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The old chant goes,

Come and sup for every turn,

Let the old ones join our earn.

Another grind against the churn,

Watch the flames of Samhain burn.

These words are long since forgotten. Their message has died with the passing of time and the failure of the generations. However, the rules that accompany them — are still very, very much alive.

Beginning as long ago as five-thousand years, the festival of Samhain was celebrated by the ancient Celts between October 31st and the first day of November. This short, two-day window represented the end of the harvest season and the time in which the boundary between the living and the dead decayed to its weakest point, before the beginning of the new year. Large bonfires were lit, offerings of food were presented to deceased ancestors and the living adorned themselves in animal skins to ward off corrupted evils.


Over centuries, the pagan rituals of Samhain fell to tradition and devolved from divine purpose, to inconsequential frivolity. Samhain became the eve of All Saints Day and eventually, Halloween, as the world found new religion by the end of the tenth century. Pagan traditions remained the same, although their meanings became rebranded and repurposed to fit the changing years. After World War II in the United States, Halloween fully commercialized after the war-time ban on sugar was lifted and suburban growth cultivated. Offerings for the dead became trick-or-treating and animal skins transitioned to store-bought costumes for children. Today, the holiday has reached all new lows of ludicrosity and in many countries, holds as robust a commercial income stream as Christmas. Throughout the entire month of October and growing, many participants rhapsodize death, darkness and gore as millions justify the worship of deviltry, embracing their own diabolical natures without the fear of persecution. The days of Samhain remain lost, misconstrued and abandoned by arrogance.


Only wickedness can thrive in a modern world where villainy is celebrated, the dead fall to starvation and disencumbered evils treading on the living earth — need no place to hide.

The high-pitched beep of a rolling forklift echoed against the towering walls of the massive hardware store. A wrapped pallet was positioned into place and lowered to the floor. A young, lethargic employee ran his blade through the stretched film, freeing the new shipment of Halloween lawn inflatables. He took each box from the pine pallet and dropped them to his feet, kicking them across the shiny concrete and against a wide, green display rack. The forklift pulled its tongs free and continued to scream as it departed for the rear stockroom and left the sales floor.


A tap came at the boy’s shoulder as he folded his blade and whirled around. “Happy Halloween!” An overenthusiastic man in an appalling gray and orange sweater greeted him beside an equally-avid wife, in an equally-hideous top. The words This Is My Ugly Halloween Sweater, were woven into both, with thick, crimson yarn.


The wife repeated, “Happy Halloween!” Beams of unwanted cheerfulness emitted from her wide stare and blinding teeth. Behind the couple, a flat, rolling cart held at least two dozen seasonal lawn inflatables, yard props and over two-thousand feet of orange and purple lights.

The boy felt a suspecting chill run up his spine. He had heard stories about customers like this — Halloween freaks seeking exclusive favors in exchange for harassment and boisterous persistence. Interaction with them always took a turn for the worst. The date was currently September 7th but in order to retain his minimum-wage job, the customer had to be right. He mumbled without dispute, “Happy Halloween.”

“I’m Dave, and this is my beautiful wife Betty..,” the man introduced. He gestured to his wife.

She waved her hand eagerly. “Hi!” She squeaked.

The kid halfheartedly returned the wave. “Hi.”

“And you are..!” Dave slapped his hand against the boy’s plastic nametag. “Jason!” He shouted. “Jason, my wife and I are the most devout Halloween-ers you’ll ever meet! You’ve heard of us?”

“Halloween-ers?” Jason asked. He had never heard the term before, but was sure he was mere seconds away from learning all about it. Immediately, he regretted his inquiry.


Dave blushed with a smile as his wife jumped excitedly. “It’s a term we’re trying to get going online,” he said proudly. “Soon It’ll be a household name, we hope! Currently, our social media has over ten-thousand, dedicated Halloween-ers. We take the holiday very seriously. It’s a lot more than a holiday for us, more of a way of life that lasts all year.” Betty nodded dramatically. “We think Christmas is overstuffed and offers no real substance or morality when applied to life. God is overrated,” he whispered covertly. “And, come on, has anyone ever really met Him?” He turned to his wife. “Have you ever met the big guy?”


