
By: Steve Bolin

Part 2

I didn’t let their name calling frighten me.  I entered the contest anyway.  They won 

again that year, but this time the race was much closer.  My little darling weighed in at 825 
pounds.  I saw them sweat nervously as their entry was weighed.  They beat me by half an ounce. 
It was all I could do to suppress a grin.  

While I didn’t expect a handshake from them, I certainly wasn’t ready for more of their 
insults.   They privately informed me, in no uncertain terms, that the contest would never be 
mine.  After a barrage of name calling, they left.  Afterwards, some volunteers helped load my 
pumpkin in my pick-up truck.  I drove home that evening with tears in my eyes.

I performed my traditional routine that evening.  I carved my losing pumpkin into a giant 
jack-o-lantern, made two dozen pies, and then went out to the garden to confide in my friends. 
The  talk  was  just  beginning  to  make  me  feel  better  when I  suddenly  received  a  couple  of 
unwelcome visitors.  Can you guess who they were?

That’s right; it was those two Farmer boys.  I’ve never had a fence on my property so they 
trespassed without  obstruction.   Blocked from the  safety of  my house,  I  felt  trapped in  my 
pumpkin garden.  They must’ve followed me home.  How long had they been waiting for me to 
come outside?

I noticed the taller of the two had a good-sized hunting knife attached to his belt.  The knife 
was sheathed in black leather with the bottom tip tied around his lower thigh.  Though he never 
pulled it out, just knowing it was there – that it was available – really scared me.

I kept the tremble out of my voice as I demanded that they get off my property.   They 
answered my empty threat with evil laughter.  However, I refused to be intimidated.

I stood up and marched toward the back door of my house.  I intended to call the police.  As 
I passed them, the shorter of the two shoved me.  I stumbled backwards several steps, trying to 
regain my balance.  I fell over several pumpkins and landed on the ground in a blazing bolt of 
agony.  My legs looked like a fleshy pretzel twist.  With my osteoporosis, I knew they had both 
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been broken.  
Emily, I would’ve given anything to keep from crying that evening.  I didn’t want to give 

them the satisfaction of seeing my tears, but I was overwhelmed.  The wave of pain shooting up 
my legs was more than I could bear.  Between the mixed emotions of anger and humiliation, I 
just couldn’t help myself.  I cried.

Looking back, crying may have saved my life.  The two young fools laughed at me again. 
They smashed a dozen pumpkins, hurling them across my backyard.  They threatened to kill me 
if I ever entered another contest.

Why didn’t I call the cops after they left that night?  It was all I could do just to crawl into 
the house.  I was so scared those boys might return that I almost didn’t call an ambulance.

I told everyone I’d broken my legs in a fall in my garden.  You might remember that.  My 
story was 100% true though I did leave out a few details.  I was afraid to tell anyone what those 
boys did to me.  And I’ll also admit that I was ashamed.

The doctor fixed my legs up the best he could, but my osteoporosis never again allowed me 
to walk.  I’ve been in a wheelchair ever since.

Before the next season came, I had a concrete pathway poured to the pumpkin patch out 
back so I  could continue my visits.   As expected,  one random pumpkin grew to gargantuan 
proportions.  Were the thing any larger, it’d need its own zip code.  Like its smaller brothers and 
sisters, it often changed position from one day to the next.

Despite the size increase, I refused to enter the State Fair contest of ‘93.  I didn’t want two 
broken arms to match my poor legs.  I read the paper afterwards and found the Farmers won 
again – no surprise there.

Almost 8 years ago, the pumpkin season came around that I’d remember more clearly than 
any.  Remember the beginning of this letter, how I told you about something unbelievable?  This 
was that year.  This was that something.  

The pumpkin of ‘94 was, without a doubt, the largest ever grown in that garden before or 
since.  With lots of help from Ron, a friendly neighbor, I weighed it.  My eyes nearly popped out 
of my head when I read those scales.  I couldn’t imagine how it could be beat. With age, my fear 
diminished as my memory faded.  Also, the $15,000 prize helped persuade me.

My elderly neighbor, Ron, had a trailer that we used to haul my pumpkin.  With the aid of 
some moving equipment, we positioned my entry so it’d be ready for the judges to weigh at 
noon.

Naturally, the two Farmer boys were there again.  Their dad wasn’t around so I didn’t worry 
about them.  There was quite a large crowd that year; I figured they’d leave me alone.  
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To my delighted surprise, they actually behaved themselves.  They kept their distance and I 
kept mine.  I was no threat to them.  After all, is there anything less intimidating than a little old 
lady in a wheelchair?

When their pumpkin weighed in at 898 pounds, they did everything except deliver a thank 
you speech.  Emily, you should’ve seen their expressions when my pumpkin tipped the scales at 
1,049.5 pounds.  They’d been beaten by more than 150 pounds.  It was a new world record.  

The Farmers drove off in a hurry, leaving their losing pumpkin behind.  They must’ve been 
pretty angry.  I had just broken a winning streak generations long.  They needed to grow up. 
This was just a contest, not some life and death struggle.

