
        Jack, 
              the Jack-O’-Lantern                                       
 

“The worms crawl in, the worms crawl out, the worms play pinochle in your 

snout,” sang the dirty little maggots within my head. I once was a pumpkin that everyone 

feared; but now, I’m nothing more than a rotting pile of goo. 

The name’s Jack. No not Jack the Ripper, or Jack and the Beanstalk, or Captain 

Jack Sparrow, just simply Jack. If you would like to give me a nickname though, call me 

Jack-O’-Lantern. (Ha, ha, get it . . . never mind.)  

Anyways, I remember when I was only a sproutling. I was small then, with spiny, 

little vines. I had fun strangling every weed in my grasp, and spending hours tanning in 

the sun, and drinking delicious water—but not everything was perfect. Rabbits gnawed 

on my vines, deer trampled me, and crows bombed me with turd torpedoes. My anger 

fumed, and I swore that one day, I would grow to be a pumpkin that everyone feared. 

Revenge fueled my growth as I became larger and more horrible. I grew an orange shell 

to protect my cold heart.  

Fall came, and I was soon harvested, only to be left to rot in a Wal-Mart, while 

tomatoes and cucumbers sold like hotcakes—with kids jumping up and down screaming, 

“Bob and Larry!” But no one cared about me. There were no little brats screaming my 

name, or pointing at me with their grubby sausages and saying, “Mommy, I want that 

one!” The other pumpkins were always joyful as they told each other about their sappy 

life stories, and their dreams about becoming a decoration for a kid’s Halloween Party. 

And the bananas around me annoyed me to no end with their song, “Peanut butter jelly, 



2 

 

Peanut butter jelly, Peanut butter jelly and a baseball bat.” How I wish that I still had my 

vines for I could strangle them all!  

After what felt like an eternity of torture, I was bought by a little boy. I still don’t 

know if he did it because I was scary looking, or because he felt sorry for me. He carved 

me a face, and a wicked smile, and placed me on top of a headless horseman. I had 

become a real Jack-O’-lantern! (Ha, ha . . . you people have no sense of humor.) 

Anyways, I laughed as I scarred the crap out of little kids on Hallows Eve. One look at 

my hideous face, and they would run away in terror, screaming like banshees, as their 

candy lay forgotten on the ground. 

Those were the glory days, how I miss them. Whatever, no use griping about the 

past.  

Good night to all, and to all, a frightful night. 

 

 

 

 

 


