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Description : Description du produitThey were just kids when they stumbled upon the hidden horror of
their hometown. Now, as adults, none of them can withstand the force that has drawn them all back to Derry,
Maine, to face the nightmare without end, and the evil without a name.

Prsentation de I'diteurNOW A MAJOR MOTION PICTURE - Stephen King's terrifying classic.' They
float...and when you're down here with me, you'll float, too.' To the children, the town was their whole world.
To the adults, knowing better, Derry Maine was just their home town: familiar, well-ordered for the most
part. A good placeto live.lt isthe children who see - and feel - what makes the small town of Derry so


/file.html?id=B003BKZW7C

horribly different. In the storm drains, in the sewers, IT lurks, taking on the shape of every nightmare, each
one's deepest dread. Sometimes I T reaches up, seizing, tearing, killing . . .Time passes and the children grow
up, move away and forget. Until they are called back, once more to confront IT asIT stirsand coilsin the
sullen depths of their memories, reaching up again to make their past nightmares a terrible present
reality..comThey were seven teenagers when they first stumbled upon the horror. Now they were grown-up
men and women who had gone out into the big world to gain success and happiness. But none of them could
withstand the force that drew them back to Derry, Maine to face the nightmare without an end, and the evil
without a name. What was it? Read It and find out...if you dare! ExtraitCHAPTER 1After the Flood
(1957)1The terror, which would not end for another twenty-eight yearsif it ever did endbegan, so far as|
know or can tell, with aboat made from a sheet of newspaper floating down a gutter swollen with rain.The
boat bobbed, listed, righted itself again, dived bravely through treacherous whirlpools, and continued on its
way down Witcham Street toward the traffic light which marked the intersection of Witcham and Jackson.
The three vertical lenses on all sides of the traffic light were dark this afternoon in the fall of 1957, and the
houses were all dark, too. There had been steady rain for aweek now, and two days ago the winds had come
aswell. Most sections of Derry had lost their power then, and it was not back on yet.A small boy in ayellow
slicker and red galoshes ran cheerfully along beside the newspaper boat. The rain had not stopped, but it was
finally slackening. It tapped on the yellow hood of the boys slicker, sounding to his ears like rain on a shed
roof . . . acomfortable, amost cozy sound. The boy in the yellow dlicker was George Denbrough. He was
six. His brother, William, known to most of the kids at Derry Elementary School (and even to the teachers,
who would never have used the nickname to his face) as Stuttering Bill, was at home, hacking out the last of
anasty case of influenza. In that autumn of 1957, eight months before the real horrors began and twenty-
eight years before the final showdown, Stuttering Bill was ten years old.Bill had made the boat beside which
George now ran. He had made it sitting up in bed, his back propped against a pile of pillows, while their
mother played Fr Elise on the piano in the parlor and rain swept restlessly against his bedroom
window.About three-quarters of the way down the block as one headed toward the intersection and the dead
traffic light, Witcham Street was blocked to motor traffic by smudgepots and four orange sawhorses.
Stencilled across each of the horses was DERRY DEPT. OF PUBLIC WORKS. Beyond them, the rain had
spilled out of gutters clogged with branches and rocks and big sticky piles of autumn leaves. The water had
first pried fingerholds in the paving and then snatched whole greedy handfulsall of this by the third day of
the rains. By noon of the fourth day, big chunks of the streets surface were boating through the intersection
of Jackson and Witcham like miniature white-water rafts. By that time, many people in Derry had begun to
make nervous jokes about arks. The Public Works Department had managed to keep Jackson Street open,
but Witcham was impassable from the sawhorses al the way to the center of town.But everyone agreed, the
worst was over. The Kenduskeag Stream had crested just below its banks in the Barrens and bare inches
below the concrete sides of the Cana which channelled it tightly asit passed through downtown. Right now
agang of menZack Denbrough, Georges and Bills father, among themwere removing the sandbags they had
thrown up the day before with such panicky haste. Y esterday overflow and expensive flood damage had
seemed almost inevitable. God knew it had happened beforethe flooding in 1931 had been a disaster which
had cost millions of dollars and amost two dozen lives. That was along time ago, but there were still
enough people around who remembered it to scare the rest. One of the flood victims had been found twenty-
five miles east, in Bucksport. The fish had eaten this unfortunate gentlemans eyes, three of hisfingers, his
penis, and most of hisleft foot. Clutched in what remained of his hands had been a Ford steering
wheel .Now, though, the river was receding, and when the new Bangor Hydro dam went in upstream, the
river would cease to be athreat. Or so said Zack Denbrough, who worked for Bangor Hydroelectric. Asfor
the restwell, future floods could take care of themselves. The thing was to get through this one, to get the
power back on, and then to forget it. In Derry such forgetting of tragedy and disaster was almost an art, as
Bill Denbrough would come to discover in the course of time.George paused just beyond the sawhorses at
the edge of adeep ravine that had been cut through the tar surface of Witcham Street. Thisravine ran on an
almost exact diagonal. It ended on the far side of the street, roughly forty feet farther down the hill from
where he now stood, on the right. He laughed a oudthe sound of solitary, childish glee a bright runner in that
gray afternoonas a vagary of the flowing water took his paper boat into a scale-model rapids which had been
formed by the break in the tar. The urgent water had cut a channel which ran along the diagonal, and so his
boat travelled from one side of Witcham Street to the other, the current carrying it so fast that George had to
sprint to keep up with it. Water sprayed out from beneath his galoshes in muddy sheets. Their buckles made



