
Tonight was going to be fun, the best
Halloween ever. It hadn’t been
planned so much as daydreamed. The
rain had made it perfect; all of the
Johnny-come-latelies had been driven
indoors and only the really committed
had come out to play. In the days that
followed the authorities would try to
piece together his past, try to work
out why he did it. The parents would
wring their hands together and fret
over what had gone wrong with him.
His own parents were already dead
which would spare them this agony.
They were not cold yet, but at least
they were out of the loop. The fire axe
was handy; it had belonged to his
father and had been kept above the
mantelpiece like some sort of war
trophy. Many had considered him a
hero for the work that he did, and
now he had been elevated even higher.
A dead hero was worshipped even
more.

Until this night no-one would have 
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