 Keri Tate walked down the steep,dirt hill.Her hands were both grasping her only means of defence,a large axe.She freed her right hand from it's tight grip and wiped the tears dribbling down her bloodied cheek.It then went back down to where it was before.She


peered down the hill to the smoking wreckage of an upturned ambulance van sandwiching what appeared from her angle to be a human body.It was the body of her brother,Micheal Myers.Keri Tate had expierenced the most horrific night in twenty years,exactly to the date.When the unconscious person on the bottom of the hill escaped from his dwelling at a mental institution.He killed all of Keri's friends and then went after her,killing who else got in his way.The fight ended up in the Haddonfield Memorial Hospital where he and his psychiatrist,Doctor Samual Loomis both were caught in a blaze of flames.Which is where Keri last heard of either of them.She changed her name to Keri Tate after the incident,and inlisted to change her identity.The woman known as Laurie Strode went up with the flames in that hospital twenty years ago.


 Keri finally got to the bottom of the hill,her voice filled with fear and harsh breathing.She looked down at the mangled body laying between the van and the tree,her eyes stayed poised on the body as she stepped closer.She was ready for anything and it showed in her eyes,lit aflame with a burning anger.She stopped in front of the body and stared,so many times before had this thing sprung to life as if being rejected from Hell.She stared into the dark,masked eyes of her brother and waited for any signs of life.She had a simple plan of attack,if indeed he sprung back to life,take one final swing and rid herself of all the pain and fear of the past twenty years.She stood tall and waited longer,the lingering thought of 'maybe he is finally dead,maybe he broke his spine and neck' soared throughout Keri's mind as she waited longer.Finally,she was answered with an unrecognized groan.Her vision shot back into focus and the head of Micheal Myers slowly rose and his eyes met with Keri's.She stepped back and a small,startled yelp escaped from her throat.


 "Micheal."She beckoned.


 It was impossible,the man laying in front of her had just tumbled down a hill on top of a van and was now sandwiched between it and a large fallen tree.But here he was,shaking it off and trying to stand back up.But it appeared as though he was in quite a bit of pain,the only sign of life in the body was the one groan and slight movement of the neck.


 This was to be his final curtain and the closing would be carried out by the woman who underwent his torture for twenty years.Keri prepared the axe for one final blow as he slowly and dazed raised his hand for help,for affection,for love.She halted her movement and stood in shock,lowering the axe with her left hand,she slowly reached for the ailing limb.The two fingers almost touched but as suddenly as she raised the axe,she retracted her fingers as the dazed figure sat in confusion.With a swift blow to the neck,the large axe swung out front of Keri with both her hand's snugly around it.With a sickening slapping noise,the head of Micheal Myers was flung into the air and seperated clean off the shoulders.The dazed confused look still embedded in the blue eyes as the head twisted in the air and crudely hit the moist grass.Keri fell backwards onto the grass buttocks first and stayed there until the proper authorities arrived.For her she could finally rest,knowing that the terror had finally ended.Until she was informed on a late afternoon on October fifteenth 1999 at her new estate in Mannfield,New Jersey that some details were left buried to her knowledge.The menace known as Micheal Myers was indeed captured by the authorities,but lives on in the Smith's Grove Institution.Fifteen days after she met with the man who had rescued her on the fateful night of Halloween in 1978,both her and her son were reported missing and are now presumed dead.The body of 


the man who had been dicpitated is now in the Clifton Cemetary


in Summer Glenn,Florida.Engraved on the tombstone reads: 


 'Trevor Lobias,loving father and son.Born December 18th 1968,Died October 31st 1998.'


 As another day comes to a close,the town of Haddonfield,Illinois prepares for another Halloween.It's only threat now in the institution where all the terror escaped from.But what noone knows is that a totally healed and mended killer awaits freedom from his dark cell.


***


 Three hospital personnel walked down the dark hallways of the Smith's Grove psychiatric hospital.They were but the average pencil-pushing men who came and went at an alarming speed,they were all an above average build,to handle the above average patients.The two men on each side of Doctor Henry Crawford had a rather glum expression of tiredness and annoyance from the utter babble the patients yelled throughout the long nights.The two henchmen wore white,tucked in tee-shirts in navy pants,they each had a bouncing holister for they're night-stick on the left hip.Crawford's clicking footsteps tapped with the unison of the two large men as the trio rounded another desolate corner of the underground level maximum security ward.Only the wackiest of the wacky patients ended up here,it was to be they're final home as most of them spent they're final years in the cold,dark cells.Lifeless mumbles erupted from every cell on the left and right of the large hall,the men were of course used to this nuissance as they had learned to disregard it with ease.Crawford's wrinkled face churned to a small smile as they stopped in front of a large metal door with the name 'M. Myers' on a nameplate.


