From the journals of
Wictor Yranhenstei

L1 this matter of creation | have been fraught
with uncertainty. It is often an absence of
faith it gy own ability that blinhers wy eyes
whe [ need them wost, but not this day.

[ have seon the shage of things to come, S
and it has engendered in me a sense
of obsession: | ast possess the

Philosopher’s Stone.

('l not embarrass wyself by speculating
on the extent of its power; all acconnts
are apocryphal, and | suspect they

underestimate the potential of the thing.

One thing is hinown. The Stone
olds the link between intellectual

science and arcane mysticiss.

It is true that | have ackieved wy goal. = 4 :
| ave created life from dead matter! < /8 Dut h"t’“} as | do: Flesh avlmafsd
N N o by electric breath; fors given the
function of ispulse ~ it is life, but
itis not alive. Flot truly.

Chere is disness i the eyes.  human
brain reanimated commands the motion
and focus of the gaze, but it canmot
imbue those eyes with light.

It s the heart that mahes the light;
atrye heart, not my simple device of
fluid pusps and wetronomic rhth.

The Stone shall be the heart.




asyire to usury my creator,
though many of wy peers
wight suggest otherwise.

DL [ISED

If we are servants of God's will
as the scriptures insist, who can
jwdge me? Who can presume to
Tinow what forces guide wy hand




1 aa tiot concerned with offending
God. if there is afinal judgment,
I will stand in asgy own defense

without pretense or fear.
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cAUL Mg MATT. V1 CONTACTED You
1 UNUERSTAND YOUR | THROUGH YOUR OLD
RELUCTANCE, BUT I'M  WEBSITE, BUT I'M
NOT WERE For EMBARRASSED TO
A STORY. ADMIT TUAT I DON'T
EVEN KNOW NOUR
NAMES.

WE VON'T
USUALLY MEET WITH
REPORTERS,
MISTER MAXWELL .

TEN
PONUS POINTS TO
Nou FOR BRINGING |/
COFFETE“ lé NEEDED

PLUG THIS )
INTO NOUR
LAPTOP.

1 WAS TUe
FIRST PERSON TO
NOTICE TUE PATTERN;
TUE INITIAL INCIDENT
WAS THREE WEEKS
AGO, AND WRITTEN

OFF AS RANDOM
WEIRDNESS--

OH,
FUCK BGEANS AND
BISCUITs.

STEALING THe
BOPDIES OF
SLASHERS
TUAT WE'VE /|
KILED? 4
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TUE JOBS UAVE BEEN QUICK AND QUIET,
AND LIMITED TO YOUR ENEMIES. NOU
TWO AREN'T EXACTN HIGH-PROFILE;

(T'S NOT LIKE ENERNONE UAS ACCESS
1O TUE INFORMATION TUEN'D NEED Yo THIS (S
To PLOT THIS ouT. ! DEFINITEWN AN, UH,
_ - YOUTSIPE JOB”.
\ B Y ONE CEMETERN UAS
2 ey
SOMETIMES OF SO
SLASUERS DON'T STON DEAD. ONTO TUE GROUNDS
MANBE TUEN ROBBED TUgGIR ow AT NIGHT--
GRAVES FROM TUE INSIDE...? — 7 2
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GEE, NOW THINKZ/ THIS
ISN'T TUE TIME TO PLAN
N\ CSI: SHITTY MOTE, ”
NLAD! ‘\;NE’VE @oTiA
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' H ,
4 (CKENSHIT
{  WITH TUE GUN/ WHN
. DON'TCUA COME BACK
e AND LET'S DO THIS
) ue CLoOSE,
¥ - Huuz




