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Storytelling is a time-honored tradition that has kept Halloween alive for 22
centuries. Stories serve as the conduit for the imagery, rituals, traditions and
symbols associated with the holiday to pass from generation to generation.
Consider the rapture we feel when drawn into a well-crafted story—it’s
intoxicating! 

This Halloween our gift to you is a selection of stories and poems carefully
chosen to rekindle the rapture that talented wordsmiths create. In this issue
you’ll find my favorite stories and poems, all of which have appeared in
previous issues of Happy Halloween Magazine and HallowZeen. Whether
you read them to party guests, share them with friends, or simply enjoy them
on a cold, rainy night by the light of a single flickering candle, these treasures
of text are sure to leave you in a Halloween frame of mind during this very,
scary month of Halloween. 

Happy Halloween!

Rochelle Santopoalo
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When you start with a chilling upstate autumn evening and add in
the mausoleum cold that entombs the imagination of a ten year old boy
on Halloween, you can be guaranteed to hear the sound of chattering
teeth at some point during trick or treat night.

The October 31st tradition my brothers, sisters and I stuck to was as
follows: we ran home from school as fast as possible to scare up the
costumes that had been haunting us every night since October 1st
flipped forth on the kitchen calendar. Next came the painful and
fruitless search for the magic ritual that would move time itself forward
to dusk. (A similar ritual was sought every Christmas eve with an
identical outcome, failure.) This done, dinner was attempted. Now
dinner had two drawbacks. First, we had to sit at the table for a
reasonable amount of time to fulfill the mystical adult standard that all
parents knew but would not explain, and second, no matter what my
mother fixed, it paled in contrast to the mountains of candy that would
soon be ours. The clock ticked on mercilessly, going nowhere.

When the sun finally set the signal was given to begin dressing. By
now I had been suited up forever. This, as with every year past and
future, was my proudest. I was The Headless Man! I was hideous! I

was terrifying! With my father’s help against my mother’s advice, I was
soaked in Heinz 57 tomato flavored blood, handed my ax and grocery
bag, and released into the boney hands of the night and the company of
five of my closest friends who had been impatiently waiting for me on
the front steps. Now we were hideous! We were terrifying! We were
Frankenstein, with his oozing green food colored oatmeal face; The
Invisible Man complete with ace bandages and RayBans; an almost out
of place Cowboy brought nicely in line with the addition of several
beautifully grotesque arrows convincingly piercing his bloody head,
neck and body. The one clinker was the Wolf Man, wearing a cheap

nondescript store bought mask and a winter coat which none of us
commented on until later, and then only behind his back. The final
member was a totally unexpected but ingeniously authentic Witch.

The night was perfect. A shadow-enhancing-almost-full moon, a
chilling wind howling through the skeletal arms of the towering elm
trees, and more than enough dead leaves for ground coverage and the
making of an ambient scuffling noise that constantly sounded like the
stalking of creatures more terrifying and real somewhere just off in the
darkness. We were very brave then. Dead ahead of us loomed the
Cuppenger house!

Mr. Cuppenger, “Cupps The Magnificent,” had once been a young
man and a vaudeville magician at the same time. “Cupps The
Magnificent” also loved Halloween and although he was no longer
young, or in vaudeville, he more than compensated for it with his now
passionate concern for celebrating this Day of the Dead.

The Cuppenger house was old, gothic, scary and as enchanting as a
graveyard on this All Hallowed Eve. Believers of all ages were drawn
to the place like vampires to an open wound! The front lawn of the
home was covered with dozens of eerily lit jack-o-lanterns. (This in a
time before vandalism became fashionable.) The wonderful scent of
candle wax and roasting pumpkin permeated the block. As we
approached the front door to the sound of faint, morose organ music I
soon became aware of several black coffins, recently exhumed, for us
to rest upon and wait for the next group of kids to be ushered into the
house. Among the coffins were tremendous burlap bags full of peanuts
to both feed us and keep us from chickening out!

This Halloween was remarkable in a special way because for the
first time and never again I found myself and my friends sitting with
my big sister Chris and her coven of cronies. I was overwhelmed with a
fresh wave of bravery that had been secretly deteriorating on my way
up the way. I always loved my sister Chris.

With a loud blood curdling scream the heavy front door creaked
slowly open. A billowing fog cascaded out over our feed as a cold
disembodied voice said from somewhere far beyond the grave,
“COME IN IF YOU DARE!” No one dared right away until Chris
broke the terror and entered the blackness within. Did I mention that I
loved my sister Chris?

The front hall was thick with atmosphere. Flickering electric
candlelight cast an orange hue over us all. An old man dressed in a
dusty black, cobweb covered tuxedo offered us apple cider and spider
cookies from a silver tray. We were then directed into the parlor through
a heavy set of black velvet curtains. As we passed, the old man smiled
and commented on each and every costume. I believe he appreciated
my outfit most of all.

The room was incredible. At the organ sat a decrepit old woman
dressed totally in black and playing a sorrowful dirge that sent chills

My Most Magical Halloween by John Fritsch
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down my spine. Upon the ornately carved pump organ was a twisted
candelabra complete with 13 black candles. Next to this was a marble
bust of George Washington. Oriental rugs covered the floor. In the
middle of the room, among the spooky Victorian furnishings, stood a
large cabinet adorned with huge Chinese symbols. Beside the cabinet
was a table and a smaller box decorated in the same fashion.

By this time I had removed my headless stump so I could better see
what was going on. At that moment the old man stepped up the marble
bust and spoke to it, answering a question no one else had heard asked.
The old man then pulled a cigarette from his pocket, placed it in George
Washington’s mouth, and lit it. My eyes widened in amazement as the
bust began to blow smoke rings into the air. This was cool.

In a creepy gravel voice the old man introduced himself, “They call
me Cupps, The Magnificent”, and a cold fog engulfed the floor.
“Quickly” he said, “I need you!”

Taking my sister’s hand, he coaxed her towards the cabinet. I saw
him whisper something to her as he opened the cabinet doors. It was

filled with dark and without a moments hesitation my sister stepped
inside. Cupps then explained that Chris was about to take a journey to
the nether world, and if everything went right, she would shortly return
from the spirit realm unharmed and intact. With that he flamboyantly
touched something to Washington’s cigarette and Flash! The doors of
the cabinet flew closed and the room darkened. We all screamed at
once and the lights came on. Cupps The Magnificent was now dressed
totally in white, neat and clean with a cane and top hat. This was so
cool!

“Let’s see how the little lady is doing”, he said, and again, with a
flourish, opened the doors of the cabinet.

