Diablo Eyes

The rain fell hard on the streets of the small town of Lake Ruby.  It seemed to be tears, a sort of lament for the fallen children; kids who had been murdered recently by a killer.  The killer had been unknown to all and the papers had been calling him the Shadow Killer, for her seemed to be striking straight from the shadows with no word of warning or any words at all.  He had been doing this for a few months now and the police still hadn’t been able to catch him, at least until the night of the heavy rain, that is.

The cops had cornered the killer:  an ex marine named Max Peg.  It seems that after he was discharged from the marines earlier that year that he went insane; the Marine Corps was all that he had:  it was his passion; his whole being; the one thing that God had put him on the planet to be apart of had been taken away from him by the people who called themselves his friends.  Other than that it appeared to everyone on the police force that he had no motive to commit a series of crimes such as he had over the past few months:  the murders of innocent children, the future of tomorrow, snuffed out before it was their time to go, as it were.


Max had been chased and cornered at the Lake Ruby High School (he had gone there when was a teenager, so it was a good place for him to hide; a place where the lay of the land was memorized and he’d have the advantage when they came in to get him).  The first person that had been notified of Max’s location was Joe smith, the town sheriff.  At the time of his notification he had been driving through town in his squad car with his younger brother, Marine Corps First Lt. Mike Smith.


The two brothers looked very much alike; if it wasn’t for the fact that Joe was a few years older and a little bit shorter and fatter you’d think they were twins.  They both had dirty blond hair and tan skin, although Mike’s hair was a little bit darker than that of his brother.  


Mike had a reason to be on patrol with his brother.  Not all of the killer’s victims had been innocent children; one of them had been Mike’s wife, Anna Smith.  As far as they could tell she had been killed on her way back home from the grocery store one evening (Mike had told her not to go, but she insister; “We need eggs and milk,” she had said).  She didn’t have any sign of injury, but she was dead, and her fists were clenched in a way that showed that she had at least put up a little fight.  For this reason, and an answer to the question of how she had died, Mike wanted to be there personally when his brother finally caught the bastard.


Now the Marine Corps officer had gotten what he had wanted for the past two weeks:  he would be there when the killer was finally brought to justice, just like Anna would want him to.  It was the least that the loyal widower could do to honor her memory.


Joe parked the patrol car he was driving outside of the school gates with the others that were there.  Every cop in Lake Ruby was already there, waiting for their sheriff to arrive so that they could receive their orders to go inside.  Joe got out of the car once it was parked, followed closely by his brother, and he ran over to the other police officers.  They each looked at their commanding officer, each waiting for him to delegate his commands to them.  First he would have to learn what the situation was at the moment, of course; otherwise any order that he gave them would be foolish on his part.


“Well?” he asked.  “What is the situation here?”


Sir, it’s not that good,” reported Lt. Josh ‘Otto’ Griffin, third down the chain-of-command.  “We sent in three officers originally, before we got the orders from you not to let anyone in or out of the school, and only two of them came back.  We found the third one dead by the stairs.  He had his neck broken.”


Joe sighed as he listened to the news and looked at the small group of officers that now stood before him.  Each was good in their own way, each brining different things to the police force.


Lt. Griffin was twenty-three years of age.  He had been on the police force for about three years and had been the fastest cop to rise up to the rank of lieutenant in the history of the L.R.P.D.  He was still single; had been since he was in high school.  His last girlfriend had dumped him because he had chosen to become a cop instead of joining the marines, but he didn’t let that affect him too much; it had hurt for a few days, but he had gotten over it.  As for his race, he was half black (father’s side) and half white (mother’s side).

Cpl. Codi Wilson was an average sized man.  Although he had never been in the Marine Corps, he wore his hair in the same style cut that a marine did.  He was a few months older than Lt. Griffin was, but he had only been on the police force for two year.  That was because he was married and couldn’t join Josh at the academy because she was pregnant.


Cpl. Chris Sigman was also a friend of theirs.  He was about two years younger and had joined the force at the same time that Codi did.  Like Josh he was single, but he was ok with that for now; his last relationship had ended badly, so he wasn’t interested in one for the moment.  Before becoming a cop he had tried to join the navy, but he couldn’t because he didn’t get a high enough score on the ASVAB.  Being a cop was the next best thing to being in the navy, except without the boat.  It paid his bills while he got to look good in uniform.  What more could a guy like him ask for?


