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Synopsis: The Halloween Costume - A
young horror movie fan has to find just the right costume to
attract the girl of his dreams, but ends up with someone entirely
unexpected, instead.

 


 


Stanley Fox lived for
Saturday night. Saturday night in Darkon, Ohio was the highlight of
his week because it was the night of Dr. Freak’s show. At midnight,
every Saturday, the weekend news would end from the network and the
channel shifted to Shocking
Theater, the weekly horror movie
show.

When Saturday rolled around Stan would
be in front of the TV ready to watch another black-and-white horror
movie from the Universal Studio’s vaults. Or it might be a recent
drive-in movie edited down for television. Stan hated how the
editors chopped the good parts out of the movie because of
standards or time. He couldn’t understand why they had to do it
when young kids wouldn’t be up past midnight in the first
place.

But what Stan really enjoyed was the
man who hosted the movies: Dr. Freak. Dr. Freak was a big man who
weighed over three hundred pounds and sported a top hat over his
pasty white make-up and black cape. He appeared before the movie
began and introduced it. Dr. Freak was more than a casual
disinterested movie host, his introductions and skits between the
commercial breaks were legendary in Darkon. The host might have a
series of bikini models to help him introduce a movie with a beach
setting or a magician on stand-by for an old Vincent Price film. Of
course, the sketch never worked out according to plan and rumor was
the old Freak was drunk off his butt by the time the movie ended.
It all made for a great viewing experience on a dull Saturday
night.

Monday would return him to the school
bus and the Cro-Magnons who rode it with him. Stan experienced a
growth spurt his sophomore year, so the local toughs left him alone
for a change. He would endure the brief bus ride with a book on
cinema as he watched the other kids take their seats on the school
bus driven by a farmer who did it to earn extra money. Once inside
the school Stan would use his spare minutes before homeroom to
visit the library and find another book on film theory.

Stan’s great crush was on a girl
called Anita Fuenza, who was in his homeroom. This was their second
year of high school, but he’d been in her homeroom since junior
high because of the similarity of their last name. In the large
mega-high schools of the mid-seventies, kids often found themselves
friends with people whose names started with the same letter of the
alphabet. Thus, it wasn’t unusual for Bill Morris to be close
friends with Jack Morton for all the years they went to school
together.

Unfortunately, for Stan, he had the
social skills of a mole. He was clueless on how to attract her
attention and she wasn’t the least bit interested in him. Anita
wasn’t the most popular girl in school, but she was up there in the
top ten percent. Popular girls went out with football players and
basketball stars, not kids who were into art and horror movies.
This simple fact didn’t stop him from longing after Anita. She was
a tall girl who, like Stan, experienced a growth spurt the last few
years as her hormones kicked into overdrive.

Anita was the opposite of Stan. She
had family with money; her father was a doctor at one of the
hospitals in downtown Darkon. She had the latest clothes and could
afford long vacations in the summer. Her teachers loved her and she
was the first face on the annual “achiever of the month” bulletin
board near the cafeteria. Anita didn’t ride the bus, by their
junior year she was sixteen and driving her own car to school and
parking in the front part of the student lot.

Their suburban area outside Darkon,
known as Apple Valley, possessed a few orchards that once thrived
all over the rural town. It was unincorporated. The county
controlled all of the road construction and maintained the police
department. The rapid growth of the suburbs changed everything
around Darkon, just as its declining industrial base affected the
city. Darkon went from a big tool center to, well, not much in the
space of twenty years. It was underway while Stan’s father worked
at an auto plant in the city, but none of them would realize the
depths of the transformation for a long time.

However, let us return to the story at
hand and not the one to come.

The October season descended on the
small suburban community where Stan and Anita lived early that
year. The outside weather turned chilly and the leaves fell from
the trees after they’d changed into shades of gold, orange or
brown. Biology students at Apple Valley High collected the endless
variety of leaves and ironed them between wax paper for their
science fair projects.

The stores still sold boxed Halloween
costumes for the kids and candy for trick-or-treat. Stan remembered
fondly when he was much younger and went door-to-door. He was too
old to do it now and helped when the young kids came by their
house. Each year his parents kept a tab of how many kids showed for
Halloween. The last year they counted over a hundred.

He was older and could
appreciate Halloween in a different way. The networks would show
scary movies in early time slot and every other day to boot! He
eagerly bought the new TV Guide
to find out what movies it scheduled this year.
Halloween would take place at the end of the upcoming week. He
couldn’t wait. His worst October was the year Spiro T Agnew
resigned as vice president.

President Nixon picked the
same Friday when one of the networks was supposed to shoe the new
version of Dracula,
staring Jack Palance. It took Nixon five minutes that night to
announce his new selection: Gerald Ford. It took the damn news
commentators three hours to discuss who Gerald Ford was and how the
change would affect the country. The new Dracula, staked by the networks,
vanished into obscurity.

The big event at the high school in
October was the annual Halloween dance. To take the girl you’d been
dating for the past three months was the goal of every young man of
in high school that year. To miss the dance was to admit failure
with the opposite sex. Stan had elected to stay home every year and
not attend alone. To show up alone meant you had no date, but there
might be a few girls in the same condition. The sexual balance was
even at the high school. Just as many boys enrolled each year in
the public school system as girls.

A college and air base provided a
steady influx of people from the outside, so the valley was not an
isolated hamlet with few influences beyond its borders.