She was gone! No one moved, everyone gasped. I felt like I was
going to be sick as I yelled out, “Bring her back!”

Cupps handled me gently, “And who are you, my boy?”

I was beginning to cry as I told him I was her brother.

“Well then you are just the one I need to help me bring our young
traveler back.”

Obviously terrified but without pause, I agreed to the task. He sat me
down and placed the small box over my head, whispering as he did
“Don’t be afraid, don’t say a word and don’t move. We’ll fool your
friends and get your sister back”.

I was now in the dark but not at all scared. Cupps then told the
others in the room to watch closely. I heard something click, the
magician exclaimed “The Headless Man”!, my friends all gasped. A
moment or two passed and Cupps called out “Head return”. I heard the
click again and the box was lifted from my shoulders. Everyone in the
room started to applaud. I was wondering why when Cupps turned
from me, commanding “Child return” and opened the cabinet revealing
my sister.

I jumped to her and hugged her close; the applause rose louder. With
no warning the old lady, now dressed totally in white, got up from the
organ and started directing us all to the opposite side of the room and
into the kitchen. As we left the house through the back door we were
each loaded up with candy bars, candy apples and candy corn, thanked
for coming, and wished a “Happy Halloween.”

Leaving the yard, my buddies could not contain themselves. They
were absolutely dumbfounded that Cupps had made my head
disappear. I thought they were crazier than I had already known they
were, but I played along with what clearly felt like my moment in the
sun. When we reached the street I heard my sister call me over. She
took me off to the side and looked me straight in the eye.

“Thanks” she said quietly and then whispered, “I love you John.”

I had no idea what I had done to deserve this but it made me feel
wonderful. She then turned and ran off with her friends to finish up the
street. I was rejoined by my pals and we also went on trick or treating,
laughing and scaring ourselves all the way.

I have had a lot of incredible Halloweens in my time, and I will
never let a single one get away from me. But, this particular Halloween
will always lead the pack as the most magical, and the most important
of my life.

Illustrations by John Pearson
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Baxter looked out his bedroom window at the street below.
No kids in sight. Probably still eating supper, he thought.

Turning to admire his costume, which was carefully laid out
on the bed, he smoothed the red satin lining of the cape with his
fingertips. He grinned from ear to ear thinking of the treats he
was going to have later.

He leaned over, picked up a set of plastic fangs from the
bedside table and went to the mirror. The teeth slipped in easily,
were in fact, a perfect fit. He made a face in the glass, looking,
he mused, like a most acceptable vampire.

It was getting dark now. By the time he finished supper, the
kids in the neighborhood would be out ringing doorbells. If no
one answered, certain well-chosen bits of graffiti would appear

on the front and sides of the house in the morning. Baxter didn’t
think much of that.

He sat down on the bed to plan his evening. He’d start out
with his trick-or-treat bag and proceed up the street, first to the
Adams and then on to the Sloans. Everyone would, of course, be
amused to see him in his Dracula outfit. “You’re such a
character,” they’d say, filling his sweets and other goodies. Then
he would head further down the street, and into the park.

“Baxter! Time for supper,” came an impatient voice from
below.

He smiled wickedly to himself as he went down the stairs.
Halloween treats tonight, and then tomorrow — his 35th
birthday!

HHaalllloowweeeenn
BByy  DDrr..  JJeeaannnnee  KKeeyyeess  YYoouunnggssoonn
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On 
Halloween Eve, 
greenish ghosts 
solemnly follow 

the gleam 
of a full spooky moon: 

gleaning beams 
to keep 

and make 
their own. 
Pumpkins 

Pumpkins cut 
and carved 

on dark October nights, 
soberly light 

the blackness: 
jack-’o-lanterns 

with candles 
burning 
for eyes. 

Cornstalks 
Bunched one-by-one, 

fall’s sulking cornstalks, 
silk dried brown by sun, 

crunch as we run 
through the maze 
in hazy blue dusk: 

husks brushing 
our faces, 

crackling, cackling.

by Linda High
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One cold evening, a day or two before Halloween and just
before elk hunting season my Grandpa Sievrud told me this
story. He swore to me that it was true. “It happened here in
Grant County, Oregon on Halloween,” he said to me. “In the
shadow of the Aldrich Mountains at the breaks of the South Fork
of the John Day River.” His voice trembled as he whispered.
“That’s all I’ll say.” I believed him because he said it made him
think twice about the bull elk he hunted for meat every year.
Here’s why.

An hour past sunset darkness settled on the weary elk hunters.
A gibbous moon lit up the night causing the snowy ground to
shimmer. A frigid breeze curled around them. One of the hunters
had just returned to camp and squatted next to the others.
Minutes passed and no one spoke. The four men stared into the
flames as a log fire spit and popped in the dirt pit. The day had
been hard and the waiting lengthy. Hunting season was short so
their time was limited. From the blackness beyond, where
nothing moved a moment before they heard a branch snap. Then
another. Something was coming towards them.

The men shifted. Mike looked up. Jim’s head turned to scan
the looming wall of trees. The tired body of Jack straightened
and Phil tilted his head to listen. The sound was steady and

rhythmic; a progression of heavy steps getting nearer. It stopped.
The men didn’t move. Without warning, a tall, gaunt man burst
into the light of the camp. 

“Sorry to charge in on ya’ll like this but I guess I’m lost,” he
said, pulling at the twigs and pine needles in his hair. His eyes
were lit with a fever. His breath labored and phlegmy. “I was
chasing a bull who kept running me in circles. The darndest
thing. It was like he was confusing me on purpose. If he hadn’t
been so big, I would have given up on tailing him. As it was I
kept on until after dark. I couldn’t help myself. I always do that,
though. Just because the sun goes down doesn’t mean a man
can’t get his meat, now does it?”

The atmosphere changed. The men stared at the intruder.
That’s how they thought of him. There wasn’t a charitable
thought among them. It was as if it was an effort to be friendly,
to be hospitable. 

“Anyhow, the bull drew me to your fire. I saw him run
towards you. Did you see him or, hear him?” He noticed the
men’s faces were an odd color—maybe it was a trick of the
firelight. 

THEELK
HUNT
By Kristy St. Clair



HallowZeen .  Autumn 2004 .  Volume 3, Issue 1 Page 7

The men kept staring, waiting. The newcomer grew uneasy. 

Jack edged toward the man. “Did you say you hunted him
after dark?” he growled. The stranger heard a stifled fierceness
in the hunter’s voice. And—excitement.

The air thickened with a primitive, musk odor. The outsider
couldn’t breathe.  

“It’s illegal to go after an animal in the dark unless it’s
wounded,” whispered Jim, with a terrible grin.

