
THE 2020 HALLOWEEN PARADE 
by Alasdair Stuart 

 

No one expects the parade to happen. This is 2020. The plague year. The year we 
hunker down, shelter in place, and hope against hope that the empty suits at the top 
of the table aren’t stupid enough to get us all killed. It’ll pass. These things always 
do. But this one is taking its time, leaving a mark. So you check in on your loved 
ones, make sure you’re well stocked, and you settle in to wait it out. 

And then the card arrives. Bone-coloured paper. Silian Rail typeface. 

 
Bone colored paper and Silian Rail typeface (which is not a real 
font by the way) are the descriptors used by Patrick Bateman in 
American Psycho to describe his business cards. 

 

THE DELIVERY WILL ARRIVE ON THE 31ST 

No postmark, no letter. Just the card. So you wait. And on the 31st, a shiny silver disk 
is at the front door. Not inside, not slipped through the letterbox, at the front door. 

The embossed front cover reads NE LEGERE LATINE EST FUTUO. 

 
This is the closest I, and several intrepid internet linguists, could get 
to translating DO NOT READ THE FUCKING LATIN from Cabin in 
the Woods into… well… Latin. 

 

You do what any of us would do. You take it inside, refill your mug, and put it on. 

*** 

The first thing you hear is AC/DC, a camera shot panning up to air drumming on a 
leather-wrapped steering wheel. And you know the boys are back in town. The black 
Impala with the infinite backseat has been a mainstay of the parade for as long as 
you can remember. Like so much else this year, you know it may be the last. 

 
Of course the Supernatural cast are leading the charge in this, their 
final year. 

 

 



You also know they’re convinced this is their last ride. Isn’t it quaint how the people 
who think they’ll ride off into the sunset are always a little too busy to actually do it. 
The back of the car is full of the same people it always is: the family members, the 
occasional King of Hell. The angel. 

 
Both of Sam and Dean's parents, occasional siblings, not to 
mention their actual dad -- Bobbie 'Ya idjit' Singer -- have appeared 
on the show. Likewise Crowley and Castiel. 

 

But the mage is missing. Just as you realize his absence the perspective shifts as 
the camera is handed out of the car. There he is. Several of him, in fact. The 
dark-haired one radiating New York charm is chatting animatedly to the pair who 
seem curiously two-dimensional, all speech bubbles and bright colors. Nearby .. is 
that an animated version, walking hand in hand with a bipedal shark? 

 
The many faces of John Constantine! The dark-haired American is 
Keanu Reeves, the two comic versions are from the Si Spurrier 
scripted run that's almost finished and all fans should read. Finally, 
the boyfriend of King Shark is from the DC Animated movies. Yes. 
Constantine canonically dated King Shark. 

 

Behind the cabal a family comes into view, the child walking between them phasing 
in and out of existence. The rest of the islanders follow them, masks at the ready, 
driving forward into a future they will make better through blood and terror, as well as 
love and kindness. Remember, the causeway only opens twice a day. And they 
aren’t saying when. 

 
The cast of splendidly horrible HBO offering The Third Day, 
everyone! Stay awhile, stay forever! 

 

*** 

The view shifts, the image fading to grainy black and white as you can hear the 
industrious, almost musical click and whir of the film. The passengers’ motion takes 
on an almost caffeinated over-enthusiasm, especially the old homicide cop as he 
yammers away nineteen to the dozen in the driving seat of a car that would now cost 
more than you pay in rent. 

He’s a small man, but has a density to his presence that belies his stature and 
easy-going charm. This is a man who has seen things. Survived things. As the 



camera pans around, he’s not alone. His partner is young, Hispanic and just as 
haunted. In the back, his mother, sister and brother stare straight ahead. 
Surrounding them, the women with the same face all smile for very different reasons. 

 
The cast of Penny Dreadful: City of Angels which had three 
fantastic quarters and then sort of stopped. Very much worth 
watching though. 

 

Behind the car come the runners and walkers, survivors and empties, led by a 
teenage genius and her best friend. One small and wiry, the other tall and broad, 
together they form a complete person. She talks too fast, he keeps her grounded 
and even as the arguments flare up they never stray far from each other. From the 
perspective of the scene you can’t see the bonds of trauma holding them together. 
But you know what they look like. 

 
Empties is an increasingly common term on The Walking Dead 
shows for the dead. 
 