Now came the oldest of the four in front of Sheriff Smith:  Sgt. Clayton Sims.  He was a year older than Codi and Josh, but unlike them he had been on the force for five years.  He was tall as well; six foot six inches to be exact.  On his face he wore glasses, which he had only broken once since he had had to wear them; they would be gone soon, for he had requested contacts (the one time they had broken had been on a police call, so it was to better his job).  Truth be told he was only a sergeant because he wanted to be; he could have been a captain at most by then if he wanted to, but he didn’t want to take the time to study for or take the exams to advance to that rank.  He would do that when the time was right, and the extra money he would get would come in handy.


Sheriff Smith looked at the four cops he had in front of him now.  Two of his best officers were missing from this group:  Deputy Marcos Rivera and Sgt. Marvin Morris.


Must be around the corner with the others.  Or, could the dead officer be one of them?  It is possible, but God please let it not be one of them, please.


“Which officer did you find by the stairs with the broken neck?” Joe asked after a few crucial seconds of hesitation.


It was Sgt. Sims who would be the one to answer the sheriff’s question on this matter.     


“It was Cpl. Jones,” he said, bowing his head a little in remembrance.


The sheriff sighed at the mention of Jones’s name.  Cpl. Jones had joined the force only about half a year earlier.  He was only twenty-years old at the time and had just recently been promoted to the rank of corporal three days earlier.  How sad it was for him, to be killed son early in his career without even earning a single commendation.


“Well, you boys know what to do now.  Go and get me that psychotic son of a bitch now before he kills anyone else!  Fall out!”


The four officers nodded their heads and they each ran off towards the rest of the police force to delegate the sheriff’s orders to the rest of them.  Joe turned his head to face Mike and offer his younger brother some words of comfort, but he then realized that Mike was no longer standing next to him; he hadn’t been for several minutes.  He had been gone ever since the officers had started their report; in his mind he had decided to go and get Max Peg himself, after all it was personal now.


Shit!  Where the hell could that brother of mine have ran off to now?!  He should know better than that, especially since he used to work with Max.  This couldn’t happen at a worse time.


If only Joe knew where his younger brother was at that moment; if he had maybe he would have been able to change what was about to happen, but it wouldn’t have made a difference; a death would be different, nothing else.  At that time Mike was walking up the stairs that led to the top of the main buildings roof, not far from where Jones’s body had been found earlier.  Mike was walking up the stairs as fast as he dared to, for he didn’t want to alert Max to his presence before the time was right to do so.  When he did so, that bastard would wish he had never killed any of the people that he had.


The door to the roof was already open, the broken lock just underneath the doors handle where it had been.  Mike poked his head through the door and scanned the roof.  Puddles were starting to form from the rain water, and he had a good view of the flashing lighting and rolling thunder.  He also had a good view of what stood on the opposite side of the roof, the very prize that he had gone up onto the roof to find.  Max Peg was standing near the ledge, looking down at the school’s pool.  He seemed to be trembling, but from what Mike had no idea, but if he had known at that time what it was he would have been scared out of his mind.  The marine had his wife’s killer cornered, and that is all he wanted.


Mike stepped out onto the roof.  The rain hit him, symbolizing the grief that he now felt within his heart.  Max turned his head and glanced at him with his grey eyes, eyes full of fear, not hate.  He was smiling as he did so.  Mike returned the smile with a glare.  At the time he didn’t know why Max was smiling.  After all, what did that bastard have to be smiling at?  He was cornered by the cops on one side, a marine on the other and there was no chance of him escaping.  There were only two ways out of there:  dead or jail, and both were perilous.  With that in front of him there was no reason for Max Peg to be smiling, yet here he was doing just that.  To Mike it appeared that he was crazier than they had thought he was, and they were partly right about that.

“I have you cornered, Max,” Mike said as he walked a few steps closer to his wife’s killer.  “You have to come quietly with me now.  If you don’t the officers down below will most likely shoot you on sight.”

“That’s what I want.”


“Why would you ever want that, Max?  That is purely crazy talk, you hear me?  Why would you want the cops to shoot you on sight?  Tell me that, old friend?”