 "This is it." He said as he reached for a set of keys."We had four other men administer him some thorazin to keep him steady so we have nothing to fear." The dry smile faded as the key fitted into the lock and a loud click echoed throughout the lonely halls."Would you believe we found him wandering down a highway in Florida buck naked in '98?"


 The giant door swung open to reveal a darkened room,it's only illumination a flickering light hanging by it's wires from the ceiling,swaying to a steady rythum of stirring electricity.The room was otherwise pitch-black,a knocked over tramac with various leather straps was on it's side and men were sprawled out across the floors.


 "Good god." Crawford uttered as he peered into the darkness.


 "I believe you now,sir." The left personnel said as he looked throughout the cell.


 He stepped into the room and lost balance on the blood soaked floor.


There was indeed a problem with this situation,a dry crack emerged from a corner of the cell.The three men turned to it and gasped in horror as a tall figure dressed in a white gown loosened his grip from a stubby man held to the wall by the patient's grotesque hands.The man fell to the floor lifelessly as the giant figure turned to face the three men.His face wrapped in white bandages.


 "Mother of god." The left man said as he reached for his night stick with his right hand.


 The giant looming figure lunged forward with the momentum of a cheetah and grasped Crawford's neck with his blood soaked hands.The 


man once known as Elias Henry Crawford slowly blacked out as the hand's of Micheal Myers tightened around his brittle neck.Dry cracks of bone came from the man's neck as he uttered a low moan of defeat and went limp.The two personnel lunged at Myers with they're black sticks held above they're heads.The giant tower of strength tossed the body of Crawford at the two men and sent them falling backward to the ground,landing on they're buttocks.They tried desperately to move to body off of they're legs as Micheal Myers slowly walked up to them.His arms limp beside his hips,his eyes aflame with a cold, concentrated fire.He bent over and pulled the men to they're feet with one hand per neck.He lifted them from the floor and with a giant lunge,they soared backwards into the cell and onto the floor.Myers then turned from the bodies to the door and slowly stepped out of the room which had confined him of all human decency.His bare feet made but no sound as he walked down the long hallway,his head turning from left to right with the curiousity of a three-year-old.There were no boundaries that could hold this beast,he had a mission and noone was to stop him.





HALLOWEEN 


The Legacy of Micheal Myers





October 30th,1999


Haddonfield,Illinois





 Doctor Sam Loomis inspected the dicapitated remains of two officers on duty at Smith's Grove.They both were missing numerous body parts and were in a puddle of blood.The old man was used to this sort of thing, dismissed the bodies and headed over to the entrance of Smith's Grove.He stopped in front of a short,blond haired man.


 "How did he escape?" Loomis asked.


 The man turned to him from a police officer and a concerned look spread across his face."Doctor Sam Loomis? You were reported dead!"


 Loomis groaned as if used to this question."You were misinformed.


How did Micheal Myers escape?"


 "He was being given his thorazine when he broke free of the straps in the tramac,don't ask me how.He killed eight people tonight and drove away in the soaking rain wearing nothing but his gown and killed seven people in the process.I have no idea how he slipped past everyone else.We're setting up twenty road blocks around this area."


 Loomis stared into the man's eyes with disbelief."Those couldn't stop a three-year-old!" He said as he peered 'round the room.


 "What do you suggest we do,Doctor? He also stole his mask from the depository,does that mean anything also?" The man asked with sarcasm spread all throughout his voice.


 "Search high and low,this man is pure evil.If he want's to get to Haddonfield he will." Loomis answered.


 "Haddonfield," He asked as he straightened his posture."why Haddonfield?" 


 "Haven't they told you anything?" Loomis answered as he stepped closer to the man."He is here to kill his family,and only God can stop him!"


 "His family?" The man asked with the same sarcasm stiched into his voice."He killed over fifteen people that night he went after Laurie Strode,I'd hate to think they were all related to him!"


 Loomis gve the man a look of pure annoyance."They merely got in the way.But I beg of you to lookout in Haddonfield,but keep it quiet.If word of this gets out to the public,there will be hysteria."


