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Haddonfield, Illinois


October 29, 1992





He approached the house, his eyes open and unblinking. The light in the living room window beckoned, summoned him. He breathed deeply, the sound loud in the otherwise quiet night. Most of the house lights on the block were either off, or dim.


It was almost two am, and he felt fatigue at the outermost edges of his mind, but he had a job to do, a most important task. He stepped up to the side of the house, peering in through the window, seeing her, on the couch with her boyfriend. They were kissing, passionately, the sight sending revulsion through him.


Suddenly the boy pulled back, looking around as if sensing something. “We are alone here, aren’t we?” he asked the girl.


“Well, Michael’s in his room, but he should be asleep,” she answered.


“Let’s go upstairs,” the boy suggested. She agreed, and they got up off the couch, and headed upstairs.


Perfect.


He took a few steps back from the house, and looked up at the second floor of the house, at her room. For a moment, he could see the light, but then it went out. He resisted the urge to growl at the image that popped up in his mind. He walked around to the back of the house, pleased to see that the family hadn’t changed. They still didn’t lock their back door at night. He entered the house and went directly to the kitchen. Searching through the drawers, as quietly as he could, he found his desired item; a big, sharp, butcher knife.


Moving as slowly, as noiselessly as he could, he crept through the dining room, the living room, and finally the entry, just inside the front door. He waited, hearing the moans of pleasure coming from the second floor.


He nearly nodded off, but somehow managed to force himself to stay awake. He heard the footsteps and tensed, ready.


“Listen Judy,” came the boyfriend’s voice, “It’s uh, really late. I’d better go.”


“Will you call me tomorrow?” Judy’s voice came from upstairs.


“Yeah, sure,” the boyfriend grinned, putting his shirt on.


“Promise?” Judy teased.


“Yeah,” the boyfriend shrugged, heading out the front door.


Alone now, with the boyfriend gone, he emerged from his concealment and headed up the stairs, his breathing loud and muffled beneath his mask. When he reached the second floor, he turned and headed for Judy’s room, remembering the route well.


He could hear her humming a small tune to herself as he reached her bedroom door, which was open only a crack. He peered in and saw her sitting in front of her mirror, wearing only her underwear. She was brushing her hair, utterly unaware that she had a visitor. He pushed on the door and it softly opened, exposing Judy to his full view. He stepped forward, readying himself.


She must have seen his reflection in her mirror, for she turned and stared at him, arranging her arms to preserve her modesty. His mask prevented her from recognizing him, but that didn’t matter.


He raised his knife high. She screamed, and he drove the knife into her chest. Blood erupted from the wound, spraying his hand and sleeve, but he ignored it. He stabbed her again, and again, and again, until she fell to the floor, dead.


For a moment, the killer stood over her body, savoring the sight, before turning and leaving the room.





When he heard his sister scream, Mikey Gilmore sat up in his bed, all thoughts of sleep gone from his head. “Judy?” he called, when he heard an ominous thump. But his sister didn’t answer.


He threw his covers off and slowly walked over to his door, stopping when he heard heavy footsteps clomping down the stairs, and out the front door, which slammed loudly.


Scared, hardly daring to breathe, Mikey emerged from his room, seeing the light coming from his sister’s room. Their parents were out of town, and he had been allowed to stay home with his older sister.


But there was something in the air that made him nervous. The air held a strange metallic odor to it, which he didn’t recognize. “Judy?” he called again, but she didn’t answer.


She could’ve been asleep, but she never left the lights on when she slept.


Feeling his heart pounding in his chest, Mikey cautiously peeked around the doorframe, and nearly fainted at the sight of his sister’s mutilated body.


“Judy!” he shrieked, unable to believe his eyes.


There was blood all over the floor, which Mikey realized was the source of the metal smell.


Unable to bare the sight of his sister, Mikey ran downstairs and dialed 911.





October 30





“In local news, a high school senior, Judith Andrea Gilmore was brutally murdered in her home last night around two thirty in the morning,” the news said the following morning. “There were no witnesses, and only the victim’s eight-year-old brother was on the scene. Michael Edmund Gilmore is being held, pending questioning. Police admit that the boy is the most likely suspect, but the severe savagery of the crime suggests that someone far larger committed it. No other suspects have been identified, and no other witnesses have come forward.”


Jeoff Denton shut off his radio, still unable to believe the news. Judy Gilmore and he had been old friends. They’d tried a relationship a few months back, but it hadn’t worked out. Could it have been her brother that had killed her, he wondered, or someone else?


Things always tended to get weird in Haddonfield this time of year, what with all the past history of killer Michael Myers. An unpleasant thought occurred to him as he pulled his car into the high school’s parking lot; What if it had been Michael Myers?


Impossible, his rational mind insisted. Michael Myers was dead, and had been so since 1989, when some unknown gunman had attacked the Police Station, and killed Myers, his niece Jamie Lloyd, and almost a dozen cops, including Deputy Joel Meeker’s father, Sheriff Ben Meeker. True, no body had been found, but the common wisdom was that Michael Myers was in fact dead.


It had to have been someone else.


He parked his car and grabbed his bag, being careful to lock his car doors as he left and went inside the school.


“Can you believe this?” his current girlfriend Linda Davis asked, when he entered the main building. “Who’d want to kill Judy?”


“I don’t know,” Jeoff admitted, wrapping his arm around her small shoulders, planting a small kiss on her cheek. “It makes no sense.”


“Ooh, the Thinker’s at work,” Linda teased, calling him by his popular nickname. Because he always managed to pull decent grades, and he was so rational, people had started calling him the Thinker. He liked the nickname, because it made him sound even smarter than he already was.


“Well, I just don’t see how an eight year old boy could kill a seventeen year old girl,” Jeoff told her.


“Simple,” came another female voice, whom Jeoff recognized as Annie Parker, one of Linda’s closest friends. “He got the drop on her.”


Jeoff considered it, reluctantly conceding that it was possible. But then that left the question of why. Deductive reasoning was another of his strengths. It was this power that made him want to be a police detective for the Haddonfield Police Department.


“I suppose,” he said, not wanting to get Annie started. Once she tried to match wits with Jeoff, she wouldn’t stop until she bested him. They had had a debate last for three weeks once, until Annie, exhausted from hours of research, had nailed him with a technical obscurity. He couldn’t even remember what the debate had been about.


“Hey,” Ted Connelly nodded to them as he came out of the boys’ bathroom. “What’s up, Jeoff?”


“The town mortality rate,” Jeoff said, deadpan. He’d never been too sure of Ted. He was very quiet, a loner. He had a bad temper, but he never lost control of himself. He was wearing a black jumpsuit, stained with oil. “You forget to change this morning?” he asked.


“Yeah,” Ted grinned, a little embarrassed at his appearance. “I was changing the oil in my car this morning and lost track of time. Didn’t have time to change.”


“Hey, Ted, why don’t you just have someone else change your oil for you?” Linda asked, trying not to laugh at the dirty jumpsuit.


“What, and pay out a hundred bucks when I can do it myself?” Ted shot back. “How else do you think I can afford such an extravagant wardrobe?” he said, holding out his arms, displaying his suit.


It worked. Linda and Annie burst out laughing, while Jeoff restricted himself to a mild chuckle.


