleg out-
side, and I say yes he is, and he says, this is good.
He says to me, do you know who Oleg 1is? I say, he is
the boss, and that is all. I'm not paid to ask ques-
tions. Oleg asks me what two and two is, and I say,
whatever you want it to be, boss. That's the Job.

The man laughs. He tells me that Oleg is a monster, and
I say, that's a matter of opinion, and he says, no,
Oleg is literally a monster. He is made from bits of
metal and pieces of corpses, and I nod and think the
man is crazy. He looks crazy. Oleg is scary, but he is
not a monster. He is a bad man, and stories get around.
But we all have fearsome stories about us. If you knew
me by my real name, you would hear stories.

He is jumpy and he knows he 1s going to die. He does
not care that he dies. He tells me to take out my phone
and call the boss, and to get him up here. Tell him
that the job is done. This is what we have agreed, any-
way. The man keeps on looking at the refrigerator. I
wonder what is in there.

I am getting a little bored, and I'm not getting paid
to waste time, so I get up and swat the gun away and
take the knife out and stab him in the stomach, one,
two, three. And the crazy old man falls to the floor

on his knees, with his hand holding his guts in, and
laughs. So I take the chair and crack it over his head
& couple of times, so his neck breaks.

And then I look in the refrigerator. Two bottles

of milk, some cheese and a metal box with a wrist-
watch taped to it, and wired up to something inside
the box. So I say, ah. And then something comes over
me, something about Oleg, so I close the refrigera-
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tor door and I take out my cell phone and I call
Oleg, and I say, yes, it's been delivered, and no, it
wasn't expected, and I straighten my tie and leave
through the door and go down the stairs, and pass
Oleg on the way up, and he raigses an eyebrow at me,
and I shudder and I get out of there. And I get back
into the car, which is really uncomfortable. And I
think, why d4id I do that? Oleg hasn't done me wrong.
He is a creepy bastard, but he is my boss.

O0f course, it is too late. I can warn him, but how
will that look? So I think, oh well.

And then the apartment goes boom. Fire and pieces of wood
and plaster and refrigerator fly out of the window. And
the apartment block catches fire. And I wait for a while.

And then Oleg walks out. And it is 1like I can see
him in the wing mirror like he really is. So I turn




around and

look over my shoulder, and Oleg's face
is a skull. Not like a skull. A skull,
with a few tendons for his mouth and his
eyeballs. And his back and arms are all
covered with burn marks, but also with
open parts where you can see the muscle,
and places where wires hold together
different pieces of flesh,

like he is
made from bits and pieces of differ-
ent people,

like the crazy man said,
and that weird unnatural fear gets much
stronger, and I put my foot down and
drive away as fast as I can, and I see
Oleg in the rear-view mirror, in the

middle of the road, and he is looking
at the car.

I tell myself that I was seeing
things,

and that Oleg was horribly
mutilated by the explosion,
be dead.

and that he

will soon
So I go back to my hotel room and check



out, and pack up my stuff, and think about where
to go next. And then my cell phone rings. And it
is Oleg. He says he wants to meet me, because he
wants to explain a few things.

And I realize that what I saw was what Oleg is re-
ally like, and that he somehow had a way to hide
what he was. And I say, sure, I will come see you,
and I go straight to Moscow airport and take out
one of my spare passports, and I am out of Russia.

But Oleg, he always knows where I go. And then
things get really, really weird.

MARKO: I am working in Mumbai for a while. I am the
bodyguard for a man who is well known in the Indian
film industry. His name is Raj, and he is a bad boy.
He makes films with mob money, and gets away with
it, because he is in Bollywood. He is a mean dancer,
too.

50 one night, Raj gives me the night off, because he
is with a woman, and I head out to find myself a good
time. So I hit Mandlik Road and I am in a nightclub,
and I have & couch and two young Desi ladies on my
arm and one of them is a model. I think I might be
lucky tonight, and then suddenly someone starts to
scream, and people are running. So I get up and here
is a man chewing off another man's face, and here
is a man who has grabbed a woman and is gnawing her
arm off and she is screaming and about to pass out
with the pain. And here is a third man, who is com-
ing for me. And I know him, because I killed him a
week before for ripping off Raj for quite a small
amount of money. I just do the job. I don’t have to
agree with 1it.

S0 anyway, here 1is the man with the bullet hole
in his chest, here, through the heart, all full of
black blood, and he has terrible, milky eyes and his
mouth is hanging open and his hands are reaching for
me. The other two drop the bodies they have just
gnawed - they're twitching now, like they’re not re-
ally properly dead. So I turn and run.

And they follow me. And there are more of them ev-
ery time - the people from the club join them, and
then more people join them. Dead people. Sometimes
I fight. I remember taking the head of one clean
off with a crowbar one time. I run one over in broad
daylight. Another one I shoot and shoot, without
it stopping, until I shoot it in the head. Then it
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stops. And I lose my job. And the day I am getting my
ticket, my cell phone rings and a voice says, I'll
find you, and hangs up, and I know it is Oleg. And
he is not going to leave me.

S0 over the next few years, I get jobs all over the
place. And each time something happens. In Delhi,
it's dead rats. So I leave and go to South Africa.
In Johannesburg, everyone who works with me dies of
flash burns like you get from a dirty bomb over the
space of a night. So I move on and go to Argentina.
In Buenos Aires, I am attacked by something ter-
rible, like a hungry worm made of flesh, that bites
a chunk out of my thigh - here, I'll show you the
scar - and then dissolves into the ground, so it's
just a black stain. So then it's Brazil. And in Rio
de Janeiro, I get a new name and a legal job, fixing
cars, and I think I have escaped him.

I even start dating a girl, and when I have been with
her for a month and thinking that I might settle
down and marry her, she vanishes. She goes away for
a few days, and then one morning, she is sitting
in my kitchen. And she's all burned. And I move to
embrace her, and she acts like she doesn’'t know me.
And then she attacks me with mouths in her hands. I
fight as much as I can, and when she gets angry, it's
like her skin vanishes, and she is all dismembered
pieces stitched together. I kill her and sit with
the body, and when it comes back to 1life, I shoot
her dead again and chop the pieces up with a meat
cleaver and burn them to ash.

And then I come to the US. To Philadelphia. And this
is why I answered the advertisement. I was curi-
ous.

I have kept a low profile. I have stayed away from
my..old job. I have been here three years, and I
thought I was free of Oleg.

Yesterday, Oleg called me at my apartment.

He told me he's coming for me. He told me I'm going
to die.

I can't run anymore. I don't have any more money to
run. I don’'t have anywhere else to go. I'm just go-
ing to have to face him.

And this is where I come in. I trust you. I like you.
And you know I have helped you in many ways over the
last two years. And so, I am begging you. I need your
help. I cannot face him alone.
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CITY OF GHOSTS




& If you're reading this, it may be because yofi}
were meant to., Usually put this kind of thing
together for someone specific. But sometimes some
details cposs my path and it feels right to try
and coflect more. Possibly, there's a gulding
hand influencing my,actions. Pogsibly, there e
stories that seek™ind find the peaders they need.
I don't know. Be aware, if you were meant to read
thias, that d4@sn't mean you won'ti regret it.

Jack Bleak.
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INCIDENT RECORDS
WEST STREET ROW HOUSK INVESTIGATION
Logd taken 10-

Pregent: EF, BG, 48
EVP recording log

#1: 10:23 PM Trangscpription {mmrle volice}: Come,
children. Come. Come, children. Don't be afraid.

#2: 10:57 PM Transcription {male voica): So many.

#3: 11:45 PM Tpanscpription [mmle volce): Soon,
children. Soon,

#4: 12118 AM Transcription {male voica): Stop that,

#5: 2:04 AM Transcription {mmle volicze): The key.
Waera. The key.

#6: 4:36 AM Transcpiption {child’s volice}:
Doctor, doctor.

Motion detechor log:

10:24 PN Contast

10:39 PM Contact

12:20 AM Contact

02:02 &M Multiple contacts

EMF detector log:
No significant astivity, 8:00 PM-8:00 AM
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wish I could tell Ernie everything. I wish
ould tell somebody everything.

ast night I was up until three. Waiting for Barkt
0 come home. Worrying about the police. Finally

drifted off, lying on the couch. A few hours
ater, I opened my eyes. It was just getting light

wasn't alone.

stared for a few seconds, not sure what I was
Seeing. Standing on the other side of the living
oom. In the shadows. The three of them.

hree children. They were Jjust standing there.
ould only see their silhouettes. They seemed tg
e looking at me. Waiting for..I don't know what
was half asleep, but it was real. It took me s
inute of watching them to really wake up; with
3tart, I suddenly realized what I was seeing.
jerked upright, almost fell off the couch, lost m
dalance. By the time I got to my feet, they were

dream of a city full of dying people and ghosts
nd a black carriage pulled by a gray horse.

he banging in the cellar goes on all day and night
1at’s down there?




Writing Journal Entry #18, 10/19

woke up and I was in a strange room. I tried to focus
my vision. It was dark. Moonlight through a window.
was standing next to a bookshelf. I could make out the
itles: Green Eggs and Ham. Big Red Barn. Two of mine
riendly Monsters, The Walking Trees. A stuffed pen
guin, A pile of plastic animals in the corner. A bec
¥ith Elmo sheets.

I'd never seen this room, this child's room, before.
ad no idea what I was doing there.

My hands were shaking. I found my way into a hallway
down a staircase. I bumped into a chalir; 1t scrapec
across the carpet. The noise sounded like an explo
sion in the stillness. I froze. No other sounds in the
ouse., It seemed to take forever to find the front door
eavy breathing. S1liding the locks open was agonizing
5low motion. Quiet. I found myself on the pavement. M
eet were bare; they were cold. The row homes looke
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all the same, until details jumped
out at me. I was on my block. My
house was four doors down. I looked
at my hands to see if I was dream-
ing. My clothes were torn. Dirty.
My hands were scraped bloody, but
they were my hands. I was holding
a scrap of paper; I hadn't even
realized it. I unclenched my fist
and there it was. The writing on

it says Key Key Key Key.




Barb hasn't been home for days. Hasn't called. Where

should call somebody.
Did I do something to her?

Transcript: Barbara Sendack
Recorded 10-1 by E.F.

So you don’t mind me recording this?
No, not if you think it will help.

It’s just that sometimes, small details turn
out to be important. I wouldn’t want to rely just
on my note taking.

Sure.
So did it start when you two got sick?
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Well, the noise in the basement started befor
hat. At first we figured it was just pipes or
omething. You only noticed it when things were
uiet. I didn’t think much of it. When we got
ick — he told you about that? It was awful. The
leadaches, the fever..

How long did it last?

3: Well, I was over it in two days, about. But he
as sick all week. I wanted to bring him to the
loctor, but he talked me out of it. He figured
1e’d get better, like I did. And then he started
Jjetting better.

Okay. And when did you have..I mean, when did
Jou see..
3: The first night we were sick. We were both
eeling horrible. I woke up with my head pound-
ng. I reached to turn on the lamp. But it didn’
urn on. I looked over at him. He was covered in
sweat, and shaking.

It’s okay. Take a breath.

And then I saw there was someone else in the
oom with us.

What did you see?
3: A..shape. A shape at the foot of the bed. A
all.a man, I think. Weird clothes. Like a cape.
\ hat..

What happened then?

3: The..the man, he looked at me. And all of a
sudden, my symptoms got worse. My head was pound
ng. Every bone in my body was aching. I was too
eak to hold myself up. I could see him walk-

ng around the side of the bed. He walked with a
imp, carried a cane. Greg started tossing, turn
ng..moaning. The man reached towards him. Place
1and on his head. I..I passed out..

Here. Drink this.

3: Thanks, I..hang on. Sorry. I, whoa. Saying all
his out loud really brings it all back.

Yeah. Whenever you'’re ready.
I'm okay.
So after that..

3: I didn’t know what to make of it. He was so
ick the next day, so I just focused on taking
are of him. After a few more days, I convinced
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Dr. Fromm: And who was there when you woke up? There was
someone in your bedroom?

LB: It was the brothers. Hans and Rudy.
Dr. Fromm: What did they look like?

LB: I don’t know. Two little boys. They wanted me to play with
them.

Dr. Fromm: Then what happened?

LB: Amy and | went with them to their room. Under the house.
There were lots of other children there. They were lonely.

Dr. Fromm: Were you afraid?

LB: | wasn't afraid. | was kind of sleepy. They told me stories and
we sang songs. Sometimes we went to sleep, but we were awake
in a dream. And we would bang on the walls with the white sticks.
Over and over.

Dr. Fromm: There wasn’t anyone else in there with you? Any
adults?

LB: After a while, there was this lady. The boys and girls brought
her there, too, so she could tell them stories. She got hurt, though.
It was hard for her to fit through the last little hole in the ceiling. She
told us stories about the friendly monsters, the walking tree, stuff
like that.

Dr. Fromm: What was the lady’s name?

LB: I don’t know. Sometimes a voice up above would come and tell
us stories, too. About a city or something.

Notes: Patient LB’s story is remarkably similar to her sister’s and to the
Webber boy’s. My guess is the three of them created this shared delu-
sion to help them cope with the horror of their abduction and imprison-
ment. It is fascinating, the consistency of level of detail each of them
recalls, right down to the archaic clothing, names of the children, etc.
What’s more, their instinctive protective strategy seems to be working:
there are some mild anxieties and a few nightmares, but none of the
children seems to show the kind of deep emotional trauma expected in
a case like this. Fascinating. Will continue to collect data for possible
American Psychologist write-up! Conference is only two months away.
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THE ANGELS OF OLD HAVE RETURNED FROM DISTAN
STARS. AS BEFORE, THEY RIDE THE HEAVENS IN CHARI-
OTS OF LIGHT, BUT THEY FIND THAT THE FAITH OF MEN
HAS GROWN WEAK IN THEIR LONG ABSENCE. ONCE, THEY
SHAPED HUMANITY’S DESTINY — AND EVEN THE HUMAN
FORM — WITH THEIR ANCIENT WISDOM. NOW, THE DESCEN-
DANTS OF LEMURIA, ATLANTIS, THULE, AND THE OTHER
ANTEDILUVIAN CIVILIZATIONS CARRY WITHIN THEM THE
GENETIC CODES TO UNLOCK HUMAN POTENTIAL. LOOK TO
THE MAYANS, THE BASQUES AND THE DOGON.






















eople around her
act oddly. Oh,
she’s pretty and yo
have to account for tha
(as a rule, pretty peo
ple always set us ordi
nary folks off kilter)
but it’s more than jus
the customary blend o
awkwardness, deference,
jealousy and such. And,
to be fair, she’s no
that pretty. Everythin
goes strange in her pres-
ence; at least, it di
for me, even if only for
a moment. I can’t re-
ally explain it, except
to say that it felt a
little bit 1like being
high, a little bit like
just waking up from
an especially wvivid
dream, and a 1little
bit heartbreaking. No,
that’s not it, either.
Fuck. I can’t make this
make sense to you. It
doesn’t make sense to
me, either.

I ran into her at the
Food Lion. I happened
to be out that way,
digging into some sort
of Black Dog (of the
legendary, and thus
capitalized, variety)
sighting that turned
out to Dbe absolute
bullshit — run-of-the-




mill black English mastiff that’d gone semi feral. Huge,
though. But totally mundane. Anyway, I’ll be up-front: I
had my reasons for striking up a conversation with her,
and she seemed to be into it. She was always fidgeting,
but that didn’t bother me too much. Honestly, I was just
thrilled that a woman was actually talking to me, now that
I've started giving off what Ernie calls the “hunter vibe,”
which I guess is a polite way of saying, “since I started
seeming like the kind of guy who haunts forlorn bus stops
late at night, looking for something to kill.”

The problem was that I just kept getting the feeling
something wasn’t right about her, and I didn’t seem to be
the only one. It was the shift-change and some of her co-
workers were on their way by while we were talking. I saw
the looks they had on, that struggle between the need to
be closer and the instinct to run far, far away. But then
I looked back at her and saw her smiling at me, and some
part of me tried to force the rest of me to forget my res-
ervations.

I realize then that she’s not fidgeting. She’s shak-
ing. I say as much to her and offer her my coat, at least
for the walk back to her car. She laughs and says to me,
“That’s funny. Nobody ever bothers to look at my tag. They
just call me Shakes.” She shrugs. “Poor circulation. My
mother had it, too. Doctor told me the scientific name for
it once, but that was a long time ago. I’ve kind of gotten
used to it.” She thanks me for the offer and reaches out to
give my arm a gentle squeeze, and fuck-all if she doesn’'t
have the coldest hand I’'ve ever felt on a living person.
She seriously feels colder than the temperature outdoors,
even though it’s only a few weeks into spring.

We get to talking, while we’re standing next to her car. I
can’t shake the feeling that something is..off. Wrong, some-
how. Maybe it’s the way she keeps glancing around when she
thinks I'm not paying attention. It’s the kind of look that
a criminal has when she thinks the cops are around. Or an
abused woman, worried that her psycho-possessive boyfriend
is going to pop in at any moment and goon-arm her away.
Then again, maybe it’s the fact that she’s shivering less
now, in the early spring chill, than she was when she was
in the store. Of course, it could also just be my amazing-
ly refined sense of the seriously abnormal. I don’t think
she notices my scrutiny; I’'ve gotten pretty damn good at
the surreptitious glance in the past couple of years. Half
the time, I think people don’t notice bizarre shit because
they’re conditioned to believe that nothing really goes
bump in the night. That, and they don’t want to notice.

Against my better judgment, we exchange phone numbers.
She doesn’t promise to call and neither do I. Maybe each of
us realizes, on some level, what a bad idea it would be to
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pursue this any further. Still, as I take the slip of paper
between thumb and forefinger, just before she releases it,
there’s a feeling — like a brief jolt of electricity — that
passes through me.

I'd say I have to go take a cold shower now, but I somehow
think it would only remind me of her.

Last night, I dreamt about her. It’s been two nights since
I got her number. I haven’t called and she didn’t call me,
either. Sorry, I'm still a bit fuzzy-headed. I just woke
up.

It was the most vivid dream I can ever remember having.
Lying here, in bed, it almost feels like real life is less
real than that dream was, but the memory of it is slipping
away from me as sleep fades. I’'ll try to remember what I
can. I think it’s worth saving.

