Just try to understand what we're

dealing with here. Don't underestimate

it.
He hasn't spoken a word in 15

years.

He's gone. The evil's

gone.
I notified everybody! Nobody

listened.
He came home...
He isn't a man.

I met him fifteen years ago. I was

told there was nothing left, no

conscience, no reason, no

understanding, in even the most

rudimentary sense, of life or death

or right or wrong. I met this six-

year-old boy with a blank, cold

emotionless face and the blackest

of eyes, the Devil's eyes. I spent

eight years trying to reach him and

another seven trying to keep him

locked away when I realized what

was living behind that boy's eyes

was purely and simply...evil.

I watched him for fifteen

years, sitting in a room

staring at a wall, not seeing

the wall, seeing past it,

seeing THIS NIGHT. He's waited

for it, inhumanly patient.

Hour after hour, day after

day, waiting for some silent,

invisible alarm to trigger

him. Death has arrived in their little town.