ajolly jingling as George Denbrough ran toward his strange death. And the feeling which filled him at that
moment was clear and simple love for his brother Bill . . . love and atouch of regret that Bill couldnt be here
to see thisand be a part of it. Of course he would try to describe it to Bill when he got home, but he knew he
wouldnt be able to make Bill seeit, the way Bill would have been able to make him see it if their positions
had been reversed. Bill was good at reading and writing, but even at his age George was wise enough to
know that wasnt the only reason why Bill got all Ason hisreport cards, or why histeachers liked his
compositions so well. Telling was only part of it. Bill was good at seeing.The boat nearly whistled along the
diagonal channel, just a page torn from the Classified section of the Derry News, but now George imagined
it asaPT boat in awar movie, like the ones he sometimes saw down at the Derry Theater with Bill at
Saturday matinees. A war picture with John Wayne fighting the Japs. The prow of the newspaper boat threw
sprays of water to either side asit rushed aong, and then it reached the gutter on the left side of Witcham
Street. A fresh streamlet rushed over the break in the tar at this point, creating afairly large whirlpool, and it
seemed to him that the boat must be swamped and capsize. It leaned alarmingly, and then George cheered as
it righted itself, turned, and went racing on down toward the intersection. George sprinted to catch up. Over
his head, a grim gust of October wind rattled the trees, now almost completely unburdened of their freight of
colored leaves by the storm, which had been this year areaper of the most ruthless sort.2Sitting up in bed,
his cheeks still flushed with heat (but hisfever, like the Kenduskeag, finally receding), Bill had finished the
boatbut when George reached for it, Bill held it out of reach. N-Now get me the p-p-paraffin. Whats that?
Where isit? Its on the cellar shuh-shuh-shelf as you go d-downstairs, Bill said. In abox that says Guh-Guh-
hulf . . . Gulf. Bring that to me, and a knife, and a b-bowl. And a puh-pack of muh-muh-matches. George
had gone obediently to get these things. He could hear his mother playing the piano, not Fr Elise now but
something else he didnt like so wellsomething that sounded dry and fussy; he could hear rain flicking
steadily against the kitchen windows. These were comfortable sounds, but the thought of the cellar was not a
bit comfortable. He did not like the cellar, and he did not like going down the cellar stairs, because he always
imagined there was something down there in the dark. That was silly, of course, his father said so and his
mother said so and, even more important, Bill said so, but stillHe did not even like opening the door to flick
on the light because he always had the ideathis was so exquisitely stupid he didnt dare tell anyonethat while
he was feeling for the light switch, some horrible clawed paw would settle lightly over hiswrist . . . and then
jerk him down into the darkness that smelled of dirt and wet and dim rotted vegetables.Stupid! There were
no things with claws, all hairy and full of killing spite. Every now and then someone went crazy and killed a
lot of peoplesometimes Chet Huntley told about such things on the evening newsand of course there were
Commies, but there was no weirdo monster living down in their cellar. Still, thisidea lingered. In those
interminable moments while he was groping for the switch with his right hand (his left arm curled around
the doorjamb in a deathgrip), that cellar smell seemed to intensify until it filled the world. Smells of dirt and
wet and long-gone vegetables would merge into one unmistakable ineluctable smell, the smell of the
monster, the apotheosis of al monsters. It was the smell of something for which he had no name: the smell
of It, crouched and lurking and ready to spring. A creature which would eat anything but which was
especially hungry for boymeat.He had opened the door that morning and had groped interminably for the
switch, holding the jamb in his usual deathgrip, his eyes squinched shut, the tip of his tongue poked from the
corner of his mouth like an agonized rootlet searching for water in a place of drought. Funny? Sure! Y ou
betchal Lookit you, Georgie! Georgies scared of the dark! What a baby! The sound of the piano came from
what his father called the living room and what his mother called the parlor. It sounded like music from
another world, far away, the way talk and laughter on a summer-crowded beach must sound to an exhausted
swimmer who struggles with the undertow.His fingers found the switch! Ah! They snapped itand nothing. No
light.Oh, cripes! The power! George snatched his arm back as if from a basket filled with snakes. He stepped
back from the open cellar door, his heart hurrying in his chest. The power was out, of coursehe had forgotten
the power was out. Jeezly-crow! What now? Go back and tell Bill he couldnt get the box of paraffin because
the power was out and he was afraid that something might get him as he stood on the cellar stairs, something
that wasnt a Commie or a mass murderer but a creature much worse than either? That it would simply slither
part of itsrotted self up between the stair risers and grab his ankle? That would go over big, wouldnt it?
Others might laugh at such afancy, but Bill wouldnt laugh. Bill would be mad. Bill would say, Grow up,
Georgie. . . do you want this boat or not? Asif this thought were his cue, Bill caled from his bedroom: Did
you d-d-die out there, Juh-Georgie? No, Im gettin it, Bill, George called back at once. He rubbed at his arms,
trying to make the guilty gooseflesh disappear and be smooth skin again. | just stopped to get a drink of



