Halloween 5: The Evil Within





October 31st, 1988 -- Halloween








	It had already been a long night for Sergeant Jake Freeman.  First he received news at the resteraunt that his wife was in the hospital.  Then his sixteen-year-old daughter snuck out and had yet to be found.  And then the call came.  He had come back to Haddonfield.


	


	Michael Myers.  


	


	How?  Freeman had no idea.  As far as he knew, Myers had been blown to bits ten years back in Haddonfield Memorial Hospital.  Apparently not.


	


	The squad had been called by Sheriff Ben Meeker, who seemed a bit nervous.  Who wouldn't be?  Michael Myers!  Murderer of, what was it?, twenty people?  And now here, tonight, he was back.


	


	He first caught sight of the red Ford about twenty seconds earlier.  A few men on the back were firing shotguns into the air, obviously a signal.  Freeman pulled his car to the left, out of formation, and slowed to a stop.  The Ford soon followed, coming to a halt mere inches from Jake's police cruiser.





	Freeman exited his vehicle, closing the door behind him.  He held his razor-rimmed hat into place.  It was unconfortable as hell, and he was definitely going to do away with it after this night.  He looked into the truck.  An overweight hillbilly sat at the wheel, and a young woman and girl were cramped into the passenger area.





	"You coming out of Haddonfield?" asked Freeman.





	"Yeah," replied the redneck.  "Myers is in the elementary school.  We're taking these kids to safety."





	Safety?  Could Michael Myers be that relentless?  From what Freeman had heard, the guy moved at snail's pace!  Regardless, he needed to respond, for their sake.





	"All right.  There's a highway patrol substation about four miles down the highway.  You'll see the turn-off signs.  We've got officers on duty, they'll take care of you."





	The driving hillbilly responded, "Thanks."  He pulled the wheel away from Freeman's cruiser and started down the long and dark highway.





	The sergeant turned, opened his vehicle's door, and sat down at the wheel.  He keyed the ignition, then hit the gas, starting off toward the caravan of police cruisers.  He pulled his hat off of his head, tossing it into the passenger seat.





	He looked ahead, trying to get a good luck at his fellow officers.  Then something caught his eye, out of the reflecting mirror.  On the back of the truck!  A shape grasped hard, trying to keep a grip....It was him!  Michael Myers.





	Freeman immediately pulled a 180°, spinning the cruiser toward the direction of the hillbilly's truck.  He grasped his radio.





	"Reds 1 through 17," Freeman spoke with urgency, "this is Red 6, over."





	"Red 6, this is Red 1.  What seems to be the problem?" came the response.





	"Sir, we've got him!"











	Rachel Corruthers tiredly fondled her foster-sister's head against her shoulder.  Foster-sister? Rachel mentally asked herself.  No.  Sister.  It had been a very long day.  Everyone was dead.  Brady, Officer Logan, even Kelly....all because of him.  Jamie's bastard uncle, Michael Myers.





	The day had been especially hard on Jamie.  It hadn't been a secret to Rachel or her parents that Jamie was being picked on at school, and although she tried to hide it, Jamie, as strong as she was, just couldn't take it.  Too much had happened in the last eleven months.  Her mother and father, killed in a car crash.  Rachel knew that Jamie had had a half-brother, but he had disappeared, too.





	Simply too much.  Earl had been kind in taking them out of Haddonfield.  He had explained a lot.  Al, the portly man with a beard standing at the back of a truck, had lost a son in '78.  What was his name?  Budd?





	Rachel's thinking was interrupted as a slight tussel errupted in the back.  And as suddenly as it had started, it stopped.  It must've been her nerves.  After all, it was Halloween, and she had seen the Michael Myers.





	As soon as she had dismissed it, the window shattered.  A scarred hand had grasped ahold of Earl's throat, somehow managing to bury its fingers into the driver's neck.  There was nothing else they could do.  Both Rachel and Jamie screamed bloody murder.





	The hand released its grip, allowing Earl's lifeless head to fall numb to its shoulders.  Rachel calmed her scream, though she couldn't calm her emotions.  She lifted Jamie off of her, then slid next to Earl's corpse.  She reached her arm to the truck's door, pushed inward, popping the red case of steel open.





