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	Avon, Massachusetts

	
INTRODUCTION

Here’s to a Very Scary Halloween Season!

It’s that time of the year … the days are getting shorter and the nights are getting longer, pumpkins are transforming into jack-o-lanterns, and the chill in the air matches the one down your spine as you read these terrifying true tales of ghosts and ghouls. 

A twisted take on the seemingly sweet devotional, A Haunted October is your ghost-a-day collection meant to spook and scare and help you start celebrating Halloween on the first of the month. Thirty-one frightening stories and firsthand accounts will take you on a haunted tour across the country and throughout the world.

So turn off the lights, get to reading, and let the glow of your e-reader keep you from jumping at whatever goes bump in the night!

	
OCTOBER 1

The Hitchhiker Who Never Died

Rehoboth, Massachusetts
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The world has a long tradition of haunted roads, and in America, most states boast stories of phantoms seen by people in cars. Many of the stories are mere folklore, and the ghost hitchhiker is one of the most popular and frightening urban legends. For every legend out there, a true ghost, witnessed by locals, makes itself known. Most of these cases borrow from the classic myths.

New England has its own version of the story. In some versions, the ghost is a scary but sympathetic figure, but the Red-Headed Hitchhiker of Route 44 is the exact opposite. A large man with red hair and a thick red beard, dressed in a flannel red shirt, is the terror of one of the most haunted areas of southern Massachusetts. His eyes are always described as giving him away. They have been described as vacant or empty, and at times, they have been said to glow red or yellow.

Although he has never physically attacked anyone, his intent is to scare, and few who have come across him are sympathetic to his plight. He has been known to appear in people’s cars and scare them or to take control of a car, making himself known over the radio or causing the automobile to stall. Many have seen him on this dark and lonely highway, hitchhiking or resting on the side of the road. Witnesses have looked out their windows to see him staring at them, even as their cars travel at high speeds. As with many roadside apparitions, drivers sometimes hit him when he is in the middle of the road. When they stop, there is no evidence of hitting anything and no sign of the red-haired man. They do hear him laughing and taunting them. On rare occasions, he has forced cars to stall and then appeared in their headlights when they stop, staring at them before dissolving.

Over the years, many people have spotted the ghost, but more have heard stories from their friends about other people who have spotted the phantom. Much of the lore of the Red-Headed Hitchhiker has fallen into the realm of urban legend. One new tale is that if you drive to the town line and honk your horn three times, he will appear in your headlights. They also say that if you are driving with three people in the car near the town line, he will appear in the empty seat. To some, this means he does not exist, but do not be fooled. The original reports were told by reliable witnesses, and more genuine reports come in if a researcher is patient and sifts through the legends. The people in Rehoboth know him to be real, and they drive with their knuckles a bit whiter at night.

OCTOBER 2

Ghosts Ride for Free

Minneapolis, Minnesota
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The dead are all around us, asking to be heard and seen. They might have a reason to make contact, sometimes just for contact’s sake, but their cries go unheard. Sometimes we make contact and do not know it until the moment is over. We are left with a feeling that something happened and usually feel that we would do something different if it happens again. Usually, we have one shot at it, and the moment is frozen in time, unexplained.

Jenny was a morning radio personality at the University of Minnesota in Minneapolis and would often take the bus into work. At that time of the morning, the bus carried a few students and commuters but was empty for the most part. She would usually be half-awake as she traveled when the winter mornings were really no different from the winter nights.

“It was 5:00 A.M., and the winter was very dark at this time, Jenny recalls. “I was listening to music on my headphones and looking out the window when I caught the reflection of a woman smiling at me. She was a white woman and had short dark hair. Her smile was pleasant enough. Jenny says there was nothing about the woman that made her think anything was odd, except for perhaps the smile that early in the morning. But when she turned, she realized something that was different about her friendly commuter.

“I turned to look across the aisle where it seemed she was sitting, but nobody was there. When I looked back at the window, she was still there smiling at me. Once more, I looked back at the seat across and still did not see her. There were only a few other people on the bus with me but not the woman I saw in the window. When I looked back at the window to see if she was still there, she was gone.

The sighting had a profound effect on Jenny, and she still carries it with her today. “I felt paralyzed and sick and remember that I had goose bumps all over. I was so disturbed I had to take my headphones off. Once in a while, I would carefully look around the bus to catch another glimpse of her, but I never saw her again. I held back tears the whole ride to school and cried a lot as soon as I got off the bus.