One thing about Ted, he could always make a good joke.


		


“Ordinarily, I wouldn’t bother with something like this, Doctor,” Deputy Meeker assured his quiet passenger, as they approached Haddonfield from Langdon. “But given the time of year, I thought it would be a wise precaution.”


“Yes, of course, Deputy,” the man said softly. “I can understand your concern.”


“Now, I know it’s not exactly Halloween, yet,” Meeker continued, nervous to be in his presence, “but we are getting close. I’d feel better with someone who knows him, knows how he thinks.” And there was no one more knowledgeable about their suspect than the man sitting in the passenger seat, Dr. Sam Loomis.


“Do you have any suspects?” Loomis inquired, keeping his haunted eyes locked on the road.


“On the surface, it looks like the girl’s kid brother,” Meeker answered. “But he’s only eight years old, which makes me doubt he’s the one.”


“I once knew a six year old child, who brutally murdered his own sister,” Loomis pointed out.


“Other people in Haddonfield are saying that it’s Michael Myers, because it’s so close to Halloween.”


“Well, what makes no sense to me is how he can even be alive,” Loomis admitted. “I saw that police station after the explosion. I don’t think even he could have survived its force.”


“Well, that’s what we’d like you to determine,” Meeker said. “If it is Michael Myers, you’ll be the most qualified to answer that question.”


“I hope to God, that it isn’t, Deputy Meeker,” Loomis answered. “I’ve had enough chaos in my life. I was hoping I’d be able to enjoy my retirement.”


“Well, we’ll do our best to finish up here as fast as possible,” Meeker promised.





“You guys going to the Tower farm party Saturday night?” Bob Harris inquired, sitting across the table from Jeoff and Linda, his arm wrapped around Annie.


“Saturday?” Ted repeated, looking surprised at the news. “That’s Halloween night.”


“So what?” Bob grinned. “It ain’t like Halloween’s never happened before. Besides, the tower farm parties always rock.”


“I wasn’t planning on it,” Ted said, taking a bite out of his sandwich. “I was just planning to watch some horror movies at home.”


“Like always,” Annie chirped. Ted gave her a cold look, but otherwise did not respond.


“Linda and I were thinking about it,” Jeoff said, “But we haven’t decided yet.”


“We’re going,” Annie smiled, resting her head on Bob’s shoulder. “It’s going to be a blast.”


“If you want to go, let us know,” Bob said. “That way we can all go together.”


“Sounds like fun,” Linda put in. “What do you say, Jeoff?”


“You really want to go?” Jeoff asked. She nodded, so he shrugged. “I guess it’s a foursome,” he told Bob.”


“Maybe I’ll come,” Ted spoke up.


“Great,” Bob grinned again. “Hey, Jeoff, would you mind driving? My car’s in the shop.”


Jeoff suppressed a smile. “How did I know that was coming?” he said aloud, to no one in particular.





“I didn’t do anything wrong!” the boy cried, tears streaming down his cheeks. “I just found her like that!”


“We’re not accusing you of anything Mikey,” Deputy Meeker said soothingly. “Dr. Loomis only wants to ask you some questions about what happened. Is that okay?”


Mikey Gilmore sighed, before nodding.


Loomis sat down in the cell’s single chair, favoring Mikey with a friendly smile. “How are you, Mikey?” he asked, not unkindly.


“I want to go home,” Mikey said, drawing his knees up to his chest.


Loomis nodded, understanding. A memory flashed through his mind: Even though Michael Myers had exhibited catatonic behavior after he murdered his sister, back in 1963, Loomis had always believed that Michael had wanted, more than anything else, to be able to go home with his parents, and stay there. Almost any child would feel that way. Loomis had believed the same true of Michael, of the child buried, deep beneath the rage. He had nearly reached the child, in their last encounter, but had been unable to get past the rage. “You’ll be able to go home,” he told Mikey. “We just need you to tell us what happened that night.”


“I’ve told them,” Mikey grumbled. “No one believes me.”


“I do, Mikey,” Loomis assured him. “Please, tell me what happened.”


Mikey sighed. “All right,” he finally said. “I woke up when I heard a scream, and then a loud thump. I called for Judy, but she didn’t come. I got out of bed and went to her room, and then I saw her on the floor, and then I called the police.”


“Did you hear anything strange?” Loomis asked. “Heavy breathing, or footsteps?”


“Yeah,” Mikey nodded, remembering. “Someone walked down the stairs and out the door.”


“Did you see him?” Meeker pointed out.


“No,” Mikey shook his head. “I was scared. I didn’t want him to see me.”


“I see,” Loomis said thoughtfully. “You’re a smart boy, Mikey.”


“You’ll be able to go home when your parents get back,” Meeker promised. “Until then, we have to hold you here.”


Mikey folded his arms across his chest and pouted, unhappy with the arrangement. “Would you like something to eat, or read, Mikey?” Loomis asked.


“A chocolate bar?” Mikey said hopefully.


Loomis and Meeker laughed softly. “I’ll do the best I can,” Loomis promised, standing and following Meeker out of the cell.


Out in the hall, Meeker turned to Loomis. “Well?” he asked, expectantly.


“You can release him,” Loomis declared. “I believe him. He didn’t kill the girl.”


“Are you sure about that?” Meeker demanded. “The sheriff’ll have my badge when he gets back if you’re wrong about this.”


“Give him a lie detector test, if you doubt my claims, Mr. Meeker,” Loomis challenged. “Your father doubted my methods as well, and see what happened to him, and your sister.”


Meeker grimaced at the reminder of his lost family. He had been away at college when Michael Myers had killed his younger sister Kelly, and when his father had died in the explosion a year later. “All right,” he sighed. “When the kid’s parents get back, I’ll turn him loose. But if you’re wrong about this, Doc . . .”


“You’ll see that that is rarely the case, Deputy Meeker, when it comes to Michael Myers. I can only hope you’ll display more wisdom in that regard than your father did,” Loomis said, turning on his cane and walking off to get some coffee.


		*			*			*


The knock on her front door caught Linda off guard as she put on her new cashmere sweater. “Just a second!” she called, checking to make sure her hair was straight, before running down the stairs and answering her front door.


“Hey,” Jeoff smiled. “You busy?”


“Not really,” Linda smiled back.


“I was wondering if you’d like to go and get a burger,” Jeoff inquired. “Just something to do?”


“Sure,” Linda nodded. “Sounds nice. Just let me get my purse.”


They went to the local McDonald’s, where they ran into a boy they both knew, who was just leaving.


“Hey, Carl,” Linda smiled warmly at him. “How’s it going?”


“Pretty much the usual,” Carl Reese sighed, not looking directly at her. “I was just getting some dinner for my father.”


“Is your old man still giving you a hard time?” Jeoff asked, concerned, knowing that Carl’s father was an abusive alcoholic.


“No more than usual,” Carl admitted. “Sorry, but if I don’t get back fast, he’ll be really mad.”


“Okay, see you,” Linda said, watching Carl leave. “Poor guy.”


“Yeah,” Jeoff murmured, considering how lucky he’d been to have a decent family.


They went inside the McDonald’s, seeing another couple they knew, waiting in line. “Hey, Tim,” Jeoff grinned to other young man. “How’s the move going?”


