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			To all the spooky kids that live and breathe Halloween, horror, and weirdom
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			Harvest Celebration
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			It is high time

			we set aside our work

			in the name of celebration

			Blessed be we

			for the harvest has been gathered

			day light’s reach has shortened,

			and night’s reign begins

			Tis the time

			to don our masks

			to scare away the spirits

			that mean us harm

			With the fires,

			the paths have been lit,

			Now souls can roam

			between this world and the next

			Gather around the dancing flames

			as I spin a yarn

			of this eve’s past

			of the ghosts and ghouls,

			spooks and kooks,

			of our sacred traditions

			Just as how the new year begins,

			we, too, were born from the 

			darkness of the world, 

			of the womb-

			it nourished us, 

			kept us warm

			until the light was ready

			to take us into its fold

			Blessed be we,

			those that thrive

			off of the gifts

			the darkness 

			and the light

			has bequeathed

			

			Blessed be we,

			who feast upon the merits

			of our work earned

			food and brews

			Blessed be we

			who makes toasts

			to the season,

			to the spirits

			Raise your cups

			in honor of the harvest

			Raise your cups

			in honor of the new year

			Raise your cups

			in honor of Halloween

			Now drink and be merry,

			as we celebrate

			another harvest

		




		


			Witch’s Brew
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			As the daylight dies
a little earlier each day,
as the leaves lose their green
and fall away from the trees,
only to crunch beneath our feet,
when the breeze carries a chill
with the promises of winter,
and frost coats the grass in 
early morn-

			
We know it is time.

			 

			It is our time to shine,
our time to thrive,
to finally feel alive!

			 

			It’s time to brew
a little witch’s brew

			 

			First, we pick
some plump pumpkins
to make our pumpkin puree

			 

			Factory canned
is just as fine,
for those without the time,
but I must recommend
that you pick yourself
a little orange friend

			 

			And with your little friend
by your side,
the coffee can be made,
and the items collected,
to make our autumnal potion

			 

			Pumpkin spice and everything nice,
cinnamon, cloves, 
nutmeg and more,
a teaspoon of vanilla,
a dollop of maple syrup
Or honey,
whichever you favor

			 

			With the coffee and milk
we’ll complete our brew
pour it in a mug
or ice it up,
then take a big sip and-

			 

			Ah! That’s the stuff!

			 

			I can feel my power charging up,
my spirit lightening

			 

			This is my season
and I will thrive
with a pumpkin spice latte,
I feel so alive

		


		


			Don’t Be a Hallo-Meanie
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			You say that you hate the spooky scary,
and spit at the thought of ghosts and ghouls,
and that’s more than fine

			 

			No one said you had to like it

			 

			But that doesn’t mean
you have to be a hallo-meanie
about the things I love,
about the things that make me happy

			 

			The ghosts and ghouls will leave you be,
you’re much too mean
The witches and wolves
have much better things to do 
with their frenemy-
the moon-
than to focus on how you think of them,
You don’t have to walk into that haunted house
or stroll through a quiet cemetery
to find a moment’s peace

			 

			You don’t have to do
any of those things,
you can go on your own way,
down the less spooky path

			 

			I won’t stop enjoying
the spirit of the season,
I won’t stop living and breathing
Halloween with glee

			 

			For me, 
and the rest of my spooky crew,
and the scary kids
all over the world,
it’s in our souls

			 

			Every day is Halloween,
and we prefer it that way

		


		


			Bats
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			They called them
harbingers of death
as they flew through the night,
letting out little squeaks,
making the people
go “eek!
but it was just
freakin’ bats
 

			They were hungry,
and the bonfire buffet
was the hotspot 
eatery of the week
during the fiery 
festivals of the realm
 

			Yes, 
they carry disease,
Yes,
you shouldn’t let them in your home
(there are services to remove them safely),
but they mean no harm,
they just want to eat bugs
and give hugs
to their cave mates

			 

			They’re much sweeter than
you’d ever believe,
you don’t have to like them,
but leave them be

			 

			They’re freakin’ bats,
not evil, shape shifting
monsters that bear
evil spirits upon their wings

			 

			Those flying, fuzzy rats
have always been misunderstood,
believed to be up
to no good,
but they’re just
freakin’ bats

		


		


			Old Aidde Girl
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			On a cloudy day,

			under a sky of gray,

			the stones sat silently

			The old tombstones leaned

			at different angles,

			half sunken into the ground,

			time, 

			wind, 

			and rain wore away

			the name of these long ago, 

			dearly departed,

			what little could be read

			was covered by layers

			of dirt, 

			moss, 

			and lichen

			“Oh the sorrow, to be forgotten”,

			some may lament,

			but perhaps, 

			it could be seen

			as a sort of peace.

			All the souls 

			had earned their rest

			The caw of a crow

			wakes an old black dog,

			her sleepy eyes peel open

			and stare tiredly at the 

			feathered thing that woke her

			It cawed again,

			and again,

			and again

			In a matter of moments,

			

			more birds appeared,

			a whole murder of corvus corone

			started to harass the old dog

			with caws and loud flaps 

			of their wings,

			to bother the dog had become

			a favorite of their games

			The dog huffed,

			she wasn’t new to their pestering,

			she stood upon her 

			salt and peppery legs

			that shook with age,

			before she suddenly lunged

			with an energy

			the trickster birds were sure

			the ol’ girl couldn’t muster

			As ol’ Aidde girl jumped and barked,

			and growled and pounced,

			feeling akin to being 

			a young pup again,

			the crows laughed and scattered,

			they swooped and looped

			until Aidde pinned 

			one of the troublesome birds

			beneath a strong paw.

			“We were just playing, Aidde! We jest!”

			cried the crow in mock fear

			Aidde stepped away from the birds

			as she shook her head.

