
A ghost like apparition moved through the night, so quiet and stealthy you would have
thought it to be a shadow, ‘it’ creeped to the sleeping man, dark eyes glinting with a mix
of fear and absolute joy. The man’s eves opened, just in time to see the cold face of a
murderer thrust a dagger in his heart.

it’ hated funerals, hated the solemnness and grief Perhaps some did not know the
intensions of the recently deceased Blake Hallow. They did not know why he had been
found dead by his maid when she brought the post.’
it’ was certain nobody knew that he, the consoling, grief stricken friend of the family,

was in fact the mysterious murderer of the night.
it’ they called him. He supposed this was a proper title, as names were reserved for

beings with love. And ‘It’ had not felt a flicker of that peculiar feeling in over a thousand
years. What was wrong about his title however was the word murderer, ‘It’ was not a
murderer, he did kill, but not without reason. A murderer was a being who killed for his
own pleasure. Horrible people they are, it’ thought, they have a choice to be good and
loved, yet they take to the life of killing instead!

‘It’ was pulled from his thoughts as he noticed a figure striding toward him, a piece of
parchment in hand.
“Why hello minister, fancy seeing you here!” ‘it’ said with feigned surprise. He knew

exactly who this man was and why he was here, not that it made the already somber
occasion more pleasant.

“I can hardly begin to wonder as to why you see fit to visit your victim’s funerals;
perhaps you do have a soft spot? The minister asked.

‘if one found soft in inc I would die of shock.” it’ said with a lazy drawl. “And why
you ask do I visit the entombment of the recently deceased?” ‘It’ said with a smirk.
“Why, who would suspect the blubbering ‘friend’ who spoke kind words at the funeral?
The one who (as they believe) was a friend to this man since the earliest of childhood?
And don’t think about objection Nicholas! You know deep in your heart I’m right.”

The minister stiffened, he knew ‘It’ was right, but that gave the thing no right to speak
to him as if he were a daft peasant, not the minister of the underworld! (Even if this being
was his own doing). Nicholas had created ‘It’ 10,000 years ago, although it was not his
intention to build a killer. No, he had gone against law to build a peaceful demon, and it
worked, for 8000 blissful years

“Are you going to deliver your message or just stand there?” ‘it’ asked sharply. “The
funeral ends soon and”- ‘It’ stopped short as the piece of parchment was smacked into his
hand.
“Here, hope you enjoy it.” Nicholas said stiffly, he turned on his heel and walked away.

‘It’ stared at the parchment, utterly appalled. What could a small child do to deserve
death?



It’ stood over the girls’ bed, staring. He had been in this transfixed state for a quarter of
an hour, wondering how this little girl with the name of Julianna deserved the fate in
which ‘It’ was to bring her.
Good night our wonderful Julianna” her parents had said, with an emotion that even ‘It’

could decipher as love. Something was growing inside of him, blossoming from the
center of his broken heart where his only joyous memory’s had long since shattered to
pieces. ‘It’ looked at the little girl, knife in hand: it would only take one strike to end her
life. 1t’ raised his knife to deliver the fatal blow when, three inches from her throat
Julianna’ s eyes flew open. Something inside ‘It’ burst. She spoke with an eerie calm “are
you going to kill meT’
He panicked: not knowing what else to do He grabbed the child around the iieck and
jumped out the window,
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What is your name?” Julianna demanded as they walked through the woods, dawn
was peeking through the trees casting long shadows that seemed to watch them as they
walked.



“And why would you like to know?” it’ said mockingly, this girl couldn’t have been more
than 8 years of age. He might as well humor her.

“I usually make it a point to know the name of my assassins, but seeing as you couldn’t
follow through I guess you can be excIuded”

‘It” bristled, how she dare speak to him in such a discourteous manner! He just risked
everything he owned to save her life!
“I don’t have a name Ja/fa,rna. If you are to speak to me, you may address me as ‘It’.
“How do you know my name?” She asked angrily, “and why do you have no name? Did

you live in the streets as a child?”
“Why you little brat!” ‘It’ yelled. “I should have killed you when I had the chance!”
“Why not kill me now?” Julianna retaliated, “are you a coward?”
‘It’ closed his eyes in an attempt to calm himself. He truly did not know why he

couldn’t kill the girl. Something had flashed in her sapphire eyes, something that
aroused memories from the deepest caverns of his mind. Besides, he couldn’t kill her
now! He would be punished for incompletion; the council was adamant that all
assassinations were to be done within a night.
Julianna was still shouting, but something in her voice had changed. When ‘It’ opened