I was wandering through the snow. There was snow every-
where. I think I was in a forest..no, it was ice crystals —
some of them 50 feet tall or taller. They branched out from
these massive cores, turning finer and finer, until they
looked like transparent feathers. It was dusk. The sky was
this purplish blue, with a touch of red on one horizon. My
legs were numb with the effort of traipsing through drifts
of fine white powder up to my thighs. It wasn’t that it
was hard to walk through so much that the cold made even
the slightest exertion difficult. My lungs burned with the
chill in the air and my throat was parched from the kind of
dryness that only intense cold can create.

Now that I think back on it, I distinctly remember feel-
ing like I’'d lost my way and somehow stumbled onto this
ice desert. I have only the faintest recollection of some
dream that came before it, or maybe it was the same dream —
something about a tailor who was supposed to make me a pair
of white pants, for which I was paying him with a backpack
full of miniature grapefruits (which somehow kept getting
away from me) — but then everything changed, like I took a
wrong turn in my sleep and I was suddenly in this incred-
ibly real place. I was looking for her. I don’t know why,
to tell you the truth. I honestly hadn’t been thinking of
her at all yesterday. Well, maybe a couple of times, but
not enough to warrant a hijacked dream about her. Hijacked.
Yeah, that’s a good word for the way it felt.

Eventually, I started calling for Shakes. I'm not sure,
but maybe she started calling back to me, or maybe my own
voice was echoing back to me oddly off all the ice. It’s
getting harder to remember now, though I do recall look-
ing at my reflection in the ice and noticing that my eyes
didn’t catch the light — they were completely dull and
dead. Ugh. Why, of all the things to stay clear in my mind,
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would that have to be one
of them?

I never found her. Even-
tually, I Jjust collapsed.
Then, something started
getting closer. I didn’t see
it or hear it; I just knew.
Then I woke up. Or the dream
ended. Or I just can’t think
of what came next. Come to
think of it, all of it feels
a lot less real now than it
did a few minutes ago. It'’s
pretty much completely out of
my head..just the normal dis-
jointed fragments of dream.
I should go back and 1lis-
ten to what I just recorded.
Give me a second.

Wow. That was one fucked-up
dream. Even more so, because
the only part I remember now
is that stupid shit with the
tailor and the grapefruits;
seriously, I listen to the
recording, and everything
involving that ice for-
est might as well be some-
one else telling me about a
dream he had.

We meet for coffee. Just
coffee and conversation. Ev-
erything seems somehow more
sharply defined; more real.
The paper placemats on the
table — deep burgundy, with
scalloping along the edges
— have a richness of tex-
ture that I never noticed
before. The smell of the
place fills my nose: the
slight bitterness of the
coffee in the air, along
with the wvaguely tangy-
sweet scent of wvarious
sorts of baked goods. Even
watching the lips of the
other customers moving, I
can follow every word as it




forms. My fingertips instinctively move over the old let-
ters scratched into the far corner of the tabletop, where
some dumb high-school kid etched something unflattering
about a girl who either gave it up too easily, or wouldn’t
give him the time of day.

I'm about to tell her that I know something’s up, but she
beats me to the punch. “I know what you’re about to say
about me,” she says. “And you’re right. I'm not like ev-
eryone else. I'm sorry I didn’t say something up front, but
I'm.well, I'm used to being hunted. Hurt.” She gets this
furtive look. “I’ve spent the past few years running away.”
She chuckles — a bit unpleasantly, actually. “Running for
years and never getting anywhere.”

The talk goes in a bunch of different directions, but I
always catch myself telling her a whole hell of a lot more
than she’s telling me. She’ll drop one or two facts about
herself (hell if I know whether they’re truth or lies) and
then I’'m running at the mouth for five minutes straight.
I'm not sure if it’s some kind of unnatural ability or just
a talent for getting people to open up to her. Maybe it’s
a bit of both.

She tells me she used to be human, just like me (this is,
of course, a story I’'ve heard before, but it never made me
feel genuinely bad before I heard it from her. I have to
wonder if that’s a bad thing — not just feeling sorry for
her, but also the fact that I can’t remember ever feeling
sorry for any other monster..creature.whatever. I'm sure
some of that comes out in our conversation, and I'm sure
she’s filing it away for interesting ways to get me to do
whatever she wants.

In the end, nothing is settled, nothing is solved. But,
then, we met under the pretense of a chat over coffee, so
I guess there was nothing to settle or solve. I know she’s
angling for something, but I can’t figure out what. I think
she’s trying to figure out how suitable I am as a white
knight (or a patsy; take your pick).

When she gets up to leave, she stops and turns back, and
plants this feather-light kiss on my lips. There’s that
electricity again. I should have told her no. But I didn’t
want to. When she turns, I want to call out to her, ask her
to come back, but all I can do is sit there, silent, grin-
ning like an idiot.

“Pleeeceeceeecease?”

That’s how she asks. She leans in and smiles at me when
she says it and I know she knows the effect it has. She’s
clearly too scared to look into it for herself, but, just
as obviously, I can’t ask the crew to come along for this
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one. I'd get chewed out, and rightly so: this is stupid.
Straight-up, totally, unambiguously stupid. Even dumber,
because I'm not agreeing to it for any even remotely good
reason. I'm saying yes because I look into her eyes and I
see her need and her vulnerability, and I know she’s manip-
ulating me into doing this for her and I don’t even care.
What a fucking wretched state of affairs.

I ask what I'm looking for and she hesitates to say. I
finally get her to confide that she was “Taken,” as she
puts it, somewhere in that general vicinity. (The emphasis
she places on the word seems dire enough that I feel the
need to capitalize.) I can’t get any word out of her as to
exactly where she was brought. She just shakes her head at
me, while her eyes wander elsewhere. It’s like trying to
get a blow-by-blow of a mortar attack from a post-traumatic
veteran. She just starts to shut down, the more I press for
details, so I let the subject drop. Almost immediately,
she starts to snap back and she smiles that smile at me.
Without my asking, she assures me I should be safe — that
nothing’s happened there for years.

Naturally, her reaction to my questions leaves me a bit
skeptical as to just how “safe” all of this is, but I’'ve
long since gotten used to danger. That’s not a “look at me,
I'm such a badass” thing; it’s just a statement of insane
fact. I'm one of those poor, dumb assholes who walks di-
rectly at those things normal people run away from.

The following is dictated to Carol, as I drink piping hot
coffee and attempt to get some feeling back into any part
of my body. Apparently, I have some patches of frostbite on
my right shoulder (which still hurts like a motherfucker
and has a bruise on it about the size of a catcher’s mitt),
with a mild case of hypothermia, to boot. We should know
by tomorrow if I have to have any skin hacked off, though
Carol thinks it’s pretty likely I’11 be fine. I still feel
like shit but, fortunately, I'm anal-retentive enough about
my words that I’'m sure to go back over this later and make
sure everything’s just so. As to how I got this way:

I was looking into that abandoned school Shakes had men-
tioned to me. She seemed sure there’d be some clue to
whatever we were both looking for there, but she told me
she couldn’t go. Something about a promise she’d made and
couldn’t break. When I asked her about it, she said it
wasn’'t a matter of not wanting to break the promise, but
that she literally couldn’t. That words — even poorly chosen
ones — have power, and all that shit. Fucked if I know.

Getting into the place was easy enough. Some vandal had
broken the lock on the chains; years ago, it looked like.
It was a dead end, though, and I knew it from the get-go.
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I knew it was stupid
to keep looking, but I
wasn’t looking because
I wanted to solve the
problem. I was looking
because I wanted to make
her happy. So, I kept
poking around for about
two hours, ducking for
cover like a kid try-
ing to drink a six-pack
of shitty beer in se-
cret whenever the occa-
sional car passed near-
by. The musty smell in
there was mingled with
the odor of old waste —
human and animal alike,
I think, based on the
occasional bits of junk
that looked 1like they
were left by homeless
squatters. The Ilockers
and walls were a bat-
tleground of tags and
spray-painted art, much
of it terrible but some
of it actually quite
good. At one Dpoint,
something scampered in
the dark and I Jjumped
back with a bit of a
shout, but it turned out
to be a rat, I think.
Whatever it was, it was
already most of the
way gone by the time I
trained my light on it,
and it didn’t bother me
again.

I never felt like as
much of an amateur -—
not even when I first
started with the work.
And that just made me
feel 1like a loser and,
for some reason, feel-
ing so down on myself
automatically made me go
back to thinking about
Shakes. Finally, reason



won out over hormones (or whatever else made me keep dwell-
ing on her). I stepped out into the overgrown recess yard
and started fishing around in my jacket pocket for my ciga-
iettes.

The hand closed on my shoulder from out of the shadows and
I felt every last bit of heat leach out of my body from the
point of contact. It felt like I’'d never be warm again. A
frozen cloud of breath whispered in my ear, in a voice that
reminded me of nothing so much as the cracking of centu-
ries-old glaciers warping and settling. I’'1ll never forget
what it said to me: “Where, O where, is my precious girl
gone? My little sunlit icicle, my alabaster pet? You have
seen her, have you not, O man? Tell me where she is.”

I think I stammered out something incoherent. I’'m not
even sure I was able to form sentences. I'm shivering now,
just remembering it. I think it tilted its head next to
mine, trying to make out my words, or whatever passed for
them, through the violent chattering of my teeth. I saw
some kind of motion out of the corner of my eye and heard
that sharp grinding sound, like the foot-thick skin of ice
on top of a frozen lake trying to decide whether or not it
was going to give under your feet.

“You shall have to do better than that, O man..better by
far.” The ice-thing tightened its grip on my shoulder. I
was aware only because of a dull pressure that obviously
should’ve been pain, but I was just too cold to register
that sensation. “Or, perhaps, you are offering yourself
in her stead? Perhaps you want to come home with me?” It
chuckled at me. Sounded like sheets of ice falling off a
roof, one after the next, and shattering on asphalt. “If
you tell me that you do not wish to come home with me, I
shall let you go free. Have we an accord, O man?”

I never tried so hard to form a single fucking syllable
as I did at that very moment. My lips couldn’t even wrap
around anything as complex as the word “no.” All that came
out of me was a slow series of warbling, gasping moans. If
my insides hadn’t felt quite so frozen solid, I'm certain
I would’ve soiled myself.

I didn’'t need to see that monster to know it smiled. I
could hear the grin in its hideous voice; I just knew that
sound could only be the cracking of frozen skin, like leath-
er left out in an arctic blizzard. “Then it is settled.” A
second hand settled on my other shoulder. I don’t know quite
what happened next, though. All I know is that it screamed,
like it was terrified, in pain, or a lot from column A and
a lot from column B. I fell to the ground as it let me go
and vanished in a cloud of fine, white ice crystals. Within
seconds, even those were gone, melted away to nothingness.
As I curled up into a ball on the ground and tried to rub
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some warmth back into my limbs, I drifted off to sleep with
the sound of church bells tolling midnight in the distance.
For the life of me, I couldn’t recall if the ringing had
started before, during or after the screaming.

When I woke up, it was just shy of dawn. I managed to
get my hand into my pocket and pull out my cell phone. I
couldn’t feel anything in my hand; my entire arm, really.
I was shaking badly enough that even scrolling through the
address book was nearly impossible, but I managed it, if
only barely. When I reached Andy’s number (the first number
I could reasonably expect to dial without having to offer
any kind of explanation for what I was doing looking like
I'd been entombed in a fucking meat locker for a week), I
called and stammered out my location and something that
might have been construed as a request for help by those
willing to be extremely generous with their definition of
the English language.

After that, I passed out again and only barely remember being
hauled into the backseat of a car. Then, I got dropped into a
bathtub full of hot water and drank down cup after cup after
cup of piping hot tea. Carol tells me my shoulder’s probably
going to be scarred up from this. Just what I needed: inex-
plicable war wounds. It’s a good thing I don’t go to
real doctors anymore.




After bringing the crew back by the scene of the crime
(as it were), we’re able to learn precisely jack and shit
about what transpired there. It’s pretty obvious where
I was standing, given the oversized, vastly elongated,
vaguely footprint-shaped sets of cracks in the asphalt; not
from great weight, mind you, but from what appears to be
the perfectly normal wear-and-tear of the elements. 0ddly,
there is no damage where the little toe on the right foot
should be, like it got amputated or something. Weird.

Anyhow, the footprints are right against a wall, meaning
that whatever it was couldn’t have sneaked up on me, unless
it could walk through walls. Andy mentions something about
the unusual color of the mortar on the bricks in the immedi-
ate vicinity — a little darker than the rest, like it’s been
stained by something — but that seems farfetched, even to
someone in my line of work. A stroll around the neighborhood
reveals the church whose bells I heard, but nothing about the
place is particularly exceptional. It’s a bit run-down and a
quick search online comes up with nothing special about it,
in terms of miracles or any other unusual phenomena.

The best the crew can come up with are some old fairy tales
(not the Disney film variety, but the old-school “steal your
children in the night” pre-Christian otherworldly monsters
sort of shit, wherein nothing turns out well for anyone) about
the sound of church bells being anathema to certain kinds of
inhuman creatures. Naturally, most of the sources are reli-
gious and they’re long on the notion of the power of Christ to
banish evil, but short on facts. As always, that’s the fucking
problem with legends. Basically, we’re back at square one,
though we’ve got some fodder for discussion and maybe a few
methods that we can use to deal with the thing, should it rear
its ugly head again. More crazy shit to put in my emergency
kit, I guess: wrought-iron nails, rowan wood, a horseshoe, and
a few other things that’ll directly contribute to the verisi-
militude of my inevitable insanity plea. Also, Ernie mentions
something about putting my clothes on inside out the next time
I feel like this thing might be out and about. Apparently,
that does something to their magic, or so the ancient Germans,
Celts and what-have-you were occasionally known to believe.

The letter is waiting for me when I return home. Funny,
I don’t recall ever giving her my address. Maybe she used
some kind of weird spell to find me. Then again, maybe she
just has friends who know how to use a computer. In the
end, it doesn’t really matter. It’s been shoved under my
apartment door, rather than resting in my almost perpetu-
ally empty mailbox. I don’t know if she did that to demon-
strate to me that she can get to me whenever she wants, or
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if it was her way of trying to add a more personal touch
to things. Maybe it was a bit of both. Then again, maybe
thoughts of my privacy and my feeling of security never
once crossed her mind. I think that possibility is probably
the likeliest, though I'm also a bit cynical, so you should
probably take my opinions with a grain of salt.

Anyhow, it’s not really what I expect — though, to tell
the truth, I don’t know that I was expecting anything at all
from her. It has to be the truth, because it’s the world’s
shittiest lie, otherwise. I mean, seriously: who tells a
lie that should, by rights, incline the reader to kill the
sender? Unless, of course, she wants to die, but maybe I'm
just not cynical enough to make that leap, quite yet.

I've attached the letter here. Make of it what you will.
Maybe it’1ll make more sense to you than it does to me.




Why I decided to call her up one last time and have this
conversation with her, I just can’t say. It’s stupid and
that much was clear to me, even as I dialed her number
and listened to the phone ring a couple of times before
she picked up. When I heard her voice, I knew, right then,
that she hadn’t bothered to check the caller ID, because it
was her customary faux-cheerful tone. After two seconds’
silence, though, she knew. She didn’t say my name, but I
heard something in the sound of her breathing, maybe, that
tipped me off, like the weight of her actions had firmly
settled onto her and she was aware that the person on the
other end was the guy she’d fucked over in such a profound
and grandiose fashion.

With no better ideas in mind, I ask her to meet me, and
she agrees to it. Her tone makes it sound like she’s ex-
pecting me to show up with a shotgun and express my dis-
pleasure thereby. She also sounds resigned to it, like she
really does believe that shit she said to me, about my be-
ing justified in doing anything to her by way of satisfac-
tion. This would be a whole lot easier if she just acted
like a lying cunt. But, no: she can’t make it easy for me,
even now.

I see her through the window of the coffee shop before
I walk in. It takes a moment for me to steel myself for
this. I want to charge through the door and strangle her. I
want to walk in, cup her face with my hands and kiss her.
I want to run in, grab her hand, and run away with her,
to someplace that probably doesn’t even exist. Instead, I
do none of these things. I wander in, neither quickly nor
slowly — with forethought but devoid of purpose — and take
a seat at her table.

Shakes apologizes to me, but it rings seriously fuck-
ing hollow. Despite that, I so desperately want to forgive
her, though I know it’s just part of her magic..part of what
makes her inhuman. It’s the self-defense mechanism of a
predator, same as any other. She feeds on trust and obses-
sion and longing. She makes you want her and want to be
with her, and the saddest part is that I honestly believe
her when she tells me she’s not doing it on purpose. That
ice monster did something terrible to her and she came back
incomplete. She feeds on warmth to survive, now: the warmth
of human bodies and the warmth of the human spirit. She’s
no more to blame for what she is than a rabid dog. She’s
just a shitload more dangerous.

It doesn’t matter. I can’t bring myself to kill her or
scold her or do anything to her, except to resolve to just
walk away when she’s done. Every step I take away from her
hurts. I want to just turn around and go back and hold her
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Pniladelphia P.D. Complaint Number: 97000245
Incident Data

Incident Type: MURDER

Address of Occurrence: —
How Received: SURVEILLANCE

Date Reported: 09/07/2008

Time Reported: 15610 HRS



GILLEN, EMILY

Arrival Time: 1610 HRS
Weapon or Object Used: KNIFE/CUTTING INSTRUMENT
Domestic: NO

Arson Related: NO

Officer Assaulted: NO
Victim

Name: LUKE KAPLINSKI
Race: CAUCASIAN

Date of Birth: 17/04/1998
Occupation: STUDENT

Sex: MALE

Marital Status: SINGLE
Suspect

Name: EMILY GILLEN

Race: CAUCASIAN

Date of Birth: 17/05/1982
Home Address:

Occupation: HOMEMAKER
Sex: FEMALE

Marital Status: WIDOW
Narrative

At 16:10 on the day in question, I received a call
from the detectives leading the investigation into
the disappearance of Luke Kaplinski. They'd got a
list of five possible residences with a vehicle match-
ing the eyewitness profile. Given the time pressure of
the case, they sent other detectives and uniformed
officers to investigate the other residences. Five
pairs of officers in total, one for each residence.

The address we'd been assigned was out in the sub-
urbs. We didn’t race in with lights and sirens - we
were under instructions to only observe the address
and see if we could find any signs that warranted fur-
ther investigation. To that end, we took it quiet. We
drove by the address three times. My partner identified
& bottle-green Ford minivan parked in front, though we
saw no signs of 1life inside. All the first-floor cur-
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tains were closed, and that made us suspicious. He
suggested we go check the place out on foot.