Lifting up, his bones creaking, Mike spoke. “Leave it for the
next guy. You had your chance.” His body was . . . changing.
The man gaped at the hunter, horrified.

Were their eyes glowing, too? 

The wind rose and moaned through the trees.

“You broke the rules and your time is up,” Phil told him, a
rasping gurgle coming from his mouth. “I gave you a good run
for your money though, didn’t I, mister?” Something moved
under his shirt, stretching it, splitting the fabric. 

“What the . . . what are you guys?” screamed the man
scrambling backwards. Tripping over a rock, he fell landing on
his back. The hunters were around him, each undergoing a
frightful metamorphosis. They fell to the ground, writhing and
throwing their heads back. Their skulls bulged to massive
proportions elongating and forming extended snouts and drawn
out mouths. Black nostrils and tall, wide ears emerged. Bristling
hair grew everywhere on exposed skin. Tiny horns pushed their
way out and broadened until the skulls gave way with the
weighty burden of monstrous racks. Their bodies grew longer
and thicker forming a wider girth. Muscular, strong necks grew
from their torsos. They whipped their immense heads from side
to side as their body structure rearranged. Hooves became
visible as boots were kicked off.

The creatures looked down at the man, lowered their heads,
moved in, and tightened the circle.

“No. Get back. NO! THIS ISN’T REAL. NO…AAAAAAH!”
The man’s screams echoed off the hills. Joining him was a
cacophony of grunting, snorting, and bugling. 

A year later . . . 

The sun had gone down an hour before. The elk hunters drew
closer to their fire. Exhausted, the four men waited for the fifth
man in their party. Faraway, they heard the bugling.

Soon.



Page 8 HallowZeen .  Autumn 2004 .  Volume 3, Issue 1

On a crisp October night
By love's sweet spell I knew,

My world would never be the same,
Beneath the autumn moon.

Bewitching words of love spake he
To lure me from the light.

With ever-enchanting promises
As solace from my fright.

The longer he whispered, the farther I dared
To follow the path he led,

All the while fighting a hideous case
Of perpetual fear and dread.

The man—so irresistible,
Well-versed and full of charm, 
Swore the world and all it held

Lay waiting in his arms.

Of immortality he spake,
Of life fit for a queen,

Of wealth untold, magnificent tales
Of places I'd never been.

With all my might, I struggled to fight
The spell of the stranger's eyes.

Willing myself with all that I had,
To run from the stranger's lies.

But blinded by tears and stricken with fright
I sadly could fight no more.

Surrender gave way on that sweet autumn night 
To all he had promised before!

With quite a surprising tenderness,
He offered then his hand,

Transporting we two—to greater heights
Just as he had planned.

We danced across the moon...(I swear),
We loved all through the night,
Demanding but one concession 

That I sacrifice the light

You see, 
The man who stole my heart
Required so much more....

Destiny deems I walk the night
As never I did before.

By day, I sleep with sweet regret
And wait for evening's fall.

To dance the dance I shan't forget
Each time I hear his call.

AA  VVaammppiirreessss’’  SSttoorryy
BBeewwiittcchheedd  IImmmmoorrttaall  LLoovvee
bbyy  SSyyllvviiaa  LLeeiigghh
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BOO BIZ
New Independent Horror Film

on the Horizon

Press Release: IndieHorror Productions and Theatrical Terror
John L Burton of Theatrical Terror has just wrapped on

production of the independent horror film “Dead End Road” a
IndieHorror production. Directed by Jeff Burton (no relationship
to John) of lansing Michigan. Locations consisted of Lansing,
Gaylord, West Branch and Pontiac Michigan. Burton handled
blood and gore makeup, special effects and set design and
dressings which included an awesome Edgar Allen Poe inspired
dungeon complete with pendulum, built in Erebus Haunted
Attraction at Pontiac and assisted by Ed and Jim Terebus. Post
production starts in August, look for a release date this fall. For
more information go to www.IndieHorror.com or
www.OneScaryGuy.com

Film Facts:
DEAD END ROAD

Starring:
Jason Carter (Babylon 5)

Anita La Selva (Earth Final Conflict)

With:
Dennis Haskins (Saved By The Bell)

And:
Dee Wallace Stone (ET, Cujo, The Howling, Invisible Mom & so on)

Directed by:
Jeff Burton

Written by:
Jeff Burton
Erik F. Hill
Bill Vincent

Also starring:
Robert LeeShock
Spice Williams

Bill Vincent
Gunhild Giil

Casimir Borowicz
Erik F. Hill
Curtis Hall

an IndieHorror production

Halloween Events Coming Up

Halloween is the ideal time for a community celebration. Here’s some we
recommend!

Anoka MN: Anoka Halloween - Oct. 15-31, 2004, Tel: 612.421.7130
This 80 year old tradition started with George Green who organized the first

Halloween parade in 1920 to keep locals from making mischief on Halloween.
As the event grew, George petitioned Congress, and the city was officially
sanctioned as the "Halloween Capital of the World".

The entire town goes mad for Halloween, from a house decoration contest to a
youth Halloween dance and even a children's pumpkin carving contest.

There are three parades, too. ANight Parade, a Kiddie Parade and a Grand Day
Parade. For everyone who loves to have fun on Halloween, this longest running
city Halloween event is a must!

Website: http://www.anokahalloween.com

San Francisco, CA: Cannery's Halloween Festival - Oct. 31, 2004, Tel:
415.771.3112

BOO! 27th Annual Halloween Festival at THE CANNERY. Vie for Most
Original, Best Spirit of Halloween, Most Enchanting and Best Family/Group
Costume as well as Littlest Ghoul honors at The Cannery’s annual Halloween
festival. Free activities include live entertainment by recording artist Gary Lapow,
a magic show, face painting, arts & crafts, special “mystery” guests and trick-or-
treating at The Cannery shops and restaurants. Free and open to the public.

Website: 
http://www.delmontesquare.com/events_n_entertainment/?event_id=17

Circleville, OH: Circleville Pumpkin Show - Oct. 20-23, 2004
Pumpkin burgers? Everything that can be made out of pumpkins is - including

the World's Largest Pumpkin Pie, weighing in at 350 pounds and stretching 5 feet
in diameter. The event also features rides, hog calling, egg tossing contests and
parades galore. The Little Miss Pumpkin Parade kicks it off, followed by baby
parades, pet parades and more. The event attracts 400,000 people from all around
the world and is considered one of the major festivals in the US.

