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HAD A WIFE...,
by Janet Fox and John Gregory Betancourt

Shwump, Shwump.

The ripe, orange flesh of the giant pumpkin sheared away under the tiny saw’s blade with a spongy, satisfying feel, and a face began to emerge. Slitted eyes with slightly crossed pupils, scraggly teeth, a slitted nose suited to a devil. Yes, this would be a good one. It was the biggest pumpkin he’d ever carved, more than 200 pounds in weight, and nearly three feet across.

Joey paused to wipe sticky fingers on a towel, rose from the floor—the pumpkin rested on a handcart—stepped back, nodded. Yes indeed. He might be big and slow-moving, with a wing of black hair that tended to fall into his eyes, but his long-fingered hands were deft—surgeon’s hands, his mother had often said. Not that he could have ever attended medical school.

Just a few more touches...

He selected his smallest knife, shaved the left eyeball a hair for perfect symmetry, smiled. Yes, that did it. Now came the hard part.

He selected a thin ice-shaver and began adding flamelike hair and a beard, not so much puncturing the pumpkin’s skin but stroking it, finessing it, and the pale undercolor almost glowed with life as it emerged...as near to real as a decorated pumpkin could be.

At last he finished, set it aside next to all the other, lesser jack-o’-lanterns he had crafted that morning, and crossed to the deep work-sink. First he washed his hands, then he cleaned and dried his tools with mechanical precision. Last he made a cup of coffee from the Keulig machine (the one concession to the 21st century in his workshop), pulled out the worn wooden chair, and sat heavily.

His knees creaked. Gettin’ old, Joey, he told himself.

With a measure of pride, he looked around the room. Weird faces leered at him from the workbench and every inch of shelf space, hollow darkness within outlining oval eyes and a gaping grin, or a mask of tragedy. Some bared fangs or extruded a fluted tongue. A neatly lettered sign rested against one wall, ready to be displayed as it was every year at this time:

HOBIN’S HOBGOBLINS
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oW, for Hallosween!





