- -(We received this intriguing tale as part of the
Bish Bishop Tall Tales Contest, but it was too good to
wait to publish it after Halloween. Its author is Biki .
_ Buas-fﬂeau, Newport. and Bill,
" spi mqv.dteﬂfcm'ym&: Next year, um'ﬂ!etyouaﬂ
have @ crack at Halloween yamns. Meanwhile, read.
this one - preferably with b‘w lights low, late at nighg:
'wtthnamaamund meptfof Jew ghostc,
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STENEET By BILL BUSSINEAU: #4725 5%
The follnwm story takes place ina sma]] rural
tuwn in hortheastem Vermont. The name of the town
‘and its people have been changed. su as n:?t to attract‘,
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unwanted publicity. =358 g5
ﬁiltwasea:l Ea]!,andmostufthetreesha shed
eir summer leaves to warn of the cold winter aheadf
Under an_old maple tree, leaves danced clumsily;
around the ba:reg_ roots,” as. ; the_ cool, night breeze,,:
lifted them from the gruund. A full, sxlvery;:yponﬂ
shined nnunnusly over the_decaying tombstones in
the nearby cemetexy The sound of cnckets filled the’,
air, adding greatly to the already eerie feeling of thEh'
night: Had this been any other mght, it would not:
have been the same. — for tonight was a very spemql.;
night. Tonight was. ; . Halloween. - -
. I 'was 12 years old at the tlme and S0 was my .
constant companion, Joey Williams. We grew up’
together and went to school together. The whole.
town called us_the most mischievous boys around.
Every youn schoolboy Bas once put a frog or snaket
into his tea ier s desk we decided to be a little' more”
original. We filled our teacher’s desk with frogs and
snakes. It took two ‘ddys to get all the creatures out of -
the school. My a:rents tanned my hide when they:"
found out. I unagme Joey’s parents gave him the -
same tre.ah"nent, a]thuugh he never told me whether
they had.- o o ST T
+ " Oct. 31, otherwise knnwu as Haﬂuween, ]ﬂey
and I told our parents we were going to the:
Halloween party at Hawthorne’s barn. But unknown
to them, we had other plans. We were going to visit -
the old graveyard at the end of Simmons Lane. The -
dirt road had been closed off years ago, even before I
was born. Nobody ever went down the old road,”
because, according to Jocal legend, everything along
the way was haunted. It was said that even the trees |
grew from the blood-soaked ‘soil where Thomas
Simmons had killed his wife in a fit of jealousy. The
old mansion still stood, and the family graveyard was.
also on the road. My father had told me many a time~
to stay clear of Simmons Lane, but curiosity
his orders. J{}E 's curious nature equalled, if not
surpassed, mine. The townspeople thought it an evil -
lace and declared that 1t be]ﬂngcd to the Devil
imself, © - .
- Halloween meant more to me than a s;lly nld,
ty. I liked it even better than Christmas. "

Tnnight Joey and I will celebrate Halluween tl_w |
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'Halloween tale, Thesaa&were the thoughts that en

’ gﬁtg ri‘was Ibi:ke&

“there
However, t the rnad was still dlst:ingmshable, althuugh j

'even they were very | y few, Neither of us said a word :

L e

‘coming ¢ down the road was maybe

overrode

way:tlssu posed to be recognized, complete in all |
its glory — hnpefu]ly, with real ghosts. And, I don’t
mean little kids in white sheets, running iround with
pumpkin candy stuffed in their mouths. No, none of_
that. Tonight Ioey and I, Simmon’s Lane and the-

darkness of the night would play major parts in'a Te

1#.-

“tered my heailas we nea:ed Simmons Lane: 3> :;:13 o
*-**-r We long since had passed Hawthorne’s barn and
4 _fchzldlsh pa:tx lﬁo!un forward only to whal ”
“mysteries may lie ahead En the abandonedﬁ@ roa:L
I let the darkness imd mnl feehng of thé mght mi'

=

enter “my lungs and myd as Joey told me “what wgﬂ
'might find. My’ iind was' preoccupied with other 3

.....

thougﬁts as Joey. annuusly spoke ¢ of thmgs that dnn]:‘*
your blood,” and | “ghosts that E.Il)' to steal your “-;;?
He" when we reached the metal ga

¢ to thré?nad was just past the hugﬂ 3

e[ but ]ney and I }'uund nl:r b
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rot;t%l{lﬂ_ p;_,chmbmg lt,igxgep‘ for Jacqmrmg sump'a

_rust on our clnthmé Onﬂeﬁ over, we stared at the rpa‘d ;'
‘beforé tis. Weeds and grass Had grown ‘over, where -
had once bﬁeﬂ a dirt road. Desplte the growth:;
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]Dey had hJs tern tumed on, and it was then i
ﬂ‘;at I realized that Joey had stnpped talking about "
creatures of the night. The ™ enormous trees hung *

drearily over the road, as if they were reaching out t%?