“Pretty good,” Tim Strode grinned, his arm wrapped around the shoulders of his girlfriend Beth. “My dad got us a real good deal on this old dump, over on Lampkin Lane. Real fixer-upper.”


“He gonna spring for a work crew to fix it up?” Jeoff asked, knowing what a tightwad Tim’s father was.


“Naw,” Tim shrugged. “Why pay someone else when he’s got all the free labor he needs right here?” he joked, pointing to himself. 


“You guys going to the Tower farm party?” Linda inquired. 


“Nope,” Beth answered. “We’re going to my place. My parents are out of town this weekend.”


“Way to go, dude,” Jeoff grinned, slapping Tim a high-five, much to the mutual annoyance of Beth and Linda.


“Good to see you guys, but we gotta run,” Tim said as he picked up his order. “My dad’s waiting for lunch, and he gets pissed if he has to wait too long for it.”


“He gets pissed if he has to wait for anything,” Beth joked, drawing a laugh from Jeoff and Linda.


“See you,” Tim said as Beth and he headed out.


When Jeoff and Linda finally reached the front of the line, they ordered two big macs and two cokes, and took a table for themselves.


“Are you okay?” Linda asked, when she noticed Jeoff staring into space.


“Yeah,” he answered. “I was just thinking about Judy. She and I dated for like seven months. I guess I’m just still adjusting to the fact that she’s . . .”


“I understand,” Linda said, taking his hand in hers. “She was my friend too.”


“Do you still want to go that party Saturday?” Jeoff wondered. “I’m thinking, what with Judy, it might not be a good idea to go out partying.”


“I don’t think so,” Linda shook her head. “I think some fun is just what we need to take our minds off of this. We should go.”


Jeoff flashed her a defeated smile. “All right,” he agreed. “I’ll go, but I won’t promise that I’ll have fun.”





That evening, after Mikey Gilmore was released into his parents’ custody, Loomis made an odd connection concerning the murder.


“According to this,” he said, showing the file to Deputy Meeker, “the girl’s name was Judith Andrea Gilmore.”


“Right,” Meeker nodded, wondering why Loomis was repeating what he already knew.


“Take a look at this,” Loomis ordered, holding up a list of names. “This is a list of all the people who have died at the hands of Michael Myers. I keep it with me, so that they are never forgotten. Look at the first name.”


“Judith Margaret Myers,” Meeker read. “So what?”


“Don’t you see?” Loomis hissed. “Look at the two names.”


He read. “Judith Myers, Judith Gilmore . . .” he broke off, seeing what Loomis was getting at. “These girls have the same first name.”


“Michael is reliving his past victories,” Loomis declared. “That’s what it has to be. That’s what he’s doing here.”


“But Michael Myers is dead,” Meeker insisted. “He died in the explosion here.”


“But they never found a body, did they?” Loomis countered.


“No,” Meeker reluctantly admitted. “Neither Myers or his niece were ever found.”


“Exactly,” Loomis nodded. “So it could very well be Michael Myers out there, waiting to relive the murder of his next victim.”


“Which would be,” Meeker paused, looking at Loomis’s list. “Annie? Oh, well that narrows it down. There are over three dozen women named Annie in this town.”


“Then I suggest that you put a man on each of them,” Loomis shrugged.





The sun had long since set, and there was only a single car in the unofficial make-out spot in Haddonfield, in the woods near the Tower farm.


Annie Johnson laughed as she tossed back a beer with her boyfriend, Bob Hacker, in the back seat of his car.


“So after my twelfth try, I finally sink the ball in the stupid basket,” Bob chuckled as he took a drink of his own. “I didn’t think Schneider was ever gonna let me outta there.”


“Schneider’s always got a stick up his ass about something,” Annie giggled, knowing she was more than half-drunk. Her parents were going to kill her when she got home. “Why was he so determined you make a basket?”


“Who knows, who cares?” Bob snorted. “I sunk the stupid thing, and only ended up fifteen minutes late for math. And of course, Schneider didn’t write me a pass, so now I got detention tomorrow.”


“What a jerk!” Annie observed. “He should be fired.”


“Yeah,” Bob grunted. “Too bad ol’ Mike Myers ain’t around. I’d like to sic him on Schneider.”


“Ooh, I like it when you talk mean,” Annie laughed softly, resting her head on Bob’s shoulder. “Now talk some Jason!”


“How bout if I let my lips do the talking instead?” Bob suggested, kissing her on the lips.


Annie returned the kiss, dropping her beer on the floor and wrapping her arms around him. Yes, she thought, as he slipped his hand under her sweater.


She slipped her hand under his shirt, feeling his hard peck muscles. Was this it, at last? They had dated for almost a year, but they had never had a close encounter. She moaned with pleasure and submitted, ready for whatever he wanted.


A loud tapping noise suddenly filled the car as an object rapped the window. A bright light shined into the car, nearly blinding Annie. She groaned in disappointment as Bob pulled away from her. He rolled down the window.


“There a problem, Officer?” he asked.


There was no answer, only a loud, heavy breathing.


“Look, Officer, we were just having fun,” Bob said, trying to see past the bright flashlight which was blinding him as well. “We’ll move on if you want.”


Again, there was no response from the cop, and Annie tried not to curse at him for ruining a special moment.


Annoyed now, Bob opened the door and got out of the car. “Look, pal, if you’re just gonna bug us and - -.”


He never finished his sentence. There was a bright flash of metal, and Annie saw Bob fall to the ground, a knife protruding from his chest, his expression locked in terror.


Annie screamed at the sight of the corpse, scrambling for her shoes, so she’d be able to get out of there. But she froze when the killer stooped over and pulled the knife from Bob’s chest. He looked at her, and she was unable to move, so great was her fear. This was a man everyone in Haddonfield knew by sight . . .


He wore a black jumpsuit, heavy boots, and an unmistakable white rubber Halloween mask.


Michael Myers!!!


He stared at her for a moment, as if studying her. Then he reached out for her, and she suddenly found her legs moving. Screw the shoes! She thought, opening the door on the opposite side of the car and running as fast as she could.


“Help!” she screamed. “Please, someone help me!!”


She could hear his heavy breathing, and his footsteps, as he chased her.


Oh God! she thought, unable to believe this was really happening! “Help me!” she shrieked, turning and running toward the distant lights of the Tower farm. Hopefully, the Towers would protect her. Or at least let her use their phone to call the police and report Bob’s murder.


Suddenly, she tripped over an uneven space of ground and fell flat on her face. She rolled over on her back to see Michael Myers staring down at her.


“No,” she begged, trying to pull away from him. “No, please, don’t kill me. Please, please. I don’t want to die.”


But her pleas were wasted. Michael stepped forward and stabbed her in the heart, four times, before she finally died. Standing up, Michael took a step back, as if admiring his work, before turning and walking off into the night.





Some hours later, the police found the bodies. A call from the Tower farm, reporting screams out in their fields had brought them as fast as they could, but alas, they were too late.


“Two victims,” the coroner reported to Deputy Meeker and Dr. Loomis. “A girl and a boy. Names were Annie Parker and Bob Harris.”


“It’s happening again,” Loomis pronounced, when he and Meeker were alone. “He’s come home.”