its eyes he was surprised to see that Julianna was not a child anymore, but a girl no
younger than 14! He had not saved a humans life, he had amused a demon! ‘It’ opened
his mouth to speak until he saw the poison dripping from Julianna’s hands. Tinged with
a scent that ‘It’ would never forget, his anger swelled to a dangerous loathing. ‘It’
snarled and lunged at the other murderer.
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It was impossible to kill a demon but he could sure try. Julianna however was not
surprised. In fact, she seemed more or less prepared as she sidestepped his blow easily.
‘It’, empowered by rage, threw a false memory into her mind which caused her to
believe she was to attack a tree. But as she was not human and therefore much more
intelligent she recovered quickly. When she looked at him it was with outermost



confusion, but then, dark recognition dawned on her face. She held up her hands in
suer,
“Milo please I can expia-”
“Dare you call me by that-that name! You took everything I had away from me! ‘it’

screeched.
“IT, WASN’T. ME!” Julianna screamed, tears pouring down her face, “They made me do

it! If I didn’t, your family would have been tortured!” Then struck by a sudden calm she
said quietly, “good demons don’t exist.”

‘It’ sat down on the wet marsh, a swirl of emotions in his head, anger, confusion, grief
and a hint of nausea. After a minute he stood back up again, strode to Julianna and
grabbed her by her fore arm and started in the direction of Nicholas’s house,

Nicholas’s house would have been beautiful, had it not been painted entirely black. The
house was 3 stories high and had a wraparound porch. ‘It’ always wondered how his
master had been able to pay for this property. No sooner had its’ hand left the silver
knocker did it swing forward in a presumptuous manner. Nicholas stood in the doorway,
and it was all too plain on his face that he would rather die than be in this situation.

“I think we should talk.” Was all he said.

“Would you like some tea?” Nicholas asked. Julianna and ‘It’ refused, but not in the
least was it politely.

“So I take it you’ve met?” it was a feeble attempt to stray away from the pending topic.
“Just get to the point!’ Julianna said irritably. “We don’t have much time before the

council turns up in the foyer.”
Realizing he didn’t have a choice the minister began his story

“In all my existence I was different. I wasn’t the warlock you’d find in an alley
practising demon rising. No, you would find me locked away in my bedroom trying to
find a way to create a demon with a heart. After 2000 years I finally accomplished my
goal. Thus creating you.” He gestured to ‘It’. “All was well, until the council caught wind
of my invention. Now, you must understand, I was hopelessly poor, I had devoted my
entire life to this project. I was unaware that I had broken many laws. There are reasons
to why creatures of the underworld don’t mingle with humans. Their feelings of
compassion burn our dark souls, and I was the only warlock in millions of years who
could withstand their abilities. We protect them but only from other humans. If a human
is in the way of a demons desire then the said human will be disposed of It’s ironic isn’t
it? This ‘It’, is where you come in. I had created a mix of demon and human. Any
warlock who came near you would suffer severe burns. This made you uncontrollable,
which caused the council to hunt me down. There is nothing in the world they want more
than control. When they knocked at my door offering a position as minister I took it, but
this also meant that I gave them full power to crush your heart and make you a proper
demon...” ‘It’ was finning; this was the man who was responsible for killing his family!
He was about to kill him when a thunderous boom shook the building. The council was
here.



“Hurry hurry von must o! Nicholas whispered. l can hold them off for a little bit so
you and your sister can escape.” cJ stopped dead in his tracks.

“My what?” he asked. Nicholas looked furious with himself. He said quickly, “after you
were created I decided to make another, the council found out and she was broken too.
Milo please, you must save your heart. Without you and Julianna the council will
continue its reign of terror, the human race will perish,”
“I’m sorry minister,” ‘It’ said, “but it can’t be repaired.”

‘It’ raced outside to find Julianna in the body of a 5 year old she kept repeating, “never
fought, never fought” the helplessness in her eyes made something in Milo explode, this
was his sister, his only living family, he would protect her. Milo didn’t remember much
of what happened next, only taking his sisters hand and walking thorough the council,
their screams of pain as they vanished from earth. He never thought he would enjoy the
sensation of the peculiar feeling again but walking away from the black mansion he
realized, for the first time in 2000 years he had finally done something good.

5 years later-- Milo and Julianna had started a new life, among humans and love.
Nicholas carried on with his goal, creating loving demons instead of evil ones to make up
the council. It would take over 1000 years to fix the earth, but for the first time in a long
time, Iv[ilo was finally happy.


