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Anthony is a disfigured
teenager. Agile and immensely strong, he battles the Demons in his
home town of Derry. In past battles his allies were warrior angels.
Given the gift to be able to read minds by one of the angels, he is
a formidable enemy of all Demons. In this new battle he is once
again led by the Voice to help him to destroy the most ancient
Demon of all.


 


1

Evil crackled like an electric
wire spitting its energy on the wet ground. Night creatures
shivered, and though hungry they stayed in their safe places. Even
the stray dogs in the Town of Derry were subdued and trembled in
the alleyways. Cats and other town creatures were awake and afraid.
The Guildhall Clock missed several beats and stopped. Evil hung in
the air like a balloon full of water about to burst. When the moon
slipped from behind the clouds, to light up the city with two
names, its brightness could not allay the fears of the few people
who were awake.

****

Anthony was awake. The voice
hissed in his head, indistinct at first then becoming clear. “The
Priest is coming! He needs your help!”

Rising from his bed the teenager
stumbled to the window and pulled back the bedroom curtains. He
looked skyward. He knew the Demons were about, but he could not see
any. He wondered should he go out.

“No,” he moaned, slurping back a
half cupful of saliva. He returned to bed and picked up his Darren
Shan novel, Slawter. He read the first chapter. He could not
concentrate. He trembled. He knew he would have to roam the streets
soon. There were more Demons to kill. He wondered when the Priest
would come. He wondered who he was and why he was coming to Derry.
Why had the voice told him the Priest was coming?

****

An hour later, in a small house
in Nelson Street, ten years old Helen woke. Sitting up suddenly she
looked around her tiny attic bedroom. A shaft of moonlight in the
otherwise dark sky shone through the window, throwing an elongated
pane across her bed. Rubbing her eyes, Helen stared at the wardrobe
door. It was vibrating, a scraping irritating noise; a scary noise,
telling the little girl what had awakened her. She brushed back her
dishevelled fair hair as the noise grew louder. The noise sounded
as if someone was inside the wardrobe and was drawing their nails,
their long, long sharp nails along the back of the door. Helen's
teeth ached with the sound as she turned and switched on her
bedside light. Then she slipped out of bed. As she did the noise
grew louder. The sound changed. As she approached the wardrobe it
began to rattle, rattle, rattle... Breathing evenly, but still
unafraid she reached for the brass handle on the door. Her arm
vibrated. She could hardly hold onto the handle. The rattling grew
louder. Her teeth clicked as she gripped the handle tighter. Slowly
she pulled the door open. Instantly the noise stopped. The little
girl's heart missed a beat and she felt the hair crepe along the
back of her neck, as she peered into the darkness of the wardrobe.
Something was there, she knew it. She was afraid of it now. She
failed to see the deep gouges on the back of the open door for now
her wide eyes were drawn to the thing that crawled towards the edge
of the wardrobe and jumped onto the floor in front of her.
Horrified she backed away from it. It was then her bedside light
went out.

****

Ten years old Mary awoke in her
home in Clifton Street. The noise was coming from under her bed. It
seemed to be coming from the tin box, the red tin box with the
word, OXO written in big letters on all sides of it. The box in
which she kept her pieces of wooden jigsaws and other small toys.
Leaning over the bed, the red-haired girl widened her tired eyes
trying to see into the dark recesses under the bed. She could just
about see the bright vibrating OXO tin, the rattling OXO tin.
Reaching, she eased it towards her. The rattling grew louder. The
vibration grew even more violent and she was forced to let the box
go. It felt to the frightened girl as if it would burst open if she
held onto it any longer. But leaning further over her bed, she
reached quickly and pried off the tight fitting lid. As she did,
the lid shot up and into the under part of her bed then fell with a
clatter to the floor beside the box. But Mary didn't see the lid,
for her wide, scared eyes were drawn to something that had leapt
out of the box, something dark, with a smell of something she
didn’t like, scattering pieces of jigsaw across the floor. At the
same time she lost her balance, slid off her bed and fell almost on
top of the open box.

****

In the back bedroom of a
two-storey house in Duke Street, ten years old Sarah awoke. She
frowned as she looked at the bottom drawer of her bedside table. A
thudding noise was coming from inside the drawer. It was vibrating
slowly open. The whole table seemed to be dancing on the polished,
parquet bedroom floor. Thinking, what on earth is it? Sarah reached
for the drawer and pulled it open. Choking, unable to scream, she
stared with horror at the thing, the grinning grotesque thing that
was smiling up at her with its luminous bloodshot eyes.