Website: http://www.pumpkinshow.com

Half Moon Bay, CA- Oct. 16-17, 2004, Tel: 650.726.9652
Held in the epicenter of the Pumpkin Universe, the granddaddy of California

festivals heralds All Hallows Eve with rustic pumpkin patches and a wickedly
delicious lineup of harvest-inspired arts and crafts, specialty foods, blockbuster
entertainment, a Great Pumpkin Parade, a haunted house, the giant weigh-off of
champion pumpkins, and pie-eating, carving and costume 

Website: http://www.miramarevents.com/pumpkinfest/facts.html

Keene, NH: Pumpkin Festival - Oct. 23, 2004, Tel: 603.358.5344
Have you ever seen thousands of jack-o'-lanterns all grinning back at once? At

the downtown Keene Pumpkin Festival that is exactly what you see! Children
dress in Halloween costumes and parade along Main Street in the largest costume
parade, then disband to go to Jack's house of activities, enter the pie eating and
seed spit contests, climb on the rock climbing wall and get their faces painted. For
adults there is a large New England Craft Fair, 40 non-profit food vendors, a
Pumpkin Festival merchandise tent and great free entertainment from 1pm-10pm
on three stages. But the center attraction is the thousands of jack-o'-lanterns,
carved by children, teens, adults, corporations and municipalities. We currently
hold the World Record for most lit jack-o'-lanterns in one place at one time --
28,952 set in 2003! Help set a new World Record! Carve a pumpkin and join us
in 2004! After the count is announced there is celebration with a fireworks show.
No pets please.

Website: http://www.pumpkinfestival.org
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We wish you'd quit trick-or-treating,

We wish you'd quit trick-or-treating,

We wish you'd quit trick-or-treating

And come back in here.

You do this ev'ry October,

You know trick-or-treat is over,

The night's getting dark and colder,

So please come inside. 

You run place to place,

Still feeding your face,

We wish you'd quick trick-or-treating

Before you get sick.

Halloween is fine and dandy,

But you can't just pig out on candy,

You embarrass your mom and daddy,

So please come back home.

We wish you'd quit trick-or-treating,

We wish you'd quit trick-or-treating,

We wish you'd quit trick-or-treating…

You're forty-two.

We Wish You'd Quit Trick-or-Treating
(To the tune of We Wish You A Merry Christmas)

by David Lady
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”Aww, COOL!” exclaimed Jody as Susan turned the page.
The eight-year-old smiled broadly at the picture of his Aunt
Susan, taken when she was about his age, dressed in an
implausibly bright and colorful witch costume for Hallowe’en.
“That was the first Hallowe’en costume your great-grandma
ever made me,” smiled Susan, “and I drove my parents nuts
with it! I wanted to wear it around even after Hallowe’en, I
loved it so much.” “Did Grandma and Grandpa let you?” asked
ten-year-old Tyler, who sat on the sofa with Susan and Jody.
“Well, not much,” she answered. “They finally had to literally
take it away from me, and make Grandma store it at her place.”

“Great-Grandma musta been cool”, declared Jody. “I wish we
could got to meet her.” “Boy, Aunt Sue, it’s weird to think of
you being a little kid and trick-or-treating and stuff,” marveled
Tyler. Susan turned the next page in the photo album, revealing
more pictures of her childhood Hallowe’en shenanigans. “Now,
I was seven when I got the witch dress you just saw,” she went
on, “and that started the tradition. The next year, my Grandma
made me this outfit for trick-or-treat night!” Jody looked at the
brown furry animal in the photo Susan was pointing to. “You
were an Ewok, from Star Wars, right?” he asked confidently.
“An Ewok?”, she chuckled, “No, sorry, ‘BUUUZZZ!’--Do we
have any more guesses?” “I know it, it’s a raccoon, right?” asked
Tyler. “You got it, whiz kid, I was a raccoon to end all raccoons
that year. . . complete with a big striped, fuzzy tail! Dad said it
was a wonder one of the neighbors didn’t shoot me, running
around dressed like that!” “I know the next one!” Jody
interrupted. “It’s a mermaid!” “That was an easy one, Dick
Tracy,” said Tyler, “Did ‘ja want to wear that one around all the
time too, Aunt Sue?” Susan looked longingly into the picture of
herself at age nine. “not Really, Ty, that tail held my legs
together, so I could only walk in little teeny steps. I’m afraid
some of Great-Grandma’s ideas weren’t terribly practical. . .I
sure did always have fun, though!” She turned to the next page,
which showed four shots of a little girl in a blue and white outfit
with an odd, six-pointed face mask. “Then the year after that,”
she went on, “I was a Snow Queen.” “What’s a Snow Queen?”
asked Jody. “I was never sure, exactly,” replied Sue, “It was
from some old fairy tale Grandma liked. . .I was just crazy about
that beautiful costume, though.” “Cool,” commented Jody.

Susan looked wistfully at the photos a moment longer and
then heard the back door swing open, which meant her sister
Barb and Barb’s husband Jack were home. Barb was dropping
her keys back into her purse as she entered the room. “Hey,
Susie-Q!--How’d it go?” she asked as the boys jumped off the
sofa and bounded toward her for a hug. “Great, Barb. . . the boys

were just humoring me by letting me talk about my misspent
youth again,” Susan answered, closing the photo album and
rising from her seat. Jack stuck his head into the room and
waved. “Looks like your sentence is up, Sue,” he announced.
The boys said goodnight to their aunt and followed their dad
upstairs, ready to be put to bed.

“Thanks again for watching the guys, Sis,” said Barb as Susan
put on her jacket. “No problem, Barb. . . they were great
tonight,” she replied, “and I got to help get ‘em all excited about
it being almost Hallowe’en. . . We talked about costumes and
dressing up and trick-or-treating almost the whole night.”

“That they don’t need any help with,” said Barb, rolling her
eyes for emphasis. “They’ve been excited about Hallowe’en for
weeks now. . . you should hear the way they flip out every time
we see a plastic pumpkin or a paper skeleton at the mall. . .”

“It’s so wonderful, isn’t it?” smiled Susan.

“I keep telling you it’s time you and Don had kids of your
own,” replied Barb. “Then you could see how wonderful-”

Susan cut her off. “I just mean, it’s wonderful that they get so
enthused about things. God I wish I could feel that kind of a
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thrill again. I can still remember how it felt. Once you grow up,
it seems like you just don’t ever get to have any kind of
carefree-”

“And how would you know?” laughed Barb, repaying the
interruption. “Sis, I swear you never did quite grow up!. . . Do
you know that every time there’s a holiday or anything to
celebrate you start talking on and on about how we’d have done
it when we were kids?”

“And what’s wrong with that?”, asked Susan.

