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All Hallow’s Eve


Witches, super heroes, the walking dead, and a little dog dressed as a bumble bee; tonight is Halloween.  As I sit on my front porch, I notice it’s a lot warmer tonight than usual around this time of year.  Instead of the bitter, frost bitten air and glistening snow layering the pavement, it’s a nice, dry night.  The clouds are grey and streak softly across the sky, almost as if they have been painted.  A slight breeze blows through the autumn leaves, rustling them gently.  I can smell the Jack-o-Lanterns burning and hear the insides sizzling from the candles.  Soon, I expect my house to be bombarded with little kids disguised in costume.

“Trick-or-treat!” yells the little witch as she runs towards me, treat bag in her firm grasp.  Her hair is dark brown with bouncy curls.  Her dress is black with purple polka dots and a hat to match.  Behind her waits her mother and father.  Her baby sister is in a stroller, dressed as a lady bug. I pick up the bowl full of candy and hold it out towards the girl. “You may pick two, if you’d like,” I tell her.  The little witch grins as she reaches in the bowl, carefully selecting two pieces of candy.  “Thank you, have a good night!” she yells as she turns around and runs back towards her parents.  

I carefully set down the bowl of enticing sugar, fighting the urge to sneak a piece.  The sun has started to go down and the grey clouds are now silhouetted by a pink light.  I can feel my feet begin to freeze as they press against the cold, hard concrete.  “Why didn’t I put socks on?” I ask myself.  I can hear screams coming from the street behind me, and I’m not quite sure if it’s the neighborhood trick-or-treaters, or if it’s somebody’s ghoulish attempt to terrify them.  I glance at my phone and realize I haven’t had any beggars for a few minutes.  Slowly, I rise up from my concrete seat and walk towards the sidewalk.  I look around and notice one thing: my street is deserted.  Where are all the kids?  When I was younger, the whole neighborhood went trick-or-treating.  “Hurry and get in the car kids,” I hear the neighbor yelling. “We’re going to the trunk-or-treat down the street.”  It had dawned on me: parents don’t want the fun and excitement of taking their kids door to door; they want the convenience of getting a hoard of candy in one stop.  

As I turn around to walk back towards my house, I notice a couple of older boys, around twelve-years-old, walking up to my neighbor’s door.  The boy dressed as Jason reaches for the screen door, and as he opens it, a skull drops down with a cackling laugh.  The boys scream and jump back, but recuperate quickly when they notice it’s only a prank.  They gather their candy and abruptly exit the yard, probably heading home to induce their brains into a sugar coma.  I stroll across the cold grass, my bare feet crunching the fallen autumn leaves.  I pick up the bowl full of candy and take one last look around.  A couple more kids have wondered onto the street in search of treats, but I’m ready to call it a night.  I open the door to my house, and the smell of hot chocolate and hot apple cider swarms my nostrils.  I set the candy on the steps so my parents can have their turn to reward future beggars.  When I turn around to close the door, Spiderman is standing, candy bag held wide open.  “Trick-or-treat!” he shouts out at me. I drop two pieces of candy into his bag and barely hear him say, “Happy Halloween” as he walks away.  I close the front door and think to myself, “I miss being a kid.”