 A tall,black man was writing notes down on a small pad of paper and looked up at Loomis as he limped over.


 "He's escaped." The man said as he pocketted the pad of paper. "Killed seven people getting out of here.Then stole one of the place's cars.You think he's going back to Haddonfield?" 


 Loomis turned back to the bodies and examined them."For what reason? There are no other people directly related to him,except Miss Tate and she's locked away."


 "Why would he only go after his family?" The man asked.


 Loomis laughed to himself,an uneasy laugh."Never mind that.Where is the Strode family that lives in Haddonfield now?"


 The man looked up at Loomis with concerned eyes."Yeah,but all the rest are out of this country.One up in Canada and one in London."


 "Where is the family?" Loomis asked impatiently.


 "89 Groening road,a little past Montaney's Convienance store.What does it matter?" He asked as he turned to a quick flash from a camera.


 "Everything." Loomis said as he headed out of the hospital.





 A loud Sony radio blared with music as an elderly man sat upon an old rocking chair on his front porch rocking aimlessly.His thick glasses letting off glints of sunlight as he continued his daily routine.He had perched upon that rocking chair for over twenty years,glancing at people passing by and having quick conversations with some.He was known as Harold McKenzie and he had remembered all of the incidents that occured in the small town of Haddonfield, Illinois.From the dreadful car accident which had taken the life of Ben Tramer,to the Halloween night of 1978 when a murderous madman took more lives than any other serial killer in all of America.People


were never to speak the words of any of the Strode's nor of Micheal Myers.The town had had it's share of problems and didn't want to uncover any of them again.Burying the hatchet in a sort of way.The old man sat up and forwrd as a car pulled into his driveway,an aged man stepped from it and walked up to the front of the porch.He wore a large overcoat,suit and tie underneath it.His aged face showed many brutal scars and severe aging behind his beard,he walked with a limp and supported his weight with a sleek,black cane in his left hand.He came to an abrupt halt and leaned sideways on his cane as he peered up at the old man.


 "Mister McKenzie I presume?" The old man asked.


 "Thats right." Harold answered.


 "My name is Loomis,Sam Loomis.I'm here to ask you if you have seen anything unusual around here.As I'm told you have the most watchful eye of the whole town." Loomis answered.


 "Nope,not for a while.Aren't you that Myers' guy's shrink?" He asked abruptly.


 Loomis wavered and lowered his glance for a brief period,as if to expell some immense pain that was crowding over him."That is correct."


 "Heard you were dead." He said.The old man was blunt with conversations,which is why noone tried to engage him in one.


 "Well you were misinformed." Loomis said as he peered around the block."Are you positive you haven't seen anything strange?"


 The man's face turned a pale white as he slowly rose from his chair.


"Don't you even think about telling me-" He trailed off as Loomis inturrupted.


 "Yes." He said as he turned and went back to his car.


 "Find him!" Harold shouted."For the love of god find him!"





 The autumn day was a fresh and brisk one,children ran in groups down the road to school while cars drove past them.Brown and orange leaves blew and soared across the streets and yards of Haddonfield,the town was ready to celebrate another Halloween.The towns people count every year since the last visit of the Boogey Man,it had been four Halloween's with no trouble but pranksters.The towns people thought it now safe to rest from the wrath of Micheal Myers.But some knew that his work wasn't finished in the small town,that his prescence was still felt in the brisk air.His emotionless mask had been etched into the minds of every resident of Haddonfield,and the Strode family knew that if he was to come back,they were next.The woman and son who fended off Micheal Myers last time,left town and moved to Virginia while the man,stayed put in Haddonfield.Then two months later,the mother and her son were reported dead when they're Volkswagon Jetta was rammed from behind.The car lost control and drove through a guardrail,it ended up in a ditch upside down.The two had died on impact.The man,Tom had lived in a small house on Lampkin lane until he was found dead in his hallway six days after the vehical accident.


There was a single knife wound to the stomach,he had crawled from his room to the end of the hallway and blacked out there.The murder weapon was never recovered however.


 George Strode walked out to his 4x4 with his briefcase in his right hand and his keys in the left.He muttered to himself as he stopped in front of the jeep and rummaged through the keys on the chain.He wore a dark blue suit with one breast pocket and a white silk shirt underneath with a Scooby Doo tie.He finally located the key and fitted it into the slot,twisted the key and released it.He stepped into the sleek car and started it up as a small child trotted out to the car with a blue bookbag and red baseball cap,he appeared to be about 10 years old.He ran up to the drivers door and knocked on the glass.George Strode rolled down the window and smiled at the child.