Max turned slowly to face his old friend and said, “Darkness.  Life is full of nothing but light a darkness:  two sides that fight for dominance within a person, and usually one wins or there is a balance between the two.  Most people struggle to keep light in the lives, but most of them fail in their struggle to do this.  Darkness overtakes them, devouring and consuming their souls and condemning them.  Darkness; that is where all souls go in the end.  We are all damned to the darkness.”

Max slowly walked closer to the ledge as he said this depressing monologue to Mike, rain sliding down his face, appearing as river of tears.  Mike’s eyes widened as he saw this.  He had a feeling deep in his heart that he knew what was about to happen.


“Darkness of the mind…is birthed in blood.  Remember that when you catch the mastermind behind this massacre.”

With that Max fell off of the school roof, his arms stretched out making his body appear to be in the shape of a cross.  Mike, although he was too far away from the edge to do anything about it, ran towards him.  He looked over the edge and saw the cross shape of Max’s body lying on the ground:  blood pouring from his mouth, neck broken, bones in his arms shattered completely from the impact, skull pieces jutting from both sides of his head like they had broken like nothing.


Max Peg, the Shadow Killer of Lake Ruby, was dead from the impact of falling off the building, his final words taken as just a plea of innocence that all killers said right before they were executed in prison.  Now the reign of terror that had lasted for several months was ended.  Peace at last could return to the small town, or so they thought.

***

If only the people of Lake Ruby knew that the peace that they thought they had just gained was only an illusion.  The real Shadow Killer hadn’t been caught at all; the one that they had was only a scapegoat.  The real killer was still watching from his hiding spot in the shadows, waiting for the chanced to spring out again and ensnare another helpless victim to his darkness.  

He had watched the whole time from the shadows as the police were chasing Max Peg.  He laughed at them as they followed their false leads.  No matter how hard they tried they had failed in the end.  An innocent man had been killed in the crossfire and now he was free to continue his evil reign of murderous terror.


The killer selected his victims carefully.  He studied them; hunting them like a predator in the wild hunts its prey; stalking them as they walked home, as they sang and skipped.  This hunter was cunning and knew exactly what it was he wanted:  he wanted fear; pure, unrestricted, uncorrupted fear, as only a child could provide him with.


Some would wonder why the man who was the actual killer hadn’t been a suspect to begin with like Max Peg had been.  After all, who wouldn’t notice a full grown man following children around all day when a killer on the loose had been preying on children?  The answer to this question was very simple:  Max Peg was his pawn.


The Shadow Killer was psychic; he was a living boogieman, drawing power from the fear that his victims gave to him.

***

A month had passed since Max Peg had fallen from the roof of the Lake Ruby High School.  In that short time the murders hadn’t stopper; they had actually grown in number, doubled from seven to fourteen.

That night was the fourteenth:  Sally Sims.  She had been sleeping peacefully in her bed when she had been tucked in by her mother, but at around three her mother had checked in on her.  The blankets on her bed were huddled close to the foot of the bed; the wall nightlight of blue had its bulb burned out; and Sally, lying on her bed, clutching the bed sheets, was dead.  From the look on her face it seemed she had been scared to death by something.


Sally had in fact been scared to death.  The psychic Shadow Killer had used her fears against her in her sleep.  That is how he used fear; he turned it real by using his powers.  The fears were real, yet not real.  They were in the room with her but they were just inside of her imagination.  Only she could see them, although she didn’t know that they weren’t really there.  To her they were as real as a flesh and blood person.  She never knew that, so she died from her fear; her fear of the dark.

This was something all humans could understand.  All humans have a fear, a phobia of some kind.  Even though they may not say it out loud, they know deep in their hearts that they have something that they are afraid of.  It may vary from person to person, but there is one thing that all humans fear together as a whole:  they fear the dark.  It scares us, tries to control us.  We fear the dark because we think that something may be out there in it, watching, waiting for the moment to strike.  We all know this isn’t true, but deep in our hearts we know different.  The darkness of the mind.  That is all that matters.  Everything else is false.  Darkness is the only truth.


Darkness of the mind was all that Sally Sims now knew.  Her soul was trapped within the inner chambers of the Shadow Killer; trapped within the darkness of his mind.


Her soul may have cried out for help, begging the people around her in her former life to find the killer, break the power he had over her now, and set her free forevermore.  She could even see who would be the one to do this.  The Shadow Killer himself had foreseen it, and he hated what it was that he saw.  The Shadow Killer would be stopped by Mike Smith.