water. Well, h-hurry up!So he walked down the four stepsto the cellar shelf, his heart awarm, beating
hammer in histhroat, the hair on the nape of his neck standing at attention, his eyes hot, his hands cold, sure
that at any moment the cellar door would swing shut on its own, closing off the white light falling through
the kitchen windows, and then he would hear It, something worse than all the Commies and murderersin the
world, worse than the Japs, worse than Attila the Hun, worse than the somethings in a hundred horror
movies. It, growling deeplyhe would hear the grow! in those lunatic seconds before it pounced on him and
unzipped his guts. The cellar-smell was worse than ever today, because of the flood. Their house was high on
Witcham Street, near the crest of the hill, and they had escaped the worst of it, but there was still standing
water down there that had seeped in through the old rock foundations. The smell was low and unpleasant,
making you want to take only the shallowest breaths.George sifted through the junk on the shelf asfast as he
couldold cans of Kiwi shoepolish and shoepolish rags, a broken kerosene lamp, two mostly empty bottles of
Windex, an old flat can of Turtle wax. For some reason this can struck him, and he spent nearly thirty
seconds looking at the turtle on the lid with akind of hypnotic wonder. Then he tossed it back . . . and here it
was at last, a square box with the word GULF on it.George snatched it and ran up the stairs as fast as he
could, suddenly aware that his shirttail was out and suddenly sure that his shirttail would be his undoing: the
thing in the cellar would alow him to get almost al the way out, and then it would grab the tail of his shirt
and snatch him back andHe reached the kitchen and swept the door shut behind him. It banged gustily. He
leaned back against it with his eyes closed, sweat popped out on his arms and forehead, the box of paraffin
gripped tightly in one hand.The piano had come to a stop, and his moms voice floated to him: Georgie, cant
you slam that door alittle harder next time? Maybe you could break some of the plates in the Welsh dresser,
if you really tried. Sorry, Mom, he called back.Georgie, you waste, Bill said from his bedroom. He pitched
his voice low so their mother would not hear.George snickered alittle. His fear was already gone; it had
slipped away from him as easily as a nightmare slips away from a man who awakes, cold-skinned and
gasping, from its grip; who feels his body and stares at his surroundings to make sure that none of it ever
happened and who then begins at once to forget it. Half is gone by the time his feet hit the floor; three-
guarters of it by the time he emerges from the shower and begins to towel off; all of it by the time he finishes
his breakfast. All gone. . . until the next time, when, in the grip of the nightmare, all fears will be
remembered. That turtle, George thought, going to the counter drawer where the matches were kept. Where
did | see aturtle like that before?But no answer came, and he dismissed the question.He got a pack of
matches from the drawer, a knife from the rack (holding the sharp edge studiously away from his body, as
his dad had taught him), and a small bow! from the Welsh dresser in the dining room. Then he went back
into Bills room.W-What an a-hole you are, Juh-Georgie, Bill said, amiably enough, and pushed back some
of the sick-stuff on his nighttable: an empty glass, a pitcher of water, Kleenex, books, a bottle of Vicks
V apoRubthe smell of which Bill would associate all hislife with thick, phlegmy chests and snotty noses.
The old Philco radio was there, too, playing not Chopin or Bach but aLittle Richard tune. . . very softly,
however, so softly that Little Richard was robbed of all hisraw and elemental power. Their mother, who had
studied classical piano at Juilliard, hated rock and roll. She did not merely dislike it; she abominated it.Im no
a-hole, George said, sitting on the edge of Bills bed and putting the things he had gathered on the
nighttable.Y es you are, Bill said. Nothing but a great big brown a-hole, thats you. George tried to imagine a
kid who was nothing but a great big a-hole on legs and began to giggle.Y our a-hole is bigger than Augusta,
Bill said, beginning to giggle, too.Y our a-hole is bigger than the whole state, George replied. This broke
both boys up for nearly two minutes.There followed a whispered conversation of the sort which means very
little to anyone save small boys: accusations of who was the biggest a-hole, who had the biggest a-hole,
which a-hole was the brownest, and so on. Finally Bill said one of the forbidden wordshe accused George of
being a big brown shitty a-holeand they both got laughing hard. Bills laughter turned into a coughing fit. As
it finally began to taper off (by then Bills face had gone a plummy shade which George regarded with some
alarm), the piano stopped again. They both looked in the direction of the parlor, listening for the piano-bench
to scrape back, listening for their mothers impatient footsteps. Bill buried his mouth in the crook of his
elbow, stifling the last of the coughs, pointing at the pitcher at the same time. George poured him a glass of
water, which he drank off.The piano began once more-Fr Elise again. Stuttering Bill never forgot that piece,
and even many years later it never failed to bring gooseflesh to his arms and back; his heart would drop and
he would remember: My mother was playing that the day Georgie died.Y ou gonna cough anymore, Bill?
No. Bill pulled a Kleenex from the box, made a rumbling sound in his chest, spat phlegm into the tissue,
screwed it up, and tossed it into the wastebasket by his bed, which was filled with similar twists of tissue.