****

In Prehen Woods, on the edge of
town, a tall thin man, with a white beard, dressed all in black
with his white hair hooded, stared up at the dark sky. Lightning
flashed, lighting up the clearing. It began to rain.

“It's almost time!” he screamed,
spittle spraying before him. The man's gaunt, bearded face seemed
to glow when lightning flashed again.

All around the clearing, other
hooded figures moved towards him, moaning and trance-like, their
arms raised to the sky. Lightning flashed again, its jagged,
twisting tendrils reaching to tear into the trees. In the distance,
everyone there heard the sound of a tree crashing to the
ground.

The tall man licked at the rain
running down his face then screamed again, “It's almost time”

An ear-splitting clap of thunder
shook the ground. The rain grew heavier.

****

Helen cried out as she moved
around her bed to try and get to the bedroom door, but the thing,
skittering on long nailed feet, rushed towards her. The flash of
lightning, and almost at the same time, the crash of thunder,
increased the young girl's terror. Now the thing was about a metre
from her. Suddenly the bedroom was plunged into darkness when the
moon disappeared behind the clouds. It was just then the thing
leapt at her.

****

Mary's red hair fanned back as
the thing raced towards her head. Moaning with fear, though she
wasn't aware of any sound coming from her open mouth, she tried to
slide back. She pushed against the leg of the bed, until horrified,
she found she could move no further. In an instant the thing was
upon her.

****

Sarah rolled off her bed, almost
onto the open drawer. Her long black hair almost covered the drawer
as she hit the floor. Grinning grotesquely, the thing tore up
through her thick hair to get at her face. Lightning flashed
again.

****

Anthony stared through the
rain-splattered window into the dark night. So, it's begun, he
thought. His fist clenched tightly, when a flash of forked
lightning lit up his pale disfigured face. In the distance he could
see the flames from the burning tree. He stared at the flames for a
long time, then with a heavy sigh turned and walked to the chair by
the fireplace. Quickly he pulled on his xxxx-large green waterproof
coat that had been hung over the chair. The hump-backed teenager
turned, just as another flash of lightning lit up the room. As it
did his eyes seemed to glow. Seconds later he was slipping down the
stairs.

“Go to Margaret South,” the
voice came. As Anthony slipped out of the back door the voice
explained what he had to do. As he hurried across the street to the
darker side, he glanced left. Two Demons hissing and scraping their
long talons on the side of the gable watched him. Without a thought
Anthony raced towards them, the blood pumping in his head, ready to
burst through it if he didn’t satisfy his Demon blood lust.

If anyone had seen Anthony
leaping about as he fought with the Demons, they would have thought
he was a Demon. The Demons were invisible to everyone except the
teenager. Seconds later, after slurping back a mouthful of saliva,
Anthony, breathing only lightly, headed across town towards
Margaret South's house.

****

Margaret trembled as another
crash of thunder shook the house. The sixty-five years old woman
looked up at the broad mantelpiece. Sitting on it were several tiny
silver frames. Each showed a young girl's smiling face. Margaret
shuddered as she thought about her Katy. It was on a night like
this that Katy disappeared, she thought. She swallowed, as tears
suddenly slipped from her tired eyes and down her wrinkled face.
The salty taste of the tears surprised her. It had been a long time
since she had cried over her lost daughter. She looked now at the
comforting flames of the fire as they licked up the chimney. The
heat did nothing to dispel her sudden gloom. Though it was quite
warm, she always had a fire lit in her huge sitting room. How long
ago was it now? she thought- thirty years. Thirty years this year.
Katy would have been forty years old this month. She would have
been married, had children. I would have had grandchildren.

Margaret grimaced as she reached
for her walking stick. Even in summer, the pain in her rheumatic
knee gave her no ease. The bone-handled walking stick vibrated as
she leaned her weight on it to slowly stand up. She limped across
the wooden floor stopping at her antique writing desk that had a
rolled up top. She hesitated for several seconds before sliding the
top up. She stared at the many tiny drawers then opened the biggest
one. Carefully, she pulled out a small bundle of newspaper
clippings. The papers were held together by a piece of yellowing
tape. As she undid the tape and the clippings, the words on the top
paper seemed to rise up from the desk towards her.

DERRY GIRLS DISAPPEAR.

With a heavy sigh Margaret
turned. Clutching the newspaper clippings to her breast she
stumbled back to the armchair by the fire. When she was seated, she
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