We parked around a bend in the road, in case some-
one was watching from inside, and approached the
house. We could see no activity within, and got no
response when we rang the bell. We progressed to
banging on the door, intending to get the attention
of anyone inside. I could see we were beginning to
draw attention, so we decided against pressing the
matter. On returning to our car, we tried to make
contact with the detectives in charge to find out ex-
actly how far we could go.

CI/@W@W@WWMWM%W/@
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At the time, the detectives weren't available,
so we took no action. My partner was wary of mak-
ing any move, but I convinced him to stay to see if
anyone returned. We had access to binoculars, so we
could watch without being too obvious. We observed no
change for 12 minutes by the dashboard clock. During
that time, we tried and failed to establish contact
with the detectives leading the case. Advice from the

captain was to keep watching.

I then ol 165 my foult

At 16:37, we observed three vehicles pull up in
front of our target house. We saw a number of people
emerge and rush toward our target house. I could see
at least two of them brandishing weapons. We called
it in as a home invasion and set the sirens going
loud. They were only a few steps ahead of us, but we
had no backup. Larry grabbed the shotgun and we ran
ingigde.
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The invaders were trashing the place by the time we'd
entered. We'd have started making arrests when I heard
& loud scream coming from the doorway to the basement
stairs.
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In the basement was a chair, set on top of a num-
ber of plastic sheets. There was a child, tied to the
chair. I couldn't be certain of his identity. One of
the people who invaded the house was on the floor,
cradling his arm. I recognized him from prior contact

23 Andrew Kaplinski, the father of the missing boy.

A woman who matched the description of the kidnapper

stood between the man and the chair. She was wearing

an apron stained with blood, and had a straight razor
in her hand.

Whattoiud, o) sicks world do we bire inThat
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I drew my sidearm and shouted at her, "Get on the
floor. Get on the fucking floor!" She refused to com-
ply, and moved toward me. I fired three shots. I saw
two of them hit her square in the body. She fell to
the floor.

I didn't just fire because she was brandishing a
weapon at me, or because she was advancing. I fired
because the child's face had been cut off and re-
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placed by an 1ill-fitting mask that didn't quite cover
the bloody mess underneath. None of the invaders had
been there long enough to do anything like that.
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GNOSOPHARM




Date: U1/U VUG

Status: Friends Only

Tags: john

John and | are going to give it one more try. This was my choice to
make. John didn’t seem to care either way. In the counseling session,
he talked about how much he loved me, but that he didn’t deserve
me, etc, etc. In short, it was the same guilt-tripping, self-deprecating
bullshit I've been hearing for nearly a year now. So why do | say he
didn’t seem to care? It was the flatness in his voice. He wouldn’t look
at me. | wanted him to get mad, yell — do something to break that
quietly miserable exterior of his.

| guess I'm running away with negatives, so | should explain
why we’re not just separating. The counselor (Mr. Smith) seems to
think John’s probably depressed and it’s not just a matter of mid-life
angst. He explained the symptoms to us and they fit John to a “T.”
He sleeps all day and doesn’t seem to find pleasure in anything.
Even sex just seems like a mechanical release for him (and, to be
honest, it hasn’t been great for me, either). That’s called “dyspho-
ria.” He hasn’t been taking care of his appearance. The emotion-
less quality in his face and voice are apparently “lack of affect.”

It's a chemical thing. | have to remind myself of that. It's sub-
stances in the brain. He wants to love me.

Anyway, the course of treatment is (more) counseling and drug
therapy. This is where we hit a sticking point. John used to have
the health plan, but he lost that when he stopped going to work.
My Fearless Accounting is all freelance, and I'm almost tapped
out. Mr. Smith doesn’t come cheap. There’s a glimmer of hope,
though, because he had a tip for us: there’s a small pharmaceuti-
cal company here in town that’s testing a new antidepressant. It
looks like John probably fits the profile for their subjects. They'll
pay for in-house counseling if John goes through a drug course.

| guess I'm in a “wait and see” mode, then. If we can get John
in this program and there’s progress in a month or so, we might
be able to sick together. If this falls through, though...l don’t think
| can stand this relationship anymore.

| do love him, care about him, and all that. Cheating never
crossed my mind. | just don’t love what he’s doing to me right now.
| can’t stand it. | don’t want to feel like a total bitch for abandoning
my husband because of a disease that, in some sense, is really
no different from diabetes or any other chemical imbalance, bu




in return. I'm tlred of a dirty house and Iooklng at a miserable,
unkempt man all the time, especially when he won’t even go out
the door. | do want to have a baby some day, and | don’t want the
current John for his/her father. | want the guy | fell in love with.

Date: 02/04/2008 6:18 PM
Status: Friends Only
Tags: john

| didn’t have to call that drug company. They called me. Mr.
Smith called them, which was kind of weird. (Isn’t there some kind
of therapist-client privilege thing?) The company’s called Gnosop-
harm. They have a little office over in Wash West. The woman on
the phone didn’t ask any questions. She just asked if she had the
right people and gave us our choice of appointments. John was
asleep (again), so | told her | was expecting the call, he was out
but he’d told me to schedule things for him. No problem there, so
we’re going over at 1:00 PM tomorrow.

| hope this works.

Date: 02/04/2008 5:01 PM
Status: Friends Only
Tags: john

| started early with John this time. | pulled aside the curtains at 11,
ran a bath for him and talked to him until he got up, stumbled into the
tub and made himself ready. | even reminded him to shave. | wanted
him to look presentable so he wouldn’t get rejected for the drug trial,
but looking back, that doesn’t make any sense at all. | don’t know...
how depressed should someone look to qualify for antidepressants?

Wash West played its usual curse on my ability to find a park-
ing space, but eventually we found a spot around the corner from
Gnosopharm’s office. They're in a converted house right above a
law office. | thought that was a bit odd, but what was | expecting?
It's not like we’d drive out to a factory or big white lab or anything,
| guess. The inside looked like a normal doctor’s office. The sec-
retary | talked to yesterday grabbed John right away and led him
into the back. He didn’t even have a chance to introduce himself,
but given his state right now, that’s probably a good thing.




Anyway, | waited for about an hour, which was agonizing. Un-
like a normal doctor’s office, they didn’t have any magazines. |
guess the office was brand new, because | managed to entertain
myself by peeling a price tag off the back of the couch.

Then they both came out. John looked a bit different, maybe
less dismal. His eyes actually looked around a bit and had lost the
glassy character I've come to hate over the last few months.

The secretary said, “Dr. Logos wants to see both of you, to-
gether.” So we squeezed into the back. It didn’t really look like
a medical examination room. It was more like a psychiatrist’s of-
fice. There was even one of those Dr. Freud-style couches. (How
much do those cost?) Dr. Logos was standing in front of the big
leather chair he probably sits in. He shook my hand and pointed
at the Freud couch. | sat down with John, who held my hand, re-
ally held it, with some warmth and softness instead of the furtive,
token gesture that’'s been the rule for the past while.

We talked for about 15 minutes. Here’'s what | found out:

1. John’s in. He signed the papers and has already had
his first dose!

. The drug doesn’t really have a name yet, and he can’t
tell us the chemical composition because it's a trade
secret, but it's been through animal and double-blind
human testing. They’ve taken to calling it “Batch 12.”
This study is to get a more detailed picture of the
drug’s effects. They already know it works (!), but they
want to know what effects it has day by day.

. They want to see John at the office every day, for
three months. Dr. Logos will provide counseling (this
explained the therapist’s setup) for an hour, and then
John will spend an hour taking a bunch of tests to
measure his emotional state. He even has to come on
weekends. | thought this was going to be a pain in the
ass, but John seemed to read my mind and said he’'d
drive himself (about time!).

. Unlike a standard SSRI (selective serotonin reuptake
inhibitor. | looked it up) Batch 12 should start working
in a few days. If it does, I'll notice an improvement in
his mood and energy level soon!







S|de effects. John
may have trouble
sleeping (God, |
hope so) and may
behave “eccentri-
cally.” | got a bit
worried here, but
what this means
is that Batch 12
tends to spark
people’s interests
in things they
weren't into be-
fore. John might
turn into a rac-
quetball junkie or
something.

Basically, this

is 99% good news.

How many people get involved in a test for a drug that they know

works? | think the possibilities are already having some kind of “pla-

cebo effect” on John. He didn’t go back to bed when he got home,

as he normally would. He grabbed the newspaper and thumbed

through the Help Wanted section instead. He hummed a weird little

tune to himself, too. It was dissonant and his voice was nasty and
scratchy, but it was just about the best thing I've heard in ages.

Oh yeah: this is super-secret, by the way. | had to sign a non-
disclosure agreement about Batch 12, John'’s treatment, etc. So
more than most Friends Only stuff, this is just between you and
me, okay? They seemed pretty serious about the whole deal.

Date: 09/04/2008 8:10 PM
Status: Friends Only
Tags: john

| just finished that big payroll contract last night (yep, that’s action-
packed accounting for you), so | gave myself permission to sleep in. |
opened my eyes at 10:30 and rolled over to shake John awake — that’s
a habit I've gotten used to — but he was gone. So were the clothes he
left on the floor. | chucked off the covers and looked for him. It was like




the house, stacking Ioose books foldlng towels and finally stopping
in the kitchen — the now painfully white kitchen — where | found him
making a couple of bacon and egg sandwiches.

He smiled, slid across the floor and gave me a peck on the cheek!

| was starving and didn’t say much until I'd totally scarfed down
my sandwich, but after that, we just sat in the kitchen and talked.
| have to admit | couldn'’t really tell you what we went on about.
Little stuff. Silly stuff. It was the kind of small talk and dumb little
jokes | remember from the beginning of our relationship. | guess |
was just a bit spaced through the whole thing.

Maybe I'd gotten comfortable with the idea that our relationship
was falling apart, that we'd walk some long, lazy path to separation.
I've thought about it a lot. | mentally earmarked the furniture | wanted to
keep, thought of the little condo | was going to move into after we sold
the house — everything but dating other men, and | hated, hated, hated
John for still being here and placing that one barrier in my imagination.

He’s been getting busier, smiling more, but he was kind of re-
mote at first. Sometimes he seemed a bit spaced out, to tell the
truth. He'd stand at a window with a book or dish or something
else and just stop and stare. He told me this was Dr. Logos’ ad-
vice. Whenever he has a negative thought, he’s supposed to take
a moment to mentally track it back to its origins. Today, though, he
was my husband again, for the first time in a long time, so now it’s
up to me to remember how we got along before the depression
hit. | have to smile without being afraid that any happy moment is
just a respite between the self-hating tirades, the flat, weak, whis-
pering apologies, and solitude, when he buries himself in bed.

Actually, let me go back on that a bit. He’s not exactly the John
| remember. He was never this tidy before. All this cleaning is nice,
but it's freaking me out a bit. | want the house to have a kind of
lived-in look, okay?

(He’s coming up the stairs! Gotta go.)

Date: 10/04/2008 3:10 AM

Status: Friends Only

Tags: john

This post fits the “When | say Friends Only, | mean it” warning.
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and beer. | can’t stand flowers (I kill them; thanks to my ministra-
tions, our porch garden is basically sand), but | like beer. Maybe
we’re not out of the woods with his depression yet, because he
got this confused frown on his face when he gave me the dai-
sies (or whatever yellow flower-things they happen to be — how
should | know?) and even resisted a bit when | yanked the six-
pack from his other hand. | can understand his defensiveness.
Looking back, | spent a lot of time yelling at John during the worst
of it. | even threw a shoe at him during one of my Get a Fucking
Job rants. The awkwardness only lasted a minute, though, be-
cause he started smiling once | poured him his customary stein
and popped mine open bottle only, the way | like it. The beer was
the kind of Canadian brew-corp pisswater | made him promise
not to buy after we first shacked up, but | guess it's easy to find.
| can’t expect too much out of him yet, can I?

The first part of the night was basically our third date all over
again, with the beer, the big bowl of pasta with whatever we could
chuck into the sauce, and a bunch of drunken excuses about how we
shouldn’t start fucking now, but maybe we could, y’know, neck a bit.

Then it was good. Good and...strange. It's been a while since
we danced the conjugal mambo. Last time we went for it, it was a
disaster. John talked about how he was a failure as a lover right
after he came, and | slept on the couch for the rest of the night.

Tonight, though. Damn. It sort of reminded me of the begin-
ning of our relationship, but it was also not like John at all, past or
present. He was earnest and a bit fumbling, but he really seemed
to be trying to make me happy without linking his performance to
his ego.

Jesus, | keep trying to avoid using some clichéd “it was like
the first time” description, but it was, though not in the silly pop-
song sense. | guess | mean it in the “two mature people who
don’t know each other’s tastes try things out” sense. John has
changed. Maybe he’s trying to see if I've changed, too. He did
grab my hair at one point, which he knows | hate, but once | shook
my head, he stopped. I’'m not going to get into the messy details
of John’s new preferences, but there’s one thing that stuck in my
head. He used to like it when | said his name, you know? But this
time he kept saying, “Don’t call me that,” over and over again.
The more he did it, well, the more...excited...he got.

But it was still good. It's about time. Thank you, Batch 12.




Date: 14/04/2008 5:11 AM
Status: Friends Only
Tags: john

John’s slept less and less since he started treatment. It doesn’t
seem to bother him much, since he’s never actually sleepy, but it's
odd to stretch out and not bump into his back in the middle of the
night. This is the first time I've woken up to see his side of the bed
untouched, though. | just wobbled to my feet to see if he’s okay. He’s
not home. The car’s gone and his cell’s still on the nightstand.

What the hell?

Now | can’t sleep, either. | guess it's Sudoku and cigarettes for
me, until he gets back and | can gently remind him that it's bad
manners to take off in the middle of the night.

Date: 14/04/2008 7:08 AM
Status: Friends Only
Tags: john

John’s home now. He got a job! He’s doing night security down-
town. | had a perfectly good rant planned, but | guess the joke’s on
me. Dr. Logos apparently put in a word for him, since he knew John
would have trouble sleeping, anyway.

It's good news. The only thing | don't like about it is that the job
comes with a gun — and the gun comes home with him. He needs to
keep it there because he’s supposed to drive to a bunch of different
sites. | took a handgun safety course ages ago, but ever since a bur-
glar shot Scotty with his own gun (it was in his office desk; the thief
got to it before he did), | decided | didn’t want one around.

It's still good news. | made John promise to store the thing prop-
erly. Now, before Batch 12, I'd never trust my messy husband to fol-
low through, but | think new, Neat ‘n’ Tidy John can handle it.

Date: 06/06/2008 4:25 AM
Status: Friends Only
Tags: john, scotty

| am furious. I'm going crazy. He is crazy. | don’t know.




| haven’t made a John post for a while. For the first little while,
it was because | was happy. Batch 12 was doing its job. No news
is good news, right?

John never stops smiling. He never really gets angry. Some-
times he acts strange right after doing one of those “pause and
think” exercises Dr. Logos has him on. Then he’ll suddenly walk
out of the house for an hour or three or try to get me into bed, but
nothing ever really bothers him. When | say no to sex (as | have
frequently over the last month — | don’t like what he wants any-
more), he shrugs and smiles. When somebody’s rude to him, or
even when he hurts himself, there’s no frown, no bitterness, nothing
but a little smirk. It's always exactly the same fucking smirk.




his foot There was blood all over the titles. | thlnk
he might even have put a hole in the webbing be-
tween his toes. He didn’t make a sound. He just
got some gauze and a mop.

That brings me to today (or yesterday). | don’t
know if this was the worst day of my life or not.
It's in the running. Maybe the day Scotty got shot
was worse, or maybe it was the day they told us
he wasn’t going to wake up. Maybe it was when
Dad blew his savings on keeping Scott warm and
breathing when we all knew he was dead in all the
ways that mattered.

Like all the other bad days, this one’s about my brother,
too. When he finally slipped away two weeks ago, | thought,
“Finally!” Then | felt like a piece of crap for feeling so unbur-
dened by his passing (or the end of his passing, | guess).

Today was the funeral, you see.

| think most of the family felt the way I did, but no-
body said so. Dad was one exception; so were Sumera
and my niece, June. None of them could stop crying.

John was having a fucking blast.

He started smiling and humming through the service.
Afterwards, he ran up and gave Sumera and Jane big hugs.
These weren't “condolence hugs.” He acted like we were
at a goddamned family picnic. He told Sumera that “she
looked like she could take her pick of the guys now!” while
she was staring at her dead husband’s coffin. He mussed
June’s hair and asked her how gymnastics was going.

He slapped people on the back. He offered to go on a beer run.
He kept smiling and humming, like he had no idea that my brother’s
funeral would be cause for sadness. Farouk (that's my brother-in-
law) started shouting at him, but it didn’t make any difference.

John was a regular social butterfly, touring the family and pissing people
off with his attitude. | didn’t get there in time to stop Dad from punching himin
the face. John was still smiling when | grabbed him by the wrist and walked
him out. Everybody looked at us like we were poisonous.

| screamed at him all through the trip back, so hard | couldn’t
drive properly. | nearly hit a cyclist. John’s expression never
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ever said to him. When we got home, | fell on the bed and cried.
John stayed in the living room.

| eventually worked up the strength to go and talk to him with-
out calling him an insensitive, crazy asshole. He was cleaning his
gun, still smiling, until | came out. Then he did one of his mental
exercises and looked up with a totally fake-looking sad face.

“Dr. Logos said this might happen. It's a side effect. I'm very
sorry. | love you. Work’s expecting me early.”

That was it. He got up and left.

| don’t know what to do. | wanted this New John, but if he’s just a
new kind of crazy now, | won'’t be able to bear it. But like before, | feel
guilty even thinking about leaving. | don’t want to abandon a sick man.

| don’t want to be a fucking doormat. God help me. I'm going
to talk to Logos myself — without John. | don’t know what he’ll tell
me, but | think | can get a feel for whether Gnosopharm’s been
screwing with him.

Date: 10/06/2008 1:13 AM
Status: Friends Only
Tags: john

Here’s what I've found out:

1. | went to the office. It's empty now. (I wore a head scarf
and sunglasses as a disguise. | realized what a dumb idea
this was about 30 seconds after stepping out of the car. |
looked like Audrey Hepburn, fresh out of a time machine
from the 50s.) Even the furniture is gone. Neighbors say
it's been like this for about a month, but John says he’s
been going there for monitoring and therapy every day.

. Gnosopharm — the real Gnosopharm — was a software
and data management company specializing in pharma-
ceutical-industry logistics. It filed a Chapter 11 three years
ago.

. Nobody named Logos is licensed to practice medicine in
the state.

