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Gram Says

How about & Halloween story for
Lhe children? It is October and
soon we will celebrate Halloween
o= All Suints Day. So let’s lis-
ten while I tell you my story.

It was a perfect fall day. The
leaves of all colors were hurrying
to make a cross pateh quilt upon
the lawn and as I started for a
v.alii the leaves under my {feet
sepmed to say, don't disturb us,
now we rest,

Following the tracks mude by
the recently planted fields 1 could
see where the seeds had been awak
cned by the raine Al around me
viere rows of green rye and barley.
On the other side of these ficlds!,
were the blue green waters of the |
creck and  winding  through the
nearby field the clear waters of the
spring filled with pungent water
Cress,

As I walked on to the moulh of

the cave it was this spring of cold
- water, that gushed forth bringing
" with It lagy musie, as it Journeyed
| down through the fleld and Into
. the creek, It wus a dreamy melody
and T sal down on a rock und dip-
ped an old tin cup into the waler,
Loaning back against an  ancient
old ouk I rested, slpped the waler,
then closed my eyea to shut oul
" the bright sun,

I must bhave floated off Into ¢
dream world for us I opened _mj
oyes before me stood a little " olc
mun. He wus short, had a brow:
'?'l'hlkiul skin and from under n
high pointed hat, beamed a pair of
shirp brown eyes, which secmed to
be langhing at me. His littlo walst
coat was of o pumpkin yellow, his
putitaloons of brown gathered al
thie knees and his black stockings
with long pointed toes made mo
thi.ul; I had seen him pletured in o
fuiry tale book, 1 blinked at hin
nnd he saw I was surprised.

“Did I awaken you?" he asked.
“No 1 don't think so," T answured
| was just listening to the musie
which seemed to be [loating  wilh
the water, coming from the cave,

He removed his funny hat  and
long straight, black hair fell down
over his shoulders. Ile said, the
music you hear coming from the

-

cave is a concert to be  given by
the witches und golling on  Hal-
loween evening.

“Are you a witch?”, T exelaimod.
“Yes,” he smiled reassuringly.
Then he added, I kuow you huve
always heard that we witches were

u bad lot. That we practice black

magie and even scare little child
ren, then he laughed, such a good
natured lough that T found my
sclf laughing with him. I knew it

he were a witeh, he was a good one,
I think, he continued, you should
hear something about the witch
family. I spreed.

He pickup up that tall hat again
and pulled it down over his head,

then he sat down at mouth of cave
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and this was his story, The musie
seemed to gush, and tumble over
the rocks as he =aid, “I am Mr.
Witeh," It is always my wife,
Mrs, Witeh, who on  Halloween

vides on her broom stick, over the

bousetops und trees,

Ho chuckled, “But where lh you
think she gets those broom sticks 7"
You know, he mused, we witches
and gobling lve in the hills and
hollows, of course my family set-
tiod in the Ozarks and he smiled
und sald, you live here too.

I sipped my cup of cold water

and lstened, “
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Kinds of nuts as the hasel, hickory
and walnut, Then we also like
grains and we must not forget the
persimmon and paw-paw, I imagine
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