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​Introduction
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I love the Halloween season. It's a time when imagination and magic are in the air and many people are open to the fantastic. 

I really enjoy classic Halloween-related TV shows like It's the Great Pumpkin, Charlie Brown and The Munsters and The Adams Family as well as new classics involving witches, ghosts, vampires, magicians and all the rest.

There's a long tradition of holiday fiction—including speculative holiday stories—that's wonderful, as well. You can't go wrong with holiday fiction! 

This collection includes stories involving aliens, magic, time travel, and more—all set amidst the Halloween season.  Enjoy!

I sincerely wish, for you and yours: Happy Halloween!
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​Scarecrow of Time
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Saturday morning, I'll admit it, I was grumpy. My best friend Jules and I had planned to go to the Ganger pumpkin farm, like we'd done every fall since first grade, but we'd had a fight last night, and our outing was off. Senior year was turning out much trickier than I'd anticipated. 

Sitting at the kitchen island, I stared at my yogurt and kicked my legs back and forth on the bistro chair. Seeing all the amazing varieties of pumpkins, drinking cider, and eating apple donuts fresh out of the fryer was one of my favorite days. I couldn't believe I wasn't going this year.

"What is with you this morning, Maya?" my mom asked as she walked by.

"Nothing," I muttered.

She paused, put her hands on her hips and sighed. Finally, she said, "Weren't you supposed to do something with Jules today?"

I shook my head. "Not any more."

"I get it, I guess." She shrugged. "You guys have been friends a long time; maybe you've finally outgrown each other. It happens."

Mom didn't know the half of it! Jules knew I liked Alec, and she blatantly went out with him anyway! "Yeah," I said. "We're done."

"Okay," she said. "If you're not going out, you can help me with the garage sale!" Mom was a garage sale addict—as in having them, not going to them. I couldn't tell you how many times I'd been stuck sitting in the driveway with the cash box while people haggled with me over the price of whatever. I hated working at her garage sales. 

Getting stuck at the garage sale would be torture. Anything would be better. I stood up. "Gosh, I am going out!" I could go to Granger farm alone, couldn't I? "Sorry, I'm busy. Can't help with the garage sale! Sorry!" I darted back to my bedroom to get dressed.

Granger Farm was just as lovely as I remembered it. It was surrounded by large trees with leaves in shades of scarlet, orange, and gold, fluttering in the gentle breeze. Next to the pumpkin patch, the snack shack had huge piles of pumpkins and gourds stacked in front of it in almost every color of the rainbow, including white, yellow, green, red, and every shade of orange imaginable. Some were long and skinny, and some were fat and round. Some were smooth, and some were mottled and lumpy. Some were teeny tiny and some were giant. I paused for a moment and took it all in. I breathed in the crisp country air and smelled ... apple donuts. I walked into the snack shack. Yum.

A little while later, I was sitting in the sun at one of the picnic tables in front, eating my second donut and drinking my apple cider. The snack bar sound system softly played, "If the world was ending, I'd wanna be next to you..." 

And then, guess-who showed up. Yep, Jules. Ugh.

"Maya," she said brusquely as she walked past me without stopping.

"Jules," I said, just as brusquely. She must have decided to come here alone as well. How annoying.

I quickly finished my snack and got up to catch one of the hayrides into the pumpkin patch. 

I enjoyed riding around the farm at a leisurely pace, taking in the rows and rows of pumpkin plants. Most of the formerly green leaves had been shrivelled by frost, exposing all the pumpkins in their wake. The tractor stopped periodically, letting people off to select their pumpkins or picking up people who'd already done so. 

As we approached the entrance of the farm, I got a good view of the corn maze from my elevated position on top of the hay bales. The maze was one of the funnest things about the farm. They usually had a small prize for those who found the center.

Today, after viewing the maze from the tractor, I thought I had a good idea of how to navigate it in record time. "Ha!" This was gonna be great. I definitely didn't need Jules to find my way through the maze.

I entered the maze, and the dried corn plants towered well above my head. All I could see were the seemingly infinite brownish-green stalks, the dirt under my feet, and the brilliant blue sky above. I zoomed through the first few turns like a pro. Ha!  

A mom and two little girls passed me walking the other way, from deeper inside the maze. One of the girls, dressed all in pink, said, "We got lost."

The mom nodded and said, "Good luck."

"Thanks." I turned confidently back to my quest. At the next turn, I was less confident. Was it right or left this time? I couldn't quite recall. That short conversation threw me off.

Very faintly, I thought I heard someone talking coming from the left. I shrugged and decided that was as good a direction as any. I walked that way, and the voice got louder. 

