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Other works by Daniel Curtis Morrison

Most of what I write is a blend of Adventure and Supernatural, with a touch of Horror. However, 'Duckie' is a unique departure from my usual style. It's my first Children's book, intended for ages 8 and up, and it offers a fresh take on the supernatural and horror genres.


To see titles such as Conductor O’Shay, Dream Shade-The Chosen, Poster Girl, and more, head to my website -


www.DanielCurtisMorrison.Weebly.com


Duckie (Jerry’s version) and Duckie (uncut version) are included in the upcoming Fourbidden Tales – A collection of four short Supernatural stories. Each version is also available as a standalone story in print and digital formats. Both are available everywhere books are sold.


There are 2 other books appropriate for all ages-


12 Poems of Christmas – 12 family-friendly poems for the holidays. Read them with your family and use them as inspiration for your scrapbook. Fun for all ages! Available on Amazon



Li’l Sluggers coloring book – Characters inspired by baseball, loved by kids everywhere. Meet Bat, Ball, Cousin Ball, Glove, Pitcher's Mound, Hat, and others. Available in 2026 on Amazon



Dedication

First and foremost, I am deeply grateful for the coordination of events that made this story possible. It's not just an idea, but the people I've met along the way and the inner calling to contribute to the dreams of others that God has guided me to fulfill.

This short story is inspired, in part, by independent filmmakers, especially in my community. Seeing their passions from idea to manifestation with a group of like-minded dreamers is impressive. From Chase Dudley, Jason Horton, Leslie Hamilton, Greg Campbell, and Keith Anderson to Heidi Mikac, Chloe Lutz, Dwayne Abernathy, Angela Grimm, Derrick Spruill and Vin Morreale, my dreams in this field have just begun. It is thrilling!


However, the real push for this story to become reality is because of my wonderful mother, whom I love very much, Kathy Patterson - aka: TD Marant. Helping her reach a dream of having her stories published, starting with "13 Ghostly Tales of Halloween," has ignited the writer in my soul again and brought him back!


Halloween goes toe to toe with Christmas as her favorite holiday. Her fun, wholesome, and humble nature is timeless, like her stories. I don’t think anyone will ever love me as completely and perfectly as she does in this lifetime. May the light of those who hold you close shine forever!


RAVING REVIEWS


“...captivating!” – Amy Miller Gaff, Elementary Teacher



“I love how the kids interact, the whole Halloween vibe, and how it alludes to the next story in the series!” – TD Marant, Children’s Author


This story is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.


Duckie -  Jerry’s Version    by Daniel Curtis Morrison


Sunday, November 1st


Jerry woke up to the smell of bacon. That excellent, glorious, perfect-for-any-occasion bacon! He was incredibly comfortable, noticing it wasn't even 8:30 am yet. Such an hour was lost to slumberland on Sundays. Yet, he wasn't very tired. The bedding still smelled of scented ocean breeze fro Friday’s laundry adventure, which soothed his senses deeply.

The morning sun, a gentle visitor through the curtain, whispered a symbolic “hello,” presenting a new day ripe with possibilities. Jerry nodded at it in agreement, yawned and looked at the piled up bedding on the floor where Mike camped.

He wondered why Mike was already up. He always slept the longest. Perhaps he had to use the bathroom. Or maybe there was a pile of bacon already done, and he was chowing down on it. His thought drifted from that to a pile of Twix bar wrappers on the floor next to the bedding. That was Mike’s favorite candy bar, and, if memory served correctly, he didn't get very many yesterday. Or did he?

It was that thought that made him stir a little. In contrast, something uneasy felt like it wanted to knock on his brain and remind him of something. That peace he felt, though, wouldn't allow it, but he did roll over instead of getting up to chase the source of bacon.

Upon closing his eyes once again, an image came into view. He recognized it as Trish's rubber duckie. He recalled her having brought it in instead of leaving it out in the car. That old thing had a unique blend of charm and creepiness.

As he recalled more of its visuals, another twitch of uneasiness nudged him, but it went away almost immediately. However, there was a nagging feeling to remember. Something important was linked to whatever it was.

Putting the feeling aside, he looked over at his dresser on the wall adjacent to his sister's room and saw that glorious bag of candy. Oh, the sweet variety of chocolate bars, sweet and sour candies, suckers, and even bags of chips awaited his sensitive digestive system. All those treats made him recall some significant discomfort from the night before, but couldn't remember the details other than a lot of farting and terrible gas.

At that exact moment, he felt something jolt through his body. It was a light shock. His body shook and relaxed just as quickly.

“That was weird,” he said out loud and looked around the room. It was enough for him to push away the covers and sit up. When he did, he had a deja vu feeling. Waves of energy rolled through his body, causing a bit of vibration, followed by ripples of peace. It turned the very low dose of worry that he felt into a high dose of bliss.

Giving in to the sensation, he lay back down and inhaled deeply. That delicious feeling of soaked-through comfort padded his body, and his eyes closed again, eagerly. The outline of a vivid dream from the night before began to etch into his memory, lending to that deja vu feeling stronger. He felt his brain tiptoeing between alpha and theta waves. That bridge between being awake, relaxed, and falling into the realm of light sleep pulled like a gentle game of tug of war.

Then, he heard a whisper that did not startle him; one word floating into audible territory. After a moment, it expressed itself again. The third time the whisper announced itself, it resembled the word "December," but that month was still 30 days away. It was likely not the correct word.

Silence and the sound of the heater took turns filling the room as Jerry’s breaths slowed. Finally, a pronounced word made itself crystal clear- “Remember.”


He mulled over the word. Remember what? Jerry thought with barely any consciousness. Then, there was silence.


After a brief moment passed, as loudly as possible, without shouting or startling Jerry, expanding all around him was a thunderous repeat- “Remember!” He immediately fell unconscious.

1

Morning light shot through the clouds, highlighting the cool fog across the damp ground, which peeked through the window onto Jerry's face. Second by second, it spanned from his chin, across his small mouth, over his thin nose where a booger formed, and across his eyelids. Sensing the difference in light, his eyes opened to meet the sun's rays. That’s when he grunted, "Ah, man," due to getting temporarily blinded.

Most Saturdays, Jerry would mumble, pull the covers over his head, and roll over. This wasn't most Saturdays, though. This was Halloween! Once he remembered, his blue eyes opened, and he threw the covers back, planting his feet firmly on the floor.

“It’s here!” he said with joy. “Hallelujah!”

His feet eagerly skittered out of his room with the thoughts of candy, costumes, and games swirling in his head. To his left, at the end of the hallway, he noticed the door to his sister's room already opened, no doubt beating him to breakfast. After rounding the corner where the garage door was and passing their bathroom, he confirmed that she had.

The gorgeous rays of morning sunlight gleamed through the sliding glass doors at the foot of the 8-seated table, showcasing silhouettes around the window clings. Bats, skeletons, pumpkins, and ghosts made up most of them. On the dining room walls were 3D pictures of humans that turned into zombies, depending on the angle. They didn't bother Jerry much in the day, but getting a drink at night was spooky.

Sugar frosted flakes were ready for him and his sister, Maggie, with banana slices and a glass of milk. Jerry liked to pour milk over his cereal, while Maggie enjoyed hers dry. Some days, they got peanut butter with the banana slices if they wanted it, but only if their dad didn’t eat it all.
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