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She’s
not
dead!











Claudia!











So it began
and so it
would end.











The
light...
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Hnn...











Claudia,
listen to
me.











You must
do what I
tell you to
get well.











You must
drink it.











Come
around,
Claudia.











You’re ill,
do you
hear me?












That voice...
and the
hunger...
nothing else
existed in that
moment.
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Damn
you!











That’s
it...
More...
Go on...











Stop...











Stop!!
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What
have you
done,
Lestat?











My only thought was
that I wanted more.











What
have you
done!











Not me,
ever again.
Do you
understand?











But I’ll
show you
what to
do.
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Lestat,
what are
you —!











Knock
Knock











Yes,
come in,
please.











There’s
been an
accident.












Ahh!
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Here.
Drink.











Good
girl.











Ah. No
more, he’s
dying.











You must
never drink
after the
heart stops...











...or
you’ll
be sick
again...











...sick
to death.
Do you
understand?
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Only when the hunger subsided
did the world begin to come into focus.











Where is
Mamma?
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She’s our
daughter.











You’re
going to
live with
us now.
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These beautiful men...
My two fathers.












This is
Louis...











...and
I am
Lestat.











Your
mamma’s
left you
with us.











She
wants
you to
be
happy.











She
knows we
can make
you very
happy.
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I want
some
more.











No, not
tonight.
Tomorrow
night.











Is he
sick?











Yes,
Claudia.











He’s sick
and he’s
dead.











You see,
they die
when you
drink from
them.











Now,
Louis was
going to leave us.
He was going to
go away. But
now he’s
not.











Because he
wants to stay
and take care of
you and make
you happy.











You’re
not going,
are you,
Louis?











You
bastard!











You
fiend!
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Such
language in
front of your
daughter.











I’m
not your
daughter.











I’m my
mamma’s
daughter.











No,
dear, not
anymore.











You’re
our
daughter...











...Louis’s
daughter
and my
daughter.











Now,
whom
should you
sleep with?










Louis
or me?











Perhaps
you
should
sleep with
Louis.











After all,
when I’m
tired...











...I’m
not so
kind.
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Rest now.
Tomorrow
begins our
new life as
a family.











These were my
earliest memories,
surely embellished
a bit now in hind-
sight. After that first
night, I lived wholly
in their care —
or so I thought.
Louis, oh Louis,
fretted over me like
a nervous mother,
gathering me into
his coffin come
daybreak.
It was Lestat,
though, who taught
me my nature.
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This is
death...











...which
we cannot
suffer.











The plague
had razed the
city, but even
then, death was
something that
I did not fear.











Our bodies
will stay
always as
they are...











...fresh
and
alive.











But we
must never
hesitate
to bring
death....











...because
it is how
we live.
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Lost a
loved one?











Ah...











The
plague...











...has not
been kind
to any of
us.











Yes...











Let me
help you
up.













[image: image]




I’ll...











You
shouldn’t
moan
anymore.











...let
you join
them.











Claudia,
come
drink.











Hunting and
seduction were
Lestat’s lessons
for me, and I
came to know
and relish death’s
many moods.
Lestat was the
perfect tutor,
and I absorbed
all that he was
willing to offer.
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At the time,
I gave no
thought to what
I had become.
I was still a
child, though
clearly not.











Lestat
nurtured
the killer
inside me,
but Louis
was father
to the child.
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“Her lips
were red...











“...her
looks were
free...











“Her
locks were
yellow as
gold...











“Her skin
was as
white as
leprosy...











“The
Night-mare
LIFE-IN-DEATH
was she...











“Who
thicks
man’s
blood...











“...with
cold...”
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Those were the moments...











...I would have had
go on forever.











...And
then
what?











Why
do you
stop?











Claudia...











...it’s time
to feed.











I hear
Lestat at
the gate.











Yes,
Father.
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Say
good-bye
to Louis.











Good.











We will go
to a special
party tonight.
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Lestat’s
tastes were
lavish and
thrilling.
Together
we feasted
on whole
families.
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He was
perfectly
beautiful...











...as
were the
luxuries he
showered
upon me.











Yes, that’s
perfect.













That should
go on the
right of her
bed.











Where are
the crystal
chandeliers?
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We
need more
laces there,
maybe in
blue.











Where
is her
bonnet?











I get a
bonnet?












Yes, it will
flatter your
glorious
yellow hair.











But even
then, my
heart
belonged
to…












Louis!











Come, let’s
not be late to
the Théâtre
d’Orléans.
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Shakespeare
never grows
old.











Ah.
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Excuse
me.











I’ve never
seen such a
lovely lady
before.











If you
do not
mind…











…may I
invite you to
a late-night
supper?











Oh,
most cer-
tainly.











Claudia,
did you
enjoy the
opera?











Yes,
very
much.
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What are
you playing,
Claudia?











How did
you learn
this?











I’m just
playing
what I
heard.











There
you are.











Was that
Mozart?
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I have a
present for
you.











Ah…











Here.
Keep it.











It’s
beautiful.











Remember,
Claudia,
eternal life is
useless
to us…











…if we
do not see
the beauty
around
us.











The creation
of mortals
everywhere,
the paintings,
poetry…











…music…











Ah,
music…
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I wanted for nothing more then,
my existence a thing of elegant simplicity.
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I was sheltered...
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...and I was fed.
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And as years gave way to decades...
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...my “innocence” passed...
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I began to notice a
restlessness within myself,
a growing sense of disquiet,
though the world around
me was much the same as
it always had been.











The tedium of my
immortality began to
weigh on me. There weren’t
enough books or music in
the world to fill the void
widening within me.
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Coffins...











I’ll never
grow to
fit one of
those on
my own.












I wonder if
they fashion
them for
children...
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Louis,
do they
make a
coffin for
a child?











I’m
sure they
do...











...but
why,
Claudia?











I want a
coffin of
my own.











Can I,
Louis?
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