VI RGNl A WOOLFMAN READS EXCERPTS FROM MRS, HOALOMAY

Virginia Wol fman stands before the audi ence. She is a
| ycant hropi c version of the fanobus witer. She reads
passages from her book, Ms. How oway.

VI RG NI A WOOLFMAN
Page 1: Ms. How oway deci ded that
she woul d buy the entrails herself
that day. As she wandered down
Cheshi ngham street, mulling over
her Iist of many things to prepare
for her party, a strange sort of
mel anchol y descended upon her. Onh
yes, G owissa How oway was ever so
good at keepi ng hersel f busy.
Especi ally when she had an event to
throw. How she | oved throw ng
parties! But tonight Hugh
Sal nonsbury woul d be attendi ng and
this wei ghed on her. Sal nonsbury
was a tragic poet, a well-raised
creature froma black |agoon in
Devonshire, and he was desperately
inlove wwth Gowissa. Ch, she
hunored his | ongi ng stares and
vari ous sonnets dedicated to her
beauty. But he was cold to touch
and rather snelled |ike tuna. How
she | onged for someone hot - bl ooded
to play fetch with.

She finds anot her page.

VI RG NIl A WOOLFMAN
Page 56: Growlissa found herself in
Westm nster. Carrying her bag of
entrails, she quietly dreaded the
oncom ng nightfall. Sonmehow the
expectations of her, that she would
feast upon the youthful flesh of
the innocent, inspired | onesoneness
in her. Oh yes it was all quite
entertaining and she delighted in
pl easi ng her fellow I ycanthrope
society friends, but there was
sonet hing dreadfully jejune about
the whole affair. Wat her brain
told her was sinple, that happi ness
could be had in the thoughtless
devouring. But what she felt in her
heart was rmuch nore conpl ex, nuch
harder to articulate with words.
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She turns

She turns

She | oses

VIRG NI A WOOLFMAN (cont’ d)
She had the perpetual sense, as she
wat ched the bl ood splatter upon the
ground day after day, she had the
subtle feeling that it was very
very dangerous to hunt even one
night. It mght be possible that
the nmoon is w thout neaning.

t o anot her page.

VI RG NI A WOOLFMAN
Page 103: "And now | shall eat
you," G owissa How oway said
enotionally, alnost histrionically.
Such was her fleeting vision. It
| eft her quickly. The lonely
woodsman is but a wal ki ng porkchop.
The virginal naiden a tender slice
of veal. The withered old man a
pi ece of seasoned neat | erKky.
Everyone. Everyone is but wal ki ng
nmeat, she thought to herself. "And
| have been bl essed to be one of
the predators, one of the fairly
fancy, adventurous, enigmatic high
society wolves. So if I live in
such good fortune, why nmust | fee
so cursed?" G owissa rem nded
hersel f that she was in fact
cursed, by a gypsy, hence her being
a werewolf. Still. Was fem nine
mel ancholy and sorrowfilled
i ntrospection also part of the
Romani curse? She coul dn’t be
certain. It mght sinply be the
happenst ance of being British.

t o anot her page.

VI RG NI A WOOLFVAN
Page 143: Oh. Yes. Quite. It was
ever so, well, you know what they
say, quite, ever so quite, perhaps
you m ght even say, m ght even go
so far as to venture, that perhaps,
maybe just, that it could be
possi bl e, even, no, not exactly,
no, yes, yes, yes exactly very much
a. .

her train of thought, stares into space for a

moment. She turns to a new page.
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VI RG NI A WOOLFMAN
Page 191: | nean really, who
actually hows at a noon at a party
t hese days? We are neither
bar bari ans nor Italians.

Virginia laughs at her owm wit. Then conti nues.

VI RG NIl A WOOLFMAN
Still. Gowissa sat upon the park
bench, licking the blood off of her
claws. It had been a rather
successful party. She | ooked in her
left palm In it she held a silver
bul l et. She pondered Warren
Ginsl eydal e’ s suicide. How could
such a pretty little trinket have
ri pped through his heart so easily?
How coul d he have enbraced death
Wi th such noble certitude? Perhaps
it was his own unique attenpt at
happi ness. H's way to end the
| oneliness. Is |oneliness not the
very nature of being a creature of
the night? Is |oneliness not the
truth of being any creature at all?
As hard as we attenpt to know

someone, we W Il never truly know
them As nuch as you desire your
soul mate’s enbrace, you wll never

genui nely taste their soul on your
lips. The nost we can hope for is
to know what they taste |ike when
we eat their terrified, scream ng
flesh. Hmn We nonsters have a
tremendously irritating habit of
eati ng one another, don't we? Ms.
Howl oway wasn’t entirely certain if
she was happy or sad, a kiss away
fromlife or a silver bullet away
death. But she knew for certain
that her party had been a success.
And throwi ng a pleasant party is
all one can hope for anynore.

End.