Premee Mohamed's superb debut Beneath the Rising stars Nick 
and Johnny, the best friend and the teen genius respectively. It's an 
incredible book, cosmic horror mixed with adolescent horror mixed 
with comedy and some beautifully handled action beats. 

 

*** 

Next come the survivors. The gaudy coated grinning woman. The ailing king and his 
faithful bodyguard. The man in the hat not his own, wearing a new identity to deal 
with an old problem. Alongside them, the kids. All frightened, all terrified, all doing it 
anyway. Looking for a World Beyond and hoping this is the town they find it in. 

 
Princess from The Walking Dead is our gaudy coated woman, 
alongside Ezekiel and Jerry (My MAN!). 
 
We then have Morgan from the superb Fear The Walking Dead, 
and the cast of World Beyond leading all the other children of the 
show into the future. 

 

 



Behind them? More runners and walkers and riders, and all the years they’ve put 
between themselves and the zombie horde. Leading this year’s wave are three 
figures in what look like space suits, garlanded by hyper active spherical drones. 
One frantically waves at the camera, EATS stencilled on their helmet as Vangelis’ 
‘Chariots Of Fire’ swells through your speakers. 

 
The runners and characters of Zombies, Run! bed this year by the 
cast of Wreck Runner, the science fiction setting written by Mur 
Lafferty and yours truly. 

 

*** 

The last scene. The last entry in the parade and you’re sure now these are all being 
filmed on the road. A smiling old man, no colour whatsoever to his face, holds a 
widescreen laptop. It shows a group of women, the same age, all different levels of 
worry, happily chatting, each in their own square. A male friend cannonballs into the 
conversation long enough to establish just how desperate he is for attention before 
being dragged away. An older woman waits patiently in the corner. 

 
The superlative Host, a horror movie which takes place across a 
single Zoom call. It's getting a wide release later this year and is by 
some considerable distance one of the best horror movies I've ever 
seen. 

 

A quick cut to black, or near-black, but roiling. Seething. Something somehow there 
even in the absence of presence. You hear a driving heavy metal tone, one that 
works its way into your brain. You can honestly say you’ve never heard anything like 
this. You can honestly say everything now, as the music continues to drive into your 
brain at the same time the women on the Zoom call realize they are very far from 
alone. At one point their screens all vanish, replaced by a panicked, desperate 
YouTuber demanding to know what’s in the box? The box you notice, in the 
background of the shot. The one with an arresting pull, as though the light is dragged 
towards it and inside it and… 

 
Kit Power's stunningly good A Song for the End, a novella in which 
an accidental breakthrough viral heavy metal number does exactly 
what’s described here. 
 



And Briana Morgan's excellent short play, Unboxed, about what 
happens when a desperate Youtuber buys a box of… something off 
the dark web. 

 

You blink. The after image on your eyes is a vast tentacled head, and a woman in 
bulky armor, staring up at it with something approaching serenity. There’s a bright 
flash of light, your eyes close instinctively. 

 
Underwater, the unfairly overlooked Kristin Stewart and Vincent 
Cassel sort-of Cthulhu movie that hit right as lockdowns started. 

 

When you open them again, the screen is black. 

*** 

‘The thing is...’ 

The voice from behind you is a shock. You’re alone in your space, the doors locked 
and yet there she is, the Director. Stepping into reality, suited and gloved, a mask 
over her face and you suddenly realize you do not want her to take it off. 

She ejects the disc, returns it to its case and turns to you. 

‘Sometimes? The calls really ARE coming from inside the house.’ 

She chuckles, a dry leaf sound, and starts to walk. Your front door is open, and you 
follow. 

 
Our perennial parade Marshal, The Director is Sigourney Weaver's 
wonderfully undefined character from The Cabin in the Woods. 

 

The parade is lined up along your street. The monsters, the slayers, the runners and 
the empties. All of them standing by their cars, watching you. Nearly out of sight at 
the head is the other director: red hair, leather jacket, the idea of a gun in one hand. 
She watches her counterpart reach your street and turn back to you. She smiles, and 
you convince yourself what moved under her mask was a mouth. Then she bows, 
and as one, the parade follows suit. Then they get in their cars and drive away. 

 
Jesse, the character you play? work with? in Control. A game which 
remains a jaw-dropping piece of design. 

 



*** 

The Halloween Parade. As unstoppable as weather. As predictable as an apex 
predator. Here this year and back again next. You watch until every car is out of 
sight – never out of mind -- and head back inside. You have the sudden urge to 
make churros… 

 
Happy Horror Christmas, folks! See you next year! 

 

 


