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Our Pum‘olrih bhas traveled Hmouglv hon~lincan regions of space to 3&1L here
1Lom'3H'. Ne [anded in & Pum(olu‘n Pa{'c/v and assumed /7/5 {om“o{&Sﬁnw{
S/vO\PC/.

Mow, with bis eyes, he sees ominous signs of the coming Al SouPs &ve.
Electric orange messages flash across the black night. The ether becomes
the party line of the Might Things. Questions are flung at the /Moon,
and answered with  tiny whisper from around the corner of the world.
Plans are made in hisses and sighs. Qur pumpkin relays, coopdinates.

A gathering of witches in the forest. Goblins inquiring as to trans=
pertation from the Mether Regions. A black cat’s mournful cry, maniacal

{o\u‘cj/’%w from some dark shadow.

And he talks with other pumpking, grinning across the way. Ne hears news

of 3/7051%/ massing on the w:‘no{swe,‘o{' meadows, amohg_s“(' the corn Shocks.

GRIN ON, OUR PUMPAN
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the rust! ing leaves, as they make their way along the forsaken Po\H&

ﬁho{ /7& sees Hy:‘ng Hn‘ngs ih Hm, ap ‘lLoo. h/f{’c/:e,s‘ oh Ly»oomﬂL :‘cks/ {'/m,fr
cats behind them. Bats and filmy things swooping eut of nowhere, and

owls o\S‘:fhg W/vo)S H»e,m.

Invitations to ‘oo\r%fe,s/ grave warnings of territorial claims, a 3&nwa(
fomboo{:‘ng of wickedness. Rll this and much more our foolrnfo‘cfh sees and
/;e,aw*S. As 1L /:e, m’g/nL o{raws hearer, a /7(,15/7 wi{ [ e/nue/(oP ‘Hw& e,o\mL/:/ as

all ander ’vath wait for the S{oe,cfo\( Darkness which was given them.

For what was rendered them shall remain theirs. But our PumPk:‘n s
ours, and therefore we are safe. Jo grin on, for very soon will come the
end and calmination of your long journey, that m’g/ﬂL which qave your

rnuth— (&V&(ao{ e/yisfe,nce, a very r*e,o\( S:‘gm‘ficance, i /Jo\! {owe,e,n,



