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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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