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Cornelius Ergood Mousle on Halloween
By Elizabeth O. Dulemba


Once upon a darkly night, Cornelius Ergood Mousle awoke to a tap, tap, tap upon his door.


“Who could be rapping at my door, disturbing my nap, so late upon this Halloween?” he wondered. “‘Tis a visitor and nothing more. I’ll not be afraid.” 


He opened wide the door, but there was only space and nothing more, except for a key laying there upon the floor.


Cornelius looked up and down the corridor, but whoever it had been was not there now, but for a shadow [[illo note: shape of a raven]], whose dark silhouette slipped around the corner. 


“Should I follow?” Cornelius wondered. He was a brave little mouse. “Tis a shadow and nothing more.” He said. “I’ll not be afraid.” 


Besides, his curiosity was piqued. He brushed off his sleep, popped on his top-hat and cape and ventured into the night. 


“Who would leave this key for me and what will it reveal?” He wondered as the shadow slid over the ground before him. “‘Tis but a key and nothing more. I’ll not be afraid.”


So, Cornelius followed the shadow as the moonlight cast the world in its pale glow to a busy path below.


‘Twas a frightful sight for such a night, for it was Halloween. Monsters and creatures cackled and crackled as Cornelius kept close to the path’s slim edge, the shadow just ahead. 


Then it turned from the path, wound through the grass, and into a farmer’s field. 


Cornelius crept through a passel of pumpkins, which smiled eerily with their toothy grins and cast their inner light upon him. 


“‘Tis jack-o-lanterns and nothing more.” Cornelius whispered under their watchful gazes. “I’ll not be afraid.”


The shadow slithered over dark shapes and led Cornelius into a deep forest. 


He tripped over a tree root and the key went flying from his hand. Desolate, he searched the leafy ground as in the air, there rang a piercing sound. 


“‘Tis an owl and nothing more.” Cornelius gulped, “I’ll not be...” But he could not finish. For an owl was indeed something to fear, even for a brave little mouse like him. 


But there, THERE was the key illuminated by a pale shaft of moonlight. Cornelius snatched it up and ran as fast as he could until he’d left the deep, dark wood. 


He ran until he found himself amongst tall pillars of stone, standing there all alone. “‘Tis a graveyard and nothing more.” He looked about with frightful eyes. “I’ll not be afraid.” 


But a graveyard full of woe and whispering winds, was not the place to be on Halloween. Not even for a mouse as brave as him. 


But there was the shadow, which begged him to follow, and so on, Cornelius did. 


Up, up a hill there sat an old, crooked house. A fine looking mansion for a brave little mouse, but for the dark chimneys which cut into the sky and the wispy white clouds which gently sidled by.


“‘Tis just a house and nothing more.” Cornelius bravely walked closer. “I’ll not be afraid.” 


He made his way around the side to a small entrance hidden deep within a tangle of thorny rosebushes—the likeness of a raven carved over a tiny wooden door.   


“‘Tis just a raven and nothing more. I’ll not be afraid.”


A keyhole glinted against the wood, which looked to be the perfect size for...


Cornelius slipped his key into the lock and twisted it just once. The door slowly squeaked open to the deepest black beyond. 


He peered into the darkness when suddenly, there was a flash of light and a shriek of...


“Surprise! ” A room full of skeletons, ghosts and ghouls shouted, “Happy Birthday, Cornelius!”


Cornelius’ heart beat hard within his chest and he took a tempest breath. And yet, he remained unbroken. 


For with a birthday on Halloween, it took a lot to frighten Cornelius Ergood Mousle. Even so, his friends had gotten much better at it. 


Cornelius laughed and said, “Tis just a party and nothing more. I’ll not be afraid—nevermore.”

the end