I turned a corner and saw Jules standing in front of a strange-looking scarecrow, her hands on her hips, apparently speaking to it. 

"Are you actually talking to Hayseed, there?" I asked. We were in the center of a maze, a crossroad, with four perpendicular paths leading off it.

She startled and then turned to look at me. "You caught me." She started to smile, but stopped herself.

If I hadn't been so ticked off at her, I would have chuckled. "He's not talking back, is he?"

There was that almost smile again. "No."

I stared at the three paths I hadn't been down yet. "Which way do you think?"

"Oh, so you're talking to me now?" she said sarcastically.

I shook my head. "Nope." 

"Could have fooled me," she muttered. After a moment, she added, "But isn't this scarecrow dressed weird? He's wearing an old-timey suit."

I stepped up to the figure. "Yeah, it is weird." I stared at it. "I've never seen a scarecrow wearing a three-piece suit. And look." I pointed at a spot above its waist. "I think it's even wearing a pocket watch."

She leaned toward it. "Weird." She reached for the watch. Classic Jules—trying to take stuff that wasn't hers. 

At the same time, I grabbed her arm. "Don't take it!" 

As she touched the watch and I touched her arm, a very bright light pulsed out from the watch. I quickly closed my eyes to block it out. 

When I opened them, we were still standing in front of the weird scarecrow, but the sky was suddenly very dark and cloudy. I dropped my hand from Jules' arm. "How could the weather change so quickly?" I turned to Jules, who was still standing next to me. "What's going on?"

She was staring at the pocket watch in her hand.

"So, you did take it." I crossed my arms in front of me. "Typical."

"I didn't mean to," she said, finally looking up. "Hey, what's with the weather?"

"I just asked you that!" I shivered, and I wasn't entirely sure it was because of the weather. "Put the watch back and let's get out of here." Something wasn't right here.

"Quit telling me what to do!" she said.

"I don't care what you do! Do what you want." I held up my hands. "I'm leaving." 

I turned around and quickly marched back the way I'd come. 

But when I exited the maze, everything looked different. I froze, taking in the scene. The tractor was smaller and older. The snack bar was teeny-tiny. Most of the leaves had fallen from the trees. The signs were all different, hand-painted on wood.

Virtually everyone wore jeans. The women were wearing low-rise jeans, crop tops, and huge hoop earrings. I couldn't believe how many bare stomachs I could see. The men wore straight-leg jeans, T-shirts, or plaid shirts, and trucker hats. 

"What the hell?" Jules whispered next to me. "Why does everything look so different? How long were we in that maze?" She pulled her phone out of her pocket.

Good idea. I pulled mine out as well. It said it was about 2 p.m., so we weren't in there for very long. But there was no signal. Huh. I couldn't remember the last time that happened.

"No signal," she said. "I sort of know Bethany, who works in the snack bar. I can ask her what's going on."

I followed her to the snack bar. Inside, the music sounded tinny. "I can feel the magic floating in the air..." The woman working the snack bar was not the same one who was working earlier.

Jules looked very confused. 

"Well, screw you!" a woman near the picnic tables yelled.

"Well, screw you, too!" another woman yelled.

"As all the walls come tumbling down..." came from the speaker.

I walked over to the open doorway to check out the commotion. Two women around my age were standing, screaming at each other. 

"I met him first!" one said. She looked strangely familiar.

"He likes me better!" the other one said. She also looked familiar somehow.

"Jeez. Drama much?" Jules said next to me. "Hey, that one looks sort of like you." She pointed at the first one. 

The first one looked more than familiar...She looked like my mom twenty-five years ago. But that would be impossible. 

The two women stood sneering at each other over the picnic table.

"And that one looks like you." I pointed at the second one. 

"Oh, my God! I think that's my mom!" Jules said. 

"Yeah," I said. "I think that other one is my mom."

"I never knew they were friends. Did you?" She looked at me with wide eyes.

"No." I shook my head. "But this is impossible." 

The arguing women stalked away from one another. 

I stepped back to the cash register. "This is going to sound weird, but what year is it?"

The cashier stared at me like I was crazy, but then she said, "Two thousand."

I stumbled back to Jules. "Did you hear that?" I whispered. "She said it was two thousand." My knees felt weak. "I need to sit down." I made my way over to the now-empty picnic table. I sank onto the bench. I put my face in my hands. This couldn't be happening. 

Soon, Jules sat next to me. "The cashier said it was the year two thousand. How could she say that? That's twenty-five years ago."

I lifted my
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