“You sure about that?” Meeker demanded.


“See for yourself,” Loomis answered, handing his list to Meeker. First his sister, then Annie Brackett, and a boy named Bob, all fell victim to Michael Myers in 1978. There was one more victim before he attacked younger sister, Laurie Strode.”


“I’m familiar with what happened, Doc. It’s required reading these days,” Meeker cut him off, seeing that Loomis was right. “But the question is how does he choose his specific victims, this time around?”


Loomis frowned, his forehead wrinkling in perplexity as a thought occurred to him. “But there is something else here,” he murmured to himself as Meeker ran off to speak again with the coroner.


“Is it you, Michael?” he wondered, staring off into the night.





“Where the hell have you been, boy?” Seth Reese snarled as Carl entered his house.


“Out,” Carl stammered, seeing his father was angry.


“Out where?” Seth demanded, getting to his feet and slowly closing in on his son.


“Just out,” Carl answered, not wanting to tell his father everything.


“You watch your mouth, boy,” Seth snapped, his eyes burning. “I ain’t gonna take none of your lip.”


“What did I say?” Carl asked, backing into the door. He could feel his heart pounding in terror. Why couldn’t he be lucky and get picked off by Michael Myers? Or even better, have his father be picked off by Myers?


“You know what you said,” Seth growled, his breath reeking of alcohol. “Now I gotta learn you a lesson.”


He struck Carl in the face as hard as he could. Carl cringed at the pain, but refused to cry out, refused to give Seth the satisfaction.


Seth hit him, again and again, until he was too tired to go any further. So he opted for his second torture option; humiliation. “You’re worthless, you know that?” he snapped. “I don’t know why I even keep you around here. You ain’t got no job, you don’t bring in no money. What the hell are you good for?”


Carl bit his lower lip, blinking away the tears in his eyes. Seth knew that the best way to humiliate Carl was to remind him of what he was. As another blow, he would often walked in on Carl when he was taking a shower, or when he was changing, just to remind the boy of his low status. And if Carl protested the invasion of his privacy, Seth would only beat him again.


As a result, Carl had learned to hate his father.


“Go to your room, and stay there,” Seth ordered. “If I see you again tonight, I’ll beat you til you can’t even sit down.”


“Yes, sir,” Carl murmured, obediently slinking Seth, who suddenly planted a kick square on Carl’s rear, knocking him face first to the floor. Getting Seth’s unspoken command, Carl crawled on all fours to his room, closing the door behind him.


Bastard, he thought darkly, as he got to his feet and reached into his closet for some clean clothes to change into. And he knew that his father would not let him leave this house until he was eighteen, another nine months away.


Carl again forced his tears back, wanting to be strong, like his personal hero. He would be strong.


�






October 31


Halloween





Loomis sat at the desk provided for him by the Haddonfield Police Department, reviewing the facts from this current crisis. It just didn’t make any damned sense to him.


Michael Myers didn’t kill people at random. He was after members of his family, but he killed anyone he perceived as an obstruction to his attainment of his goal. This was what Loomis had observed off-and-on since 1978. He had first killed Laurie Strode’s friends as bait to lure her into his trap, then the entire night staff of the Haddonfield Memorial Hospital. Loomis had stopped Michael that black night, almost at the sacrifice of his life.


Even after fourteen years, he could still feel the heat of the flames burning him, hear the noise of the explosion from the combustible gases he had set off. He hadn’t expected to survive that night, but every day thanked God that he had. But he also prayed that Michael would have burned in Hell, though he knew in his heart that Hell would not take Michael Myers.


Ten years later, Michael had gone after his niece, Jamie Lloyd, Laurie Strode’s only surviving descendant, with Laurie, her husband, and son being killed in a horrible car accident. He had failed, but tried again the following year, which had led to the cataclysmic explosion that had claimed Jamie, several police officers, including Sheriff Meeker, and supposedly, Michael himself.


And in all of those slaughters of innocent people, Michael had never killed to relive his past victories . . .


Loomis could have kicked himself for not seeing it sooner. He hurriedly rushed out of his temporary office, to Deputy Meeker.


“It’s not Michael Myers,” he declared, more certain than ever.


“What?” Meeker said, not understanding.


“True, these killings have all matched Michael’s modus operandi, but for one flaw,” Loomis continued. “Michael doesn’t try to relive his victories. He is only interested in murdering his family.”


“But if this isn’t Myers, then who the hell is it?” Meeker demanded.


“We’ve got a copycat on our hands, Mr. Meeker,” Loomis decreed. “Someone who wants us to believe that he’s Michael Myers.”


“Oh my God,” Meeker groaned, running his hands over his face. “I can’t believe this is happening. One Myers was bad enough, and now we’ve got two.”


Loomis nodded and pulled out his pistol, making sure it was loaded. When he noticed Meeker staring at the weapon, he grinned slightly. “Heightens my sense of security,” he said innocently.


Despite his dark mood, Meeker grinned.





	“I just can’t believe this is happening,” Linda whispered, her voice haunted. “First Judy, now Bob and Annie. Jeoff, who’s doing this?”


	“I wish I knew,” Jeoff murmured, wishing he had the killer in front of him. He’d teach the little bastard a lesson.


“Do you still feel like going to that party tonight?” Linda asked.


“Not really,” Jeoff admitted. “It wouldn’t feel right, going without Bob and Annie.”


“That’s how I feel,” Linda agreed. “What do you want to do instead?”


“How about if we just go for a drive?” Jeoff suggested. “Spend some time alone, maybe get something to eat.”


“Sounds about right,” Linda smiled sadly, her thoughts obviously still on Bob and Annie. “Just something quiet, and safe.”


“Hey guys,” came Ted’s voice.


“How’s it going?” Jeoff asked, nodding his greeting.�	“About like you’d expect for someone who’s lost three friends in the past few days,” Ted said. Carl hung at his side, his head hung low, his long hair hiding any view of his face. “Have you heard what some people are saying about the killer?”


“No, what?” Jeoff asked, curious.


“They’re saying that it’s Michael Myers,” Ted said, dropping his voice to a near-whisper. “They say he’s back!”


“Impossible,” Carl shook his head, still not looking at them. “He died three years ago.”


“No, it’s possible, man,” Ted insisted. “They never found his body.”


“Oh my God,” Linda whimpered, burying her face in Jeoff’s shirt.


“Are you sure it’s Myers?” Jeoff demanded.


“Hey, I only report ‘em like I hear ‘em Jeoff,” Ted answered, holding up his hands innocently. “That’s all I’ve heard.”


“If it is Myers, I wish he’d go after my dad,” Carl muttered.


“Why?” Linda asked, looking at the sullen boy. “Did your father hurt you again?”


Carl didn’t answer, and she tipped his head up, revealing his face. “Oh my God,” she whispered, seeing the huge black eye and bruises all over the side of his face.


“It doesn’t hurt,” Carl said, but it was obvious he was lying.


Linda took him in her arms and hugged him.


“Don’t,” Carl said, pulling out of her grasp.


“I only wanted to help,” Linda said, confused.


An anguished sob escaped Carl. “Why do you have to be so nice, all of a sudden? Why?” he asked, his eyes shimmering with unshed tears. “So . . . so beautiful,” he said, stroking her cheek once, before turning and running off.