“You’re forty-one now, that’s all,” her sister responded, “And
instead of raising kids of your own, you act like you want to go
back to being a kid yourself.”

Susan closed her eyes. “It’s almost Hallowe’en, Barbara,” she
signed, “doesn’t that mean anything to you any more? You used
to enjoy it too, you know. Doesn’t the notion of kids decorating
and dressing up, and having fun mean anything to you any
more?”

“I’ll say it does,” answered Barb. “It means I’ve gotta stock
up on candy so the little monsters will be less likely to toilet
paper my trees like last year.”

A little surprised by the crestfallen look on Susan’s face, Barb
hugged her sister. “Aw, Susan, I’m sorry if I hurt your feelings. .
. you know what a grouch I am!--I really didn’t mean anything
by it.”

“I know you didn’t,” signed Susan, “I just can’t be as realistic
as you are. . . You always were the sensible one, I guess.”

Barb put her hands on Susan’s shoulders. “It’s just that I
worry about you sometimes,” she said. “Now you better get
home to Don before it gets any later.”

Indeed, it had gotten later than Susan had realized, and Don
proved to be less cheerful over having had to get his own dinner.
Still, Susan knew, Don was a good man, a hard worker, and
never stayed mad at her for very long. He seemed tired and
impatient that night but, as always, said nothing unkind to
Susan, even when expressing his disappointment that she’d
forgotten to make the deposit at the bank he’d asked her to the
day before. She made one brief stab at initiating a conversation
about glorious Hallowe’ens past, but gave it up when Don
abruptly changed the subject to remind her to take the dog to the
beg in the morning. He still seemed a little displeased with her
when they went to bed, although he did giver her the usual
“Love ya, Honey” before falling asleep.

Susan laid awake for a while that night, staring at the ceiling
even though the room was far too dark for her to really see it.
She thought about her marriage to Don, her job at the office, and
the fact that she was actually much better off than most people

she knew. At forty-one, she had a reliable husband, enough
income to get by, and was still often told she was a very
attractive woman. Still, she wondered, why did so many of life’s
purest pleasures seem to be reserved just for children? She
finally rolled over and closed her eyes, deciding that Barb was
quite right in thinking her a total flake.

The next thing she was aware of was the sound of some kids
playing outside in the yard. At first she thought it was part of a
dream she was having, but them the sight of the lighted alarm
clock confirming that she’d been asleep for the last two hours
made her sure she was fully awake. She wondered who in the
world would let their kids be outside playing in the middle of the
night, and got out of bed and went to the window to see which
of the neighborhood children it was.

Not wanting to be seen by whoever it was, Susan opened the
curtains only a tiny bit, putting her face right up against the
window to get a good look. The night seemed blacker and colder
than usual, and she was instantly aware that it was too dark to
see anything at all outside, except for a single pool of pale
peach-colored light created by the street lamp on the opposite
corner. Equally odd, she thought, was the fact that what had
sounded like several children playing now stood revealed as
only one. There under the street lamp, hopping around in a silly,
awkward, but unmistakably joyful dance, was a little girl of
about seven, wearing her trick-or-treat outfit early.

continued on page 14
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Her brightly colored dress and big floppy hat bobbed up and
down as she spun around foolishly, arms outstretched, head
down, looking skyward.

Then, after only a few seconds of such activity, the child
stopped suddenly and stood completely still, facing Susan’s
window and seemingly looking straight at her. Susan actually
gasped with surprise at this turn of events, wondering how the
girl could possibly have known she was being watched. It was,
after all, an unusually dark night, and the child was clear across
the street from Susan’s house. And although she’d opened the
curtain no more than a couple of inches, Susan was sure the little
girl could see her and was actually making eye contact with her.
It was impossible to make out the child’s facial expression due

to her wide-brimmed hat, which kept the soft orangish light from
the street lamp off of her face entirely. Susan could hear the
wind rustling through the trees outside, and noticed a few dried
leaves blow along the sidewalk in front of the little girl, visible
only for the couple of seconds during which they were passing
through the pool of light on the ground. A few seconds later, the
child turned abruptly and ran away, vanishing from sight the
instant she hit the blackness beyond the street lamp’s tiny circle
of illumination.

Susan pinched her gown together around her neck and let the
curtain fall shut again. She noticed a bit of sweat on her
forehead as she returned to the bed. She laid back down slowly
and pulled the covers up around her chin, but it was no use. She
would sleep no more that night.

“You didn’t hear anything during the night, did you?”, she
asked Don the next morning at breakfast. “Nope,” said Don, “I
was so exhausted last night I coulda slept through an earthquake,
Honey.” He took a sip of his coffee. “Why?”, he asked, “What’d
you hear?”

Susan stood at the kitchen sink, looking out the window.
“Some kids playing out in the street,” she replied.

“What’s so unusual about that?”, harumphed her husband.

“It was around 3 A.M., that’s what,” said Susan as she sat
back down at the table. “Not only that, but when I looked out the
window, I saw a little girl in a Hallowe’en costume standing
across the street. Just. . . standing there, looking back at me.”

“I’m not surprised,” replied Don, wiping his mouth with his
napkin. “Remember how you said you spent the whole evening
talking about Hallowe’en and stuff with Tyler and Jody. . .?”

continued on page 16
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Five little pumpkins sitting on a gate.

The first one said, “My it’s getting late.”

The second one said, “There are witches in the air.”

The third one said, “But we don’t care!”

The fourth one said, “Lets run, lets run.”

The fifth one said, “I’m ready for some fun.”

Ooooooo went the wind,

Out went the lights

And five little pumpkins went

Rolling out of sight.

author unknown
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“I didn’t know you listened to anything I said last night.” she
remarked.

Don ignored the accusation that he wasn’t paying enough
attention to his wife and simply stated, “You dreamed it, that’s all.
You went to sleep with Hallowe’en on the brain, and you dreamed
about kids in costumes.”

“Yeah, I guess that’s possible. . . I guess it must’ve been,” she
signed, picking at her breakfast disinterestedly.

Don folded his newspaper and stuck it under his arm as he stood
up. “Gotta run,” he said, “See ya tonight, Hon.” He kissed her on the
cheek and hurried out of the kitchen. She cleared the table and
glanced at the clock on the wall, noticing it was nearly time for her
to head out to work herself.

The poor night’s sleep took its toll on Susan at the office that
morning, a fact that didn’t escape the attention of her fellow wage
slave Maude. Susan yawned as she stood behind Maude at the copy
machine waiting her turn.

“You look beat, Sue,” Maude informed her without looking up
from the copier.

