Prologue


 


 	The sound of a radio could be heard playing, its


 noise capturing the attention of all who walked the


 sidewalks. An oldies station beamed proudly,


 broadcasting all the way from Haddonfield Illinois.


 	“And now,” the radio announcer said in his cool DJ


 style voice, “WKKT brings you a special song


 requested by Miss Kara Strode from our very own Haddonfield.


 Mr. Sandman by the Chordetts.”


 	Bum bum bum bum bum bum bum bum bum bum bum bum bum


 bum! “Mr. Sandman, bring me a dream (bum bum bum


 bum) Make him the cutest that I’ve ever seen (bum bum bum


 bum) Give him two lips like roses and clovers, (bum


 bum bum bum) then tell him that his lonesome nights


 are over! Mr. Sandman I’m so alone, (bum bum bum


 bum) don’t have nobody to call my own. (bum bum bum bum)


 Please turn on your magic beam, Mr. Sandman bring me


 a dream…


 	The festive season of Halloween. People planned for


 the simple holiday in their own way, kids running up


 and down the streets in costumes, bearing the


 features of witches and clowns, a Casper, while others


 followed close behind.


 	A knife was raised and it’s blade slammed into a


 orange pumpkin, splitting the crown of the fruit. A


 young woman sliced at the pumpkin, carving it’s


 round plain surface into the grisly grinning image of a


 jack ’o’ lantern. 


 	Halloween, the seemingly innocent holiday


 celebrated all over where children knock at doors asking for


 candy and adults smile and treat to them to their


 little hearts desires.


 	But for Illinois, Halloween has a dark lining. A


 dark lining named Michael Myers, who destroyed the


 innocence of the holiday back in 1963 when the


 screams of murder echoed up and down the streets in a


 seemingly homely town called Haddonfield.


 	Those screams sounded again in 1978. Then again in


 1988. 1989. 1995. But now Halloween has regained


 some of the innocence it had lost. Papers rung out the


 news that Michael Myers was finally dead thanks to a hero


 named Tommy Doyle.


 	But true evil never dies. Its just rests, gathers


 its strength for its next killing spree. Especially when


 it’s been searching for something for a long period


 of time. Searching and waiting patiently much like it


 did all those years ago while locked behind the pasty


 white walls of Smith’s Grove Sanitarium. And then it


 springs forth, claiming its victim or victims.


 	Is anyone ever safe?    