When I got my prize check, the state fair got my pumpkin.  With it, they could make a jack-
o-lantern the size of Texas.  On the way home, Ron and I stopped at the bank so I could deposit 
my money.  I kept part of it to celebrate my victory.  We went out to eat at a fancy restaurant and 
saw a movie at the local cinema.  It was the least I could do to repay him.

By the time we got home, it was dark.  I remembered the Farmer boys’ visit after the last 
contest so I invited Ron inside.  He’s not quite as old and feeble as I am so he’d be a bit of 
protection should I need it.  

Ron held the door open as I wheeled my motorized chair into the house.  He came in and 
went straight to the kitchen.  I locked the door as he raided my refrigerator for a soda.  I heard 
him close the ice box and ask about a glow coming from my vineyard.  

Before I could ask what he was talking about, he opened the back door and walked out.  I 
navigated my wheelchair to follow him.  When I got to the door, he was standing in front of the 
garden with his hands on his hips.  

He turned and looked at me.  His expression was the same as mine.  What we saw in the 
garden took us completely by surprise.  

Each and every one of my pumpkins had been carved into a jack-o-lantern.   The facial 
features differed from pumpkin to pumpkin, but they all looked equally vicious.  The jack-o-
lanterns bore various sets of sharp teeth, wicked-looking eyes and sometimes a small center hole 
to represent a nose.  The glow came from inside them.

Now I knew why the Farmer boys left the fair so early.  It must’ve taken them all day to do 
this.  Ron must’ve been thinking the same thing.  He kept looking at the garden, shaking his head 
in disbelief.

Did they go to all this trouble just to scare me?  At the moment, I was more puzzled than 
scared.  There wasn’t a bit of pumpkin pulp spilled on the ground that I could see.  Why had they 
been so neat in their work?  Wouldn’t it just have been easier to simply smash them all and be 
done with it?  Why carve them all into jack-o-lanterns, put candles inside and then ran off?  This 
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just didn’t seem like their style.  
Suddenly, out of the darkness, the two Farmer boys came walking toward my garden, one 

from each side.   It  was as though my thoughts had brought them into existence.   Ron, still 
scratching his head and looking at the garden, never saw them coming.

I screamed but it came too late.  One of the boys shoved Ron into the vineyard.  He landed 
face down and nearly buried his head in one of my big orange vegetables.

The two thugs entered the garden and surrounded him.  The tallest Farmer boy pulled out a 
long, sharp hunting knife.  I screamed hysterically as he plunged the weapon down into the back 
of my fallen friend.  The other Farmer boy looked at me and said, “Don’t worry Granny; you’re 
next.”

Without thinking, I launched my wheelchair forward.  It was a stupid move.  What would I 
do if I got down there?  Pull out my false teeth and gum them to death?  I’ll never know.  My 
motorized wheelchair stopped dead in its tracks when it hit a broom laid across the walkway.  I, 
on the other hand, flew out and landed on the concrete.

I could only lie on the cold cement with my two useless legs and helplessly watch my friend 
get butchered.  I was terrified and angry.  I began weeping uncontrollably.

Through tear-soaked eyes, I saw them standing over Ron’s corpse.  They carved him up like 
the other pumpkins.  I knew I was next but I didn’t care.  I crawled closer to them – as though 
doing so would bring Ron back to life.

Standing over the dead body, they turned and saw me crying.  Hatred blazed in their eyes. 
They laughed at my tears.  It was the laughter of madmen.

The oldest boy said, “You spent a whole lot of time carving these pumpkins up, old lady. 
How come?”

What was he talking about?  They were the culprits.  Were they just playing mind games? 
Pumpkins don’t transform into jack-o-lanterns by themselves – do they? 

There  was  something  strange  going  on  here.   Each  and  every  jack-o-lantern  was  still 
attached to the vine; none of the pumpkin tops had been cut off.  I quit crying and sat up as best I 
could.  Now closer, I looked intently at the pale orange light glowing inside the pumpkins.  If the 
glow wasn’t coming from candles...

Before I could complete the thought, the younger brother motioned to me, “Doesn’t matter 
how come.  But before we trash you, Granny, we’re trashing these jack-o-lanterns you worked so 
hard on.”

The boy swung a foot  back and planted it  firmly in  the tooth-filled  face of the nearest 
pumpkin.  I expected to see a flying orange missile.  Instead, the thing clamped onto his foot like 
the powerful jaws of a living vice.  He released a bone-chilling scream.  “It’s biting my foot off!  
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It’s biting my foot off!”
The older Farmer boy turned to me, assuming I was somehow responsible.  In his hand I saw 

the sharpened chrome blade reflecting in the porch light.  He stepped toward me.  “Bear traps in 
the veggies just ain’t funny, Geezer.  Now, you’re gonna pay.”

His movement was instantly stopped when a large pumpkin landed on his shoulder.  At first, 
I thought the younger boy had thrown it, but he was busy struggling under a mass of pumpkins 
himself.  He was being devoured and shredded.  I gasped at what I saw.  The orange globe on the 
boy’s shoulder was biting down with teeth carved from the knife of vengeance.  