“I’m a little out of it today, I guess. . . Couldn’t sleep so good last
night,” Susan responded.

“Try putting eyedrops in your eyes, offered Maude. “That always
helps me wake up.”

“Maude,” asked Susan, “do you still get into Hallowe’en? I mean,
dressing up and all?”

Maude picked up her stack of papers from the copier. “When
you’re as fat and scary as me, Sweetie, you don’t need a mask to
spook people,” she laughed.

“No really,” Susan persisted, “do you remember what it was like
when you were a kid? Didn’t you love to go trick-or-treating, and
everything?”

Maude laughed again. “Well, sure,” she replied, “just look at me. .
. You can tell I always got my share of candy, can’t you?”

At that point Susan was reminded of how difficult it was to have
any sort of conversation with Maude that didn’t involve Maude’s
weight problem. She forced a smile and said, “But. . . you’re looking
good these days, Maude. You’re clearly losing weight, and--”

Their boss, Mr. Fraser, suddenly appeared behind them, loudly
interrupting the conversation, as usual. “Susan?”, he barked, “Can I
get you to stick around late tonight, and finish typing these accounts
up? I know it’s short notice, but you work so fast I’m sure it won’t
take you long.”

Susan swallowed. “Well, I hadn’t planned on. . .uhh. . .but, I
guess. . . I. . . could. . .”

“Good girl!” said Mr. Fraser with a smile. “You’re a lifesaver.
You know how to lock up when you’re the last one out for the
night?”

“Yes, sir, no problem,” she replied as Mr. Fraser pushed his
stack of folders into her arms. “Excellent,” he said as he walked
back toward his office.

It was around 8:30 that evening, hours after everyone else had
gone home, when Susan finally finished up Mr. Fraser’s
paperwork. It had been harder than normal for Susan to keep her
mind on her work tonight, what with Don’t chilly reaction to her
call letting him know she’d be late again tonight. To make
matters worse, she couldn’t help but keep thinking back to the
sight of the strange little girl. That image continued to haunt her,
if only in the back of her mind, as she was locking up the office
for the night.

Exiting the building, Susan noticed that the night was just as
peculiarly dark as the night before, and that the only thing she
could see clearly was her car, which she’d fortunately parked
beside a light pole far across the parking lot. As she walked
along the pavement, listening to the wind, she noticed that her
car, now the only car on the lot, seemed to be casting an odd,
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irregularly-shaped shadow on the ground at its right side. A
moment later, she was the extra bit of shadow move to the left,
telling her that someone was there, hiding behind her car. She
felt suddenly warm and dizzy, but continued to talk at the same
rate toward the car. She was terrified of whomever was
crouching behind the car, but somehow the thought of turning to
run the other way—possibly encouraging the owner of the
shadow to chase after her—seemed even worse. Besides, by now
she’d walked so far from the building that he’d have a good
chance of catching up with her, especially since she’d have to
take the time to unlock the door before she could get back
inside.

Discreetly as she could, she reached into her purse for the
pepper spray that Don had made her carry, but before she even
had time to wonder just how to use it, she could see she wasn’t
going to need it. From behind the car stepped a small child in a
brown, furry raccoon costume. The child looked straight at
Susan, and she wondered just what he’d been doing behind her
car. “Hey! Little boy?. . . Or little girl?. . . Sorry, but it’s hard to
tell, with the mask and all. . . What’re you doing messing around
that car? That’s my car!” she called out, but the little raccoon
didn’t answer. She thought she heard a faint giggle come from
under the mask, but before she could be sure, the child turned
and ran away into the darkness. “Wait a minute!” yelled Susan,
“I want to talk to you! Who are you? Hallowe’en isn’t until
tomorrow!” But it was no use; the little raccoon was gone. She
didn’t even hear the sound of small feet running off, or anything
save the ever-louder whistling of the wind. Now she was close
enough to the car to see the two flat tires on the side that had
been hidden from view. There was no doubt about it; the kid had
let the air out of two of her tires. Just a stupid Hallowe’en prank,
she told herself, although it did seem awfully malicious, since
now she’s have to walk home on such an unusually dark, windy
night.

The walk home felt long and lonely, and although she wasn’t
normally afraid of walking alone at night, tonight was different.
The sky was so perfectly black that she was unable to see very
far in any direction, the darkness seeming to trap what light
there was and hold it abnormally close to its sources. Susan
found this disconcerting, and so spent most of her journey
looking down at her feet. Even so, she could barely see her
shoes clearly except when she passed under a street lamp. Every
time she did so, it seemed, there were a few dried leaves
skittering across the sidewalk just in front of her. The wind
continued to howl at her, seeming to grow slightly louder and
colder with her every step.

The lighting was a tiny bit better in her neighborhood, and she
began to look around at her surroundings more and more the
hearer she got home. She noticed the cutout skulls, ghosts and
witches taped to various windows, the cardboard tombstones
(many of which had blown over) in several front yards, and
especially the jack-o-lanterns that leered at her from numerous
porches. She only noticed one that had a light in it, giving its

toothy grin a bright yellow glow, and concluded that whoever
carved that one must’ve put an electric light inside it, since the
high wind would certainly have blown out a candle. Although
Susan always liked to see carved pumpkins, she somehow didn’t
like the way this one smiled at her, and quickened her step to get
out of what would have been its range of vision, had it been
alive. For a split second, she thought it would be satisfying to
run up onto that porch and smash that pumpkin on the sidewalk
below, just to wipe that smug grin off its face. Just as quickly,
though, she realized that it probably belonged to someone who
really loved the season, and she knew she could never give
someone a bad Hallowe’en memory by committing such a
hateful and senseless act.

The last thought to cross Susan’s mind before she fell asleep
that night was actually a somewhat cheerful one. As she
pondered the unlikely sight of the giant raccoon vandalizing her
car, it occurred to her that if children still wear the same kind of
Hallowe’en costumes that she did as a child, then maybe she
was still sufficiently youthful to be thought of as a big kid
herself.

Susan slept fitfully that night, and Hallowe’en morning found
her in a jittery mood. At breakfast she told Don about the
nightmares she’s had all night, in which grotesque, grinning
jack-o-lanterns would roll out of the darkness at her feet, look
her in the eye and laugh out loud for a few seconds, and then
shrivel up and decay into piles of gooey mush right before her
eyes. Don really wasn’t interested in his wife’s nightmares, but
still did his best—however briefly—to convince her that they
were perfectly normal reactions to her unpleasant experience that
evening. Their discussion was a short one which, as always,
ended with them both rushing off to work.