 


 


This year Stan was going to the damn
Halloween dance, with or without companionship. He was in high
school, dammit, and there had to be at least one girl who would
give him the time of day at that dance. Somewhere he’d find the one
girl he always dreamed about who shared his interest in monster
movies and science fiction novels. He joined the local literary
club hoping to score some action, but it consisted of aspiring rock
lyricists and girls into romance novels. A young man with skills
could have adapted to the situation and made it work for him, but
Stan lacked those social skills.

His frustration mounting, Stan would
dream about Anita in study hall and on the bus home from school. He
knew she was popular just by all the people she waved to every
morning as she got out of her car. Anita looked good every morning
and didn’t need to resort to green eyeshade or any other trick to
attract attention. She played on the volleyball team and Stan
considered attending a few of their games, but didn’t want his
interest to be so obvious.

In his mind, Stan imagined himself a
famous director on a Hollywood shoot with Anita his principal
actress. The hell with Raquel Welch, he would make Anita his star.
He saw himself in the studio as she walked across a sound stage in
a black dress while he supervised the cameraman and light grips.
Some days he dreamed of a world premiere with spotlights as he left
the chauffeured limo with Anita on his arm while the suited
security guards pushed the crowds back and told them no autographs.
She’d be grateful and credit “Mr. Stan” as the reason for her
success because he recognized her talent at an early age. Then the
school bus would pull up to the lot, which ended his
fantasy.

Anita didn’t even know his name. All
those years and he was still the skinny, weird kid to her who sat
in the back of the room with a book. The other kids didn’t have
much to do with him and the few times she’d spoke with him were
awkward to say the least. He hung out by himself, which was never a
good sign. She saw him look in her direction one morning and shot
him a look in return, which caused him to flinch away. Good, she
didn’t want that creep staring at her.

What Stan didn’t know was he had one
fan of the female persuasion in his high school and her name was
Connie Stilson. Connie was the daughter of an architect and she had
one older sister who performed as a belly dancer in a Middle
Eastern restaurant. Connie was a little over five feet in height
and favored dark and somber colors. She too looked forward to
October every year and planned her time accordingly. Connie was a
fan of the French Gothic poets and read them in their original
tongue. She was an advanced French student who had no trouble with
the language. Her parents took her to the little art theater miles
away in a town called New Springs, which was adjacent to an old
liberal arts college.

She watched Stan at a distance, not
sure if she should approach him. Stan resembled the poet Arthur
Rimbaud in her book of nineteenth century artists even if he didn’t
know it. Connie wanted to get a message through to him, but was
scared of Stan. She was scared of many things including the
janitors at the high school, the threat of nuclear annihilation and
riots in the streets.

Ever since her parents’ divorce,
Connie kept a low profile and avoided any contact with people she
didn’t know. Her teachers thought her to be shy and retiring, but
they paid her no mind because she wore nondescript clothes and
caused no trouble. Never once had the tiny girl caused a problem or
went to detention. She had an outstanding academic record. Connie
only talked when spoken to and this was fine with the teaching
staff. They had enough problem students to occupy their
time.

The Apple Valley High School was
overloaded. Built in the fifties before the mass exit to the
suburbs, it could not handle the influx of students. The voters of
Apple Valley didn’t like to pass school board levies and the school
system was stuck with a budget inappropriate to the mass of the
student body. In essence, the schoolteachers were stressed the
breaking point. Many of them spent the bulk of their teaching day
on discipline. Not even all of the rowdy students could shuffle off
to vocational education school, so they endured the
remainder.

Because Connie and Stan didn’t cause
any trouble, they received no attention from the teachers. Because
they didn’t score in the top five percent on the test battery or
shine on the athletic field, the college recruiters ignored them.
They weren’t active in any large social clubs or cliques. As far as
the school was concerned, they were invisible. In other words, they
were just like the vast majority of the other students.

A strange triangle formed with the
three high school students in place. Anita was one corner with
Stan’s attention on her, Stan the other, with Connie watching him
from afar. The affair terminated with Connie, as she had no one
interested in her. Now this was very sad because poor Connie was
had the best possibility of a successful future life of the three.
The shy and quiet lover of French poetry was a brilliant student
and a keen observer of human nature. She learned how to manipulate
her divorced parents to get what she wanted, but not to go too far.
While the other two were lost in their own worlds, Connie set her
sights on Stan one day, although he was unaware of her.

Connie watched Stan every morning and
noted what times he spent in the school library and which books he
read. She determined he had the interest in horror movies and
literature similar to her own tastes. She liked his profile and
tried to figure out a way to get him to notice her. If Stan lacked
female companionship, it was only natural he should be attracted to
her. The key was to find the right set of circumstances to make him
see her as the woman of his dreams. Unfortunately, Stan only had
Anita of the long legs and blond hair in his sight.

While Stan dreamed of driving Anita to
a casting party in his Corvette, Connie conspired to entice Stan to
her lair. Connie struggle to find a way and method that would make
him fall madly in love with her. She desired a torrid affair of the
heart, as she’d read in all her poems and novels from the same
period. She struggled to find the right angle, because she knew it
was out there.

For Stan, it was a matter of finding
the money to film his movie. It would feature Anita. It would
launch her acting career and make Anita grateful for his efforts to
put her name up in lights. Stan couldn’t find evidence of her
interest in acting as a profession, but she played volleyball in
front of people, so it wasn’t too different. The money was an
issue, but if he put together a tight budget with the right
screenplay, someone would produce it. All he needed to do
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