‘take us, I also had nuhced that there were no amma]s 7
around, except for, the crickets in the woods — and
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spotted the §ﬂunmnns Mansiﬂn Joey said that
| not suc:h a great s
idea. I a greed, but Nvfe had to keep going.” 7 *:i 5
o) The Simmons Mansion ‘was a decaymg ol
bmlﬂm with overgrown grass and two large hedges
in Ernnt of it. Some of the windows were broken, and *
‘part of the chunneyilad fallen down. Although the’-
place ‘was depressing to the spirit, it still had 2"
dignified appearancelbhke that of an old soldier. The ‘.
stone’ walkway had been Pragmented by years of’;
'wear Hf:ﬂtantl we both walked up to the front.
door, At the ﬁrst attempt to enter, the door knob
broke off. The door sfung open easily, and doubting -

mnmentanl}' wheﬂleLwe should or nnt, ‘we walked

inside. - A ekt
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g Puslun g away spider wehé, we stapp&d in the 3

middle of what 3 ap
was ﬁumture eve

peared to be the living room. There -

over a dusty chair, a loud noise diverted my attention.

Joey said it sounded like someone fighting.

muffled scream. Then there was silence.:” " *.
.+ Joey was thrilled with excitement and ansdousat
the prospect of finding ghosts, and ke ran up the
stairs. I yelled in vain for him to wait, but he did not
stop for even a second. My heart was puundmg at my

N My face ‘brushed away mbwebs as I Imﬂed m
“end of the long hallway, I s-tupped to catch ‘my =
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here, cavered by canvas, which °
in turn was blanketed ]::({ dust. As I wiped my finger

As hah__
finished talking, we both heard what sounded hl-:e a i

rib cage, but I finally found the muragc to go up after .
him. I yelled his name every time I took a breath until -~
my throat was dry. As I reached the top stair, a board - .
broke, inhaling my ﬁmt. and I pulled my foot out and
ran as fastas I could. AR

‘every room ‘and yelled for ]aey When I reached tha

. 'r " ,-I-“-J.,

_breath. I heard another scream, one. that “sounded 3
very much like Joey’s voice. I)relled to him md ran m" e
thp direction of the’ scream. LS N T SN "';}
¥A2 I'saw a dark figure ‘move toward tha stairs. <
mnhng it o be Joey, I followed the figure down the'2x.
“stairg,” avmding the broken stair. X chased the dark::'s
“shadow out the door'and into the gmvcyard. I yelled -‘“-;
“out and told Joey L wasn’t going a]cmg with his joke = %
.Jlooked all Gver the graveyard for What I thotight had ¢

-k 2

Been Ioe}f“- it was then that I saw}what filled ‘me mr‘?p
with terror beyond beh&f"{,, ,;.m..‘“";,x ,_3. % ,-:&ag 'Eg-:uh

S 'Il-"

‘.;'r,: I saw two dark figures now, one like amm} and ,j
the: ‘other Tooked like Joey. I yeﬂed to him“and, as I ¢
“ran tuwa:ds him, I saw hzs dark shadow sink into a*rf'és'
~grave with outstretched : arms, as if he weré pleadmg 1

_to God. The tall figure disappeared into the grave

“next to the one I had seen Joey go into. With tears:.

:»'treammg down my face, I ran to the’ grave and,.
" pounded at the ground, yelling at the top of my voice
to Joey. I glanced up, at the tombstone and ‘was:
shacked further to read the fallamng lnscnphﬂn _'1._; i
HAESH -:,; i2 57 Joseph L. Williams +: " = 5 ,,,

j_",é { Born' 1959. Died — Oct. 31, 1971 AD: 2
There was more Wntmg, buthassnsm:ed a.nd;
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cﬂnfused thatall I could do was ru.n and not stﬂp unul*- ol -'

1 reached town. I tnld_.e'-*Eryﬂne about it, and thcy" ‘*

sald I was just playmg tncks. 5 ::,-:-, L NRTy
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]'uey never came hnme and ﬁnally the tuwns-

‘people began to take me sennusly The next morning,
“everybody I knew in the town went out to Sunmun.s

Lane to look for him. There was no trace of him. -
Even the gravestone showed nothing. Unlike the
night before, the xmtmg, all nf 1t was eroded b-eyﬂnd Pt

madablhty TR ,‘..r_‘

. We ncver found jn-ey. and now I'm 17 ﬁve ycar:fj %
older. I never will forget what happened as long as I'" -~
live. Nobody believes my story about Joey Smhng &i¥
into the grave. They thmk hc ran awa}f or dmwned in’ 7

therlalce. oA S iy Thee
“7 But I know the tmlh 5 ves hage ‘g.:.ne :ie.a.r the-'

road since that happened, and I never will,? RS S

"” ‘Sometimés on a wmd fall evcmng, "f can ses
Joey stamhng in my bac‘kyard pleading for me to take
him in out of the cold. Whenever I open the door,: - .
he’s gone. Soon, I feel, he will be'gone forever. Don't"l-.'
ask me whyh-ccauseldnntknow ¥ FRIL e T

Tonight will be Halloween again. Fnr ynu, e
will be parties and fun — fcur me it wﬂi be hving hclL 4
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