 "What is it brat?" He asked in a playful voice.


 "Mom said you forgot your breakfast." He said as he pulled a chocolate bar from his pocket.


 "Thanks kiddo," George said as he peeled down the wrapping and took a bite out of it."Get going to school,you'd better not be late again.


Mrs.Wallace told me about your last time you were late."


 The boy frowned and looked down at his feet in shame."Sorry," He said in a low voice."I'm going right now."


 George peered over at the clock and back at the boy."Cripes,I'm gonna be late.Now get going Jason." 


 The boy darted off in front of the humming car and down the road.He yelled at a small group of kids up ahead who stopped and turned to him.


 "What the kid doesn't know can't hurt him." George said as he jerked the clutch and pulled out of the driveway.


 From the window of the white house stood Mrs.Strode,Jane,peering out at the driveway.Her face a pale white.





 A long,sleek station wagon was parked next to a convience store in the outskirts of Haddinfield.It had the seal of the government on both from doors and was making the familiar tick sound of a cooling down car.Inside the store,sat an obese man wearing a dirtied mechnic suit reading a biking magazine.He smiled at various parts and totally disregrded the rest of the store as a tall figure walked in through the open doors.The darkened figure walked down the first aisle of food to a section where various halloween masks were hung on hooks protruding from the walls of the shelves.The figure's head turned sideways staring at a clown mask,the masked eyes stared at the mask with curiousity.The man up front looked up from his magazine and noticed the tall shape in the back of the store.


 "Help ya with something?" The man said as he got to his feet and put his hands on the counter.


 The figure turned to face him,revealing the chalk white emotionless mask.The figure slowly started walking forward towards the man as he stared with curiousity at the figure.


 "I said,can I help you with something?" The man repeated.He grew more and more nervous as the masked man walked up closer to him and stopped at the other side of the counter."Final time." He said as he leaned forward on the counter.


 The masked figure's grotesque hands lunged across the counter and gripped the man's neck.He chocked out a low hollar before grabbing Micheal Myers' neck and squeezing,his grip slowly loosened until his head dropped to the left and his eyes rolled up into his head.He uttered one more low groan as Micheal Myers' hand's loosened and the man fell to the floor.The mechanic suit looked a little big,but otherwise would do nicely.





 Jason darted down the school halls with the a loud clattering ringing erupting from every classroom.The brisk halloween air flowing through his hair as he rounded the final corner of the school halls and came to an abrupt halt.He had had dreams of this exact sequence, the bells ringing,the children bumping into him as they exited the school.Except for him,he stood in silence staring out the school doors at a man often referred in ghost stories as the Boogey Man,a killer Jason had heard of but never seen.Except he knew what he looked like from his dreams,the dirtied coveralls and the mask,the emotionless mask that had haunted Jason's dreams for three years.


This man standing facing Jason thirty feet away was the monster known to all of Haddonfield as Micheal Myers,the Boogey Man.But this was not a dream at all,this was in the middle of the day and still the man stood,not moving,fixated upon the young boy.His mask the ghost white face of death.Jason froze and his bookbag fell to the ground,


his eyes opened wide and he yelled a high pitch scream of terror as his older brother clamped his mouth shut from behind.Jason turned to a tall,blond haired boy with a witty smile on his face and deep blue eyes.The upturned edges of his mouth were often visible,he was one of the few true pranksters of Haddonfield,people began to think twice after Ben Tramer had been mistaken as Micheal Myers and brutally killed.But Jason's brother,Tom,thought of his unknown profession through a very differant light.It was one of the few things that kept the boy alive,his built up anger from various things was released as he pulled various pranks around this time of year.One of the most fufilling things about his night life had to be the veil of mystery wrapped around whoever was committing the crimes.The startled and dumbfounded victims of his various escapades all knew of the one person in general who had committed the crime,but knew not they're true identity.Only the fact that he only used the most startling of trickery,his trademark dead bodies,either popping up from graves as people walked by.Or being tossed onto a car as it drove off into the night.The boy knew what to do too well and enjoyed the looks on people's faces the most.Which is why he often sneaks up on Jason,always clamping his mouth shut not to cause a scene.


