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About A Gathering Of Stories: Halloween

Will you join us this Halloween?

 

What do you want from a Halloween night? Spooky decorations? A bowl of candy? A ghostly chill in the air?

 

How about a werewolf's curse? A final dance with the dead? A song from a ghost?

 

We're thrilled to bring you A Gathering of Stories: Halloween. Five Halloween-themed stories by five masterful storytellers. Tales that will haunt you, enchant you, and keep you turning pages well into the night.

 

Featuring stories by:

Bonnie Elizabeth
C.A. Rowland
Johanna Rothman
M.D. Posey
Tami Veldura

 

This is the second book in the A Gathering of Stories series:


	A Gathering of Stories: Valentine’s Day



	A Gathering of Stories: Halloween





 

Halloween Short Story Anthology


 

Praise for other Stories Rule Press anthologies

Imaginative and just a delightful read"

I absolutely LOVE this collection!!!
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The Last Dance

By Bonnie Elizabeth
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THE ANTICIPATION HAD BEEN GETTING to Len for the last month. First the Snyders had put up four skeletons marching around with their children’s band instruments. Unfortunately for the neighborhood none of the children were particularly good. Two kids on trumpet, one on trombone, and one on saxophone. Seeing the offending instruments in the hands of the far preferable skeleton band brought more than just smiles of happiness. Len had no doubt the closest neighbors were practically dancing with joy.

The McCallisters had then put up their giant spider climbing down the roof of their house. The wind had tried tearing it away a few days later, but Diana McCallister had fastened it down hard. Joe McCallister told everyone who would listen how proud he was of his wife.

Len’s wife, Alice, would have baked Diana a cake or something, but she’d been gone for five years now. He still missed her. He missed putting up the ghosts at the door and watching her pin the old-fashioned Halloween decorations on the windows. The last year before she died, he’d gotten a garage door cover with large eyes to stare out at the kids. In the dim light it had been creepy.

Now he didn’t bother. He still bought candy. Turned on the porch light and waited. Fewer kids rang the bell. Most just went from driveway to driveway or porch to porch where people sat outside with their treats. Some just left dishes of candy out. Len appreciated his recliner even if, at one time, there had been so many kids ringing the doorbell that he couldn’t even put his feet up.

That was with Alice giving out candy. He’d been the runner to get more from the kitchen when the bowl started emptying out. Alice always gave a couple of pieces to each child. Had a kind word for their costume and made a fuss over the little ones. If parents were there, it was a time to quickly catch up on some gossip until impatient children pulled them away.

Len missed Alice with a physical pain. Halloween had been her favorite time of year. And she’d died two days before it had happened. Heart attack. Sudden and unexpected. The doctors said it was so massive, she wouldn’t have known what hit her, her brain waves flickering out, her soul fleeing before her body had hit the floor.

Sometimes he thought her spirit still haunted the house. The hall floor would creak between the two forward bedrooms. He’d smell apple cider on the first of October, though he never heated it up and made it. Sometimes he’d make some from one of those packets and put the hot water in the microwave, but it wasn’t the same. It wasn’t the way Alice would have made it.

Diana McCallister, hero of the neighborhood that she was, would usually come by in October with Alice’s nut and apple cookies that were always an October treat. Something different from all the chocolate and candy that happened at the end of the month. Len appreciated Diana’s thoughtfulness, as did everyone else in the neighborhood.

There were rumors that the Snyder kids no longer took band classes because of some tactful thing that Diana had suggested. Alice would have known the truth of the rumor. Len had only heard bits and pieces. He subscribed to the neighborhood Facebook group but not everything was posted there. Alice had been busy and known everything.

Len leaned back in his recliner, the cushions soft and conforming perfectly to his body, and closed his eyes. Tonight was Halloween. He had a bag of candy ready for the kids. He’d gotten Mini Snickers. Those were always a treat, those and Reese’s, especially when he got the regular sized singles instead of the minis. Maybe more kids would come because he’d spent more on candy. Make it worth their time to ring the bell and wait for an old man to answer.

His body relaxed as he fell into his mid-afternoon nap. He thought for a moment he smelled Alice’s perfume, the Chanel Number 5 she always wore, the one splurge, she called it. Their daughter always bought it for her for Christmas and Alice would make it last the whole year. Their son would purchase kitchen items for her, things she would never use or perhaps would make Len figure them out for her.

Alice wasn’t good with new electric things, though she loved puttering around in the kitchen, cooking and baking. It gave her a sense of purpose, she said.

Two days after her death, on Halloween night, Len had been dozing in the chair. His daughter and her husband were at a local hotel. His son lived just about twenty minutes away and was at home. They’d spent long days together making arrangements and finding places for the food the neighbors had all brought.

Diana McCallister, thoughtful as ever, had merely gotten him a subscription to a food delivery service and a coupon for his favorite restaurant, that used that delivery service. She’d known the other neighbors would inundate him with casseroles and platters of cheese and crackers. Her gift would see him through the long months that came later, the ones where people were slowly forgetting sorrow would still plague him, plague him forever. Len appreciated the neighbor’s thoughtfulness.

Alice had liked Diana a lot. The two had been friends, trading recipes and gossip. Diana had cried nearly as hard as Len’s children at the funeral. Len himself had had tears but remained appropriately stoic at the time, losing himself only at night after everyone had left him in peace.

But that night, that first Halloween after she was gone, when Len didn’t even have the will to give out candy, he’d smelled the Chanel #5 right near his head. He’d opened his eyes.

Alice stood there.

“You need to give out the candy. People will think you’ve died, too. And then what would the children think?”

Len knew she was talking about their children, not the ones in the neighborhood. He didn’t think he had candy, but looking in the cupboards, it was all there. Alice had purchased it before she’d died. Thankfully he wouldn’t be left with the bags and bags she always bought. He’d give out candy to any kids brave enough to ring the bell.

There had been a lot of them. He imagined Diana McCallister standing at her door telling them that they needed to go to his house, to make him feel included. It would give him something to do. It was the kind of thing she would think of.

And when it was over and he sat in his recliner again, Alice came and sat on the sofa at an angle to his chair. The sofa was her place, the long beige thing with overstuffed pillows that his kids had loved laying on, such that everyone else always had to raise their legs or tell them to move. Grumpily they would.

“You’ll be fine without me for a bit,” Alice said. “I mean, it’s not like you’re getting any younger.”

Len had given her a wicked smile.

“Are you going to haunt me?” he asked.

Alice frowned at him. “Haunting sounds like something bad. I’m
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