4. Neither Logos nor Gnosopharm have recent tax records.




Status: Private
Tags: john

Oh God.

John is not John.

| borrowed Scotty’s car. John’s never seen it because Sumera stopped
driving it after the coma. | parked it around the corner. The moment he left, |
slipped my shoes on, but | waited two minutes before running over to Scotty’s
car. | was pretty sure he was going downtown; the fast food receipts in his
pockets told me that. | had to drop the needle on the speedometer a bit, but
| eventually saw him up the road, slowed down and kept about half a dozen
lengths away for the rest of the trip.

He went downtown, then through and out to Camden. This
made me a bit nervous, since the traffic dropped off (who wants to
go to Camden at night?), leaving just the two of us for big stretch-
es. If he noticed, he didn’t show it.

He stopped at a big, long block filled with dirty brick apartments.
| pulled up around the corner, threw on a pair of jeans. (Somehow,

| felt okay following my armed husband into an urban shit hole, but
| needed something tougher than my pajama bottoms to do it in.) |
put on my coat and shoved the kitchen knife I'd taken along in the
pocket, through the lining so it wouldn’t rattle around.

There was a crowd further down the road. John meandered
through it slowly, chatting with a throng of poor teenagers. He
looked happy, but not like he has lately. It wasn’t a plastic gesture.
He had a loose-hipped walk, quick dynamic expressions — all the
nuance he’s been missing since Batch 12, even since the depres-
sion took hold.

The only problem was that none of the body language was John’s.

| remember when | was a little kid, | used to get freaked out
by this picture in National Geographic. In it, this woman was bent
weirdly; her eyes were rolled up in their sockets. | don’t even re-
member where it was from, exactly. Maybe it was Africa, Haiti —
hell, maybe even Java. I'd look at the picture and then close the
magazine really fast, over and over again, every time a chill hit the
back of my neck. | knew something was in that woman, wherever
she was from. It was making her move a way she would never
move, pulled by a clumsy puppeteer.




| used to think that if | ever saw someone like that up close, it
would be like the photo, but it's not. The photo only looks strange
because it's a frozen moment in time. The truth is that when they
move — when John moved — they look like anybody else.

They just don'’t look like the people you know. That's how |
knew John was not John.

| can’t talk about the rest right now. It'll have to wait until | get
out of town.

Date: 13/06/2008 8:01 PM
Status: Private
Tags: john

So here | am, in Scotty’s car. I've been sleeping here for an
hour or two at a time, then driving, driving, driving. | don’t know
where I'm going. | hope those bullshit entries about taking a vaca-
tion will keep them off the scent. I've been posting with whatever
wireless access | can steal from cafés, office buildings — what-
ever.




entries, but it's a comforting hablt Il have to print them out from a shop
somewhere. From what I've read, the delete command just creates a
very easy hoop for them to jump through, but let them jump.

Hell, maybe they can read my mind.
So, John.
| killed him. | didn’t kill him. | don’t know.

They let me into the club because | pointed at John'’s back as
he was heading through the door. The door staff was a small wom-
an who didn’t blink. She smiled and asked, “Who is he, then?”

| whispered John’s name, stopped and then on instinct, said,
“Logos.” She stepped aside and looked down at my feet. She
turned from a tough broad to a submissive so fast | started to
reach for her. When she saw my hand, she took a step back, like
| was dangerous to touch.

There was no music. | was afraid of looking weird and shabby,
but there were a lot of folks like that. | recognized one of them;
she was a homeless woman | ran into once when | dropped off a
hunk of forms for a client. There had been a whole row of people
panhandling. She was in line that day, but she didn’t say a word.
She just lolled back and forth like she was sleeping even though
her eyes were wide open, like a puppet that'd been thrown into
a corner. Now, she looked just as dirty and tattered, but she was
vital, tiptoeing from table to table.

There were rich people, poor ones, little kids and withered
men in wheelchairs, members of all races. There was a stage,
too. John sat on a chair there, along with two other people. They
all stared straight ahead, but they weren’t like that woman, the
time | saw her on the street. They looked ready for something.

| stayed near the walls to avoid John and because | didn'’t really
know what the hell | was going to do. | spent about an hour at this.
Not much happened, except that one guy grabbed me hard and
said, “You want to find a room and fuck? I'm just getting the hang
of walking around in this one.” | stepped away, looked away — he
didn’t bug me again. After that, John walked up with a shorter guy
on the right and a petite woman on the left. Everybody shut up then
and looked at the floor, like they were all going to say grace.

Maybe that's what it was. The three of them started chanting. |
don’t know the language. | couldn’t even repeat it. They sounded
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that sounded like animal calls, or maybe speaklng in tongues There
were times when | almost thought | recognized a word, like it was from
a language | used to know but didn’t quite remember.

It hurt, too. It felt like a knife in my forehead. | knew that show-
ing the pain would give me away. | bit open the inside of my lip
trying to keep my face straight. Either it worked, or nobody was
paying attention, anyway.

After that, they started talking. They all said the same words
with the same tone, simultaneously. | remember it perfectly:

“Semen. Blood. Hair. Nail clippings. You all know the laws of the
Art and the traditions we use to exploit them. We have all mastered the
eternal rites: the God-lore we keep, and are given the power to exploit
as we patrol our lowly protectorate. These sleeping, talking animals
ensure our secrecy and safety — even from each other, when our
differing visions of devotion make us argue. We used the bonds of im-
ages, the secret names and parts of our own bodies to forge chains
between ourselves and our extensions.

“See how | control three at once? This isn’t a stunt, but a ca-
sual exertion. I'm also enjoying a nice dinner with a dear friend at
home right now, and as | talk to her, she has no inkling that many

miles away, these shells are carrying my words to you. This might
be possible for a true master, but, | regret to say, my own studies
have always involved more breadth than depth. In fact, medical
research provided the innovation that makes this possible. | know
what many of you are thinking: ordinary medicine is half a lie —
but you see, ordinary people are half lie, too.

“The technique has many particulars, but they descend from two
general methods. The first is to find susceptible subjects through
conventional psychology. All three of these people have problems
that compromise their ego integrity. One is anorexic, one is clini-
cally depressed, and the last suffered a significant brain injury. All
of the unenlightened have these fragments of weakness. It might
be in our interests to encourage a broad trend of increased mental
illness. This makes them easier to exploit and flows into the second
aspect: what | call sympathetic medication.”

This was when | started to walk to the stage.

“I didn’t have to kidnap these people and batter down their minds.
They came to me, seeking treatment. | altered their behavior with sim-
ple emotional compulsions and ensured that they would see me regu-




arly and take their medicine. The pills were made of a representative
sample of traditionally effective bodily essences: semen, blood and all
the rest. | them processed into an innocuous form and added certain
resonances using standard methods. Over time, this created a very
powerful bond, while the emotion-shaping lowered their resistance to
more vigorous control. | combined this with several exercises designed
to lower their inhibitions. The middle one,”

(John. Oh, my poor John)

“was reserved, compassionate — a bit of a coward, really —
but just a week ago, | used him to kill one of the enemy’s ar-
rows.”

They all looked at me when | hopped onto the stage. | took out
the knife and did it.

John wasn’t John. | know that. He wasn'’t.

| thought someone would grab me or shoot me — do some-
thing. | thought of slitting my own throat, but nobody got up. No-
body did anything, because they didn’t care. They didn’t think |
had done anything to a real person. Maybe, at most, | was being
rude. | was a shell for someone else. | was a figure in a meat video
game, killing another unreal thing.

They laughed and laughed as | walked out._

Date: 20/06/2008 12:01 PM

Status: Public

Tags: john, life

Just one more entry. I’'m going to miss you all.
I’'m gone. John’s gone. We’re not coming back.

I'll be fine. Don’t look for me. The cops will ask you questions
Cooperate. I'm not going to be where you think | am, so you ca
hurt me by answering them.

Nobody can hurt me. I've already been hurt bad enough an
there’s no cure for it. No faith, no surrender, no pills.

No pills.
| have a mission instead.




Sep‘fember 1, 2008
.Dear .Diar‘y.

s strange to write that again after years of b/Ogg/ng, but bere L am, back
to pen and paper I'm torn between the need to keep my secrets and the desire
to reach out. Im lonely. Ma_ybe it wouldn't be so bad /f:{a’ really left town, but
Ldidn't. Intellectvals call my new digs interstitial living.” Lcall F homelessness’
in-my head, though that isn 'freﬁ//‘y frue. fhope Fe_y think ?ve gone across
country. Im actvally deeper in Fhilly than [ve everbeen.

(I call the ones who took John .Ee_y.u Lcan't think of a better term. Llike it
t keeps me paranoid.

Llive in this little alle y downtown. Trere's a point wrought~iron fence
blocking it, but its not really Fastened to anyt ing. %u can /ou// it away and put
it back behind you. Mos‘/’peop/e Just assume it s Fixed there, warning you from
'fa/w‘ng a shorfcuffhrougﬁ something so narrow you have to shuffle in sideways.

hat you wouldn t guess s that the alle y widens. Ohe of the bu//a’/ngs gets par
rower about 50 feet in. hat leaves space for a Forgotten, grimy courtyard. No
windows look out on it. I brought in lomber and br/cis, even found an outlet to
power lights and m y laptop. fs/ee/a in a little shack while the cabs scream by.
only go out at night, or in the rain, when normal peaple don't want to go outside.

Ohe of the things Ive learned over + pas‘flmonﬁv is that i _you're crazy
enOUgh, another world opens u[ For you. lou can't justrant and rave on street
corners and beg for changp, i ough did that at First. Rsh on '/’hrough, give your
paranoia freg,rein, and you Iland in a /a/ace where the twitching and screaming
goes away. You fall all Fhe way f{)/‘Ough the cracks, into bigger spaces. Tou find
,o/aces For things like my cabin. Tou learn when the bread frucks deliver and how
to snatch something fo eat efore the restavrants and food courts pic/( up 'f(ve
pallets. You see patterns in Fhillys chaos. [ know that two blocks a’éwn, there s
a s‘/’ree'/’/igh'f where drunken lovers alwa ys go to argue. [ know three Skinheads
take a cut of the local panhandling. Lknow that ey are everywhere, pulling
pupfe'/' s'frings. isee /oeoP/e swerve on '/'hf street For no reason. Voices change
Just a bit. Ive Followed them as much as L can, and know 7/-7.e_y can only /(eepjg

rip For 0 long. 7/7e‘y never stick to their ,ceola/e For more than a Few hours.
iam’/‘y ever cry now, either

Ive felt clearheaded For about a week and Ive managed to equip m yselF. I
broke into Daa/s cottage first. [ stole his sho?un. [ sawed it off in his tool shed.

Im ready for TFem.

Sep'fember 3 2008
.Dear Diar 'Y,

Jobn's Funeral was a while ago. Tre /:aperSfa/d he'd been mugged. ]a’/’%g"/’
90, of course, but today it was raining hard, so a}c_cia’ed to visit his grave, lhe
streets were proba?/'y going to be bare, anyway. If s a fair distance, but L have
the car in storage. It s a crappy flat black now, but L haven't had a chance to
steal new plates yet. ]par/(ea’ three blocks away From the cemetery to be safe.
[+o0k a /ong walk around the perimeter and made sure the place was deserted.
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]s,cen'f maybe five minutes staring at the grave. I? like o say [ started
crying or _ye///ng or fee//ng sgmething, but even though Lreached deep in mkyse/F
and replayed that night in Camden'over and over everything was blank, like a
white sheet of paper in my head.

His little grave plate said, "He will Find justice in the next world, qu damn
9“ /fhe mission. | can taste how much | want to get at Them, butits not For
ohn. Ifs For me.

For a second, I relt like coming to the cem etery was q little frivmph. Twent
where 7/76_)' didnt want me to oaﬂﬁaf was stupid of me. 7;‘01‘507‘ that heir bod=
jes — the ones | see, gt least — are just shells. They don't care about staying
out of the rain, either L wasnt alone.

Twas pretty damp from the downpour but this guy was pos/ﬁve/_y water
logged. e sat on a little stone bench behind a mavsoleum: a blind spotin my
pa rol. eop/e don't sit on benches in the pouring rain without trying to cover
themselves. Fe was wa//w‘ng slow, probably 'Hvinfing of some trick fo get me to
g0 somewhere with him. 7/7e_y like to be subtle, but you can use that as a weapon
against them. lhe bastards are so vsed to living in the secret world, beneath the
cracks, they assume that everyone else is _jus;as scared of expasure, byt Im
not. hats why fusea’ the shotun for the first time — as a club. Thank God For
the element of surprise. 7* knocked him out with one shot.

He was a big guy. [t took a while to carry him to the car ]'/'/e%_him up with
bungee cord and duct fape a d took him to the storage garage. lhat wag my
second dumb mi fake. Ihey(thatis, whoever or whatever possesses h/mj/eff
the guys body. é the time Ir//oped the tape off his mouth, Ldidn't have any
bodyto quesﬁonﬁ;ere was just this confused guy with a concussion and chills
from hours in the rain. His name is Denn‘y. I'Hn‘n/{ﬁcan still use him, though, and
he's too sick to ge'f away. ]_jus‘f have to Find a p/ace For him.

Se,o'/’e mber 5, 2008

.Dear DGI‘)’:

If 7/;e‘y can possess hosts at a distance, Ee‘y can probab/‘y track them
down, too. It wasnt easy finding a /a/ace to stash Denny, but [Finally settled on
n abandoned gas bar about an hour outside of town. 1 blindfolded him in case

%/;e_y could vse i/s e yes like some kind of remote camera, doped him up on
codeine, justin case lhey tried to make him attack me. (I don't know whether
this really works, but Ive seen Tem get drynk, so [assume whatever affects a
host cavses some inferference.. a‘f/eas‘/’.j’fchained him to an old radiator and
waited just out back, but where [ could see him and the road, once | busted a
few boardedip windows open.

It took Four hours for somebod y to show up. L don't know whaf]ex,cec‘/’ea’
exactly, but it wasnt a beatop ha'fcﬁybac/(. big guy in sporty casvals got out,
e had a gun. Fle didnt move like one of Eem.%‘%ooﬁng him was the hardest
'Hn‘ng Ive ever bad to do.

Iran up and pu// d the frigger as many times gs Lcould. The kick burt the
hell out of m y wrist. 7don tknow how many times fh/'f him, but | guess laimed
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low. The buckshot ripped the shit out of his Front. Iﬁnghf he was going to Fly
back or.something, like the movies, but he just keeled over He screamed a lot.
sao did I .Denn_y groaned underneath the fape over his mouth.

It was easier to secure this guy. He had brought his own cuffs, a/ang with
pepper spray and a little gunin an ankle holster thought he might be a cop,
but there was no wallet, na 1D He stopped screaming at sgme point f] vess he
was going into shock), so L asked him who he worked For Well, iye//ed, "Who are
Ee_y% alot. He said he a’_jus'/’ﬁ'far'/’ed, that his brother had powers. He owed
people money. He was sorry. Flease let him go.

(You have to understand, my Dear .D/ar_y, that things were brea/w'ng inside
me throughout this episode. ]F el [m rynning ahead of an eam‘hquake, *rying to
keep from giving up and dying. |"la ybe Im dead now. in all the ways that matten
as If one of lhem has me. except that — and Lwant to make this clear —. 1 still
have real feelings. fjus‘/’ have to ignore them. Maybe Lcan fFeel them later)

[ g0t his brothers address. If s a riverside condo. | searched the car and
took his stuff. He bad clothes [ could cinch and cut to fit me, water bottles and
a tool kit. He had spare ammunition fFor his guns, too. took the Firearms right
away, a/ong with the 100 bucks or so he had in his pockets.

Ldidn't kill bim, though. Fwould be safer if 1 did, but L didn't. He's not one of
TFem. I/ef‘/’Denn_y, too. Ihope somebody finds them.

Sepfember 6, 2008
Dear Diary,

Iusea’m_y/a tap to get anli I3 : Mike J, He and
get anline. lhe mans name was I"like Juarez. Fle and
Denpy ar a’ea[%e_y shofDenn‘y in the head at close range. Not mejjd/dn'/’
vse |"like Juarez s gun. Im pretty sure L didn't Ma_ybe they i///ea’ Mike Juarez,
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too, but maybe his injuries took him. Im not going fo draw any conclusions,
because if I did, it would hurt.

Im staying "home.” 1l try to sleep.

Se,o'/'e mber 8, 2008
Dear Diar 37

Somebod_y Finally Found out about m y shack. Trank God ]/fee/: all the

incrimipating or valvable stuff in the car now. 7/;e_y took ever ything. ]guess

ike Juarez's money is lining the pocket of some janitor now. [round a mall
bathroom to cr{//‘n and stayed there until a security guard banged on the stall

was sitting in._lou know, i#s weird, Lused to tear up at the drop of a hat, e§
pecially when ohn's depression was bad. |laybe that was all a performance.
was probably rying to emote at him to snap him out of the dark, selfish place
he was in. for some reason, though, losing my spot hit me bad.

An_ywa_y, L drove to Camden and robbed a little grocery store. Fuwas easier
than [ had thought it would be, bu‘f]guess Im pretty scarylooking even without
the gun. ]caugh'/'a look in the big round mirror they use to see whats happening
in the back of the store. Im wearing choppedip men's clothes. My hair is stringy.
Im retty dirty looking. [ #hink it [were a man, the guy at the counter would have
_ye//:d at me to get out right away, but everybody pities a bag lady.

L don't remember what I said to get the money, but he got the message. I
wound up with 50 bucks and change. He hit me with a g0lf club (]_guess he has
it as an anti~theft measure) as lwas /eaving, but L waved Mike Juarez s gun
around behind me and he a’/a’n"/"fr_y to grab or chase me down.

Once [ got back to Phi//y, [ stashed the car [took a chance and snuck
into Ph///_y (ﬂ managed to take a showen rip off some clothes from a women's
change room and shave my head. ]Figurea’ somebody has my description on
file, o [ needed to do something about my appearance. I buy a wig later

[ saw two of Them on the way out. Ever since John died, Ive been able to tell
who's possessed. s easyto see when you know what to look for Te gestures
don't quite synch up with the body type. 7/76_)1 don't have normal selfsrotective ré
Flexes, ether -Ee_y're always scraping their victims up by stubbing toes or scratch™
ing themselves on sharp corners. lremember reading about lepers wrecking their
bodies because the yre too numb to sense injuries. 1 think if one of lhem pos
sessed a body for long enough, the victim would be a wreck, all cut up and bruised
becavse Tey can't control them well enough — or maybe they just don't care.