HallowZeen .  Autumn 2004 .  Volume 3, Issue 1 Page 17

continued on page 18



Page 18 HallowZeen .  Autumn 2004 .  Volume 3, Issue 1

After work, Susan stopped to pick up several bags of candy
for trick-or-treat and then headed for home fairly exhausted. She
was emptying the bags into a large bowl to keep by the front
door when the phone rang. It was Don, sounding more cheerful
than he had in some time. He’d called to let her know Jack had
just stopped by the office to say that he and Barb weren’t going
to be able to wriggle out of attending Jack’s boss’s company
Hallowe’en party after all, and had all but begged Don to take
Tyler and Jody trick-or-treating while he and Barb were out
renting costumes and then spending a few hours standing around
trying to look like they were enjoying the company of Jack’s
coworkers. Don had dutifully accepted the assignment and was
letting Susan know he wouldn’t be home until some time after
trick-or-treat ended at 8 o’clock.

Trick-or-treat itself went largely as every year. Susan would
drop a few pieces of candy into each opened sack while being
careful to give all the right compliments about the costumes
being displayed. She told the monsters, ghosts and vampires that
they were scaring her, asked the witches not to turn her into a
frog, and told the princesses and Indian maidens that she wished
she was a beautiful as they.

A few minutes before eight, she saw no more children coming
around, and, since it had just gotten dark anyway, concluded that
she’d have no more visitors that night. Locking the front door,
she helped herself to a piece of candy from the still half-full
bowl and bell into a chair in front of the TV. She could find
nothing but horror shows on most stations (it was Hallowe’en
night, after all), and after stopping on a channel that was in the
middle of a commercial break, closed her eyes to rest them for
just a moment while she waited to see what kind of program
would come back on.

She was startled by a knock at the front door, and jumped a little as
she opened her eyes. The first thing she was the time “9:00” on the
VCR’s clock, and as she hurried to the door Susan realized that this had
been the first time in maybe twenty years she’d fallen asleep in front of
the TV.

She opened the door to see three little girls in their trick-or-treat outfits
standing motionless on the porch. Rubbing her eyes gently, she asked
“Whatever are you three doing out so late? Trick-or-treat was over a long
time ago! You girls should be home. . . and. . . where are your treat
bags?”

The three said nothing, standing with their arms at their sides, staring
at Susan through their masks. Suddenly Susan was aware that these
children were wearing the same costumes that Susan had worn all those
years ago: the colorful witch, the raccoon, and the mermaid that Susan’s
grandmother had made for her.

“Those costumes. . . where did you get them?” she demanded, but the
girls said nothing. “Answer me! Those costumes used to belong to me!
Where did—” Susan stopped in mid-sentence. It had just occurred to her

what had happened only a couple of years after she’d outgrown trick-or-
treating, when the fire that did so much damage to her grandmother’s
house had destroyed the attic completely, and had claimed all three of her
old costumes that were in storage there.

Susan gasped as a sick feeling swept over her. Her face and ears
suddenly felt hot, and her legs became unsteady. Her hands shaking, she
slammed the door as hard as she could. As the door was closing Susan
caught a glimpse of all three of the girls reaching their arms out toward
her invitingly.

She locked the door clumsily and turned her back to it, meaning to
lean against the door for support long enough to catch her breath. When
she turned away from the door, however, there stood the three little girls,
arms outstretched at her, already quite impossibly inside the house.

Susan screamed and ran into the kitchen to call for help, but as the
kitchen door swung open she could see that the girl in the witch costume
had somehow gotten there ahead of her and was just tugged on the phone
cord with all her might, her third yank ripping it out of the wall. Susan
backed out of the kitchen as the child turned to face her, again reaching
out to Susan with both arms.

Stumbling into the den, Susan next came face-to-face with the little
raccoon, who had unplugged Susan’s typewriter and was just in the
process of lifting it, with some difficulty, up off of Susan’s desk. The child
dropped the machine into the wastebasket beside the desk, although it
didn’t really fit there beyond one corner. Susan screamed once more and
spun awkwardly around, running past the bathroom door. In the darkened
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bathroom she was able to see the mermaid gleefully dumping the
contents of Susan’s purse into the sink. She saw the child lift her car keys
up and study them for a second or two before very deliberately stuffing
them down the sink drain. This act completed, the mermaid turned her
head to face Susan directly and, now rather predictably, extended her
arms toward Susan, who now collapsed onto the floor in the hall, sobbing
uncontrollably.

The three little girls slowly walked toward her, surrounding her as she
sat there red-faced and trembling. Susan managed to stop sobbing long
enough to catch her breath and, wiping her eyes, looked one of the girls
in the eye, intending to ask what it was they wanted. She never got to ask,
though, as the look of genuine compassion suddenly visible in the girls’
eyes, and the realization that the girls had been putting their arms out for a
hug all along, caused Susan to burst into tears louder and more intensely
than before. She did her best to embrace all three of them, and continued
to cry as they put their arms around her reassuringly. She closed her eyes
tightly as she felt one of the girls gently stroking her hair while another
patted the back of her shoulder to comfort her.

It was after 11 o’clock when Don got home, as he’d ended up staying
at Barb’s with the boys until their parents returned from the party. Don
went through the house calling Susan’s name and, assuming she must be
in the house somewhere, went ahead loudly and apologetically yelling
out that explanation for his lateness. He got no answer, and was about to
go down and check to see if Susan was in the basement when he heard a

knock at the front door. Opening the door, he saw a little girl of about ten
standing on the porch. She said nothing, but only looked at him, giggling
quietly. “Hey cutie,” Don smiled, “It’s mighty late for you to be out, isn’t
it? And mighty dark, too. . . Umm. . . Do you live in the neighborhood?”

The child giggled more loudly now, seemingly taking some delight in
Don’s failure to identify her.

“Well, I tell you what,” he went on, “I’d say it’s a real safe bet you’re
gonna be the last trick-or-treater, so you might as well have all the candy
we have left. . . How about that?”

The girl held out her treat bag, and Don carefully emptied the bowl
into it, adding, “Wow, look at all that. . . You better not eat it all at once,
now!” Don put the bowl back on the table and said, “That’s it, kiddo. . .
that cleans us out!”, but the child stood there a moment longer. Don took
note of her elaborate blue and white costume and attempted to see her
eyes behind the odd, six-pointed star-shaped mask, which ended at her
nose, leaving the bottom part of her face exposed. The child was smiling
broadly and raised one hand to wave goodbye to Don before turning and
skipping off into the darkness beyond the porch light.

Don locked the door and strolled into the TV room to wait for Susan
to come home.

