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A rat crept softly through the vegetation
Dragging its slimy belly on the bank

While I was fishing in the dull canal

On a winter evening round behind the gashous
Musing upon the king my brother’s wreck

And on the king my father’s death before him.
T.S. Eliot The Waste Land




Pictrlowered the limp body of his drained Vessel 1o the pavement
of the noisome alley. He licked the last traces of blood from his lips.

Yes. He could Ieel the thin vite of his victim as a churning
incorporated into himsell. Refreshing strength flowed through his
limbs until his very skin began to tingle. He raised his eyes from the
crumpled body of the would-be mugger — how foolish the boy had
beento choose as his intended victim a far more Iethal predator — and
smiled at the cloud-streaked moon hanging distended over the high
rooltops of Chicago. His cye teeth — his Killing teeth — were still
extended, and glinted evilly in the cold moonlight.

Something glittered at his feet —the mugger’s switchblade, with
which he'd threatened to take his killer's life. How foolish the
weapon had scemed to Pietr. How easily he had brushed it aside,
before reaching in to shatter the youth’s jaw with a single, hidcously
strong blow. He laughed as he kicked the pon aside.

The exhilaration of the fresh vite we ircu-smlg in Pietr’s
cars. Even thoughithad tasted thin, only tly stronger than water,
itstill carried with it its full curative ;nsmr;uivc powers. That was
ineresting, Pictr noted, and valuaWSEven though his tastes had
become somewhat ... jaded by his nt diet, the blood of mere kine
could still serve him. Yes, integasmgyand good. Although he would
continue in his set path, secks ut and draining those Elders foolish
cnoughtoleave themsclyas cr;lblc. Diableric was not Pictr’ssole
course of action. The ki@uid support him in time of need, as they
always had in the past.

His tongue and lips tingled — burned, almost — with the memory
of the last time he had drunk Kindred vite. In France, it had been.
Through his research, he had unearthed the Haven of an Elder. By
cunning and courage, he had overcome the creature's defenses, and
drained that Vessel dry. His heart pounded, and his spirit lcapt as he
recalled the fierce joy of the Inspiration, the picrcing death-yet-not-
death of the Rebirth. How he longed to taste once more the savage,
hot blood of his own Kindred ...

It was that longing that had brought him at last to this city. Here,
his rescarch had told him, he would find a prize beyond price — one
of the Kindred who knew the ancient blood-magic, the Ritual of the
Bitter Rosce. And with that Ritual — when Pietr had obtained it, by
whatever means it might take — the Diabolist would gain powers that
would elevate him to near-godhood. He would become the ultimate
threat to the Camarilla, and the ruler of all the Kindred.

With a harsh laugh of exhilaration and anticipation, he vanished
into the night.
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Word from the
White Wolf Game Studio:

While we usually possess all the compassion of
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abandoned foundling. Yes, Rob Hatch appeared
on our doorstep, lost and cold in a world he never
made. Being the sweethearts we are, we took him
in, chained him to a desk and have made him an
editor. So now this hardcore superstar (axeman
for the Swarm) will be handling our products as
carefully as he does his beloved guitar (how many
times have you glued that thing back together
Rob?).
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