Jeoff stepped up behind her and grasped her shoulders. “He’s the one who needs help,” he declared.


“Why doesn’t he report his father to Child Protection?” Linda asked.


“He’s tried, several times,” Ted answered, staring in the direction Carl had gone. “His father always manages to fool them into thinking that he’s very clumsy, injuring himself, and trying to get attention. They always file Carl as a liar. Now they won’t even take his calls.”


“That’s just wrong,” Jeoff shook his head. “Maybe he’ll be lucky, and his wish’ll come true.”


“That’s a terrible thing to say,” Linda snapped, staring at him disbelievingly.


“Oh yeah?” Jeoff said. “Tell me you weren’t thinking the same thing.”


Unable to deny it, Linda looked away.


“That’s what I thought,” Jeoff grinned.


“Maybe we could find him a place to hide out for awhile,” Ted proposed. “You know, help him get away from his old man for a while.”


“Good idea,” Jeoff agreed, “but then Mr. Reese will call the police, and they’ll track him down, turn him back over, and then Carl will be lucky if he survives.”


“Well, well,” Linda said teasingly, “You’re actually thinking instead of reacting.”


Ted grimaced, embarrassed at his oversight. “Well, I don’t like leaving him in the lurch, you know?” he said.


“Well, we’ll do what we can,” Jeoff agreed. “For now, we’d better just give him some time to cool off.”


Ted shrugged. “Yeah you’re right. You guys still going to the Tower farm?”


“No,” Linda answered. “We’re not in the mood for a party today.”


“You might want to change your minds,” Ted suggested. “A little fun might be just what we all need right now.”


“He could be right,” Jeoff pointed out.


“I don’t know,” Linda said. “Maybe we’ll stop by.”


“Great,” Ted grinned, turning and walking off. “Hope I see you guys tonight!”





Seth Reese was laying back in his easy chair, enjoying a six-pack and a bag of Doritos with the baseball game. “Yeh!” he uttered, holding his greasy arm up high in victory as his team scored a triple.


He took another drink and then looked around the empty room. “Where the hell’s that little pissant at?” he wondered aloud. He hadn’t seen the brat all day. Oh well, if he’d sneaked out again, Seth would let him have it later.


He settled back into his chair, when a hand suddenly gripped his unwashed hair and pulled his head back. He found himself staring into the ice-cold black eyeholes of a white Halloween mask, which regarded him with curiosity.


He swore and leaped out of his chair, leaving a handful of his hair in the grip of Michael Myers. He ran to his cabinet and brought out a rifle. “How the hell’d you get in here?” he demanded.


Michael Myers did not answer, but merely stepped toward Seth, raising a butcher knife high.


Seth squeezed the trigger and shot him, four times, before Michael fell to the floor.


Seth immediately ran past the body and picked up the phone, dialing 911, before realizing that the phone was dead. He cursed again and brought his cellular phone out of his jacket pocket. “This is Seth Reese,” he identified himself to the 911 operator. “I’ve just been attacked by Michael Myers! I shot him four times, he dead.”


He gave his address, and was told to expect Deputy Meeker within five minutes.





“They’ve got him!” Meeker cried as he met Loomis in the Haddonfield Police Department parking lot. “He’s been killed!”


“I wouldn’t count on that,” Loomis warned him. “He took eleven shots in 1978, and dozens more ten years later.”


“Come on,” Meeker sneered, finding Loomis’ claim hard to swallow. “No man could take that many slugs.”


“He’s not a man,” Loomis said evenly.


“Oh yeah, then what is he?” Meeker scoffed.


“Evil.”





Seth Reese had just hung up the phone when he turned and noticed that Michael Myers was not where he’d fallen.


“What the hell?” he whispered as he readied his rifle, wishing he had more than two slugs available.


He looked around fearfully, trying to find Myers, but he was nowhere to be seen. At least, not in the living room. Seth turned and went into the kitchen, unfamiliar with the place, since Carl was the one who did the cooking for the both of them, rather badly.


He noticed two butcher knives missing from their normal holding place, both rather large, he guessed.


As he looked through the kitchen, he suddenly heard a loud, muffled breathing from behind him. He turned to fire, but Michael Myers grabbed the weapon from his hands and clubbed him across the face with it. Seth went flying, landing on the kitchen table which collapsed under his weight.


Michael dropped the rifle and brought out his knife, approaching Seth with a cold menace in his stride.


Seth screamed as Michael stabbed him through the heart and twisted the blade around inside the wound. Then he pulled out his other knife and stabbed Seth repeatedly, until, covered in blood, Seth breathed his last and sagged to the floor.


Michael stared at the body, apparently savoring the sight, for his breathing picked up in rhythm. Then he turned and left the Reese residence.





When Meeker and Loomis arrived, they found the body of Seth Reese. “Unbelievable,” Meeker breathed. “And after four rounds, he’s still going.”


“If it is Michael,” Loomis reminded him.


“Look, Doc, you keep bouncing back and forth between theories; ‘It’s Michael Myers’, ‘It’s a copycat’. Which one is it?” Meeker demanded.


“This would seem to indicate that it really is him,” Loomis answered, gesturing to the body. “A copycat, no matter how closely he followed Michael’s patterns, would not survive being shot four times.”


“But why kill Seth Reese?”


Loomis shook his head, unable to answer the question. “He’s broken the list,” he whispered. “The next victim should have been female.”


“Right,” Meeker nodded. “I’ll dispatch the men to keep eyes on the ‘Lyndas’ in town.”





It was dark out as Jeoff and Linda drove through Haddonfield, with no particular destination. They had been out driving ever since the sun had gone down. Conversation was minimal, and the silence was almost overwhelming. Not even the radio was on.


It wasn’t until almost 8:30 that Jeoff noticed something in his rearview mirror.


“Don’t look now,” Jeoff said, as he and Linda drove through the downtown district of Haddonfield, “but I think we’re being followed.”


“Really,” Linda responded, half-asleep from boredom, “who’s following us?”


“It looks like the police to me,” Jeoff answered. “Better see what they want.”


He pulled his car over, the police car stopping behind him. To Jeoff’s surprise, the cop made no move to get out of his vehicle, so he motioned for the cop to come.


He was a semi-heavyset man, in his early forties with short brown hair and a neatly trimmed mustache. His nametag identified him as Simington.


“Is there a problem, Officer?” Jeoff inquired.


“No, no problem,” Simington shook his head. “Just doing my job.”


“Following us?” Jeoff challenged.


“Keeping an eye on your girl,” Simington admitted. “She could be in danger.”


“What are you talking about?” Linda asked, not understanding.


Simington sighed, and looked around, as if checking for any eavesdroppers.





In the shadows, not far from the two cars, a dark figure stood, breathing heavily through his mask. He made no move, only listened to the conversation. His target was too well guarded. Now was not the time. He would wait.





“You know about the recent murders, right?” Simington said. When Jeoff and Linda both nodded, he continued. “We believe that the killer is Michael Myers, but we’re trying to keep a lid on it. A man named Seth Reese was found dead a few hours ago.”


“That’s Carl’s father,” Jeoff said to Linda, who gasped at the news.


