


    Toggle navigation


ThomasStone
	Home
	Download Pdf Books





    
                
    
    
        Read Vengeance Child Online

                Authors: Simon Clark

                        Tags: #Horror

            

    
    Vengeance Child

    
    
    
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	...
	23
	...
	36
	»

        

                
            
Recent Titles by Simon Clark

BLOOD CRAZY

HOTEL MIDNIGHT

THE NIGHT OF THE TRIFFIDS

VAMPYRRHIC

VAMPYRRHIC RITES

LONDON UNDER MIDNIGHT
*

LUCIFER'S ARK
*

MIDNIGHT MAN
*

*
available from Severn House

VENGEANCE CHILD
Simon Clark


This eBook is copyright material and must not be copied, reproduced, transferred, distributed, leased, licensed or publicly performed or used in any way except as specifically permitted in writing by the publishers, as allowed under the terms and conditions under which it was purchased or as strictly permitted by applicable copyright law. Any unauthorised distribution or use of this text may be a direct infringement of the author's and publisher's rights and those responsible may be liable in law accordingly.

Â Â 

First world edition published 2008

in Great Britain and in 2009 in the USA by

SEVERN HOUSE PUBLISHERS LTD of

9â€“15 High Street, Sutton, Surrey, England, SM1 1DF.

Copyright Â© 2008 by Simon Clark.

All rights reserved.

The moral right of the author has been asserted.

British Library Cataloguing in Publication Data

Clark, Simon 1958â€“

Vengeance child

1. Horror tales

I. Title

823.9'2[F]

ISBN-13: 978-1-78010-112-5Â Â Â (ePub)

ISBN-13: 978-0-7278-6705-6Â Â Â (cased)

ISBN-13: 978-1-84751-104-1Â Â Â (trade paper)

Except where actual historical events and characters are being described for the storyline of this novel, all situations in this publication are fictitious and any resemblance to living persons is purely coincidental.

This ebook produced by

Palimpsest Book Production Limited,

Falkirk, Stirlingshire, Scotland.

For Janet

Prologue

This midnight rain did not whisper. It struck the big house hard. Rain clattered at windows. Drops hit the patio table in a salvo of violent bangs. Heaven's bullets. A sound like war. As if the earth had been invaded from above.
Take no prisoners. Batter the house into the groundÂ .Â .Â .
Balls of water exploded against a sign on the wall until the force of it dislodged the board announcing Badsworth Lodge. The board's fall revealed the old sign beneath: Badsworth Orphanage.

The vicious crack of rain against glass had roused the children in the dormitory. Ten boys, aged between eight and eleven, tore along the corridor, laughing, shouting, pushing one another, and hell-bent on making the weird kid's life a misery. Normally, they'd know better than to torment Jay, only this wild weather got into their blood. These were categorized as â€˜problem children'. Their file notes bore headings such as Learning Disorder, Conduct Disorder, OCD, and a whole clutch of other phobias and compulsions. They'd get themselves into a storm of temper at the best of times. Now this ear-busting cacophony of rain bashing against the building cranked up their aggression levels so much they forgot all about words like consequences, recklessness, danger, and that all-important rule they learned from day one in Badsworth Lodge: don't mess with Jay.

Jay had his own bedroom. He'd only been in the boys' dormitory three days when the rest took to sleeping in the corridor. Although he'd got his private sleep zone it was only a partial fix. The other kids rarely spoke to him. Today he'd spent the day in bed with a comic in his hands. The care staff recorded notes in his file.
Since 10 a.m. emotionally withdrawn. Marked lack of physical movement. Unresponsive. Skin clammy.
Jay: eleven years old, slightly built, with large brown eyes that made strangers look at him in surprise, as if there was something amiss that they just couldn't place. Jay had skin the colour of lightly toasted bread: a pale gold. Jay was dangerous.

â€˜Little witch!' A rubber mat pinched from the bathroom struck Jay in the face. He didn't react. Nor did he appear to notice when ten boys, howling like demons, shot through his door. Some bounced on his bed. The tallest grabbed Jay's jet-black hair and yanked his head sideways. â€˜Little witch! Hey, piss face, get out of bed.'

Raindrops snapped against the glass. Like the rattle of claws as if some night creature tried to rip its way through.

â€˜ComicÂ .Â .Â .Â shitty comic,' sang another boy. A second later pieces of it fluttered in the air. â€˜Hey, it's snowing!'

One kid lost his balance as he jumped on the bed and landed on Jay's lap.

The boys sang, â€˜Ricky loves Jay! Ricky loves Jay!'

The storm outside caused the patio table to topple with a crash.

â€˜Open the window. Stick his head out!' Ricky scrambled away from Jay. â€˜Get the little witch outside.'

â€˜I'm looking for chocolateÂ .Â .Â .Â I bet he's got chocolate!' A tiny boy, with a face old beyond his years, ransacked a bedside cabinet. â€˜If I find it, it's mine.'

â€˜Yeah, Archer, you eat it. You'll catch what he's got.'

All through this Jay never seemed to even notice the boys running riot in his room. The biggest there pushed open the window. Rain sprayed on to Jay's head. The water roaring in the storm drain could have been a monster's bellow.

The kids shouted, â€˜Grab his head.'

â€˜Get him by the arms, push him out. Mess the little shit up!'

â€˜Out by the ankles.'

Screams of laughter made the air electric, as if the force of emotion charged everything it touched. Lights flickered. And with the outburst of mischief came a dangerous blaze of hysteria. One child who warned the others they might drop Jay to his death was loudly ridiculed as a â€˜crybaby'. By the time they'd got Jay into a standing position by the window, the rain had soaked his face. His expression altered. When he all of a sudden spoke it was in soft tones, almost too soft to be heard, but it stopped the kids as suddenly as if a bomb had exploded.