]managed to cut through a connecting hall and Follow Tem. Lknow, my
Dear .D/ar_y, it was a bad idea. It wasn"/',bar'/' of my /o/an. Te robbery and my
trip to Ph///_y U were supposed to prepare me to get into the condo, but Im
tired of sneaking around, doing bad things to normal people. Twanted to punish
Trem directly, right away. For ages now, %ve Just kept my head down, biding m y
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time For a moment where I can really hurt Tem byfinding a leader like Lo_qos,
or some kind of secret that makes it harder for them to take people. L had that
opportunityin Camden, when 7/;e_y were haw’ng some kind of meeting.

Te real problem, though, is that Eey possess living people. Fe‘y arentall
like John. LOgos used the pills to eat his identity away, so there was no him left.
e ones I Followed were probably controlling regular college kids. Ma_ybe they
had mental health issves and heard about Batch 12, or whatever it s called now.
Ee_y could probably be saved.

Trouble is, someone blessed me today, Dear .Diar_y. Iround this piece of
paper in my pocket:

It was folded around a brass /(e_y — one of those o/d§‘fy/e ones, with fwo
b/g teeth.

Ineed some painkillers and sleep (in the car now) before L can write the
rest.

Se/a‘fember 9, 2008
Dear D/ar Y
Oka y I tell you the rest now.

They didn't even pretend to study. 7/7e_y went right through a door that said
SMFFJONLY Enn_y thing: the librarian on duty ran over to stop them, but

one of them s,oo/fe in that strange, static noise /anguage [ heard that night in
Camden, and she stopped, wheeled around on one heel and walked right back to
her post.

Ineeded a way to sneak in, so ]opfed For a dumb, brutéFforce solution.
wentup a Floor Found a book cart, and as soon as { was out of an_ybod_y's
sight.rammed it into a fire door. e alarm went ofF and [took /ong steps fo
the stairs. The librarian walked up past me and didn't even give me a_look. Trere
wasnt anyone filling in For her at the desk, so it was easyy to Follow Tem down.

Thad expected stacks of books and f///ng cabinets, but there was nothing
but a neat little office, a set of stairs and a sma//,c/aque telling me that Board-
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room Buwas down there, A chain went across those stairs, with a dull red sign
that said CLOSED FOR RENOVATIONS, ]wipea’ a huge wad of duvst from
it with m y fFinger as ]s‘feppea’ over the chain. ]pa'H’ec/ m yself down to make
sure [ had Dad's hunting knife and Mo Jsanase gun, and vsed the //_qh'fes‘f gait
[ could manage down the stairs. 7/;e_y were old, varnished wood and creaked
loudly, making me wince with every step.

When L bit the bottom, Ifound a big set of carved double doors. This was
an old place, probably part of the original building. Tre university should have
included this spot on architectural tours, but I have a fee/«‘ng 7/;e_y had f/nag/ed
some way around that. Ma_ybe 7/;ej had even Found a way to erase the room's
official existence.

]Fu//ed at the door a bit. [t was locked, There was no real way to sneak in. I
took out the key and the gun, but then lrealized how stupid it would be to make
a lot of noise shooting. C;an/re on campus wouldn't just attract attention, it
would make this an official School Shooﬁng, and 'fhe_y'a’ put the FBlon my ass.

So ],ou'/' it back, took out the knife, furned the ke y Fast, yanked a door

open and ran in.

7/;e_y were on a giant round table. Fucking. [remembered that man in Canr
den, when They had the meeting. ]guess stolen bodies provide the ultimate tool

For consequencéfree sex. I have to admit Irelt a bit absurd jumping on the
table. running at them with the knife.

Tre woman was on top. Ohe wasn't distracted at all. Obe stared at me and
vsed that voice again, the /anguage thatisn'ta /anguage. Below ber the quy
stopped his thrusting and looked back at me, Face upside down.

Tere was a litte gi_gg/e in his voice when he told me to kill m yselF.

Let me fry to describe the sensation. You know those earworms — those
songs that get stuck in your head? [ was like that, but it wasn't just the phrase.
I could feel my muscles twitching, frying to yank me through a set of move
ments 1 could see in my head, over and over: Rai nife to Left Side of Throat.

s t
Rl Across. Bl Back #he Other M/a_y, Kee,p Go/ng Until You Die. Kill Yoursel.

Lwanted to do it. [t Felt like an itch lwanted to scratch, but the irony is that
L didn't resist becauvse ]_qr/'h‘ea’ my teeth and fhoug/rf about my commitments.
[#hink Im probably going to kill m yself when this is all done, you know? I_jus‘f
need to hur'fLo_gos First L know why Im going to die, and s not from some
sfrange music in my brain. e command Felt fForeign right awayy. Once Irelt the
Magic Iteb, Lknew # wasn't me — Icouldn't accept it.

One other thing distracted me’ that piece of paper Eeym@’supposea’
to have powers in this room. Twas so angry. ]'Hmugh'/' that maybe Ee_y had
tricked me. I looked around the room to try and figure out whether it really was
special, all the while Fighting with my body. It burt. M_y arms were cramping up,
trying to keep the knife down.
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It was a beavtiFul room. It was round, girt with arches of dark wood. There
were five bands of the same wood para//efw/'fh the Floon with Latin letters
carved in them, along with some other s ymbols. Lremember this one:

Tre whole effect is like being in a church, or a beebhive. Te only place the
wood bands broke was at the open door. 7/7e_y both had a continvation of the
banding on the inside, fhough.

I the paper was telling the fruth, [ needed to close that door. | shuffled
over slowly, dividing m y attention between my Feet and fighting the braigorm.
t one point, it was too much For my concentration. M_y hand whipped vp and
started carving info my neck, buf]caug/rf that justin fime and pu//:a’ back. [
think it took a second For Them to notice, becavse lwas almost at the door
when they jumped me. They were naked and sweaty, ripping at my skin with
their teeth and nails. 7/;e_y started making those noises again. calling their

IDOWCI‘S.

Still, I closed the door The svicide impulse went away.

Irett very relaxed. 7/;/0_45 started slowing down. [ stabbed the woman in
the face and the man in the /eg. When they fried o get out, ]pushea’ my
back to the door [ Felt so strong. Tre man couvldn't walk, but he still Fumbled
For my /eg, Is‘/’e,cped on his arm and head over and over again.

Lwon. Then I did some stuff. I don't want to talk about it but I Found out
what I needed to know.

sepfember 13, 2008

Dear .Diar‘y,

Ive been biding out in the can licking my wounds.
g gmy

Te angeM//‘y,ﬂhafever scares me a bit. He could bave turned me in or killed
me. He knows all about me. Whoever be (or shelis. he left an envelope taped
to my car It bad a bunch of stuff in it

— $1000
—A newspaper c///a/:/ng, (In tape itin here.
~— Arother note. Il add it, t00.)
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Sepfember 13 2008

Dear Victon

Iguess "Dear .D/arj is you now. Im going to send you photocopies of
these pages and printouts from my old on//nerjourna/, know you know about
me, but Im not sure how much you know. I cant justir everything Ive done.
but L think [ can at least show the logic behind it all. lwant someone to know
how ]fzof bere. want that person to believe me. Whoever you are, you fit
the bill,

Tranks For the money. Thave a wig of long black hair and a bunch of
baggy bgirl clothes. ]jus‘f let the girl at the store pick my outfits for me. I
bought some Ffirst aid gear too. Thad toi the bandage on my neck was look=
ing pretty nasty.

I _yOU've read everything, you know Ive picked up a talent For seeing

Trem based on the wa they move, talk and otherwise act. Ive inclvded a Few
signs, but the fruth is 1 had to think pretty hard to write them out. s mosf/y
intuition. lused to be skeptical of intuition — lwas an accountant, you know
— but now that Lknow there are strange things in this world, guess be//ew'ng
in itisnt so bad. Brfunafe/y, when it comes to the fwo ]caugh‘f in the library,

have more specific info fo share. You were right to put me on their heels. ];Y
Ld just broken into the condo on the ¥, like ]gp/annea’, Lwould have cavght
another puppet.

Here's what I Found out From the man:

— Ee'y belong to an organization called the Py/on. s some kind of
Satanist '/’hing, Iguess the Diw’/ is real. There are branches all over the world,

~— There are rival groups of .Dev/LTorsh//:ers. Ma ybe you know this, but
that room is designed to be some kind of neuvtral meeting ground. Each side
is afraid of the others powers, so the ‘witcheraft in the room seals visitors
in their bodies and restricts their powers.

— ]ﬁ;o:/ghf They might be demons after this (Twas always ap atheist,
but anything is possib/e now), but he said the y were human beings. -Ee‘y know
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how to possess peop/e, control thoughts and maybe do other stuff. L didn't
understand a lot of what he said. He was kind of delirious.

— There's a big meeting coming, kind of like the one in Camden, but
where it was just the Py/on group before, this time Ee_y're meefing a rival
cult. e yre called the Stricts. f ) Stricks? Im not sure.) The Stricts pos
sess people, too. 7/;e‘y've been Fighting For control of im/:or'/'an'/'peolo/e in
the city. %e Py/on doesn't know much about them. Eeyre efther another

_y/on group or members of the Pen'/’agram.”

— Logos is the leader but he and his Py/on branch are newcomers to
Ph///‘y. Ee‘y want to take over people in business and politics.

— 7/7e‘y would have met in the library, but [ screwed that up. TFeir
standard procedure is to avoid a place thats been "comprom/sea’.' He
thinks its going to hafpen at Daniel Juarez's penthouse instead. If s
schedvled For the 157, ot 11 PM. (Daniel is Mike Juarez's brother) 7/—;e_y'//

do something to turn it into the same kind of 'nem‘ra/groana’,'

— Daniel Juarez was Logos favorite host body. He was so far gone
that he couldn't care For himself — even eat or drink —_without outside help.
ke was responsible for feeding and cleaning up after Daniel while LOgOs
performed his experiments. ]/w‘iea’ Mike during one of those times. Tats why
Daniel choked on his own vomit Noboa’y was paying attention to him.

— The Py/on's /aeo,o/e are going to show up in person. Trere's no point
in them using possession becavse of the “nevtral grouna" preparations, and
its easier For them to use some of their powers when the y don't have to
Focus on controlling somebody else.

— There are six of them — well, Four now, because of me.

Obw‘oas/_y, Im going to the meeting. Im going to /ﬂ'//LOgos. Arter that,
what happens to me doesnt matter

You sent me the newspaper article, Victor so you know what 1 did to Them
— to the people in those poor kids. Did Beir victims Feel what L did, too? Ob
God, [ hope the y were as/ee,n inside their bodies. | didn't know what else to
do. lwas b/eea’/ng, hurt and scared the y would come at me more. Even after
stabbed the girl in the Face, she kept moving. She was like a bug with a needle
stuck through it. She kept twitching. Ibad to make him talk and keep m yself
safe. I [hadn't protected myself, maybe Lwouldn't have survived until now.
need to lastlong enough to finish the job. had to cut bim up.

I fou send someone to kill me becavse | know too much, thats okay.
nce lve Finished my mission, Im ready for that.
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L. The PHFN makes speech-like mouth
movementsa but no sound can be dis-
cerned-

. The PHFN speaks in nonsense sounds-
This is a security issue-. because
two witnesses may phonetically
transcribe or vocally duplicate
completely different sounds based
on a single event.

. The PHFN appears to speak an un-
known foreign language. This speech
defies cryptographic or linguistic
analysis. Witnesses merely intuit
patterns that 1indicate intelli-
gible speech. distinct from mere
psychotic glossolalia. Once againa-
witnesses do not reproduce speech
sounds consistently-.




4. The PHFN appears to speak an un-
known language. as per case #U4, but
this includes sounds that cannot be
reproduced by the human vocal ap-
paratus.

. BREACH EVENT: The witness describes
partial comprehension of the PHFN's
speech. You must report this event
to at least two managing officers
one echelon above yourselfa. as per
V-0102-PROC ("Exceptional Security
Breach (Cases'"). If the witness 1is
a VALKYRIE agenta. you must execute
Total Handling or Terminate as Hos-
tile (THOTH) protocols. If you are
the agent in question. you must re-
mand yourself to the custody of the

nearest THOTH-capable agents imme-
diately-




VSERE Score
Below &u47%Zx
auz-92%
937%-97%
987%-99.5%
Above 99.57x%x

R-C Scale Perception
Category
Category
Category
Category
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.Dear Victor

Ive been '/'hr'n/f/ng«‘ ‘you're part of some conspiracy, ]guess. Maybe Jou're a rival 55
tanist., Ve can get info mailboxes, and I bet you don't have to jimmya lock to do it.

ouve got connections. Ive fantasized about you showing up with a Sd/ATfeam to kill
the bad guys and save the day. botIm not betting on /‘I',%a/wa‘ys turned my nose up at
thrillers ian‘y Fiction, rea//‘yi]m an accountant at beart), but pretending Ive gotinfluence
and power at my back is a morale booster

s inspired me to be less impulsive, too. Isuppose Im pretending that Im on the
frontline of a secret crusade against Them — that Im not just alone, crazy woman.
So instead of storming in, [ decided to scout out the condo and find an easy way in
For tomorrow night. L walked around the place tuice: once during the day and once
at n/ghf

Te bui/c//ng has two security guards and a concierge, day and night. Ee_y doa regu/ar
Foot pa'/’ro/ of the grounds. he guara’s don't look like lhem. 7/7i_y're not /:ar'ficu/ar/_y
attentive, either 7/7e_y lock ever hing behind big, spiky gates, but one of the Fences
has a p/an'/’er next to it. [ think | can get a boost from that and climb over There's a
camera there, but when I took a closer look, it seems the wiring is all torn up. Tank
God for human laziness. The guards don't seem to care if the loading doors are open
all night, either Iguess its easier than locking and unlocking it For anyone who wants
to move furniture.

As/de from the crazy. superna'fura/ things that are going to be in the penthouse
tomorrow, the thing to be cavtiovs about is sneaking up to the bui/a’ing. s got its
own /anewa‘y, surrounded by bare, grassy terraces. Iis pretty deserted, even during
the day — or it usuallyis. %u see, lwasn't the only one casing the joint. Thats what
you really need to know about.

Thad hopped up on the planter Tuwas talking about to test whether ]rea//y could climb
the gate when I beard Footsteps. ]_jumpea/ down and hid behind a concrete post as I
heard them come closen but L snuck a look when they sounded Fainter Fwasn'ta seco
rity guard, but g woman in an evening gown. Her bair was all done up, but she was wearing
muddy heels. Ohe moved like one of Them.

Did I mention Ive gotten a bit more confident? Eo/hardy. even? I followed her |
kept m yself glued to the wall the whole time, and while Ldontthink anybody saw me,
somebody saw her [t was one of those security guards. Iguess he was suckered by
her Formal style. He asked i she was lost and if she was somebody's guest.

She did this full body undulation, like she was having a seizure. Te guvard went for his
radio but she grabbed both his hands — and this stuff came out of her Fwas a kind
of smoke or mist. It looked black until it hit the lights. Tren it was dark and red: the
color of old blood. There was a bit of a breeze off the riven but the mist just hun

there. ignoring it. Te guard tried to get out of the woman's grip, but it was no uvse. Hi
was a big guy too, so she must have been fremendously strong for her petite frame.
Te mist started to surround him. It made bim look kind of pinkish. Its ovtline writhed.
It was like watching a skinless muscle Flex, or a microbe respond to some stimulus
under a microscope. I‘/’pourea’ info the _qujs mouth and nose, maybe even his e yes.

'/'hough'/']saw its Fading outline take on different shapes: a big, twisted bird, a screant
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ing head and a clawed hand. Te gvard went limp, as if he'd been hit with a knockout
punch, but the litfle woman held on to him still, keeping him suspended in the air For
a second. Ihen they both Fell down and stopped moving.

ldid a crazy thing, Victor [ couldn't help it, Iguess. ]/(ep‘/"fhin/(/ng of those kids and
how I didn't want anybody else getting cavght in the middle of this. Thats why Iran
over to them. Hones‘f/‘y, don't even know what [ was going to do. Was Isupposed
to kill her and call him an ambulance? Were they both corrupted by whatever was in
the mist? ]jus'f wanted to do something good for someone. For a change.

Sfu,oid mistake, | know. When Igof there, it looked like they were asleep together
Fey both had closed e yes. e woman Fell onto bim in this loose embrace. Otil,
neither of them was breathing. [started whispering the rules For CPR +o m yself. as
iF a few pumps on the chest could fix this.

M_y hand brushed against the woman's arm when lwentto roll ber over A /ong strip
of her skin came off. It had the consistency of gelatin. [ looked at her Face and
it was tightening, like Twas watching a spedip Film of decades of aging. More skin
started coming off in wet chunks. | stood there without moving a muscle. don't know
why. More chunks came off. and when 'Hwe‘y hit the ground, the y started drying and
crumb//ng, She was disintegrating. Lcouldntlook away until [Felt the guard s hand.

He'd opened his e yes. Lsaw red smoke come out of bis mouth and Fall back in, but it
wasnt breaﬂw’ng. ﬂ/is chest wasn't moving.

Lran for it. 1 didn't stop un'/’//]gof inmy car and 1 drove...] don't know where. [went
in circles around the city, too fast. Atsome point, lsawld buzzed by a speed frap
in my old neighborhood, realized exactly where lwas, slowed down and went to my
new h/ding spot.

Bis wasn't Them, Victor Maybe ifsthe other people: the Stricts or whatever ‘/’he_y're
called. Fey were scouting the /:/ace, too.ldon't know if the guard, or whatever was in
him, got a good look at me. ]hope not. kart of me wants to say, “Is this whaf_you're
sendinf me into?", but thats wrong. Im sending m_yse/F, %ujus‘/’ inspired me to be
careful.

So here's myplan— one Ihope you can help me with. Tcan getin atthe ground Floor but
if the building's like other upscale condominiums, you need a key fo go all the way to the
penthouse. 1 think Ican climb up From the unit below i+ Pere's all this Fauvx Art Deco stuff
Dluseto getup. lusedto do some rock climbing, so [think [can doit, as long as youignore
the lack of equipment and the factthat ve never been that high before in m y enfire Iie. )
doesn't matter he Fear that | thought would getin mywayis nothing more than a gnafs
whisper Ijus‘f wantto attack em. Lwantto /(/‘//LOgos.

(Strange. In ol my writing and thinking, L don't think Ive ever said it so baldly, but
yeah: Lwant to kill him. Luwant myrevenge and don't Feel gu//‘/’_y about it)

You can he//a me by getting me into whatever unit is at the south side of the bui/a’ing,
on the 20" Floor Please get me a key and a guarantee that the place will be empty.
I not I still find a way, but il be lovd and messy.