	With all of her strength, Rachel pushed Earl closer to the door, eventually throwing him out of the truck and to the grass below.  For a brief, brief moment she had gotten a glimpse of Myers's terrifying white mask.  It was hideous.





	But she had no time to dwell on it.  Rachel once again grasped the door handle, though this time she forced it inward.  She and Jamie were now locked into the vehicle, with mass-murderer Michael Myers hanging atop.  Great.  





	She immediately hit the gas, causing the Ford to race faster down the road.  She spun the wheel to the left, then to the right, trying to get the masked madman off the truck.  But he was too relentless!  Myers's hand rushed through the shattered window, taking Rachel's gray mini-sweater at the shoulder.  He pulled, ripped, trying to yank her out of the vehicle.  It did not work.





	Rachel immediately spun the truck again, causing Myers to loose his grip on her.  His hand came through again!  He again clutched at her shirt, desperately trying to rip her back through the window.  Again Rachel spun the vehicle left to right, and against Michael was forced to release his grip on her.





	Enough of this, Rachel thought.  She caught a glimpse of something up ahead. What was it?  A mining field? There was no time to think, however, as from above, Myers smashed his head hard into the front windshield.  Rachel and Jamie again screamed, but she soon realized it as an opportunity.  Immediately she hit the brake.  It worked.  Myers was thrown off the truck and to the pavement below.





	She looked to the road slowly, her head throbbing.  He was already moving!  Myers stood to his feet, looking directly at them.  This is where it ends.  Rachel popped the truck into drive, ready to end this once and for all.





	Jamie saw it.  The seven-year-old girl balled herself up, preparing for impact.





	"Die, you son of a bitch!" screamed Rachel as she slammed her foot to the gas, sending the vehicle straight into Jamie's uncle.





	Myers was immediately thrown off balance.  He was knocked into the air, backward nearly fifteen meters, slamming into the dirt center of the mining field.  He slowly released his grip on the murderous butcher knife.  Dead?





	Rachel slowed the truck to a stop.  She unbuckled her seatbelt, turned to her sister.  "Jamie, I want you to stay right here, in the truck!"





	She opened the door, exited the vehicle.  To her surprise, a caravan of police cruisers was right behind.  Nearly twenty cars stopped behind her.  Out of the foremost vehicle came Sheriff Meeker.  She took Rachel by the arms, her body shaking terribly.





	"Sheriff Meeker, we killed him...I think we..." Rachel couldn't finish.


	


	"Are you all right?" responded Meeker.  "Are you all right!?" he asked again, more urgency in his voice.  Rachel still couldn't respond.  Meeker needed to move to a new topic.  "Where's Jamie?"





	Rachel looked to the Ford.  Jamie was gone!  Her mind went blank.  She surveyed all of her surroundings.  The cruisers, the area around the Ford....Michael!  There was Jamie, his scarred right hand held between her's.





	The troopers caught sight, too.  They cocked their shotguns and ran toward the entrance of the mining field, Rachel in the lead.  





	Meeker screamed, "Jamie, get away!"





	"Don't touch him, Jamie!" came Rachel.





	Jamie Lloyd immediately released her grip.  But somehow, Michael was again conscious.  He grasped the butcher knife, rose to a sitting position.





	"Get down!" yelled Sheriff Meeker.





	Jamie complied.  She fell to her knees, just as Myers was to his feet.  They had him.  Every trooper at the sight unloaded their weapons, sending massive amounts of steel into Jamie's uncle.  Yet he did not die.





	Myers was pushed back little-by-little.  One of Meeker's shotgun blasts viciously nailed him in the gut, causing him to cradle downward toward the wound for a moment.  A pistol bullet to the chest sent him back upward.  Yet he still lived.  What would it take to kill him?





	As if God himself was listening, Michael's knee sank into the ground.  The troopers held fire, watching in awe.  His hip went in.  He was pushed back.  His body sank into the ground, various wooden objects coming down on top of him.  And suddenly, Michael Myers was gone.











	The drive back was as quiet as death.  Nobody spoke.  Rachel and Jamie were positioned in the back of Meeker's cruiser, Dr. Sam Loomis sitting in the passenger seat.  They looked at the night, the quietness.  Haddonfield, Illinois suddenly seemed like a very, very dangerous place.





 




