Of course, he couldn’t have known that she never would.
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Covered with a blanket of ruinating leaves, 
The frigid cement of a suburb street 

Has been briefed with silent evidence 
Of a grinning crimson imp. 

Tonight, you and I must gravewalk. 
Tonight, every forest is filled with laughter. 

Every city is flooded with fear 
Spilling from the psyche of the innocent. 

Every alley is deluged with a haunted inscrutability 
Awaiting mortal discovery, 

(Glorious innovation!) 
Tonight, the stars in the sky 

Shine to raise the dead. 

Aghoul, by oneself atop the roof of a spacious house, 
Sits in a deep stillness, watching, 

As haints disperse from impervious mist. 
Guided by a zephyr of sinister desire, 

It is they, the ghastly spirits, whose whispers 
Intoxicate the midnight, 

Distorting contaminated reality into intrinsic dementia. 

The horror withheld in secluded ruralism, 
Has grown contagious 

Wherever obscurity may temporarily reign. 
One is only required to be a fragment of the living, 

To gain infection in the twilight. 

Alone in the apple orchard 
Agoblin dances and shrieks, 

Splitting the frigid Autumn air, 
Enchanting the dreams of the tired 

With languid, dreary terror, 
(Never to be forgotten.) 

Abandoned patches of faceless pumpkins 
Are showered in a fading orange luminescence, 

Being shone by October's initial vestige, 
The weak and weary wan moon. 

(Atwinkle in the Devil's eye.) 

Tonight, 
Your loneliness will not persist, 

(Tonight, you're not alone.) 
The veil is at it's thinnest 

And there's no other place like home. 
The past has emerged into the present, 
What lies ahead is what's gone forever, 
Dead eyes are gazing deep inside you- 

Tonight is Halloween. 

(tonight is) Halloween 
By Michael Belkner
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Don’t you ever laugh as the hearse goes by,

For you may be the next to die.

They wrap you up in a big white sheet

From your head down to your feet.

They put you in a big black box

And cover you up with dirt and rocks.

All goes well for about a week,

Then your coffin begins to leak.

The worms crawl in,

The worms crawl out,

The worms play pinocle on your snout.

They eat your eyes, they eat your nose,

They eat the jelly between your toes.

Abig green worm with rolling eyes

Crawls in your stomach and out your eyes.

Your stomach turns a slimy green,

And pus pours out like whipping cream.

You spread it on a slice of bread

And that’s what you eat when you are dead.

The Hearse Song
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All you Halloween pretenders!
Carve your pumpkins, hang your bats,
Talk of spooks and headless horsemen,

Friendly goblins and black cats.
Trick or treat with all your children,

Give the night a friendly toast,
There are no spirits haunting us;
There’s not even friendly ghost

Play childish tricks, be lulled to sleep;
Halloween’s a children’s day,

I want you to let your guard down
So that I can have my way.

The truth of what I really want,
The real purpose of my mind,
Is to come inside your body
As my maker has designed.

You’ll hear me on the midnight breeze,
See my face at every thought,
Feel my spirit creep inside you

While resistance comes to naught.
I’ll control your mind and matter,

Every function will be mine,
But your appearance wont be changed,

No one else will see a sign.

You’ll be frightened by the sunshine
You’ll quake with fear at midnight
Every touch will make you tremble

And you’ll have no appetite.
I’ll leave half your brain unfettered,

Half of you I’ll leave to fate,
So you’ll know why pain engulfs you,

But the pain will not abate

You’ll go mad from pain and torment
As scorpions devour your flesh,
And the pain will overcome you

As you feel our spirits mesh.
But only you and I will know
What goes on within the shell.

And you’ll look and sound so normal
As you slip down into hell.

YOUR LAST HALLOWEEN
by Gail T. Burton
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Sponsored by Global Halloween Alliance
1228 Dewey Avenue • Evanston, IL 60202-1123 • Phone 847.328.3605 • Fax 847.328.7841 • www.halloweenalliance.com

Halloween Postal Stamp Campaign

To get a postal stamp issued from the United States Postal Service (USPS) we need to start by writing a letter to the committee that reviews requests. 

Here s what you can do:

• photocopy the letter below;

• distribute copies to anyone who loves Halloween and ask them to print their name & address and sign the letter;

• individuals may send their letter directly to the Advisory Committee or you may collect the completed letters and send them 

as a group;

• if you would like this letter in a petition format that allows many people to sign, just contact our office at 847.328.3605 (CST) and we ll forward

one to you or you may download a petition in a pdf format at our website, www.halloweenalliance.com.

While there s no guarantee the Citizens  Stamp Advisory Committee will approve our request, this is the first, and very important, step in the process.

We need to be patient as the Committee receives 40,000 stamp proposals annually even more reason why a collective effort is needed!

Citizens  Stamp Advisory Committee
United States Postal Service
475 L Enfant Plaza SW Room 4474E
Washington, D. C. 20260-2437

Greetings!
I am writing to suggest the U. S. Postal Service issue a Halloween Commemorative Stamp. There are
many good reasons why Halloween deserves its own postal stamp.

• Halloween is an American tradition spanning over 150 years. Since being introduced in the 1840s
by Irish and Scottish immigrants, Americans have embraced the celebration of Halloween as both a
private and a community event.

• Halloween is the second most popular holiday in America. It is celebrated by millions of Americans
each year and is increasing in popularity.

• Halloween is one holiday all Americans can celebrate regardless of age, race, religion, or ethnicity.
• No Halloween stamp exists in America. Close in concept, the Universal Monster Stamps released in 

October 1997 were extremely popular though not specific to Halloween. In contrast, three countries
have paid homage to Halloween with commemorative stamps Canada, Great Britain and Ireland.
We need one too!

Thank you for considering my request. 

Happy Halloween! 

Name

Signature

Address

City/State/Zip

Date

Halloween Postal Stamp Campaign
Celebrate Halloween-The Great American Play Day!
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Discover the possibilitiesExplore the fantasy

Here fans will find an amazing variety of articles on Halloween. 
Each issue is packed with interesting articles including celebrity

profiles, collectibles, community celebrations, decorating and party
ideas, how-to projects, and personal stories.

All 16 issues are available to purchase online. For the serious
Halloween fan, order the Deluxe Halloween Gift Pack which includes

all 16 issues for one low price. With the final issue of Happy
Halloween Magazine (Volume 5, Issue 2/3) being printed in

Autumn 2002, this publication is destined to be a collector’s item.
Don’t wait... order now!

HAPPY HALLOWEEN MAGAZINE IS A HALLOWEEN LOVERS DREAM COME TRUE!

Available Exclusively from Global Halloween Alliance
Order online at www.halloweenalliance.com


