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Foreward


October has always had a way of whispering to those who listen. Not loudly, not insistently — just a steady, knowing murmur beneath the turning leaves and early dusk. It’s a month that remembers things the rest of the year forgets. A month that opens doorways, loosens the veil, and lets the strange and the beautiful walk side by side.


These stories were born in that thin place. Not out of shock or spectacle, but out of the quiet corners where unease lingers, where memory and imagination overlap, where a familiar street takes on a shadow you don’t quite recognize.


I didn’t set out to write a collection. I simply followed the feeling — that subtle shift in the air that says pay attention, something’s coming. One story became another, and then another, until I found myself holding a small constellation of October moments: eerie, tender, uncanny, and sometimes unexpectedly funny.


So, consider this your invitation. Settle in. Let the world around you quiet for a while.

Let these pages take you down leaf-littered paths, through dim hallways, into places where the strange becomes intimate and the intimate becomes strange.


October has something to say.

And now, together, we’ll listen.
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The Lake


They launch before sunrise because the old man insists the fish are “polite at dawn.” The son, David, forty-five, careful, dutiful, eases the aluminum boat through gauze-thin mist. The father, Peter, wears the same faded cap he wore when David was ten, when mornings smelled like gasoline and minnows...and the lake was safe and serene.

They drift to the cove that always paid: a semicircle of cattails and a drowned log like a blackened knuckle. Peter settles with an exhale, the sound of a bellows closing. “Perfect,” he says, and David wants it to be.

They cast out. The bobbers kiss the surface and shiver. Somewhere in the fog, a loon calls and the note hangs in the air too long, like a string pulled tight. David watches the lake become a mirror. Their boat, their bodies, their breath—all doubled, flattened, floating beneath them.

Peter reels in, checks his worm, recasts his line. “You still dream about it?” He says it lightly, like bait tossed on water.

David pretends not to hear. He hasn’t told anyone that his dreams have changed. Not the old childhood ones of waiting on the dock for a father who never came, but new ones, looping ones: his father at the kitchen table, staring straight ahead; his father wandering the yard at night in his slippers; his father using his name like it hurt to say it.

“Bite,” Peter says, lifting his rod. The bobber twitches, goes still. “Teasing me.” His laugh is paper-thin.

The sun lifts behind fog. The reflection strengthens. David notices it first: their doubles on the water aren’t quite right. He raises his hand to shade his eyes. The water ripples once, though no breeze touches it, and smooths itself back to glass.

“Wind’s wrong,” Peter mutters, though the air is calm. He squints down at the reflection of his own face. It’s there, yes, but the mouth isn’t in the same shape, and the eyes don’t blink with his blink. David feels it, a small shift inside him, like missing a stair in the dark.

“Dad,” he says, to evaluate the morning. “You see that?”

Peter doesn’t answer. He’s watching the reflection of the boat, a shallow saucer with two men, two rods, two boxes of tackle. Their reflected bobbers do not match the real bobbers’ slow drift. The mirrored line dips, pulling taut. In the boat, their lines are slack.

“Must be the mist,” Peter says, soft as prayer.

When David looks again, their reflections are already reeling in. He is not. He watches his double’s hands: the steady crank, the slight lean, the lift of the tip. Across from him, his father’s double turns, looks up through the water directly into David’s face, and smiles. A smile David has never seen his father wear.

“Enough,” David says, too loud, as if volume can break a spell. He slaps water with the oar. The lake closes without a splash.

Peter, who never swears, whispers something ugly and Catholic. His knuckles blanched around the rod. Down below, his reflected hands relax, set the rod aside, and reach into the tackle box for something that glints.

“Let’s go,” David says, and Peter says, “Yes,” but neither moves, because it would mean turning their backs on themselves.

The fog thins in a breath. Light sheens across the water. In the mirror, David’s double rises. His hand, still holding the wrong smile, reaches for his father’s reflected shoulder. Peter’s reflection doesn’t flinch.

Peter says, polite as sunrise, “Do you remember the year I left you on the dock?”

David can’t answer. The mirrored son leans closer, palm meeting the water’s underside. The lake, cold and slick, meets David’s palm from above. The contact is brief, like static, like a jolt. He jerks back. The skin of his hand carries whorls of frost as if he touched winter.

The reflected father lifts the thing he took from the box: not a lure or pliers—a small knife, the one they used to cut line. The mirrored son’s smile widens, a curtain drawing back. Above the water, the fragile, real father says, “He’s not me.”

David finds the pull-cord. He yanks it. The engine coughs and dies. Below, their doubles set their faces to tenderness.

“Row,” the father says.

David rows. The oars bite and slide. The fog unspools from around them. The reflections keep pace with effortless, backward strokes. The shore doesn’t get nearer. The cattails lean but never pass. The drowned log is always before them.