At that time Mike couldn’t stop the Shadow Killer.  He was way too busy with his own problems to worry about the killer:  he had been discharged from the marines and now was living off the money that he had had in his bank account.  Things couldn’t have been worse for him.


Besides his brother there was only one person in town who was helping him:  an old African-American man by the name of Miguel.  It seemed like he had lived in Lake Ruby for as long as anyone could remember.  No one knew exactly how old he was, but if they did they would be in for a shock:  Miguel the wise (he was called that as a nickname) was over 200-years old, and like the Shadow Killer he was psychic.  Only his followers, and Mike, knew that he had these powers, but even with them he didn’t know the identity of the Shadow Killer.


Miguel had known Mike for a long time; from about the age of six Miguel had taught Mike a lot about history and had been the one who supported his decision to become a marine.  They were close friends and talked just about every day.


At that time Miguel was trying to help Mike cope with his problems, as well as the nightmares that he was having about the Shadow Killer.  But, at the same time he was also having nightmares of his own about the Shadow Killer.  In them he could see that the killer was close, but the rest of the image was clouded by darkness; a darkness that couldn’t be pierced no matter how hard Miguel tried to do so with his powers.


If only Miguel knew that it would be through his friend Mike, not himself, that the Shadow Killer would be caught.  It would bring joy to his heart if only he could see it, but that part of the future was clouded in darkness.  It was impossible to see the future.  But, what would come would come.  That’s all that Miguel could hope for.  It was all that anyone could hope for.

***

“So your dreams have been dark as of late?” Miguel asked in between sips of tea.  “Can you tell me what you mean by dark?”


Mike sipped his tea slowly, choosing his words carefully.  It was wise to think before answering Miguel.  Not only that, but this was a hard thing to describe.  After all, it had been going on for about the past month; had been ever since Max had killed himself.  But, he was going to give it his best shot anyway.


“Well, first I see a window and I look out it.  Once I have done that I see a couple arguing on a dock.  The man is pointing at the house behind them.  He seems angry, but the same can’t be said for his wife.  Then, out of nowhere, the dock below them collapses.  After that the room fades to black and I now am in a bedroom.  I then hear a woman screaming, and blood is all over my body.  Then the voice comes to me; it’s the voice of Max Peg.  He tells me to beware the wife killer and parent murderer, as well as the number 77.  It’s after that when I usually wake up in a cold sweat.”

“I see.”


Miguel listened carefully to the whole thing, trying to understand it by using his powers to picture exactly what his young friend was describing to him.  He could see how that would scare him.  The meaning was very clear to him, and he now had to explain the meaning to his friend.


“Well, I believe that Max’s spirit may be trying to give you a warning.  After all, everyone in town believed that he was the Shadow Killer when in reality he wasn’t.  You can see why he would want to help you clear his name.  The dock and room must be part of memories from the real killer past.  He must have killed his parents by drowning them, and then he must have done something to his wife that involved the spilling of blood.  As for the number 77, it must somehow be involved with him in some way.  Could be his lucky number…or his birth year, but I’m just guessing.”


Mike sat his teacup back on the table in front of him.  He then stared his old friend in the eye.

“I had a feeling you’d be able to answer my questions.  Thank you, Miguel.”


The old man smiled at the gratitude that his young friend was showing towards an old man like him.  It filled his heart with joy to hear it.


“No problem.  I was happy to be of some help.  Also, if I were you don’t go down Riverside Drive for the next few days.  You won’t like what it is you find.”


Mike nodded, but quickly forgot what his old friend had said.  The next day he was walking down Riverside Drive when he passed by 1428.  It was an old house, built around the year 1877 and was the seventy-seventh house in town.  Mike stepped on the lawn and looked up at the house.  Just standing there was enough to bring back memories.  Greta Duran, the wife of Edward “Ed Duran”, had been found dead there.  Joe had thought it was murder, but there wasn’t enough evidence to prove that that’s what it was.  Ed had been the prime suspect up until it had been ruled a natural death.


That was not the only odd thing.  In 1987 Ed’s parents had also died under mysterious conditions.  They had drowned in the lake when the dock they had been standing on collapsed under them.  Ed had then gone to live with relatives in Yellow Springs, but he moved back when he turned eighteen.


Just standing outside the house brought these thoughts to Mike’s mind, but it also brought a chill.  He felt as if someone was watching him.  A voice was also starting to play in his head.


