Horace had a secret. He was 97 years old, and he lived in an apartment building. Every day, when he walked onto the elevator, he informed everyone inside that he had a secret. “A big secret,” he said, nodding to himself.

“I wonder what your secret is,” one girl told him one day. 

“Really?” asked someone else. No one else on the elevator cared. They all wanted Horace to move away so they wouldn’t have to listen to him anymore.

“No,” the girl admitted quietly, “I just don’t want him to feel bad.” 

“We don’t mind,” everyone else thought. Horace didn’t have nice neighbors. But every day Horace smiled at them and he told them he had a secret. Every day he wished them a happy day. He told them all stories about when he was younger, about how he was the champion jacks player of his neighborhood. The people in the elevator didn’t bother trying to conceal their yawns. 

Some days Horace didn’t have anything to do. He was retired, and old, and he thought he could do things he always wanted to do, but never really had the time or patience for. So once a week, Horace rode the elevators all day long. And spoke to whoever happened to be inside. 

He told them how his mother used to bake bread every week. “Not with these machines they have nowadays. Everyone’s too lazy to do things right.” 

The lady with the shopping bag filled with processed foods glared at Horace and muttered under her breath. Horace smiled obliviously.

He told them about his hopes and dreams. “I wanted to be a writer when I grew up,” he told them. “Instead I became a businessman. I made more money that way, and no one ever accused me of sitting around my house doing nothing.” 

The writer of the building wrote down Horace’s words, just like he did every morning. He hated Horace, and glared just as he always did, but he thought he could get a story out of it. 

“I once dreamt about a purple elephant. His name was Ben and he had a watch tied around his neck, because his owner thought it made him look handsome. Ben was huge. One day he was in England and he was walking near a building that was covered in superglue. The wind was very strong that day, and Ben was pushed right up against the building. And he couldn’t get off! The builders didn’t want it to look like they hurt an elephant, so they painted over him. But they couldn’t paint over the watch. So they kept it, and they called it Big Ben.” Horace laughed. So did the writer, but he pretended he was coughing so his neighbors wouldn’t notice. 

At night, Horace would tell everyone again that he had a secret, and then go back to his apartment. Then his attitude changed. His back straightened up. His smile left his face and was replaced by a scowl. “I have a secret,” he muttered as he walked to his bookshelf. “I have a good secret,” he said as he took down an old looking book. “I have a big secret,” he said as he walked around his apartment picking up wires and other odds and ends and putting them on the table. “They’ll never guess this secret,” he said as he put all the pieces together and attached a timer to it. 

Horace left his apartment building one last time. He went onto the elevator once more that night. The three people inside sighed in annoyance at the sight of him. 

“I have a secret,” he told them all with a smile. “I hate you all.” And then the bomb exploded. 