			Such silly things they were.

			“Off with ye, ye pests,

			Next time, I might bite off a head”

			The crows then flapped away,

			into the pines that grew just beyond

			the borders of the hallowed ground

			Ol’ Aidde girl was joking 

			of course,

			she had no reason to follow through

			

			such a grisly thing

			Ol’ Aidde girl,,

			was the first to be buried

			in the long forgotten cemetery

			There were no more 

			souls to guide.

			It had been nearly 50 years since

			anyone had been buried in Aidde’s cemetery

			The crows gave 

			something to dear Aidde

			to occupy her time.

			She would be there for all eternity,

			and there had to be something else

			for her to do than sleep

			while she waited for the new souls

			that would never pass

			through her cemetery gates

		


		


			Black Cat

			[image: ]

			 

			I am nobody’s ‘familiar’

			but I am familiar

			with being seen as a curse

			I don’t quite understand

			why I cause such a fright

			when I am such a delight

			Sure, I may bite and scratch,

			as my nature demands,

			but I also look so very cute,

			I purr and mew and chirp,

			my tail swishes

			my whiskers twitches

			I flop to the side

			and show you my beans,

			how could you see me as mean?

			I bestow best wishes

			and kitty kisses,

			not bad luck

			and portents of doom

			Y’all seem to get things confused

			I’m just a black cat,

			just the same as any other

			feline kind

			Though...

			I do have the

			best fashion sense

			of them all

		


		


			Pumpkins on Parade
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			On an autumn night,

			the creatures of fright,

			witches and werewolves,

			boogins and ghouls,

			ghosts and kitty cats,

			vamps and hungry, sentient hats,

			and all manner of other things

			that dance in the darkness,

			and creep down the halls,

			that live in the shadows of mortal minds,

			lined the streets with eager faces

			The only lights were

			the candles they held,

			and the eerie glow

			of their eyes

			No streetlights were needed,

			not on an occasion such as this

			There was chitter

			and there was chatter

			amongst the crowd

			as they waited for

			the pumpkins to go on parade

			Finally, the wolf howled

			while the cat yowled,

			the grand marshals of the parade.

			Up in the sky, overhead,

			the witches started to fly

			Behind them trailed clouds

			of glittering color,

			alight with glimmers of magic

			The music started to play

			as a band of skeletons

			made way through the open streets

			They played drums and clarinets,

			

			trumpets and trombones,

			and a bassoon or two,

			how they played with no lips,

			no lungs, was never questioned,

			all spooks knew it was

			a matter of passion

			Behind the skeletons

			came the carriages

			and the floats

			that hovered above the ground

			First were the spiders

			representing the fiber arts guild,

			Then came the vampire and

			werewolf alliance,

			the hauntedly historical society,

			the “keep our nights dark

			and full of terror” environmental committee,

			Then came the AA

			(Aah! Anonymous),

			a support group for

			beasts of all manner,

			The wraiths, witches,

			and all manner of wicked,

			zombies and ghosts,

			and other representatives

			for the swathes of the undead,

			each had a float of their own

			in the great Jack-O-Lantern’s parade

			The creatures of the night

			cheered and yipee’d with glee

			as the paraders passed,

			waving their arms, 

			(or somebody else’s)

			handing out pamphlets and candies,

			eyeballs and big toes

			to the people as they passed

			The cheers then grew

			to a crescendo of elation

			

			as big Jack-O-Lantern,

			in all his towering glory,

			glided into sight

			He hummed a spooky tune;

			and behind him,

			in rows of two,

			were his plump minions

			The pumpkins carved out a grin

			as they strode along on legs of vine,

			their eyes were alight

			with wisps of flame

			They came in shades of

			orange, white, green, and yellow,

			light blue and creamy brown.

			Some had painted faces

			while others had designs

			traced right in

			Some had nothing to adorn their rind

			In all of them, 

			it was easy to find

			the beauty that grew

			in all manner of hue

			The pumpkins on parade

			sang harmonies to compliment

			the melody of their leader 

			as they went along

			It didn’t take much for the citizens

			of the spooky streets

			to sing with the choir 

			of walking, winter squash

			As they passed,

			the crowd filtered behind,

			following the pumpkin’s wake

			as they made way

			to Jack-O-Lantern’s annual ball 

		


		


			Six Skeletons Went A-Skulking
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			Under the sky of a moonlit night,

			where only some of the stars shone bright

			(since the moon insisted on 

			taking the spotlight),

			six silly skeletons went a skulking

			They were on their way

			to the Jack-O-Lantern’s ball,

			for to dance was their call

			they could feel it in their bones

			They hid behind 

			the trees,

			and moved 

			with the sigh of the breeze,

			they prodded 

			upon the moss,

			stepped over 

			the sunken stones

			of old graves,

			they splashed in puddles,

			crept in the shadows,

			and tiptoed down

			long forgotten roads,

			all in order not to be seen

			by human beings

			The first skeleton

			insisted in taking the lead,

			to their comrades they paid no heed,

			They believed they knew it all,

			who could’ve guessed that they’d

			take quite a fall

			The six skeletons, 

			as they were skulking,

			got lost in the forest,

			as they followed

			their arrogant kin

			

			Eventually, the fiend climbed a tree

			to get a little look see,

			but then 

			a branch snapped

			and sent them 

			tumbling down,

			and if they had lungs,

			surely they would have drown,

			for they fell into the river

			the tree overhang,

			and away they went,

			down the water way 

			they were sent

			“It seems we lost our leader. 

			But no need to dismay.

			They slept in a barn. 

			Their brain was filled with hay.”

			said the second skeleton.

			They were the eldest,

			their bones were brittle,

			but they knew many things

			And so, they
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