Then he opened the box of paraffin and dropped awaxy cube of the stuff into his palm. George watched him
closely, but without speaking or questioning. Bill didnt like George talking to him while he did stuff, but
George had learned that if he just kept his mouth shut, Bill would usually explain what he was doing.Bill

used the knife to cut off asmall piece of the paraffin cube. He put the piece in the bowl, then struck a match

and put it on top of the paraffin. The two boys watched the small yellow flame as the dying wind drove rain
against the window in occasional spatters.Got to waterproof the boat or itll just get wet and sink, Bill said.

When he was with George, his stutter was lightsometimes he didnt stutter at all. In school, however, it could

become so bad that talking became impossible for him. Communication would cease and Bills schoolmates

would look somewhere else while Bill clutched the sides of his desk, hisface growing ailmost asred as his
hair, his eyes squeezed into dlits as he tried to winch some word out of his stubborn throat. Sometimesmost
timesthe word would come. Other timesit simply refused. He had been hit by a car when he was three and
knocked into the side of a building; he had remained unconscious for seven hours. Mom said it was that
accident which had caused the stutter. George sometimes got the feeling that his dadand Bill himselfwas not
so sure.The piece of paraffin in the bowl was amost entirely melted. The match-flame guttered lower,
growing blue as it hugged the cardboard stick, and then it went out. Bill dipped his finger into the liquid,
jerked it out with afaint hiss. He smiled apologetically at George. Hot, he said. After afew seconds he
dipped his finger in again and began to smear the wax along the sides of the boat, where it quickly dried to a
milky haze.Can | do some? George asked.Okay. Just dont get any on the blankets or Moml| kill you. George
dipped his finger into the paraffin, which was now very warm but no longer hot, and began to spread it along
the other side of the boat.Dont put on so much, you a-hole! Bill said. Y ou want to sink it on its m-maiden
cruise? Im sorry. Thats all right. Just g-go easy. George finished the other side, then held the boat in his
hands. It felt alittle heavier, but not much. Too cool, he said. Im gonna go out and sail it. Y eah, you do that,
Bill said. He suddenly looked tiredtired and still not very well.l wish you could come, George said. Hereally
did. Bill sometimes got bossy after awhile, but he always had the coolest ideas and he hardly ever hit. Its
your boat, really. She, Bill said. Y ou call boats sh-she. She, then. | wish | could come, too, Bill said
glumly.Well . . . George shifted from one foot to the other, the boat in his hands.Y ou put on your rain-stuff,

Bill said, or youll wind up with the fluh-hu like me. Probably catch it anyway, from my juh-germs. Thanks,

Bill. Itsaneat boat. And he did something he hadnt done for along time, something Bill never forgot: he
leaned over and kissed his brothers cheek.Y oull catch it for sure now, you a-hole, Bill said, but he seemed
cheered up all the same. He smiled at George. Put al this stuff back, too. Or Momll have a b-bird. Sure. He
gathered up the waterproofing equipment and crossed the room, the boat perched precariously on top of the
paraffin box, which was sitting askew in the little bowl.Juh-Juh-Georgie? George turned back to look at his
brother.Be c-careful. Sure. His brow creased alittle. That was something your Mom said, not your big
brother. It was as strange as him giving Bill akiss. Sure | will. He went out. Bill never saw him again.



