
Mists of 
Hallow 

Descending in dwindle, 
Day falls from the sky. 

Casting shadows and shivers, 
As twilight grows nigh. 

Inspired by lore, 
How quickly they turn. 

The faces of dawn, 
Transform for the churn. 

Pumpkin pails and wigs a’plenty, 
March upward the alley way.  

Makeup smeared across their faces, 
Flaunting costumes on display. 

Footprints and crescent light, 
Canvas the garden swells. 

Drawing avid the panic, 
Outward from whence it dwells. 



Spotlighting maniacs darting about, 
The moon ascends in pale tinged hue. 
A curve in autumn’s cool air blows, 

Bearing the bite of a cauldron’s brew. 

Piercing cries of an owl’s tongue,  
Rattle wicked through your bones. 

While audienced by a fervor so wild, 
It whispers, it snickers, it groans. 

A sudden shift in the shadows, 
Makes anxious the cries of folks. 
While black cats stalk their prey, 

Amongst broomsticks, pep, and hoax. 

Villains they gambit for the pawn, 
Delirious to roam the earth.  

Imps and trolls provoke evil’s queen, 
Her screech echos dusk’s berth. 

Poking the stir of mischief makers, 
Attention yields pranks and jest. 

Careful to stay the course as planned, 
Allowing quivers, snickers, and unrest. 

Surrounded by howls masked in the dark, 
Witches scamper with claws hand in hand. 

Old lanterns flicker patrolling the bustle, 
While misconduct sweeps over the land. 

Beneath the trees fog sinks, 



Hiding troubled haunts and cackles. 
While far from the ruckus,  

A beast breaks free from its shackles. 

Humming peril cracks at your will, 
As knuckles of red paint the door. 

Sending with it dread-laced tremors, 
That threaten to steal your score. 

  
Swathed by mists of hallow,  

Meager legs are compelled to scurry. 
Chased by ghouls fantastic, 

The clock is ticking,  
They must hurry. 

Featuring girls and boys aplenty, 
Blistering boils reign the quest. 

Smiling at friends as they whisk by, 
Applauding the disguised and dressed. 

Not far from your reach, 
Summons goodies so sweet. 

They pursue and trug on, 
Through the aching of their feet.  

Protecting the haul, 
Is a capter’s delight. 

’Til a startle comes whipping, 
Turning the brave to fright.  

A mimic of goblins tuckered and worn, 
Crash hastily back inside. 



Releasing fits of delirious giggle, 
Showing their treasure with pride. 

Trades linger past twelfth strike, 
Sparking bellies and mood to fall slight. 

Moments of joy endure til the end, 
certain wee sprouts will sleep tight. 

Covered in grey guardians battle fatigue, 
Drifting slowly to slumber they yawn. 

Unable to guard the creatures they keep, 
Dreading the damage awaiting at dawn. 

And then it happens, 
All covered in sty, 
The babes run flat, 

Dropping heavy they lie. 

Carried to bed 
After hours of races, 

Mom and Dad grin 
At their candy-coated faces. 

Goodnight, you ghastly monsters, 
You managed through the fuss. 

Sleep well, tiny ballerinas, 
We hope you’ve saved some for us. 

  