Wish me luck,
: Jam‘ce
&>
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Dear Victon

It was better and worse than ]expecfea’, Tknow your peo,o/e are going to
examine that recording to death, so the only things IZan really add are what |
saw and fhoa_gh'/’.

Berore [ start. Lwant to thank you fFor everyfhing. e always looked very
concerned when you sneaked up to my car ([ wasnt as/eep every time, you
know), ]ex,oec‘fed black suvits and guns, but L think a guy in wrinkled khakis with
a worried face is more comforting. It shows me you work hard.

e First problem was the guard from yesterday. He kept lingering at the
spot where the smoke got. him, right near my entrance point. Fle would look
around very, very slowly. Sometimes he'd bend down and put his hand on the
place where the woman had been (ﬁmugh there was no sign of her now, despite
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all the rot she left). He squatted with this odd, robotic maneuven keeping his
back perfectly straight. ]Znew For sure he was possessed then. Twatched bim
do it three times as he made the rounds. lwas running out of time, so Lwentfor

Jan B. That sounds retty sophisticated for "set off some Firecrackers and
run like hell” but it still worked. He took off to investigate the sound.

]hopped the fence, bolted through the loading enfrance, got to the eleva
tor and fook m yself up to the 20" Floor No problem at all. Lwas earlier than |
'Hmughffa’ be, so aF'ferIgO'/"fo 200471managed to sit down For a while. L even
made a sanduwich, if you can believe it. It was the First time Ive been in a normal
kitchen in months.

Tre vtter normalcy of my surroundings threw me For a loop, Victor ]spenf
the last of the cash you gave me on some climbing gloves. Twas putting them
ap when everything that had happened suddenly cycled through my mind.

ohn's depression. e pills. Trem. %e red smoke. lour notes. Ihe Four people
who've died becavse of me. No, becavse of Them. If s always Tem.)And bere [
was, getting read yto climb partof a 205‘/’01‘)/ bu«‘/ding fo f/gh‘/’ monsters nobody

else can see.

At that moment you were the only reason Tknew [ wasn't crazy. Every
thing else could have been a hallucination. Otherwise, I could believe that |
killed John becavse | was crazy, or I'/’hOugh'/’ he was cheating on me., and
fransferred the blame to Lo;os. our notes are real, though. %e money and
the recorder are real.

Trank you, Victor

]sup ose this is why my letters are what they are. L don't even know you,
but I Feel like JOU've validated the reality of it all, so L can entrust my experi~
ences to you. John and L never bad children, and I can't see my Family again.
Someone has to know who lwas and what I did, even i its only to put it af/qin a
file and lock it away afterward.

[ covldn't climb from the balcony and the windows didn't open enough to
let me through, so [ had to break one. That took some work becavse it was
reinforced g/ass, buf]managed to pry its frame open and knock it out at the
edges. Atter that. it wasn't that hard, 1 wasn't scared at all. | almost fell once
becavse | was toa relaxed, MJ grip loosened. L did consider letting go and just
falling. but once I'Hmug/rf beyond the immediate sitvation and remembered
Tem, Iyan/{ed m yself up really quic/f/‘y,

Irekt exposed on the big penthouse balcony, so ]a’ropped to my belly, like

ve seen soldiers do on TV [ was a good thing, tooi the curtains were open

and I could see right inside — and i 7/7e‘y’d seen my silhouvette, 7/.7'e‘y would have

seen me, 100, lhere was a screen door ajar and the smell of cigarettes. | guess

0g0s didn't want people smoking in his Former slave's home. Tere were Four
of lhem inside, and the y were arguing pretty loudly.

(e
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LOgOs spoke in that voice Fey use to do things. Tre argument stopped. Ore of
Them started sha/ﬂ'ng, like he was having a seizure. He apo/o;izea’ when it stopped. I
guess thats how witches keep each other in line.

I your /:eo,n/e owe me for anything, Victor it's For warting. [ buddled behind a
bench, got really close and took my gun (Mike's gun) out. [ could bave shot LOgOS
— justrun in and pulled the trigger over and over again, until he died. He had powers,
bot L think 7/7e_y need fo concentrate to do what he did to his subordinate. érhalos
that guy would even have helped me, since it didn't sound like he wanted Lo;os in
charge. s bigger than my own revenge, though. l’\(a/ﬁng would help you get the
information you needed, so even after I died, you could track down both Factions.

Maybe LOgos would have killed me in a second, with a strange word, and it would
all have been totally useless, Alllknowis that [ had my gun out and the opportunity,
but Lwaited, for your sake. lou owe me.

So the doorbell rang, and the one who'd had the seizure got up to answer it.

hen he opened it up, three peaple came in’ the guard, a sloinoving man in a ski

mask and a short, pale man in a rumpled suit. Tre last guy stayed near the far wal,
but the rest paced around the big lounge area.

Eey exchanged some lon@inded introductions. LOgos and company vsed big
titles — Blood of the Dragon,ypreserver of the lron Throne of the Most /gh' —all
kinds of pretentious bullshit. The Stricts Just called themselves “the Stricts.” The y
didn't even give their names, which seemed to put Ogos' group off.

Af'fer that, everyone shifted back and forth between Eng//sh and something
the Stricts seemed fo be more comfortable speaking. It sounded kind of Ftalian.’]
recognized a COup/e of Eenche?ound/ng words, but that was it. Thats why l can't tell
you why o_qos' /aeo,o/e started getting more and more agitated (the é‘fricfs were
cool through the whole 'Hw‘ngi until the little Strict man finally wandered near the
window. Thats when it all went down.

Twant to say "Ive never seen so much blood in my entire life, but thats not
troe. [l always remember those two kids, especially the boy and what 1 did to him.
» that moment, | remembered them like they were in front of me. Tats why Lran
in, you see. Tose last vestiges of fear went away when I'Hvoug/rf of what 1d done,
becavse L knew that as /ong as ]gO'/’LOgos, nothing else that happened to me would
be undeserved.
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I that time it took me to stand, the little man in the crumpled suit reached the
other side of the room. I didn't even see him run the distance. //z/e took the one who
had yelled about the reflection b‘y the throat. The Strict made a little wringing mo™~
tion with both hands and the gquys whole body jerked. His neck broke and his head
whipped back and down.

Te gvard pulled his gun and started shooting. So did I my bullets busted right
through the g/ass, Lwasn *really aiming, but I bit one of Logos people in the /eg. Igof
the guard in the face, too, but at first, it didnt do anything. It put a hole rt‘gh'/’be/ow his
nose. A bunch of things broke in him. Teeth tumbled out, but he didn't even twitch. He
carefully wiped blood out of ane eye, aimed and shot the man Lhad hitin the chest.
7/7e‘y Fell at the same time. Ihe guard hit the floor Tre other one smashed into this
delicate, expensivélooking end table and busted it up.

[threw open what was leFt of the doon took a step in —then Ilewto the ground.
omebody had hit me so hard [ saw double. [ turned and saw himi he was the last
of the Py/on's people except For LOgos. He had a marble rolling pin in his hand, but
it almost s/fp,ced out when he raised it overhead. He was going to cave my head in,
punched him in the thigh with my gun and pulled the trigger | did twice more while I
pulled my way vp, hitting and shooting. Lwould have done it one more time, too, but
the gun just clicked. Itwas empty. [ dropped it on him and picked up that goddamned
ro///ng /:/n.

[sta gered over to LOgos, bot lwas having trouble with my balance. Is/ippea’ on
the guarjs blood. for a second, [ looked right into the wreckage of his Face. [saw be
had some kind of makeup on. Underneath it he was very pale. L think [ saw a little
white grub slide out from the wound, AFter that, there was a Ittle wisp of the red
smoke. That scared me more than anything else. ]90* back vp.

Lo;os and the little man stood across from each othen staring. LOgos was sing
ing in that terrible language. Tre little man was so pale up close. He was screaming, 0
could see a bunch of twisted, sharp teeth in his mouth,

I,o/c/(ed the ro//in_g in up again, but I realized that was dumb, becavse I bad m
knife in m y waistband. While [ made that mistake, the little guy stopped ye///ng, /'rey
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walked over to the busted end table, picked up a leg as casvally as you might grab
the newspaper from your doorstep and started stabbing himself in the chest with
it over and over again. Logos stopped singing and started /augh/ng. is nose was
bleeding, though, and there was sweat all over him. Whatever he had done took
something out of him..

He even closed his eyes. He only opened them when [ started stabbing him.
Tat wasn't hard at all, [t wasn't like John, or like the possessed kids.

Victor [ve rewritten this next part over and over again becavse Lwant to be
honest with you. [ have to be honest with someone. In the First draft. [ wrote that
1 didn't Feel anything. A part of me that urged me to say that and make this a
morality tale where there's no satisfaction in revenge. Iﬁwoa;hf]cou/d get away
with dignified numbness, but that wasnt truthful. Then ]s,oen'f a coap/e of drafts
pretending that /(i//ing him Felt good, but bad, like a hot, dis us‘h‘pg pleasure [ could
beg forf/veness For having. Tat way, [ could confess that [ didn'f Feel so righteous
affera /andpre'/’ena’]was scramb//ng For some shred of compassion after the Fact.
Tats alie, too.

L think this is the truth: it was the greatest experience of my lfe. It wasn't like
love or sex. or even the kind of pride you Feel once or twice in a lfetime. It was a
crystalline sensation: pure, precise, laid out in straight edges and briliant Facets. |
think it s what New Age types describe when they talk aboaf'en//gh'fenmenf' lwas
in a place without doubts and Fears, bu‘f]wasn'frea//_y happy in any way you could
fixate on and mess vp with words. His blood even goton myfFace on mytongue, but
it was all right.

Victor you should know that witches, or whatever they are, can make their
injuries go away. The First couple of times [ stabbed hiﬁ, the wounds sort of
wr/gg/e back together That was okay — ]/(e,m" oing. But he was still strong
enough to look at me, just like he had stared at fze monstrous little man.

MJ head started to burt — actually, hurt is an understatement. | Felt like
there was sqmething slithering and bucdng in my skull, frying to disconnect all
the bones. It was enough to ma/(pme drop the knife. Lo;os reached vp and
grabbed both sides of my face. e pulled me close and spat. e pain kept
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getting worse and worse, until the man in the ski mask grabbed him by the hair
and pulled him awayy.

He threw LOgos down and stgmped on his face with a big boot. Tatknocked
him out. [ finished stabbing him. The man in the ski mask just stood there.

Red smoke started f////ng the room. Im 'fa/k/ng about the smoke [ saw be
Fore, that moves like it's alive, [t came out of th guard. Te little man was laid
out on the Floor with the table leg in his chest. | fried to get up, but | covldn't:
mylegs Felt so weak. | guess floassea’ out,

[don't know what happened to man in the ski mask. Twas out cold until you
gof me.
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Dear Jacoba

I tried emailing you back at the address yo
pinged me froma. but got a bounce-. so I was
really happy to hear from you. Truth is. I've
kind of been living on Ramen and taf wate
for about the last six weeksa and 'm go

ing a little wall-eyed out here in Left-of
Asshole. PA. Maybe we can meet up for a cha

online someplace? I know some pretty secure
sites.

Anyway. I wanted to thank you for your re
sponse-. and for helping us patch the holes
in our security. That help came too late fo
my people- of course- but that's not the
point. We were stupid- and you really stuck
your neck out to point that out to us. I'l
tell youa it really underlines the differ
ence between "geek" and "scientist" that we
were all more concerned with which filters
to try in what order than with just getting
some info. and that. I think. is what fuckec
us more than the security breach.

I'm going to stop before I ramble. I've onl
got so much paper herea and no Internet con
nection-. damn it all. I needed a break. any
way- but given enough time away. I'll get
the shakes. Guess I could always drive up tc
the highway to the sandwich shop- They've got
Wi-Fi-.
ight. Rambling. Sorry.
Sincerely. Emma




Dear Jacob-
0o problem. Thanks again for all you've done-
ou asked once before about giving you a 1i




0 the stuff %ou don't already know~ but I
bored. so if ramble..you know the drill.

Originally-. we got sent to Philly at the
request of someone on the "Revolution”" ra
dio station (noF naming !

broadcast1 and it's talklng about ho
there's this bar in South Philly that's got &
door that leads "somewhere else." So we finc
the place — mostly a local sports bara. lots
of Eagles fans — and we set up a little wa
away with enough equipment to see the doo
in question. And we're thereas manning it (re
motely. of course) 24 hours a day for some
thing like three weeks- Nothing happens-.

But then this guy walks up to the door.

was on shift that night. and I immediatel
called in the others. because it's obvious
this guy isn't normal. For one thing. we've
never seen anyone use the door from the out
side. It's always from the inside. always em
ployees leaving or going out for a smoke. be
cause the door comes from the kitchen. We kno
all the employees by sighta we've done basic
background checks. nobody's very interesting
there. But this guy isn't an employee. He's
big. stocky. face like a bulldog and wearing
an Eagles jacket. He knocks on the doora. anc
we're thinking he's delivering some hoagies
or something. but then the door disappears-

Damn- but I wish you could see the footage' We got
this on film. you know. The door didn't open. If
you zoom ina you can still see the hinges in the
same position. But the door itself disappeared
and you don't see the restaurant kitchen on the
other side. You see plants. Bushes. I guess. le
don't have a lot of focus on that. because we were
all staring at this guy-

Okay. this is great. He steps through the door
way- and suddenly he changes:. Like. physicall
changes. He's still stockya and his face 1is
still smushed in. but now it's really smushed
is skin is gray- I don't mean pale. I mea
like stone gray- His arms get longer. my hang
0 God. and his knuckles drag down almost &t
he ground.- And then he walks away- lWe trie




alked out of our viewa and suddenly the doo
eappears and the plant-place is gone-.

know you said keep this to text. but I have
3 couple of screencaps we printed off. This
one's not a bad picture of him.

And then we did some really stupid things. lWe
ushed right in and started taking readings
dirt samples. recordings of all kinds. banged
on the doora. went into the bar and bought
drink..Jesus. what were we thinking?

ore later.
Nincerely. Emma

Dear BEmma,

Some of what you're describing is consistent with some
of the other data I’'ve collected. Thanks for the picture,
by the way. I'll break my own protocol for a second here
and give you some solid information.




The guy in the picture is Robert "Bob" Niko-
laidis. Greek ancestry, but thoroughly American
and lifelong South Philly resident. He's got an
interesting history, though.

Four years ago, he vanished without a trace and
stayed gone for nearly a month. And then he re-
appeared, having lost 60 pounds and (get this)
his ability to speak English. Remember, lifelong
Philly resident, and he spoke a little Greek be-
cause his family was from Athens, but never more
than conversational. And then he disappears for a
few weeks, and suddenly all he speaks 1is Greek. I
got this information, by the way, from speaking to
folks on the corners, and to his old Greek school
teacher, and enough of the details matched up to
make me think we weren't dealing with a hoax.

Immediately we start thinking abduction, but
Bob is actually better off than he's ever been.
Before this, he's never held down a job for more
than a few months, and he was always drunk. Now
he's immersed himself in Greek culture, he's

working for his uncle and making good money..so
what gives?

Your information actually makes things even
weirder, because in the photo, he's clearly
bulked up again. And he's a real twist: three
years ago, about a year after the initial disap-
pearance, Bob disappears again. Only this time,
he's last seen in the vicinity of the bar you
mentioned, he's obviously upset, and he made a
reference to someone being after him. I recorded
the conversation, but I don't want to send you a
tape right now (no offense, it's just not safe,
not to mention that I don't have any reason to
think you speak Greek), but I'll quote the rel-
evant bit:

Interviewer: Who's after you, Bob? What did you
do?
Bob: I didn't do anything! It's not fair. This

isn't fair. A11 I d4id was what I was supposed to
do. And now I have to go, and what's he going to




do, anyway? He couldn'’'t do my job. He couldn't
make this work like I have.

Interviewar: Bob, slow down. We can help you.

Bob: Like hell you can. Get the fuck away from
me. You'll just lead him to me!

At that point, Bob pulled a shard of glass
out of his sleeve (though one witness insists
he pulled it "out of nowhere," his sleeves were
quite long enough to hide the weapon, so I pre-
fer to go with the more likely hypothesis) and
slashed at us. He didn’'t manage to wound anyone,
but he did get away from us. And then he disap-
peared again - only to reappear, outside your
bar, six months later, by my calculations.

Please tell me more when you can.
Sincerely, Jacob

Dear Jacob-

e was herea then gone. then skinny and Greek
heg gonea. then back but strong and Ameri
an?

ou figure maybe the gray-skinned thing stole
is form? Tried toa I don't knowa squeeze
into it? Like maybe it's a doppelganger o
something?

Emma

Dear BEmma,

It's important that you not make up facts
o it theories. As to the "doppelganger"
question, I don't mean to sound pompous,




but we kind of have a policy against us-
ing folklore terms to describe supernatural
creatures. A couple of reasons for that:
some of it's about not empowering them any
more than we have to, but mostly it's about
preconceived notions. Call a creature a
"vampire," and suddenly everyone thinks all
we have to do is shove it out a window into
the sun and we're done. And maybe that's
true, but maybe it’'s not, and if it's not,
well, we're screwed.

Sorry, I don't mean to preach. I just want
to win this fight, you know what I mean?

Anyway, as to your general theory: yes, it
is possible that something altered him, but
it looks to me like the alteration was to
the original person. Let's assume Bob al-
ways was a monster (the gray-skinned be-
ing you saw), but something changed him into
the slight, Greek-speaking man I met. Then,
whatever effect made that change wore off,
and he changed back. That would explain his
hysteria the night I made that recording,
and it would certainly explain the changes
in personality, but it does leave several
questions unanswered. Notably: what 1s Bob
Nikolaidis, and is it possible (and wise) to
change him back?

I'1l refrain from further speculation. I
would, however, like you to elaborate on the
night that your companions died.

Sincerely,
Jacob

acob: friends. They were my friends- No
ompanions."




Dear BEmma,

I'm sorry. I understand what it’'s like to
lose someone, I really do.

Let's maybe take a break from this for a
while.

Sincerely,
Jacob

Dear Jacob-

know it's only been a few days. but I want-
ed to answer your question. I know I kind o
reaked out with that last one. I guess 1
just all came crashing down-.