“What about Carl, is he all right?” she asked Simington.


“We don’t know, we haven’t been able to track him down yet. Apparently, he wasn’t home when it happened,” the detective answered.


“Maybe he went to the party at the Tower farm,” Linda suggested.


“We’ve got a man on his way out there right now,” Simington nodded. “If he’s there, we’ll find him. But my job is to keep an eye on Linda Davis. That’s you, isn’t it, Miss?” he asked.


“Yes, that’s me,” Linda confirmed.


“What does that have to do with anything?” Jeoff demanded.


“You don’t need to concern yourself with that,” Simington said, turning to leave.


“Hold it!” Jeoff snapped, getting out of his car. “When it’s about my girlfriend, if she’s in trouble, then I damn well will concern myself with it! What the hell is going on?!”


Simington sighed, clearly unhappy with the situation. “All right,” he muttered, as Linda got of the car and standing beside Jeoff. “We believe that Myers is reliving his past victories. Everyone he’s killed so far has the same name as one of his victims from 1978, with the exception of Seth Reese. Starting with Judith Gilmore . . .”


“Judith Myers,” Jeoff breathed, seeing the pieces all coming together.


“Exactly,” Simington nodded. “Then Annie Parker, Annie Brackett. And Bob, and now . . .” Simington gestured to Linda, not wanting to say it out loud.


“Jeoff, I’m scared,” Linda whimpered.


“It’s all right,” Jeoff said soothingly, wrapping a protective arm around her. “I won’t let anything happen to you.”


“So, I’m supposed to keep an eye on you,” Simington said. “You two can just go on about your normal plans. I’ll just be a fly on the wall.”


“All right,” Jeoff nodded. He escorted Linda back to the car, opening her door for her, in his characteristic display of chivalry, then returned to Simington. “Listen, pal,” he said. “You wouldn’t happen to have an extra weapon would you? I’d prefer it if I could handle myself, not have to depend on anyone else.”


“I understand,” Simington said, giving him a knowing wink. “But if anyone asks, you stole this out of my car when I wasn’t looking, deal?” he asked, offering a cop gun.


“Deal,” Jeoff agreed, taking the gun and tucking it into the waistline of his pants. He nodded his gratitude to Simington and headed back to his car.


Then he started his car and drove off.


Simington turned to head back to his own car, but just as he was about to get in, he was struck on the back of the head by an unknown assailant, and he blacked out.


			


When Simington regained consciousness, he was surprised to find himself standing upright. He tried to move, but found his arms were tied to his sides. He tried to move, but he was tied to a pole, driven deep into the ground, too deep for him to work loose.


He was in the Haddonfield freight yards, where miles and miles of railroad track came together, side by side. Most of the present trains in the yard were unsupervised at the moment. It seemed that he was all alone out here.


Then he noticed the loud breathing, ominous, sounding something like Darth Vader. Myers.


The Shape stepped out in front of Simington, and the detective got his first look at the legendary murderer. He’d heard Loomis’ opinion that this wasn’t Michael Myers, but was a copycat. If this wasn’t Myers, then the copycat had done his homework.


He carried in his hands, a sledgehammer, and two railroad spikes.


With a start, Simington realized he was square in the middle of one of the many tracks. He tried to run, but was tied too securely to the post to get away.


Myers set one of the railroad spikes down and approached Simington with the other in his left hand, the sledgehammer clutched tightly in his right.


Simington wondered what Michael Myers intended to do. Drive the spike into his skull, maybe? Or gouge his eyes out?


Michael then stooped over, getting down on one knee, and proceeded to nail Simington’s foot to the ground, with the spike.


Simington screamed as agony beyond description filled his entire leg. Meanwhile, Michael reached back, got the second spike, and then nailed Simington’s other foot into the ground, positioning it right next to his first foot.


His hands slick with blood, it took Michael Myers a few tries to get the second spike in, but he succeeded, just as a telltale rumbling became audible. Simington looked down the track he was nailed to and saw an oncoming locomotive.


Michael calmly stepped behind Simington and untied him from the pole, removing it from the track. As he turned and headed away, Simington reached for his gun, but found that Michael had disarmed him.


When he was safely out of harm’s way, Michael turned to watch.


The oncoming locomotive continued on its vanward course.


“HEY!” Simington shrieked at the tops of his lungs, waving his arms frantically. “STOP!!”


Barely audible over the loud din of the train, he heard a man’s voice yelling for him to get off the track.


“I CAN’T!!” he yelled back, hoping the engineer would see the problem and stop. However, the noise from the locomotive was too loud, for his pleas did not reach the engineer.


The locomotive smashed into him, and his shattered body flew in all directions, a nasty shower of blood coating the ground along with fragments of bone and internal organs. When the locomotive finally managed to stop, behind it, like someone’s twisted idea of a joke, Simington’s feet were still nailed securely onto the track.


Of Michael Myers, there was no sign . . . 





“Looks like that cop decided to ditch us,” Jeoff commented, no longer seeing the patrol car in his rearview mirror.


“That’s weird,” Linda said, leaning on Jeoff’s shoulder.


Driving with only one hand, Jeoff kept a supportive arm around Linda, who’d been uneasy ever since their encounter with Simington.


“Don’t worry,” Jeoff whispered to her. “I’m not going to let anything happen to you.”


“Oh, that makes me feel so much better,” she said sardonically, reaching out and turning on the radio, unable to tolerate the silence any longer.


Michael Jackson’s “Thriller” blasted out of the speakers, apparently for Halloween. Linda shrugged. She’d heard worse singers than Michael Jackson.


As they passed a stoplight, a police car pulled out from an adjoining street and followed their car, its lights off.


“You know,” Linda commented. “This is getting really boring. Why don’t we just over to the Tower farm?”


“Sure,” Jeoff agreed. “I’d like to see the look on Carl’s face when he finds out about his father.”


“You think he be happy or sad?” Linda inquired.


“I’m guessing somewhere in between,” Jeoff admitted. “I mean, sure, his dad was a real asshole, but he was still Carl’s father.”


“Maybe so,” Linda agreed. “He’s going to need his friends, Jeoff. Let’s be there for him.”


“Sure,” he said. “Those of his friends who are left.”


They drove on in silence.





The police were all over the freight yard, many picking up the pieces of what had once been Detective Simington.


“What does the coroner have to say?” Deputy Meeker asked one of his men.


“He’s been in the outhouse, puking since he saw this,” the cop reported.


“Not much to say,” Loomis spoke, pointing to the nailed-down feet with his cane. “I’d say it’s a pretty good bet that death was instantaneous.”


“How can a man do something like this, Loomis?” Meeker wondered.


“It isn’t a man,” Loomis answered. “Though I’ve never seen Michael bother with something this elaborate.”


“So you’re guessing it’s a copycat,” Meeker supplied.


“Not necessarily,” Loomis shook his bald head. “I honestly do not know if it’s Michael, or someone emulating Michael.”


“What else can you tell me about him?” Meeker asked. “Anything might be helpful.”


