
 

[image:  ]

 

 

 

 

Misty and the Magic Pumpkin Knife

 

A Short Story in the Series "Tales From Far Beyond North"  

by

Ruth Nestvold

 

 

 

 

Copyright 2012 Ruth Nestvold

Cover by Britta Mack and Ruth Nestvold 

 

* * * *


 

 

Misty and the Magic Pumpkin Knife

 

 

Misty Mankin hated Halloween. She hated ghosts and princesses and black and orange. Especially orange. She hated frozen pumpkin pie, the most common kind in Rolynka, Alaska. She hated witches and masks and what qualified as seasonal office parties near the Arctic Circle. She hated all the interruptions of her evening accompanied by screaming and giggling and variations from innocent to profane on the three words "trick or treat."

She particularly hated the pumpkin knife — and the fact that it contained the ghost of her mother.

Or so Misty suspected. 

Nothing else explained the talent she had inherited for carving pumpkins along with the ancient knife; she'd never been the least bit good at it until her mother died in the accident. Which in itself was just plain unfair, like so many things in her life. How many people were killed by a bear running out into the road and getting thrown onto the roof of their car? 

Finally, Misty hated the way everyone brought their pumpkins to her to carve in the weeks before Halloween — and the way she couldn't help carving them, as if the knife had possessed her somehow. It was "magical," they said, how she could bring life to an orange vegetable the same way her mother had. 

No, it was the blasted carving knife.

Besides, carving pumpkins was a lot of work, magical knife or no magical knife.

She shoved her hands deeper into the pockets of her parka. They'd had the first snow the beginning of October, and while Rolynka was now experiencing a warm spell, with daytime temperatures well above freezing, "warm" was something else again. Maybe she should just give up and move south to sunny Seattle. 

Hyram Burley, the only lawyer in town, passed her walking rapidly backward on Seward Avenue. 

He waved. "Hi Misty." 

"Hey, Hy. Improving your time?" 

He looked at his watch and shrugged, still moving backward down the main street of town. "Maybe a couple of seconds. But it's a good excuse for exercise." He patted the generous belly under his own thick parka. "Besides, sometimes you have to run backwards to really see the scenery." 

Behind Hyram, the Shadow Artist stepped gracefully out of the way before the lawyer could run him down. The annual Walking Backward Race held on All Hallows, the date on the religious calendar from which Halloween originated, was the only thing Misty liked about the trick-or-treat season. Walking backward struck her as a brilliant competitive sport — not that she would ever participate in something so silly. Still, it was great fun to watch, and she didn't understand why it hadn't yet caught on across the country. 

On the other hand, Rolynka was a bit on the remote side, about as far as you could get from the Lower Forty-Eight. 

She turned down Fairbanks Street. The house she called home was no beauty — nothing in Rolynka was — but it was the only house on her block with a porch. Although there was always the danger that the cycles of freeze and thaw would warp such an exotic construction so close to the Arctic Circle, until now the structure had held level on its pilings. The porch was useless three-forths of the year, but Misty loved it anyway. 
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