


J am the Rncient.

J am the Land.

Ny beginnings are lost in the dankness of the past.

I was the Wamior. I was good. Rnd just.

T thundered aeross the land like the wnath
of a Just god, but the war yeaws and the hilling
years wore down my soul as the wind weaw stone

- UL goodness slipped from my life. I found my
youth and stiength gone, and all I had left often the
glony of conquest.. was death. Jlly avmy settled in
the valley of Barovia and tesk power ever the

pesple. fn the name of o Just god. But with none of

o gods guace on justice. Jllore o Jesten..
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T have studied much since then. Vampyr is my
new name. Jitle. T still lust for life and youth, and
T cwwe the living that took them fiom me. Sven the
sun is ogainst me. Tt is the sun ond ity light T foor, W
for little else haxms me now. Even o plank of wood 8
though my heart would net kill me. Though these
awchews are long dead now thein weapons are but
playthings to me. B sturdy stake would hold me
from movement hut that iy nething.

Jhe accunsed sword buought hy my brother,
however, the treachenous Sengei - how I hated that
ay much as having had it destroyed.
~ J have often hunted for you, Jatyana. I have
even felt you within my grasp, but you escape. lou
taunt me! Jeases me! What will it take to bend your
love to me? £ wish not to subject you te the force I
have with so. many othens. Yet... if I must..

them hene to settle in the castle Ravenloft,
which was my creation. With them came a
youngen brothen of mine, Sergei. He was
handsome and youthful and I hated him

I now neside in Ravenloft. I live among the dead
and sleep. heneath the very stones of this hollow
castle of despain. T shall seal shut the walls of the
stains, that none may distwbh me. Jhe way the walls
of Barevia are sealed by the mists.

My castle. Ny valley. SMy kingdem. Iy lond.

J am Stwahd.




From the families of the valley, ene spirit shene
about all othew. R nare beauty, whe was called
Perfection, Joy, and Jreaswre. Her name - I scarce
can put ink to. parchment to blaspheme it - her name

was Jatyana. And I longed for hen.

with her for hev youth. T craved hev for her joy.
But she spurned me! JME! Old Ohe’ was my name to
hexr.

But her name to Sergei was ‘hetrothed’ and ‘he-
loved -}er heart went to Sergei. Rnd here, I, in
my waning glow am called ‘elder’ and “hrother by
them.

Jhe date was set. Jhe wonld crumbled before me.

With wonds she called me Old One but when I
loshed into hen eyes they neflected ansthen name.
fl)wth.ltwmtlwdmthaftheagmmuwmwm
me. She loved her youth and enjoyed it. But T had
squandered mine; dwowned my years with blosd and
conquest. Phovided @ magnificent castle and life for
them, yet I held an empty heant.
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Jhe death she saw in me tutned her from me.
And so § came to hate death, the vewy idea. Jily
hate is vew stwong. I would not be called that so
soon. I made o pact with Death; Powers of the
Dark. R pact of blosd. On the day of thein
wedding, I slaughtered Sergei, my basthen. Jily ewn
ﬂ%hmdbh&ud.glﬁbwuledmgpactwithﬂwthlwd,
spilled acwoss the stene of Ravenloft.

I found Jotyana weeping. She hid in the
east of the Chapel. She fled from me. She would not
let me explain, and o great anger swelled within
me. She had to undewtand. Jhe pact - it was made
for hen! T puwued her. Finally, with despain etched
on her face, she flung hewelf from the walls of
Ravenloft. 1 watched. I saw as evenything..J even

watched hen fell fiom my grasp foreven. Foreven? I
de not accept that.

It was o thewsand feet thwough the mists. Jlo
trace of her was even found.

But of the murder I brought on my own brother
T would seon he to pay the price. Jlot se
easily would I give necompense. Jlly own guands
pierced me thwugh with degens of amows te my
wul.gmughandﬂmu(}h:[wmpmwmtmtldid
not die. Jlon, however, did I live. I hecame undead.
I became Foreven.