Loomis shrugged. “I met him, twenty-nine years ago. I was told there was nothing left; No reason, no conscience, even the most rudimentary sense of life and death, of good or evil, right or wrong. I met this six-year-old child with this blank, pale, emotionless face and the blackest eyes, the devil’s eyes. I spent eight years trying to reach him, and then another seven trying to keep him locked up because I realized that what was living behind that boy’s eyes was purely and simply evil. But nobody listened, and the people of Haddonfield have paid the price, ever since. I had hoped that he was indeed dead, but now I just do not know.”


“Have you tried to speak with him?” Meeker asked. “Maybe, gone to the old Myers place, see if he’s there?”


“I did,” Loomis nodded. “Last night. I was there for six hours. He never came.”


“Great,” Meeker sighed. “If he’s not home, then where is he?”


“Hunting, Mr. Meeker, for his next target,” Loomis sighed, turning and heading for the car.


“Look, Loomis,” Meeker said, following him. “If Michael, or whoever, is copying all of the previous murders, how far is he likely to go? All the way to 1989, or just stop after he finishes his first night?”


“It could be either,” Loomis answered, sitting down with a great sigh in the passenger seat. “I don’t have much experience in the way of copycats. My entire career has been focused on Michael now for almost thirty years, that I can’t remember much more.”


“Simington was assigned to keep an eye on Linda Davis,” one of Meeker’s men reported. “The fact that he’s dead would suggest something.”


“He’s after the Davis girl,” Meeker realized, going pale.


“Find her!” Loomis barked at the gathered police, not wanting anyone else to die.





There were literally dozens of cars parked out in front of the Tower farm as Jeoff and Linda arrived. It took them several minutes to find a space within decent walking distance, but they eventually found one and headed in.


The police car had followed them, still without headlights.


Its driver breathed heavily as he watched them enter the house.


Michael Myers drove out a few hundred yards from the farm, concealing the car in the tall weeds. Then he walked the distance back to the farm, seeing the perfect place to wait.





Ted Connelly laughed as he danced with a girl costumed as Catwoman, from “Batman Returns”, including a very sexy skintight vinyl suit, and a whip which she had curled around her shoulders, giving her a seductive, dangerous look.


Her name was Rhonda Sullivan, a senior at Haddonfield High. Ted had noticed her before, but had never realized she was such a babe. He wished he’d come dressed as Batman, instead of Jason Voorhees from the Friday the 13th movies. They would’ve made a great couple.


The stereo was blasting out a bunch of spooky tunes with just the right amount of rock mixed in to make it fun to dance to.


There was a great refreshment table, to which Ted had generously helped himself, and someone had spiked the punch, all in all, making it a great party!


He wished Jeoff and Linda had come. This much fun would have helped them take their minds off of Julie, Annie, and Bob’s deaths.


As if a genie had granted his wish, he saw Jeoff and Linda, obviously having just arrived, for they were dropping their coats on the chest-high pile by the door.


“Hey!” he called to them.


They saw him and smiled in greeting.


“So, ‘Jason’,” Rhonda said in a seductive kitty-kitty voice, running her fingers across his chest, “What do you say we go out into the barn? I’ve never made it with a maniac.”


Ted pulled his mask down over his face and growled playfully. They made their way through the crowd, when they reached Jeoff and Linda. “Where’re you heading, Ted?” Jeoff asked.


“Yeah, don’t leave us all alone,” Linda teased.


“Relax,” Ted grinned, giving them a wink through his mask. “We’re just going out in the barn for a while.”


“Yeah,” Rhonda purred, “Don’t worry, we’ll be right back.”


Without another word, the hockey mask-wearing killer and Catwoman rushed out the side door.


“Maybe we’ll go out in the barn later,” Linda commented, “if you’re good.”


Jeoff immediately committed himself to being a good boy.





Ted and Rhonda entered the barn, quickly finding a secluded place where they could make out without anyone seeing them.


But they did not know that they were not alone in the barn, as they had hoped. A dark figure watched them from the shadows as they made love, anger surging within him at the sight. Ever silent, save for his heavy breathing, he reached over and picked up a pair of tree pruners hanging on the wall.





“Go ahead, ‘Jason’,” Rhonda moaned. “Slaughter me.”


Ted laughed and put his mask back on. They rolled, and Rhonda was on top. Ted rested, enjoying himself.


He didn’t hear the heavy breathing or the footsteps as they approached. His only warning was when Rhonda suddenly tensed, apparently sensing that they were not alone.


But her warning came too late.


A pair of tree pruners suddenly clamped down on the sides of Rhonda’s neck, and the handler of the pruners, with superhuman strength, cut.


Ted opened his eyes to see Rhonda’s head hanging only by the flesh of her neck, her spinal cord cut clean through. He screamed at the sight and scrambled out from beneath her. Her body fell limply to the ground, giving Ted a clear view of Michael Myers!


He quickly got to his feet and stood staring at the Shape, who regarded him with cold curiosity. He suddenly remembered he was still wearing most of his Jason Voorhees costume. Was that what had Michael’s attention?


Realizing he had a few seconds, at least, Ted reached into his pocket and brought out his switchblade, though he’d never had to draw it before, at least, not for self-defense.


In response, Michael reached into his own pocket and brought out a huge butcher knife. Ted charged the Shape, trying to drive the blade into him, but Michael deftly sidestepped him.


‘Jason’ regrouped quickly and slowly approached Michael, who warily maintained his distance. They played this game for a few minutes, until Michael seemed to tire of it and took a swing at Jason with his knife, opening a large rip in his shirt, but drawing only minimal blood.


Jason staggered for a moment, but soon regained his equilibrium and rushed Michael, driving his knife deep into Michael’s abdomen. The Shape stared at the knife, but did not seem to weaken. He slashed his knife across the hockey mask, which collapsed into two pieces from his strength. The mask fell to the ground, revealing Ted’s face.


Seeing that he no longer had a safety window, Ted spun on his heel and ran for it. Michael followed, walking calmly, knowing that he would triumph.





Ted burst into the party, his shirt stained with his and Rhonda’s blood. “He’s here!” he yelled. “Michael Myers is outside!”


Panic spread throughout the party like fire through a forest, as people scrambled, trying to find places to hide, or escape. One person jumped out the window, rushing for his car. Jeoff and Linda gasped as they saw Michael Myers jump out from behind one of the dozens of parked cars and slash the kid’s throat.


Then he turned and headed for the house.


“We’ve got to get out of here,” Linda insisted, knowing that Myers was coming for her.


“No,” Jeoff said calmly, reaching into his pants and pulling out the gun Simington had given him. “You can hide if you want, but I’m going to fight him.”


“Jeoff, are you crazy?! That’s suicide!” Linda cried, unable to believe her ears.


“No, it’s the best way to end this,” Jeoff returned, trusting his instincts. “On second thought, don’t hide. Stay behind me.”


A loud pounding soon sounded throughout the house, as Michael pounded on the door, trying to get in. Luckily, in all the commotion, someone had thought to lock the door.


Jeoff checked his gun, making sure it was loaded. Going up against Michael Myers, unarmed and overconfident was a sure-fire way to die.


The large butcher knife suddenly stabbed through the door, once, twice, several times, until Michael Myers smashed through it with old-fashioned brute force. The people who hadn’t managed to find cover screamed in terror as he proceeded through the room, his black eyes locked on Linda. Several party guests tried to sneak past Myers and escape, but anyone who got too close wound up dead.