Okay- no sob stories- You wanted to know
about the night my friends died. For this

0 make any sensea. we have to back up to the
second time we filmed the gray-skinned guy-
Bob Nikolaidisa I mean.- We didn't know his

ame then. We just called him Bulldog-

e'd set up outside the bar againa this time
ith more expensive and elaborate equipment-.
e'd already put out the video. but blurred
out the guy's jacket and avoided making an
ention of what city this took place in. UWe
igured we were being smart therea since we
ere still investigating. But then we put the
damn video online — how smart was that?

It was a week or so after the first sighting
hat Bulldog came back. This time. thougha
e didn't approach from outside. He came ou

of the door to the bar. and it was in the wee
ours of the morning. just after dawn.

bar was closed and empty. The door "opened
he same ways the physical door didn't movea

as before. Bulldog came through with a smal
sack. It looked like it contained oranges
)r something like that. As he stepped fro

e doorway. it faded almost immediately. a




see the brambles for a good minute or so
And- as beforea he changed from that gray
skinned thing back to a (relatively) normal
looking man as soon as he stepped away fro
he door.

e had a lively debate over whether to follo
im. We were set up for stationary surveillance
pbut we're pretty good at improvising that kind o
hing. so one of us tailed him just so we didn'
lose him and I threw together a field kit — basit
digital camcorder. shotgun mica 35 mm for stills
hat kind of thing. No special filtersa but sinc
all the weird stuff we'd seen so far had been vis
ible with the naked eye. we figured we'd trust ou
luck on that.

ran on ahead-. trying to catch up to ou
racker and get some footage. The other
stayed behind to get some data on the door
his time a little more unobtrusively. Tha
as the last time I saw them alive-. When
ent down to the morgue later to identif
heir bodies. the cops were sure we were in




ing — because they'd found all this wvid
20 equipment. completely destroyeda and m
riends each shot in the back of the head.

But whoever shot them didn't know that all

he video was being recorded directly to
our servers. Actually. the video itself was
bretty useless. because the cameras were all
pointed at the door. But the audio on tha
ecording gave me some clues-.

I'm getting ahead of myself. I didn't kno
hey were dead until later. I followed ou
racker-. and caught up with her a few blocks

away- Bulldog was sitting at on a park bencha
homping on a gyro he'd bought from a nearb

shop. Another guy came up and sat down. and

e turned on the mic to hear their conver-=
sation- Problem was-. they were across the
street. next to this electronics store. and
e were getting feedback from somewhere-

he other guy who sat down was skinny and
about the whitest guy I've ever seen in m
life. Not that milky-white that albinos geta
put just so pale you could almost see throug
im- No hair. dark glassesa. and he carries
leather satchel with him. He sat down next ta
Bulldog and they talked. Transcript's belowa
put like I said. we didn't get it all:

ale Guy (PG): So?

Bulldog (BD): Yeah. there's something watch-

i bar. (At this pointa our tracke

phoned the othersa but got no answer.)

alked to (inaudibles sounded like "a dog")
it said there were (inaudible).

Do I need to go find them?
(inaudibles shaking his head)

You say that now. Suppose they're look-
for you?

: They're just watching the bar. They're
probably just Feds-. I always told Steve the
DEA was going to bust down his door. If the

fuck him.

Which door are they watching?
Huh?

ére they watching the front doora. or ou
ofelak




(standing) I'm (inaudible). Stay (ina
dible) and don't go back there (inaudible) -

e were all panicked because we thought th

pale guy was going to go to the bar. but the
e just walked into the same sandwich shop
e came back maybe 20 minutes later with
bottle of soda in his hands. They exchangect
some wordsa but we couldn't get the mic ujg
ast enough to record them. And then the
parted ways. The pale guy walked into the
parking lot- got into a car and drove off
hile Bulldog just sat there a couple of min
tes.

e didn't follow the pale guy or try to ge
is informationa. because honestly. we were




ack to the rest of my frlend51
ew minutes he was out of sight. but we alsag
ouldn't reach them. We were on our way back
hen we heard the reports on the police band:
ultiple homicide near the bar. And my
just sanka. because I knew it. We'd finally
got sloppy- We turned around and went to the
ospital. and the tracker waited in the car
hile I went in. She was pretty hysterical
at that point.

And there they werea shot in the back of
he head once each. Not quite point blanka
put pretty close. Their backs had been to a
all-. though. There was a window. but it was
bricked up. There was no way someone came
hrough that.

The police grilled me for a
while- but I stuck to our "docu-
mentary" story. We even had the
permits to prove it. You knowa
we thought we were so smart for
doing that- until you

out that they can use permits
like that to track us down-.

Jesusa Jacob. are we totally
fucked. or what? It seems like
they get us coming or

no matter what we doa

ways have a way to find us-
it's not like it takes a wood-

a magic spell to kill us-
in the brainstem seems to work
just fine-.

Or excessive pressure to the
neck. I got back to the car and
found our tracker dead- Some-
thing had snapped her neck like
a twig. apparently from behind-.
The car was locked from the in-
sidea her gun was in the hol-
ster. she'd never touched the
panic button on her phone. She
was just..gone-

I got your _email two days lat-
er- while I was going over the
data from our servers. And the
I think I spent another ,




diot reading what you wrote about securit
lhy didn't we think of this stuff? Stay to
gether. keep movinga. have a clear goal. It'
ot like we're not smart.

Sorry. I'm kind of burnt out. I may add tc
his later. or I might just send it-

Sincerely. Emma

Dear Emma,
I wish I had words.

You know, I've never lost anyone doing this? I
saw the supernatural for the first time when I was
overseas, and the creature I saw didn't kill any-
one. It wasn't even threatening, per se, though a
the time 1t certainly seemed terrifying. I don't
want to go into the particulars, but it was enoug
to make me question what I'd believed all of my
life. My questions eventually led me to a group
called Null Mysteriis, other people looking for
the same answers I was.

And over my years with the group, I've read
about, and taken testimony about, more horrors
than I care to consider. But it's always been at
arm’'s length. I've always counted myself lucky
that they, as you put it, have never noticed me.
I don't know if that's because I'm careful (and
1ucky) enough to avoid notice, or because I'm sim
ply beneath their notice.

In any event, when I saw what had happened to
your friends, I realized I should have acted soon
er. I had noticed the activity outside the bar,
and of course had been mounting my own investiga=-
tion of Nikolaidis.

I'm sorry. I have no other way to say it.

In answer to your other question, no, I don’'t
think it’s hopeless. If I did, I'd join them.

Sincerely, Jacob




Dear BEmma,

It's been a while since our last correspon-
dence. Please send me some indication that
you're still around.

Sincerely, Jacob

Dear Emma,

This will be my last attempt. If I don't
hear back from you, I'll assume you've elther
gone into deeper hiding, been compromised, or
that this message delivery system has been
discovered. I hope our paths cross again,

Sincerely, Jacob
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SHY'S KILL

Linda,

Don't accept another date, at least not yet. We'd
like to know a little more about Hickman's background and
where his loyalties lie. It might be best to Just avoid
clueing him in too much, especlially to the truth of our
existence. For the moment, make something up and tell him
you'll contact him later. If we do wind up using him as
a contact (and we'd like to; his position in the depart-
ment and his skills as an investigator make him a very
attractive prospect), we don't want him scared off. We
also don’'t want him so infatuated with you he can't think

straight.

- Strader

PHILADEL-
PHIA, PA — Is a pack
of wolves hunting deer
in Philadelphia’s Fair-
mont Park? Late last
night, witnesses from
several points around
the park called police
in response to strange
noises, variously re-
ported as “howls” or
“screams.” The report
‘that drew the quickest
response, however,
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was of gunshots. A
spokesman for the
Philadelphia ~ Police
Department stated that
responding  officers
found no evidence of
gunplay.

“It’s not impos-
sible that someone
discharged a weapon
in Fairmont Park last
night,” said Sergeant
Al Ginn in a prepared
statement, ‘“but [the

No offense, Linda, but it does seem to happen.

1ERD

police] found no evi-
dence of foul play,
no shell casings and
no blood. It’s just as
likely at this point that
the witnesses heard a
car backfiring.”

As to the reports
of wolves, Sgt. Ginn
was amused. “Fair-
mont Park is a big
place, so I guess it
might have wolves,
bears or even tigers,”

-
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DTHATENENT 7O
THE FROLICE

Date: 6/16/1998

Precinct: 21

Oofficer: Lemmon

Badge: 334

Statement: My name is Linda Chatzi. I live at 98 Cot-
ton St., Philadelphia. Is that okay? Okay. I was walking
home tonight — I work at one of the new bars that just
opened on Main Street. I was walking home when this van
pulled up, and the door opened and three guys pulled me
inside. They were all white. One was dressed in a suit,
but the other two were wearing blue jeans and sweat-
shirts. I think one had a Flyers cap. They kept telling
me to be quiet, and they didn’t hit me or threaten me, but
they held me down in the back of the van. I never saw the
driver’s face, but I think it might have been a woman.

They drove me toward the river. I was too afraid to
scream. Finally, the man in the suit said, “Linda, we know
who you are, and we don’t usually do this, but you’re in
great danger. Someone found out who you are and who you’re
descended from, and now she wants to kill you.” And the




one of the other men interrupted and said, “You'’re going
to scare her. She doesn’t even know yet.”

They stopped by the river and told me they were all
descendents of Satan, and I was too, and they had to
train me how to use my powers to fight other demons, and
one of those demons was trying to kill me. They said she
could turn into animals and she was hunting me down to
kill me.

I told them they were crazy and that I wanted out. They
drove me back to Main Street and let me out, but they fol-
lowed me home. I got inside and found that my apartment
had been broken into. The door was smashed in, and I could
see broken glass on the floor. I didn’t go in; I went
across the hall to my neighbor and called the police.

I didn’t get the license number of the wvan, and I
didn’t see it when I went downstairs to wait for the po-
lice.

Signed: Linda Chatzi, 6/16/98

pPDOAJ
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2 @S, ONE BLACK ONE WHTE, BFESSER FOF CLUBANG BT
CLUTH=S LODK WOR Y, BLACK Gty HAS B=EN HT O A LOT SWEE He
CAME 1Y, WOMEN AYORING WHITE @ltY. Wh¥? BOTH LOOK HAMBSOME/
STRONG/ BUFF,

WHITE QY HAS TATT00S DN ARM, NECK, WHITE I? BLACK &Y
HAS Wik O CHEST, BT MOSTLY COVERE®R BY SHFT.

WHITE: RVER'S PESTLESS,

BLACK: YEAH, WE SHOULD B0 SOMETHWE ABOUT THAT,

WHTE: HOW MANMY TTMES B0 WE BD THIS?

BLACK: AS MAMY AS T TAKES, (SAR SOMETTHWE ELSE, T MED
AWAY | COLLBN T HEAR)




WHITE: SOMEONME'S G0Wea 70 NUTICE,
BLACK: THE FUCK CAKES?

WHITE: SHELL NOTCE,

BILACK: ‘»AHO"J ROS\ )

% HTTC

BLA@} & W H,,Y ? BL_CAM.W SHE'S OLB? FUCK HER, SHE LO 57 HER PACK,
SHE LOST HER EYE.

WHITE: SHE'S TAUGHT 145,

BLACK: LOOK, MAN, THAT "HONOR THE H@GH SHIT IS THE SAME SHIT
IVE BEEN HEARIVG ALL MY LIFE, SHE TAUGHT S SOME SHIT, FWvE,
THAT MEANS SHE CAN KEEP HER LITTLE TURF P W NOFTH -

WHITE: (MOFE WEIFD LANGUASE, LODKNG AT ME, THEN BOTH
LLA\/L

NOFTH PHILLY? RUMDES FAOM BILL BECK WOLF-CREATURE
THAT WONT CHASE YOl F YOl BFOP WEAPDNS AMD ﬁ‘w M/MO/PS
COM= FAON NOETH PHLLY, GFAY WOLF? WERE THESE QUYS WekKE-
WOL‘V’“j MOON HALF FULL, CHECK WEATHER PAT TERNS RE "REST-

LESS” RIVER, CHECR MSSWE PERSONS FOR THS TIME OF YEAR,
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OVTSIDE  PIZESSIE

To: Det. Steven Lemmon, PPD Gang Task Force

From: Quentin Sonders, ADA, City of Philadelphia

RE: Arson

Dear Steve,

Last night should have been the wake-up call we need.
he fire was contained, yes, but the press and the citizens
ave already figured out it was yet another case of arson.
here's either a firebug in town or this is gang related,
nd judging from the spots that are getting torched, I'd
ay it's more likely the latter. I know you're devoting a
ot of time and energy to the gang activity down by the
iver, the drug trade on Main Street, and so on, but we
eed you to find us some answers about this arsonist (or
rsonists) as well. This is, after all, the fourth fire in
s many weeks. By grace of God, no one's been killed, but

heard that last night's fire left four people hospital-
zed, so that might change soon.

The press is talking about how people reported hearing
howls" right before the building went up. Weird battle
ry, maybe? Recorded sound effects played on a loud car
tereo? I don't know. I seriously doubt we've got wolves
n the city, but we've heard those reports before.

I don’'t like weirdness in my city, Steve. I like nice,
ormal criminals who just deal drugs and shoot each oth-
r. Let's try and wrap this up.

Thanks,

Quentin







SecolD DRTE

Hickman seemed reluctont to- go- out again, but my ex-
cuses for dodging him for o while held up. Need to- be very
caveful about lying to- him; he’s not stupid, and he spooks
easily. Got him av little tipsy and he spoke more freely about
the “gray wolf of NovtihvPhilly.” Story passed avound
copsy v PPD: gravy wolflives neaw/in Fairmont Pauwk, but never
attacks copy and sometimes knocks down or evew killy flee-
ing criminaly. Joke aumong local recruity is that she (Hick-
mowv says that all call it “she’”) watches out for rookies ands
undercovers. Need to- hawve owr ow the inside of the PD
find out if there awe anvy oﬁcia’xx%uryeporty, but Hickmow savys
it’s bosically o luck chowm or av spook story.

Gray wolf — demow rebelling against Lucifer?

Mentioned “Shy’s Kill” bow to- Hickman, too: He said he
could look into-the covutruction/financing if he has time:.




CFFER OF
Re DemPHon)

We have work for you to do, if you're up to it. lind
you, although you've been absolved of your sins, the fact
remains that we re all a bit leery of trusting you. Prove
us wrong, please.

We received word from our contact in the police de-=
partment that, yes, criminals are occasionally disabused
from reporting incidents with the Gray Wolif of Philadel-
phia. The District Attorney’s oifice looks at these sto-
ries as attempts to cop insanity pleas, and the public
defenders make it a point to talk accused criminals out
of making any formal report on the creature. The crimi-
nals are quite willing to tell the stories to each other
and to their acquaintances on the streets, however, and
the stories grow ever more fanciful.

I took the liberty of sending Skye on a fact-finding
expedition on this subject, and what he reports is typi-
cal (and frustrating). The tales of the Gray Wolf are in=-
consistent. In some stories, she talks like a person. In
others, she is a literal wolf. Some witnesses attribute
supernatural powers (ofiten causing cars or guns to mal=-
function with a glance), others do not. No living witness
reports harming or attempting to harm her, though some do
state that people they were with tried to shoot or strike
her, whereupon she attacked, killing the offender or drag-
ging him off into the shadows. No one reports seeing her
in human form (which isn’t so surprising; Skye reports
that the word “werewolf” was never used in his discus-
sions). The general stories do synch up between cops and
criminals, though: the Wolf apparently has a vested in-
terest in keeping the streets clear of crime (though her
success rate is hardly impressive — most of those she ap-
prehends are free within a day, and she apparently makes
no attempt find them again), does not harm policemen, and
will not harm those who do not attempt to harm her.

All of this indicates that the Gray Wolf may not be a
threat, but your initial report of the two “men” in the
bar seems to show some connection between those creatures
and this one. We should note, though, that the werewolves
that you and the Union members tried to kill were not the
aggressors, and the evidence you had that they killed
Bill Beck was hardly conclusive. I tell you all this not
to shame you further, but just to remind you not to jump
to any false hypotheses this tinme.

The next order of business: Shy’s Kill. The name of the
bar and the general atmosphere indicates something sinis-—
ter, and Strader’s dreams suggest the place is a haven for




demons of some kind. Since the werewolves you discovered
in the bar spoke of the river in terms of offering it sac-
rifice, this bar might be a potential link.

What I would like for you to do is this: see if you and
Skye can establish between the werewolves that you saw
the bar and/or the Gray Wolf. Looking over your notes,
the name “Ross” appears. I’ve asked Linda to push Hick=-
man into researching the finances of the bar and its own-
ers, so we 1l see if anyone named Ross pops up. I 11 pass
along any information I find. In the meantime, you know
what you need to do.

— Darren
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I used to write books. Articles. Fringe press stuff. You
can find them if you look hard enough. But I don't write
for the masses anymore. What I do now is more special-
ized. I put information directly into the hands of who-
ever needs it most. Even if, while I'm writing it, I don't
yet know who that is.

I no longer consider myself a journalist. I'm a connector
of dots. An excavator of facts. I don’t document. I put
pieces together. What it means and why, I leave that for
you to figure out.

I don't accept payment for this. I don't ask anything in
return. I'm convinced that you need this information, so
here it is. The transcripts are from that psychologist's
files. They seem like they were written by Ernie Fish, the
guy who made the recordings. The other documents, their
sources are self evident or unimportant.

Do the right thing with what you learn.
Bleak
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TRANSCRIPT: WHHY F
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SNAKE VS. BIRD

The following document is a retyped version of
a2 manuscript sent to me by a woman I know only
as "Helena." It's a piece of automatic wpritin
she produced in her sleep on the night of 09-20.
She frequentl% sends me her writings; as per m
agreement with ner, I've destroyed tne original,
handwritten document. JB

I'm in a tunnel. Under a bridge. Wish Theresa would
come with me. She says this gate 1is too unpredict-
able. Her presence might screw it up. That thing at
the last one..don’t think about it. It’s dark — light
from my flashlight is just getting swallowed up. Keep
walking, Rob. It will be all right. Halfway through
now. No. Can’t do it. Turn and run away..

Don’t run, coward. The Man in the Coat. Stayed behind
then. Coward. Shouldn’t even be alive.

The tunnel stinks. Garbage. Water is dripping. Piles
of trash backs. Engine parts. Wires. What’s that?
Just junk. Made me jump. Weird shapes. Keep the light
on the ground in front of me.



Exit ahead. Far ahead. Barely there. Feet getting wet.
Keep walking. Get through this thing.

THAT'’S REAL PRETTY, MISTER.