A silent pause then: â€˜He said something.' Alarm flashed across Ricky's face. â€˜What did he say?'

Nobody else could bring themselves to speak. They stepped back from Jay. His elfin face unnerved them. Their eyes flashed with uncertainty; not sure whether to cover their faces, so they wouldn't see what awful thing Jay would do next. Meanwhile, the rain fell faster. A frantic drumming sound. Ten boys stared in horror at Jay as they waited for the inevitable. Then he began to murmur slowly. It was the same word over and over.

Ricky hissed, â€˜He's doing it again. I know it's a name.'

â€˜Which one?'

They all started to speak, the words bursting from their lips like sobs.

â€˜Is it my name?'

â€˜It better not be me!'

â€˜Nor me!'

â€˜I said it first.'

â€˜Make him stop.'

â€˜Can you hear what name it is?'

An adult voice cut across theirs. â€˜What's all this then? You know you should be in bed.'

Ricky turned to a woman of around forty in the doorway. She had the pleasant figure of an earth mother.

Despite the scolding tone, she smiled warmly. â€˜What's the problem, sweetheart?'

â€˜Maureen, it's Jay. He's doing it again.'

â€˜Doing what again?'

â€˜Saying a name.'

The smile froze. â€˜You're not telling me fibs?'

â€˜NoÂ .Â .Â .Â listen to him.'

The way Maureen tensed a panther might have just crept into the room to bare its wicked fangs at them. She took a deep breath. â€˜It's OK, boys. You run along back to bed.' Her eyes fixed on Jay as he murmured the name. â€˜It's all right, sweetheart,' she soothed. â€˜I'll dry you, then you pop back under the covers.'

Ricky tried to sound tough, but it came out scared. â€˜What name is he saying?'

â€˜Boys. Get back to bed.
Now.
'

They clamoured anxiously.

â€˜We want to know what name it is.'

â€˜Tell us, Maureen.'

â€˜
Please.
'

One sobbed, â€˜You know what happened to TodÂ .Â .Â .Â you've got to say.'

They began to shout, â€˜Please, tell us,' until the words fused into a howl of noise.

â€˜Boys! Enough!' The second adult voice had enough authority to stifle the clamour instantly. Nurse Laura Parris added, â€˜Thank you,' in a gentler tone. â€˜Back to bed. I'll be along in a minute.' Obediently, they returned to their dormitory. Laura shot Maureen a weary smile. â€˜One day they'll realize I'm all bark and no bite, then I won't be able to do a thing with them.' She noticed Maureen's troubled expression. â€˜What's wrong?'

Maureen swallowed, then nodded at Jay who stood by his bed, murmuring. â€˜It's JayÂ .Â .Â .Â he's doing it again. Saying a name.'

â€˜Which name?'

â€˜I can't make it out.'

Laura shut the window, then plucked a towel from a shelf and put it round the boy's narrow shoulders. â€˜Everything's all right, Jay. We'll get you dry and settled back into bed. What's that you're saying?' She leaned closer.

Maureen's composure was evaporating. â€˜It's a name, isn't it?'

Laura tried not to let her expression betray what she'd just heard from his lips.

Maureen flinched. â€˜Oh, GodÂ .Â .Â .Â it's my name, isn't it?'

â€˜I don'tâ€”'

â€˜It's my name!' In sheer panic Maureen fled the room. Laura heard her repeating, â€˜My name, my name, my nameÂ .Â .Â .' as she raced down the corridor.

But Laura knew, just as Maureen knew, and all the kids knew â€“ running away wouldn't save her.

One

â€˜Ouch.' Victor Brodman understood this fact:
unless I do it now, in five minutes he'll be dead
. And there was one more thing. The wire had sliced through that web of skin between Victor's first and second finger. Blood ran into the fur of the fawn's neck, which he gently supported. From there, the blood dripped into the river to form little clouds of scarlet. Giving himself the luxury of one more, â€˜Ouch,' he blanked the pain from his mind, then focused on saving the infant deer from drowning. The black-faced, blue-eyed deer, of the species known as the Saban Deer, had been feeding on kelp in one of the beach gullies when it had got itself caught in a tangle of steel wire. Now the tide had begun to sweep in, the water reached its neck. In another five minutes, its head would be underwater. The island's uniquely precious herd would be reduced to 281.

â€˜Take it easy,' Victor said gently as the fawn began to panic. â€˜I'll get you out in one piece.' He glanced back over his shoulder. A shingle beach, bushes, then a grassy bank rising to a spine of stones. This, the remotest part of the island, boasted no houses. There was nobody out walking, either. â€˜It's down to just you and me, son. How we going to do this without cutting your leg off?' He knelt in cold river water that now reached his waist. Carefully, he used his injured hand to keep the animal's head clear. With the other hand he steadied himself against a sign that blazed DANGER! DEEP CHANNELS. QUICKSAND. FAST CURRENTS! Already the river pulled at him. Further out, the brown water formed pyramid shapes as an angry current powered over submerged rocks. Once Victor was sure of his balance he used his free hand to tug off his Island Warden's green fleece. He hung it over the danger sign. The dry garment would come in useful if â€“ when â€“ he freed the animal.

From the undergrowth another black face with blue eyes peered out. â€˜Try not to worry, Ma. I'm going to bring your baby back just as soon as I can.' He pulled his knife from its sheaf.
Now or never.
Using his free hand, he felt his way down the fawn's leg until he found the wire again. Someone had slung the kind of line used in grass-strimmers into the River Severn. Eventually, it had been washed here, then waited in one of the beach gullies; as lethally effective as the old-time poacher's snare (something demonstrated when he sliced his own hand when tugging at it). String he could have cut easily. This stuff had a toughness that resisted snapping, or even cutting.
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