Betty’s brow rose as she shrugged and shook her head. “Nope!” She answered.

“There it is!” Dave confirmed. The couple kissed. “It’s time for the Halloween-ers! Halloween-ers all the way!”


Dave’s face narrowed with a sense of seriousness as he captiously examined the stockboy. “Jason, are you a Halloween-er?” He asked. They stared him down like a pair of Quakers during a witch hunt.


“Um, well..,” he stuttered. He searched for any way to relate, even just to get through the interrogation. “..I did take my little brother trick-or-treating last year. My mom made me do it because she found pot under my bed,” he blurted out. Fear set in as he wondered if drug possession was a detail better left omitted when speaking with a customer.

Dave grinned as he raised his hand and a request for a high-five into the air. “Atta boy!” He cheered. Jason returned the gesture with a soft slap. He chuckled nervously. No negative judgement seemed to follow the confession. “Jason, my wife and I are wondering if you could help us out,” Dave petitioned as he gestured to the pallet.


The kid returned his arms to his sides and stood awkwardly. “How can I help you today?” He asked. Here it came, Jason thought. The favors.



“We are on the hunt for…” Dave began. He leaned backward as his wife lifted her phone into view. Betty pointed to a list of items on her screen. “We are looking for.. ghost in pumpkin with witch hat, Frankenstein teddy bear and skeleton playing banjo on gravestone,” he listed.


Jason turned to the pallet and began searching through the large, black boxes. “Um.. ok.. here’s banjo..” He handed them a large box.

“Fantastic!” Dave erupted.

He handed over a second box. “..Ghost witch..” 

“Outstanding!” Dave chimed.

Jason searched for the final request. He peeled back the plastic wrap, exposing the shipment of yard decor. Slowly he dismantled the stack. After sifting through the inventory, he spotted the bear and presented it to them. “Frankenstein teddy bear,” he said. The package depicted the image of a green, statuesque monster holding a small, zombified bear.


Dave’s expression narrowed with disappointment. “No, we have that one already. That’s Frankenstein with teddy bear. We’re looking for Frankenstein teddy bear. A teddy bear that is Frankenstein.”


“Oh,” Jason groaned. He placed the box on the floor and continued to search. “If it’s not on the pallet, we have a lot more in the back,” he muttered.

“Ooh!” Betty gasped. “Oh my gods, David look!” Raw elation shined from her blue eyes as she pointed to a box on the pallet. Dave’s euphoria was equal to his wife’s, but expressed with more reservation. He bent down and retrieved an item from the pallet.


“Jason, you’ve been holding out on us!” He accused with felicity. The kid stood and eyed the item with mild perplexity. “This.. is Rooster with pumpkin scarecrow!”


“Yeah, looks like it,” Jason agreed.


“This lawn decoration isn’t supposed to be out this year,” Dave stated. Betty was overwhelmed with emotion. She pocketed her phone and quickly began fanning her eyes as they moistened with joy. “Rooster with pumpkin scarecrow is part of the farm friends collection that was supposed to, but did not release, in 2021 because of manpower complications during Covid,” Dave said. He stared at Jason with astonishment.


“I think I’m going to cry,” Betty choked. “I never thought I’d ever see it in person!”

Jason scratched his head. “Oh yeah,” he remembered. “Management told us something about getting backstock this year,” he said. “There’s more in back, I think.”


Dave looked at his wife. Betty folded her fingers in front of her nose as tears streamed down her cheeks. He looked back at the boy. “Jason, are you telling me that pig with candy corn, horse grim reaper and cow flying over moon on broomstick could be in this building?” Dave and Betty stared at Jason with a level of desperation commonly witnessed just before a murder verdict.


“Um..” He squeaked. “Yeah, I think I saw those.” Dave became weak in the knees as Betty threw her hands in the air in unbridled praise. She jumped on her toes again as the couple hugged, whispering words of endearment and celebration to one another. Jason interrupted, “There’s others too, like one with a hatching chicken, a haunted barn and a raccoon dressed like a Dracula.” The stunned surprise returned to their faces. “But there’s a lot more in the collection,” he said. He eyed their full cart of boxes. “I don’t know what kind of car you guys have but you’d need a truck to move them all.”
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