Feeling an almost icy calm, Jeoff raised his gun, aiming directly at Myers’ heart, and fired seven rounds. Myers staggered and fell to the floor, apparently dead.


“Damn,” he heard Ted breathe.


Jake Tower approached the body, wanting a closer look. “Stay away from him!” Jeoff barked.


“He’s dead,” Jake argued.


“No he’s not,” Jeoff snapped. “Look at him! He’s still breathing!”


Getting the message, Jake stepped back. “What should I do then?” he asked.


“Get on the phone and call the police,” Jeoff ordered.


Jake nodded and headed into the other room.


Jeoff cautiously stepped toward the insensate form lying on the floor, waiting after every step for a reaction, but none was forthcoming.


Within minutes, the sounds of sirens were audible through the permanently open door. Jeoff kept his weapon trained on Myers, just in case.


“We just had a report of Michael Myers in this area,” Deputy Meeker said as he entered the room, addressing Jake Tower.


“He’s in there,” Jake pointed them in.


Meeker and an old man Jeoff had never seen before came into the room. “It’s Myers all right,” Meeker declared, bringing out his handcuffs.


Loomis stared at the body, scrutinizing it.


The second Meeker touched Michael, to turn him over and cuff him, the Shape came alive, stabbing Meeker in the shoulder.


Meeker collapsed to the floor, clutching at his wound. Loomis whipped out his own weapon, keeping it on Michael who got to his feet, staring curiously at Loomis.


	“Do you recognize me, Michael?” Loomis said, speaking as a doctor spoke to his patient. “Or have you forgotten?”


“Dr. Loomis,” a husky voice came from behind the mask, startling everyone in the room, for it was well known that Michael Myers did not speak.


“Your cover is blown, ‘Michael’,” Loomis informed him. “Why don’t you remove your mask, and show us who you really are?”


The imposter did not move. Seizing the initiative, Jeoff stepped forward and ripped the rubber mask off the killer’s face. He whipped around, glaring furiously at Jeoff, who froze when he saw the face.


“Carl!” he blurted out. Behind him, he heard Linda gasp in shock.


“Trick or treat,” Carl grinned evilly, his voice raspy, twisted and evil, nothing like its normal self. Carl’s eyes burned with fierce anger and hatred.


“Carl Reese?” Ted said stupidly, coming over next to Jeoff and Linda. “Why?”


Carl’s lip curled in disgust at the question. “You know why,” he snarled.


“Why don’t you enlighten us?” Loomis suggested. “Why did you impersonate Michael Myers, and slaughter so many innocent people?”


“Innocent?!” Carl repeated incredulously. “They weren’t innocent! They were traitors!”


“Traitors?” Ted repeated. “Carl, we were your friends, including Bob, Annie, and Judy!”


“No you weren’t,” Carl hissed. “If you had been my friends, you would have tried to save me.”


“From what?” Linda asked.


“The Bastard,” Carl snapped. “But I finally took matters in my own hands, and I fought back.”


“You killed your father,” Jeoff translated.


“Looks like I’m not so worthless after all,” Carl said bitterly, staring at the floor. “He treated me like a worthless animal after my mom died, blaming me for everything. Then I learned about Michael Myers.”


“You saw a role model,” Loomis guessed. “You admired the way he never submitted to anyone or anything.”


“You’re the shrink,” Carl muttered. “But you’re right.”


Meeker managed to get to his feet, hand still clutching at his wounded shoulder. “How’d you manage to take so many slugs and keep going, kid?” he inquired. “You ain’t superhuman, like the real Myers.”


Carl grinned and opened his black jumpsuit, revealing a pair of bulletproof vests underneath, one covering his front, the other covering his back. “These babies really work,” he told Meeker. “Tell your boys they do good work. I wasn’t sure they’d take this much punishment.”


“And the reason you chose to emulate Michael’s first killings?” Loomis queried.


“Coincidence,” Carl shrugged. “I noticed that most of the traitors had the same names as Michael’s victims from 1978, and I thought it might be fun to kill them in the same order as Michael had.”


“And after you killed Linda, then what?” Jeoff asked.


“Then it would have been you and Ted,” Carl growled angrily at them.


“But why?” Ted repeated. “What did we do to you that was so terrible?”


“You never backed me up,” Carl answered, as if it were the most obvious thing in the world. “You let my father convince the authorities that I was a liar, you never told them the truth, and left me to suffer at the Bastard’s hands. You had to pay.”


“And emulating Michael Myers would have let you get off scott-free,” Loomis nodded, seeing Carl’s motive clearly.


“Exactly,” Carl smiled, pleased to see that someone had gotten it.


“I’m afraid that isn’t going to happen now,” Meeker answered, gesturing to one of his men, who came in and drew out a pair of handcuffs. “Carl Reese, you’re under arrest.”


“Like hell,” Carl grinned, his wide eyes insane as he reached into the pocket of his jumpsuit and brought out an old six-shooter revolver. Before anyone could stop him, he cocked the weapon, stuck the barrel in his mouth, and blew his brains out.


He was dead before he hit the floor.





“You know, in a way, Carl was right,” Jeoff observed, staying close to Linda, not having let her out of his sight since Carl’s death. “We could have done a better job of helping him.”


“That’s bullshit,” Ted snapped, still having a hard time with what had happened. “It was his pops that drove him nuts.”


“He needed us,” Linda said, her eyes shining with tears. “And we didn’t hear him calling for our help. We’re just as responsible as his father.”


“Don’t blame yourself,” Loomis warned them, coming to speak with them. “That was what he wanted.”


“We should have seen what was happening to him,” Linda insisted.


“There was no way for you to know,” Loomis told her matter-of-factly. “But the crisis is over and done with. The best thing to do is get on with your lives.”


“We’ll do what we can,” Jeoff promised.


“Are you going to be all right?” Loomis asked Jeoff, Linda, and Ted as the sun slowly rose in the east.


“I think so,” Jeoff nodded. “Though it’ll be a while before things get back to normal again.”


“Actually, you were quite fortunate,” Loomis told them. “If it had really been Michael Myers, I doubt we would have been able to stop him so easily.”


“Easily?” Linda repeated incredulously. “Our friends are dead, and you call that easy?”


“Do you have any idea how many other people have died, trying to stop the real Michael Myers, young lady?” Loomis countered evenly. “Haddonfield got off easy this Halloween, mark my words.”


Jeoff would have argued, but he knew in his heart that Loomis was right. “What will you do now, Doctor?” he asked, feeling a strange kinship with this man he’d met only hours before.


Loomis smiled sadly. “Return to Langdon, and enjoy my retirement,” he answered. “Michael Myers is dead, has been for three years now. I must learn to accept that, as must Haddonfield. I’m sorry for your friends. I wish we’d have been able to do more.”


“Thank you Doctor Loomis,” Jeoff said, offering a hand to the old man.


Loomis grasped Jeoff’s hand in his own gloved hand and shook it warmly. “Take care of yourselves, and if Michael should ever show up again, call me.”


With that, he turned and walked away, toward the police car waiting to take him back to Langdon.


Jeoff, Linda, and Ted watched him go, hoping they’d never see another Halloween like this one again.