More pumpkins hurled themselves at the standing Farmer boy.  One wrapped a thick green 
vine around his neck.  Terror filled his eyes.  He pulled the vine away from his neck long enough 
for one final scream.

Just then, a basketball-sized jack-o-lantern leaped onto his face.  The two danced a violent 
waltz until at last the boy’s legs collapsed under the sheer weight of the biting death lamps now 
piling onto him.  Emily, if you’ve ever witnessed the mindless feeding frenzy of hungry sharks 
then you know how I felt.

Terrified beyond belief, I could only sit and stare in shocked horror at the gruesome orgy of 
death in the pumpkin patch.  Long, crimson strips of raw flesh hung from the triangular teeth of 
the jack-o-lanterns.  A ghostly glow of pale orange light radiated from dozens of pumpkin eyes 
as bones snapped and skulls  were crushed.   The orange death-globes savagely mangled  and 
pulverized  vital  organs as they burrowed into the chest  cavity of the two boys lying  on the 
ground.  I’ve never seen so much blood splattered in my life.   It  was as though a group of 
intelligent vigilantes patterned the vengeful attack.  

When I could no longer watch, I climbed into my wheel chair.   I turned away from the 
morbid scene, but the darkness couldn’t silence the gruesome, liquid sounds of chomping and 
slurping.   Neither  could  I  eliminate  the  sight  of  them from  the  unquenchable  light  of  my 
memory.  It was the most horrible, most traumatic thing I’ve ever experienced in my 100 years 
of life.

The next morning, it was as though nothing had ever happened.  There were no bodies, no 
blood and no evidence of a struggle in the vineyard.  None of the pumpkins had retained their 
carved, jack-o-lantern face.  My garden looked as normal as it had the day before.  The only 
empty spot in the vineyard remained where the monstrous prizewinner had once sat.   Had I 
dreamed the whole thing?  I tried contacting Ron, but no one knew where he was.

A few days later, I read in the paper that the two Farmer boys had been reported missing.  In 
a separate article, Ron was reported missing as well.  The three bodies were never found.  What 
I’d witnessed was no dream.
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I’ve never looked at my pumpkin patch the same way since.

*  *  *

Well,  Emily,  that’s  my story.   That’s  just  the way it  happened.   I  know it  sounds like 
rambling from a senile old lady.  I wish it was.

I still visit my orange friends every season despite what happened.  This will probably sound 
weird, but I feel  peaceful and protected in my vineyard.   I even enjoy the restless way they 
sometimes move.  This is why, in my will, I’ve asked to have my body buried next to my long 
dead husband.  Like him, I’m not interested in a grave marker.  The two of us will finally meet 
again in that vineyard.  Don’t be surprised if pumpkins begin growing over my burial site within 
the next few seasons.  I’ll live on in those plants for years to come.  

If you’re wondering why I’ve told you this fantastic tale, Emily, please read carefully what 
I’m about to write.  I don’t believe those pumpkins would ever harm a hair on either you or your 
daughter’s head – even if you never pull a single weed.  However, there is one thing that worries 
me.  This is why I wanted you to read my letter.

You see,  it’s  about  your  husband.   I  know all  about  how he often comes  home drunk, 
beating you and your baby girl every other night.  I’ve seen the bruises left on her little legs, the 
result of his administrations.  I’ve seen you wear dark sunglasses on cloudy, overcast days.  I 
may have poor eyesight Emily, but I’m not blind.  I know what you’ve been living through these 
last few years.

Generations of my husband’s family are buried in that  garden, and now me as well.   If 
there’s one thing we won’t stand for, it’s the abuse of our children.  In case you haven’t figured it 
out yet, let me spell it out for you.  If you believe nothing else I’ve written, Emily, believe this.

Have your husband seek counseling.  Go with him for support if it might help.  If he refuses, 
I’d advise purchasing a rather large insurance policy on him.  If he continues to abuse either of 
you, then it’ll be just a matter of time before he wanders too close to the vineyard.  Our spirits 
will rise up to protect those we love.

I hope you never witness the horror I did.  But if the abuse continues… well, when the jack-
o-lanterns finish their counseling session with him, there won’t be enough of your hubby left to 
scrape up with a spatula.  You’ll need that insurance money to help raise your daughter, just as I 
needed mine so long ago.

That’s all I have to say, Emily.  Enjoy your inheritance and give that adorable baby daughter 
of yours a kiss in remembrance of me.  By the way… if your husband ever comments about 
seeing strange movements in the garden, just remember one thing.
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We’ll be watching…

Love, Hugs & Kisses,
Great-Grandma “Pumpkin-patch” Patty

A life long resident of Indiana and full time writer, Steve Bolin has previously published
poetry and short stories in, "Black Petals," and "Dark Moon Rising."
To obtain copies of Mr. Bolin's book, “Black Rising,” please contact him directly at 
SBBolin6059@aol.com.
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