Mike…Mike…I know that you can hear me.


Leave me alone!  You’re just a voice inside my head!  Leave me alone!


Voice inside your head, huh.  If I’m just a voice inside your head, then how can I communicate with you?  How do you explain that?


I don’t know, but leave me the fuck alone!


See!  You don’t want to talk with me because you know that Max was innocent.


Of course I know!  I just want to forget about it for now!  It’s my brother’s job to catch the shadow Killer, not mine.


You brother!  The sheriff won’t catch me, for I am the Shadow Killer.  


Who are you?!


Why should I tell you?  That would just spoil my game before the fun truly begins.


I am tired of your so called “games”!  Just tell me who the fuck you are!!


That’s exactly my point.  I want you to feel the way you are right now, to get all that rage you have bottled up inside to come out.  It adds a little spice to my plan.


What exactly is your plan?


What is my plan you ask?  That is a great question; I’m glad that you asked me it.  I plan to kill everyone in Lake Ruby by using their fear.  Like FDR said, “The only thing we have to fear is fear itself.”  But, I say to hell with that.  I am fear.  I am the only thing you have to fear.  I am a living boogieman.  I am the only thing you have to fear; I’m fear itself!  I am the Shadow Killer!


You are a murdering son of a bitch!  When they catch you I’ll be there to watch the put the needle in your arm!


The needle you say.  We’re a long way away from that.  As for the son of a bitch part, I thank you for calling me that.  It fills my heart with joy to hear you call me that.  After all, it is true.  And by the way, the old man was right about me:  I did kill my parents and wife, and I enjoyed it extremely.


In the name of God why would you murder your own wife, the woman that you swore to be with until death do you part.


Death do us part?  I kept that part of the deal.  She is dead, isn’t she?  I killed her because she discovered my secret, so I gave her some medicine, as I like to call it.  As far as my parents, they also knew about my special gift, so I took care of them.  Oh, how they tried to get out from under the dock, but all in vain it was.  I loved watching them die; oh how I loved it so.  I watch it in my mind whenever I want to relive the feeling I got from watching it.


I know who you are no mother fucker!!


Oh really?  Then, pray tell, who am I then?


You’re Ed Duran!


Give the boy a prize!  Oh how smart you are.  You may have figured out who I am, but you’ll never be able to prove it in court.  If you even tell your brother he’ll call you crazy and send you to the loony bin.


I swear that I’ll prove that you’re the Shadow Killer, Ed!  I swear it in the…


In the name of what:  God?  Go ahead and swear by that all you want.  I can’t wait to see how you fail in your quest to try to prove that I’m the killer.


A gust of wind seemed to push Mike back, but he quickly managed to regain his footing.  A curtain in the house opened.  Ed was now standing in the window.  He was smiling down at Mike, adding a wave in there for good luck.


Don’t forget that I’ll be watching you.  See you in your dreams.


Mike quickly turned from the house and fled down the street.  Ed smiled from inside of his house.  His plan was coming together nicely.  All it needed to do now was run its course.

***

“So, Ed Duran is the Shadow Killer?” said Miguel after taking a long sip of tea from his cup.

Mike nodded from his chair across from Miguel.  An empty cup of tea was in his hand.  It hadn’t helped him as much as it had before.  For a situation such as this there was little tea could do to help anyway.  All it had done was tensed Mike up a little.


After his mental argument with Ed, Mike ran all the way to Miguel’s house.  He had told the old man everything and he had listened to the whole tale carefully.  After Mike had finished Miguel had pondered the story for a few minutes.  It may have confused some, but Miguel was wise from his years of life.  He would know what to do.

“Well, it seems that you have a problem,” he said.  “The only evidence you have on him is a confession that he gave inside of your head.  You’ll never be able to even get a cop to listen to you with that story; not even your own brother.”


Mike straightened himself up in his chair and said, “What do you propose that I do, sir?  As you just said, I can’t go to the police with this new evidence.  Whatever I do I’ll have to do it alone, with a little help from you, of course.  But, whatever I do I’ll have to do it quick.  I don’t want that psycho to claim another innocent child’s life.  I don’t think I could live with that knowledge.”


