The music was loud, it filled the world; wheezing, whistling, hellishly cheerful.

As he watched in horror, the man plummeted to his death; the vivid, shiny red and gold suit hadn’t protected him, as his hands came away from the bar, and he plunged down and out of sight, so fast that the movement could scarcely be tracked. Gasps rose from all around; then, laughter – surely the crowd had seen it, surely they couldn’t be laughing at the death of the man who’d been soaring through the air only seconds before? He must not show his distress – for all he knew, he could be next; forced to balance far, far above the ring, while the calliope played on and on, and the bloodthirsty crowd roared as he fell to his agonizing demise.
In white face, lips smeared blood red, here they came – were they coming for him? He didn’t know, but he was terrified. Painted, dark holes were their eyes, and their mouths were exaggerated bows of smiles or frowns, the real expressions – whatever they might have been – concealed furtively beneath a thick layer of deathly white. Tufts of hair like the ridge of an angry wolf’s back started from behind their ears in shocks of color that no man’s hair had ever grown, freakish and wild; here they came, capering and dancing, grinning like skulls. He tried to scream; nothing came out. A reprieve – they passed by without spotting him, engrossed in their grotesque parade.

It would do no good to hide … he knew it … but he crouched down further behind the silvery, gaily festooned barricade, his eyes huge and barely visible beyond it. 

Just behind him, his parents looked down at their five year old son, and then at each other. His mother raised an eyebrow meaningfully at his father, and commented archly,

“I told you that he wouldn’t be able to see properly over the railing.”
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