My legs won’t move.

THAT’S REALLY PRETTY. The voice..soft. A girl’s voice.
A young girl. THAT THING IN YOUR HAND..SO NICE. CAN I
HAVE IT?

Oh God. Behind me. Run. Run now.
I take one step.
MISTER. Closer now. MISTER, DO YOU KNOW MY NAME?

Oh God. Oh God. My feet glued to the ground. Please.
Don’t come closer.

WHY WON’'T YOU TALK TO ME, MISTER?

I raise the flashlight. The light across the side of
the tunnel. I see mold spots. Graffiti. Two words
visible: “Dead girl.”

“P-p-please,” I stammer. “Please, I just want to walk
through. Please.”

YOU CAN’'T WALK THROUGH, MISTER. THERE IS NO WAY OUT.
The air to my back, ice cold. Like an open meat lock-
er.

I take another step. A half step. “N-no,” I stutter.
“There’s the way out. Right ahead.” Another step.

WAIT, WAIT. DON'T GO YET. STAY AND TALK TO ME. And
every muscle in my body locks up like rigor mortis.
IT'S LONELY HERE. Pain in that voice. Anger.

“I.please. Don’t come any closer.”

STAY HERE, MISTER. STAY WITH ME. Something brushes
the back of my neck. Cold, wet, smooth, like a knife
left out in the snow. Oh, no. No, please. STAY AND
TELL ME IF THERE ARE STILL STARS IN THE SKY. IS THERE
STILL A MOON?

“Wait,” I say. “Wait. Let’s go look at them. Let’s
go look at the stars. Right now. Together.” I'm able
to lift my right leg about an inch off the ground.
“I’1l show you.”

OH NO, NO, NO. THERE’S NO WAY OUT. I CAN'T FIND THE
WAY OUT.

“I can see the way out!” It’s getting harder to talk.
Like I’'m forgetting how. “I — the — just follow me.
Follow me and we’ll.we’ll go.”

A rustling sound. Something scraping on the ground,
the dirt and gravel. TAKE MY HAND, MISTER.

Cold air to my right. I turn my head away. Fix my eyes
38
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on the pale tunnel exit. “All..all right. I —” But the
flashlight is in my hand. I drop it.

It’s like holding sticks — no, bones — bones made of
ice. We walk. Cold travels up my right arm. “What’s
your name?” I ask her, shivering. Can’t feel my right
hand anymore.

I DON'T KNOW.

The end of the tunnel seems a mile away. Goddamnit.
Why should anybody have to spend eternity under some

bridge wondering if the stars are out? “Come on,” I
say. “We’re almost out. Hold on.”

I'M SCARED. Her grip loosens. I could let go and run,
just run. “Keep going,” I tell her. “Close your eyes
if you have to. Let me lead you.” So cold. “I'm go-
ing to call you Alice,” I said to her. “Like Alice in

Wonderland, okay? Do you know that story? Alice found
herself in a strange place, just like you. A place
where nothing made sense.”

WAS IT COLD THERE?

“I — don’'t know. Probably some parts of it were. And..
I remember she’d run and run and not get anywhere.”
My lips are numb. Keep talking. “And there was a cat.
Do you like cats, Alice?”

I HAD A CAT ONCE.

“That’s good.” We’ve been walking for..hours? The tun-
nel mouth isn’t any closer. “Alice,” I said to her.
“Hold on. We’re almost there.”

MISTER..WHERE ARE WE?

“I don’t..” Her hand lets go of mine. And like that,
in an instant, the cold is gone. Like it never hap-
pened. I'm on a road, under a night sky. We’re out.

I spin around. “Alice?” For a second I see — some-
thing. A shape running off to the side of the road
and away. The weeds and tall grass close around it.
Then nothing.

A woman is running toward me. Theresa. Her car is
parked farther down the road.

“Rob!” she calls out. “You’re there!” She come up to
me, grabs my shoulders. “Oh, thank God. You disap-
peared. I drove through the tunnel and back and through
again. And here you are.” She puts her hands to my
face, my head. “I'm so glad. How do you feel?”

I look out past the road. Is someone standing there,
looking at me? Trick of the light. “It’s hard to
say,” I tell her. “Hard to say.”
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ADDENDUM 11-1

Okay, I Jjust read this over for the first time
since writing it. And I can't for the life of me
figure out: who the hell is Robin Garter? I've
never heard of him. Theresa Cotton is the piano
player I know, always knew, who was in the west-
side cell and all that. She's the one I inter-
viewed. So why does the transcript start with
this Garter talking to me? Why didn’t I notice
it when I was typing 1t? I wish I could go back
and listen to the recording, see whose voices
are on it. But the recorder was smashed and I
never made a backup of the sound file.

Maybe I really am losing my grip on reality.
I should talk to the doctor about it.
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THE THING FROM THE DEEP







HORR O IRECCEITTONEGDEBE

And, like that,
she’s gone.

It’11 be all right.
What a fucked-up thing to say at a time like this.

The crew’s been apprised of the situation, but everyone
else is on a stakeout that just can’t wait; something to

265
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rat, squeezing into any space that its head (torso, ass;
whatever it is that tentacle-monsters have in the way of
anatomy) can fit through. Fascinating though that theory
might be, it doesn’t get me through the rather solid lock
keeping me on the opposite side of the grate from the
creature I’'m tracking. While I may have come prepared
for a bunch of different possibilities, slicing through a
half-inch-thick padlock wasn’t one of them.

Honestly, thinking about it, I probably should start car-
rying a pair of bolt-cutters or some such. I do enough
breaking and entering to justify it, these days. Of
course, now that I look, it seems like the welts on my
hands are fading, so I guess things aren’t all bad.

Weird.

So, I'm staking out the area where I think the thing has
migrated, and I get waylaid by a couple of folks I've
never seen before. Well, maybe “waylaid” isn’t the best
word, but they do kind of show up from out of left field:
a woman and a man. She’s maybe 30-35, athletic and stern
faced, while he’s younger — probably a few years older
than me, tops — and
a bit..soft. He looks
like he hasn’t been
at the job for very
long; it hasn’t re-
ally started slic-
ing the Dbaby fat
off him quite yet.
She'’s dressed
nicely, but prac-
tically, with cal-
luses on her long-
fingered hands.
Clearly, she’s
the sort of per-
son who knows
the work and has
grown comfortable
with it. He’s
got an expen-
sive jacket on
and doesn’t look










pretty ordinary (if expensive as hell). One thing, though,
stands out. It’s a piece of scrimshaw, roughly spherical,
maybe a little bit bigger around than a ping-pong ball, run
through with several extremely fine cracks, but still in one
piece. It’s a knotted ball of tendrils, the undersides of
which (which are exposed in a few places) are carved with
rough hatch-marks, suggestive of teeth, scales, or some
other irregularity.

The guy who owns the shop mentions that it was made by a
Lenni-Lenape man about 200 years ago. (I'm not sure if
the story is true, mind you; hell, I'm not sure that the
natives around here ever even made scrimshaw, but it’s
an interesting story, anyway.) It was supposed to por-
tray some sort of evil spirit from the river, a monster
that preyed on women who went down by the banks to wash
clothes, draw water; that sort of thing. The owner tells
me his grandfather told him all kinds of stories about
some of the more..interesting artifacts in the shop before

Q72
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SHADOW CAMES










THE LOOKING GLASS




TESTING THE WATER







NOSE TO THE CRINDSTONE







PULLING MY STRINGS







WIERD EVIDENCE







REVELATION
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A CALL TO ARMS










THE LIGHT OF A CANDLE
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THELEME AND MAMMAN

D: No. Should | have?
- Not if they’ve been on form, no.
D: And they are — ?
T: It's the American government. They're listening right now.
D: They're what?
T: They're recording this conversation.

3D: What's that?
>T: |t's a wire. They've been listening to you for some time. Say hello.
3D: They've been listening to me?

T It's why I'm not so bothered about you recording me. Everybody wants tc
ecord me. It’s a fact of life.

SD: But aren’t you worried about them catching us?
5T: Not particularly. You are useful to them.

PT: They are interested in the same things that you are. Have you ever wo
jered why you've been finding it so easy lately to find information about.

hose things in which you are interested?
SD: How do you know that?

T- Because this is how they always do things. And this is why | know fi
he isten to you now. They are an organization controlled b
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THELEME AND MAMMAD

es change — My people, persecuted once mo
The evils of the Inquisition — The fanaticism of Isabella and Ferdinand —
Juemada — Badajoz — How Alphonso Romero was called the Butcher —
captured — Tam tortured — I escape — Justice is served — I remainand
defend my people

e sojourn in Spain — Tim

111

A chance meeting with Rabelais — Gargantua and

ion with Francois — I adopt a new name — “Do
The Massacre on St. Bartholomew’s Day —
n — I quit France once more

My return to France —
tagruel, and I — Conversat
hou wilt” — The Huguenots —

My escape — I encounter Mama

157
The Journey to the East — Cossack Trust — The Hetman'’s friend — Dead
on on the shores of the Dnieper — The Starving God — Khorasan — Battles
h the Uzbek Covey — Pursuit — Iam left for dead — Franz — Reckoning
The crossing to India
189

s of the Mughals — The wedding of Shah Jehan — An assas
ation attempt — Were-monkeys — Death of a Queen — The madness of t

ah — The journey to the Himalayas — Lhasa — the hidden cities — Shamb
halla — Agharti — The Dark Masters — My escape

The wonder

21

The Rulers of the Qing — An audience with Kangxi — The Emperor’s
tch-hunter — The Dutchmen and their vessel — Closed Japan — Trespass ¢
he grounds of the Shogun — The Oni — The mob — The passage across the

Pacific — A visit from Maman

II
The return to France — Society — The Sun-King and his court —

ords and Ladies — Poverty — Ignorance — The Demoiselle DeFay and th
Duc D’ Assame — A betrayal and a duel — The Community of the Dead
Their mores — Their crimes — How I obtain my reputation

A diplomat — London — The guide to whores — The killer on the Isle
Dogs — The Beast of Shoreditch — The Foibles of Royalty — On Andrew tI
anner and Elizabeth Sheridan — An unholy bargain — The Tanner escapes

e return to France — A conversation with Maman — Goodbye to Versailles
ife as a peasant — The stirrings of revolution — The Angel of Hysteria — C
zen Robespierre — Witchcraft over the masses — The Terror — Imprisonme

engineered — The fall of the Angel — The end of the Terror — To Russia

The dead and the dying — Man-eaters and bloc

f poverty — The killer as a prince — T
The Mad

The Ikon of Betrayal —

rinkers — The killer borne out o
ite Heresy — Pursued across the Rhine — Wars and princes —

London once more —

of the Proletariat and his k
Friends of Hell — Realpolitik — A warning from Mama

Marx and Engels — The Coming Race — The Dict
nife — Franco-Prussian Wars — Bismarck and t

n — [ endure



ORCOMN - NoFoRMN - EYESs ankY

Gregory Newman - PSENE, London, 1750.
Elizabeth Talbot - Serial Murderer, London, 1756.
John Graham - Serial Murderer, London 1756.
Huillame Roux - PSENE, Paris 1766.
Georgette Lis - PSENE, Alsace 1777.
Victor Brein - PSENE, Paris 1786.
David Brein - PSENHE, Paris 1789.
Jean Vieille - Revolutionary Committee, 1791.
Louis Cajean-Giraud - N/A
Dominique Belleville - PSENE, Paris, 1794.
Roman Delisle - EDE, Ukraine, 1833
Karl Marx - N/A
Frederic Engels - N/A
Gregor Hecht - Serial Murderer, Paris, 1870.
Hans Niekerk - PSENE, Sumatra, 1909.
Karl van Moerik Broekman - PSENE, Sumatra, 1909.
William Semeijns de Vries van Doesburgh - PSENE, Sumatra, 1909.
Luc Piaget - EDE, Ardennes, 1914.
A\leister Crowley - N/A
eah Hirsig - N/A
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DWR—-02/0670 01.26.13: Sir? She bit. She's checking
ut the place now.

HDI 02/06/07 01.256.14; Well. Okay, then. You have tha
quipment set, up?

CDW 02/06/07 01.26.17: Got 1t in yesterday.

HDI 02/06/07 01.265.20: Keep the op running to plan.
on't waste too much time before you move, though.

CDW 02/06/07 01.26.25: Yes, sir, I'm confident we're
nally going to nail the bastard this time.

HDI 02/06/07 01.26.33;: Don't pre-empt yourself. He'sg
ore dangerous than you think,

CDW 02/056/07 01.25.42: I've read the file, sir.

HDI 02/06/07 01.26.55; Then you know getting him ign't
@ problem. Don't make the mistake Hemingway made.

CDW 02/06/07 01.27.02; I understand, sir.

HDI 02/06/07 01.27.04; If you want to get to the eng

this, you should.
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You keep talking about her in the book.
It is true. | have met her perhaps half a dozen times, and each time has be
ificant. She has been with me for my entire life.
How did you find out?
Pardon?
You never say how you knew who she was. In the book. You just say she
e, and she met you, and she tried to kill you.
Yes. | remember. Sometimes | wish it had never been written. And yet. Do
Ow, no one has ever asked me about her before.
: So?
- |t was my father.
): He told you?
. No. Not at all. | was about to reach my 23 birthday,
eethearts in the village, | was unmarried. My father, h
out this, but not overly so, for | was not past my prime. My father must
an about 40 then, and had not remarried since my mother had died.
ait. Your mother was dead?

——
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emembered how | exulted in it. Because | was like her. And whe
e all those things, she touched my face and we embraced —

D: You did it.

- A question for you: if all this happened long before Freud was even concei
ould one call it Freudian? The name presupposes a following, does it not?
ause]

D: Well, whatever you call it, it's messed up.

: Yes. | think that is true.
ause]

: So | awoke, and | shook. | felt like | had really done those things. And
2dsheets were soiled. But | looked around my little house, and my father
ot returned. So | fed and milked the goat and put the sheep out to pasture a
ad my breakfast, such as it was. All the time, | had a cold, heavy sensation in
omach, and | loathed myself. | had scrubbed my body hard, and | felt filthy.
J: It's pretty normal to feel that way after dreaming of things like that.

: Perhaps. But the feeling did not, would not go away.
ause]

. | remember that it was getting toward sunset and my father came to find
| was bringing the sheep back in. He was agitated. He practically ran to me
): Had something happened?

- In @ manner of speaking. He told me that he had fallen in love, and was to
arried again.

): And this was news to you?

mother had died. There was me, and there was our little farm. He had neit
> time nor the inclination.

: Don't you think that’s a somewnhat shallow understanding?
Yes, but my father was not a man of any great depth.

: And yet he clearly grieved deeply for your mother.

Yes. Yes, he did. But it was the only depth he allowed himself.

: But now he was going to be married to someone you had presumably nev:
t

Indeed. | asked him to whom he was betrothed, and he told me her name wz
rie, and she was the young widow of a farmer from the next village.
use]

Of course, | asked him how he had met her, and what had led to him making
posal of marriage so swiftly, and he said that he had visited my mother’s gra
ly this year. And this was normal. If the market day or the weather made h
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orded by dear Maman. What value should I apply to the word of a dead ma
at can a vampyre tell to a man who has experienced, if not true immortali
er immortality than the un-dead, a man who has truly lived, rather than simg

tinued to exist, for an epoch akin to the earliest Patriarchs of Genesis?
Alas! It was not to be.

Without even taking time to rest or sleep, I repaired with all the goods I co
ry to the docks, and there I was fortunate to engage a swift ship for Cal

ch was due to leave that very morning, thanks to a Captain who attached
ame to the receipt of financial incentives.

The weather, I recall, was fine and bright, and the sea was calm, and a
od on the deck, taking in the embracing sea air, I found myself engaged

sation — so I thought — with a charming young lady of good fami
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the larger salons. Of course, I was ot u
semept, I might ad

s, and instruct
- cted her — to
e of the more arcane customs and eti 111181‘ —

T ,girl’sbody and stepped back
ple of chivalry!”
“One might consider chivalry to apply solely to women,” was my rejoinde

“Now, now! This is no way to speak to your Maman,” she said.
shall we play the game this tim

I paused and collected myself. “How, then,
you are not armed, and this poor innocent you have hollowed is vulnerab
blade in a way that you are not when free. I could dismiss you in a

it

“Perhaps,” she said, “1 only wish to talk this time.”
“What have we to talk about, Maman?” 1 replied. The brightness of the mor

> the beauty of the sea and the prettiness of the girl served only to emphas

2 horror of the creature with whom I conversed.
“We have known each other for an exceptionally long time, my dear bo

d the devil in the girl’s body, “and itis perhaps time to let bygones be bygo

> need not run from each other forever, and you must appreciate still the g

ave given you.”
“Were you the one who gave me these gifts? I am hardly alone in this.”
al. Which was always my intention.”

“In one respect: you are immort
I affected boredom, to a degree. “Is it really?” 1 said, looking out to sea, @
sting my chin on my fist, my elbow on the rail of the ship.

“Have you not ever wondered why you endure? You have my blood, d

oy, and it is potent enough that, barring accident or violence, you shall live

ng as [ do.”
1 am sick of life, Maman,” I replied. “If destroying you is the key to end

is span, I am all too enthusiastic to take the risk.”

cted. Th arther than anythi
R c 1.e goyernment spooks are followiny g 1 ever g
- ;étenlng to us right now g me. They mig

od, that sounds so : .

: paranoid. But q

encies a ut these ma
» peoplgelﬁf play here, the kind that burisézeﬁ o
exposure. E e us, like moths, burn to a crisp i s
. know' t;rt?ly agencies and unearthly oneg 1 secoy
. » the funniest thing i .

ing her g 1s that when I fi

E ghinkeiri thgught you were all paranoid. giist o

going mad. I think I’ve lost every Zé
mpas










N T I T ATy










I don't know what happened to them.

Dead?
Gone?
Can't say.

But this is their record.
These are the things they encountered.

Use it well.

-Michael Moryken,
Task Force: VALKYRIE

This book includes:

* FPifteen encounters from the vantage
point of one of Philadelphia's first-
tier hunter cells, all revealed as in-
game "artifacts" that can be uses as
story hooks for Storytellers or as a
full-blown prop in your Hunter: The

Vigil game.

* Glimpses into the inner workings of
some of the compacts and conspiracies
such as Null Mysteriis, Network Zero,
The Cheiron Group, and Task Force:
VALKYRIE.

* A return to Philadelphia, the
monstrous City of Brotherly Love.

51781,588" 4L 3555
978-1-58846-355-5
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