“Indeed.  From what I know Ed enjoys killing.  He kidnaps children because they are the easiest out of us all to scare.  They fear things that we adults just scoff at, such as monsters in the closet.  We adults know they aren’t real, but children think the opposite.  In a way Ed is the closet thing to a monster that we have.  He controls fear like it is a toy.  To him it’s nothing more than a play thing.


However, there is one way we can turn this to our advantage; Ed doesn’t expect you to stand up to him.  Since he deals mostly with children he doesn’t encounter much resistance when he uses his powers to bring their fears to life.  The way I see to beat him is to stand up to your fear when he tries to use it against you.  His spell will be broken.  So tell me, Mike, what is it that you fear the most?”


Mike had a few phobias, such as a fear of spiders and mice, but there was one fear that he had that he knew that Ed would use against him the moment he went to challenge him:  a fear of death.  He had faced it when Ed had killed his wife, but he hadn’t beaten it.  That is why he feared it, because it was something that still held a power over him, something that we all are a slave to; to death we are nothing but powerslaves, enslaved to the power to take out life away at a whim.  Mike feared not only of dying himself, but he feared losing his son, Seth.


Mike was about to answer Miguel when his cell phone rang.  He quickly answered it.  Joe was on the other end of the line.  Another kid had just been kidnapped.  Mike hung up his phone quickly without even replying to his brother, and he rose to his feet.  He headed for the door.


“You’re going to face Ed, aren’t you?”


Mike stopped right before he got to the door.  He didn’t even turn his head to answer the old man.


“Yes, sir.  It’s about time I face the demons of my soul, and Ed Duran will help me do that.  The boogieman is going down.”


With that Mike walked out of the door and headed down the street.  Once he reached the corner the walk turned into a run.  Mike was no heading for Riverside Drive, ready to face his test.

***


Mike found Ed’s door unlocked.  He had expected just as much.  The only thing odd was that the lights were out.  It was as if Ed was waiting for him.  Well, better to not let him wait than to piss him off his father had always said when dealing with his boss.  Mike could apply the same thing here.  

Right after Mike walked in the door it shut behind him and locked.  He was now trapped in the darkness with the Shadow Killer.


Hello Mike.  I knew you would come.


You know why I’m here, Ed!  I’ve come for the kid.  Give him to me or else!


I chose or else.  After all, you have no power in here.  You don’t even have any psychic powers.  That old man, Miguel, would have been more of a challenge.  Well, killers can’t be choosers.


I’m not afraid of you or your traps, Ed.  Do your worst.


As you wish.


The darkness around Mike grew deeper.  The air around him grew cold.  A figure soon appeared out of the shadow.  It wasn’t Ed Duran that was now walking towards him.  It was death himself, the Grim Reaper.  He extended a bony hand towards Mike, as if beckoning him to come with him.  Inside of Mike’s head a cold whisper was speaking to him now.


Mike Smith…come with me…your time is up…your soul now belongs to me.


No!  Never!  I’m not coming with you!


Come with me and you’ll be able to see Anna again.  Wouldn’t you like that, Mike?


That may be what I want, but Anna would want me to remain here with Seth!  I will never go with you!!


Come…


GET THE FUCK AWAY FROM ME!!!!!!


The final yell blew the reaper away.  As he faded back into the mist the darkness faded and the room filled with light.  Mike sighed a breath a relief.  He had won the battle.


Mike turned his head to look around the room.  Ed was lying on the floor, his eyes closed.  Mike smiled at this.  Miguel had been right.  Standing up to his fear had freed him.  Mike got out his phone and called his brother.  With a kid tied to a chair he had the evidence he now needed.

***

The attendant walked down the hallway.  He hated to walk down this way.  This is where the worst prisoners in the asylum were kept.  The air here seemed foul, but there was one room that freaked him out the most.


The room belonged to Ed Duran.  He was placed in a solitary room, held in place by a device that restricted the flow of his telekinetic powers to the point that he could only see the future; to be safe no objects were in the room with him.  The device was a helmet and arm guards.  It didn’t make him uncomfortable, which is something most people who knew he was there didn’t agree with.  Ed was a murderer; he didn’t deserve to be comfortable any more than he deserved to live to a ripe, old age.  


Fools!  They think they’ve put me away.  They’ll see; they’ll all see.  I may be locked up in this room for now, but one day I will be set free from this prison.  Then they will see the true power of my Diablo Eyes, for they will forget one thing:  darkness of the mind is birthed in blood. 