The father, voice milky with fear, says, “I’m sorry son.” David shakes his head. “Don’t,” he says, rowing, rowing. “Don’t.” Below, the reflected father places the knife in the reflected son’s hand with ceremony, as if passing an heirloom.

“Dad,” David says, breath thin. “Look at me. Not down. At me.”

Peter obeys. His eyes are wet and human, and here. “You always waited,” Peter says. “I made you wait.”

“Not now,” David says, and pulls so hard the oarlock screams. For a second, the boat jumps. The reflection knocks askew, breaks. In that break, the shore lurches closer by inches. He does it again. Again. The mirror corkscrews. The doubles smear. The knife drops from their hands and sinks into silver-gray blur.

They bump the dock as if waking. David scrambles out and drags the boat half onto the sand. Peter, stiff and slow, steps onto the worn boards and grips the post with both hands. Behind them, the lake regains its calm. The mirror smooths. In the water, two men stand ankle-deep, watching. David refuses to look. “Let’s go home,” he says.

He doesn’t look back as he helps his dad up the path. Peter’s grip is weak, but real; it trembles, but it’s warm. At the crest of the hill, David turns because he can’t help himself.

The lake looks like a lake. The reflection shows only trees and sky.

And then the water winks - a brief, bright, knowing flicker - as if a coin had been flipped, caught, and kept.
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Incoming

The first call came at 3:11 a.m.

The ringtone startled her awake — that gentle, glassy chime she’d chosen because it reminded her of the wind chimes that used to hang outside her mother’s kitchen. The screen glowed in the dark:

Incoming call — Me (mobile).

She stared, disoriented. Her own number. Probably a network glitch. She let it ring until it stopped, and in the silence that followed, the sound kept echoing in her head. When she awoke, the hollow tone stayed with her all morning.

It happened again the next night. Same time. Same name. She picked up this time, half to prove it wasn’t real. “Hello?” No answer...only a faint hiss, like breath through static. She almost laughed. “If this is a scam, it’s a weird one,” she said, and hung up. But as she set the phone back on the table, she thought she heard her own voice from the speaker, a soft echo, repeating her words a split second late.

She unplugged the charger and turned the phone facedown. When she finally fell asleep, the chime threaded through her dreams, as if it had learned her rhythm.

By the fourth night she was afraid to go to bed. The apartment felt too large and too silent. She’d moved here after the funeral, a place that didn’t smell like antiseptic and violets. Friends called less now; grief had its own way of thinning the herd. The phone had become her last companion — reliable, obedient, indifferent.

At 3:11 it lit up again. Her number. She answered. “Who is this?” Silence, then the faint sound of wind, or maybe the sea. And beneath it, her own recorded voice whispering, “Don’t answer. “She dropped the phone onto the bed. It kept humming, a low, steady note, until the battery finally died.

The next morning, she played the recording back. Her voice was there again, clearer now. “Don’t answer.” She removed it. Deleted the call history. Reset the phone. She needed to believe the problem was mechanical, not emotional. But when she tried to fall asleep, she found herself listening for the chime...the only voice that still called her name.

That night, she dreamed of her mother’s kitchen, sunlight on linoleum, the refrigerator hum, the chime swaying by the window. Her mother’s voice floated from the next room, soft, tired: “If you miss me too much, I’ll come back, but it’ll be wrong.”

She woke crying, the sheets damp beneath her palms. By the weekend, exhaustion blurred her days. She left the phone in the kitchen and slept on the couch. At 3:11, the sound came again — not the chime this time, but a deep vibration that rolled through the walls like distant thunder. The phone glowed where she’d left it, the screen a perfect mirror of her name.

She answered without speaking. The line filled with static and the voice that followed was her mother’s. Soft. Familiar.

“Sweetheart, you shouldn’t be alone this much.”

Her throat tightened. “You’re not real,” she whispered.

“Neither are you, when you live this way.”

The connection cracked. For a moment she thought she heard her mother breathing, that small, steady rhythm that used to lull her to sleep when storms rattled the windows. Then the line went dead.

She spent the next day avoiding the phone. She walked to the park, bought groceries she didn’t need, smiled at strangers just to remind herself how it felt. By the time she returned home, dusk had settled over the apartment like dust.

The phone sat on the counter. She could feel it waiting. When it rang, she didn’t check the time. She answered. This time there was no voice, only the hum — that hollow tone vibrating low and constant, the sound of distance itself. Her grief recognized it. It sounded like everything she’d never said.

She pressed the phone to her ear until her jaw ached. “I miss you,” she whispered. The tone deepened, a kind of pulse. She closed her eyes
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