Years later, she remembers what the woman looked like and the way she felt. “I was pretty disturbed the rest of the day but had to carry on with my normal activities. Overall, I feel lucky I had such a life-changing experience that very few people get to encounter. When it first happened, I wondered if she was smiling at me because I reminded her of someone, but I do not know. I considered myself an atheist before the incident, but the experience made me unsure of a lot of things. I am not as scared of death or dying. My grandpa died about a week before I saw the ghost, so in a way, it made me feel better about his death.

OCTOBER 3

Robert the Doll 

Key West, Florida
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Robert Gene Otto was born in October 1900. His parents were known to be cruel to their servants. When Robert, now called Gene, was six, one of the servants, who practiced voodoo, made him a doll. Naming the doll Robert, Gene made it his constant companion. When things went wrong for Gene, he blamed it on Robert. Visitors to the house swore they had seen Robert move and heard him giggle. Finally, in an attempt to bring peace to the house, Robert was banished to the attic.

Gene grew up to be a great artist, and when his parents died he moved back into their house with his wife, Anne. He found Robert and once again they became constant companions. Robert was moved to the turret room, where he sat in a chair looking out the window. As children walked by the house, they grew frightened by the doll, which they believed to be moving.

As Gene grew older, he became more reclusive. Eventually Gene died with Robert right by his side. Anne sold the house and left Robert behind, and the daughter of the new owners found the doll. Tortured by Robert’s presence, the family gave it away to a museum. The house is now a bed and breakfast with a couple of permanent tenants. Anne they say, haunts the turret room. And the spirit of Robert splits his time between the attic and the doll room at the Key West Martello Museum. It has been said that the servant used a voodoo spell to entomb an evil spirit in Robert all those years ago. And those who visit him today just might agree.

OCTOBER 4 

A Gift from Beyond the Grave

Lakewood, Washington
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The haunted heart of the Pacific Northwest is the area of Washington around Seattle and Tacoma. There are too many haunted locations there to see in one day. People have met with tragedy because of the seafaring nature of its early settlement, and the influx of wealthy people has fostered interest in their eccentric lives and deaths. Whatever the reason, the ghost stories coming from that part of the country are numerous in their number and in the variety of the phantoms.

The crown jewel may be the Thornewood Castle Inn and Gardens located in Lakewood, Washington. The daunting 27,000-square-foot mansion has been the subject of haunted literature and rumor since it was built in the late nineteenth century. Hollywood decided the estate was worth filming and cast it as Rose Red in Stephen King’s horror movie of the same name, and then recast it in the sequel, The Diary of Ellen Rimbaur. The hauntings there go beyond just the aesthetic. Chester Thorne, the man who built the house, has been seen in the halls and on the grounds outside. His son-in-law, who committed suicide on the property, has also made appearances.

Carl’s house, a few miles away from the mansion, is much more humble but no less haunted. He has lived there for five years and has shared his house with at least two ghosts. One, whom he has nicknamed Kay, is a small girl who has a crush on him. While Carl was dating the woman who is now his wife, Kay would lock the doors when she would come over and pull the sheets off the couple.

Most of her activity revolves around an old music box he keeps in his dining room with his family’s china. Kay has been known to move the box and place it in other rooms. She also winds it with invisible hands and can be heard humming along with the music.

“It plays ‘Raindrops Keep Falling on My Head,’ but she likes the old song. I keep it around just because it belonged to my mother, who died. I hear it all the time, or it’s in my kitchen on the counter. I put it back, but the dust in the cabinet isn’t moved, Carl says.

Kay might be playful, but Carl and his wife have learned to live with her. “She’s gotten used to my wife and just wants to play. I have no trouble with her.

The same could not be said for his Uncle Webb, who spent a few months in the house after his death from cancer in 2005. “I don’t know if there is something with the house, but I think we drew him in. He didn’t like me having those tools.

Webb’s first name was Charlie, but with so many relatives with that name, he decided to go by his middle name. He was a contractor, who always hoped his son, Jimmy, would follow in his footsteps. Jimmy went to college to become a teacher, and although he originally put up a fight about it, Webb eventually broke down and embraced his son’s decision. “He wanted Jimmy to be a contractor, but to be honest, Jimmy was all thumbs. He couldn’t even hang a picture.

After graduating from college, Carl went on to become a computer programmer but understood the need to be useful around the house. After his uncle’s death, his aunt gave him all of Webb’s tools, knowing he would put them to good use.
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