STEVE RASNI C TEM

TRI CKS & TREATS

One Night on Hall oween Street
TRI CKS

I T WAS SUPPCSED TO BE THE last time they'd all go trick or treating together
but it didn't seemright that the gang go out now that Tommy was dead.

Every year all the gang had gone trick or treating together: Alison and
Robbi e,

Maryanne and John, Sandra and Wl ona and Felix and Randall. And Tommy. They'd
been doing it since fourth grade. Now they were teenagers, and they figured
this

was the last time. The |last chance to do it up right.

Not that they'd ever done anything particularly malicious on Hall oween. A few
soaped wi ndows. A few nmail boxes full of cow shit. Not much nore than that.

But Tommy had said this particular Hall oween needed to be special. "For
chrissakes, it's the last tinme.!"

But then Tonmy had died in that big pileup on the interstate. They'd all gone
to

the funeral. They'd seen the casket lowered into the ground, the earth dark as
chocol ate. It wasn't like in the novies. This novie, Tomry's novie, would | ast
forever. Sandra kept saying that word, "forever," like it was the first tine
she'd ever heard it.

The dead |iked playing tricks. She figured that out quick. Dying was a great
trick. It was great because people just couldn't believe it. You' d play the
trick right in front of their eyes and they still just couldn't believe it.

He'd only been dead a week when Sandra wondered if Tomy's life itself had
been

a trick. She couldn't remenber his face anynore. Even when she | ooked at

pi ctures of himsonething' felt wong. Tormy had this trick: he was never

goi ng

to change, and because he didn't change she couldn't renenber what he | ooked
l'ike.

Sandra and W11l ona had both had crushes on Tommy. And now he was going to be
their boyfriend forever. He used to take them both to the horror shows, even
t he

ones they were too young for. He knew places he could get themin. Sandra

t hought about those shows a ot -- she figured Wllona did, too. Tomrmy | oved
t he

horror shows. Now he was the star of his own horror show that played in their
heads every night. He'd always be with them because they just couldn't stop
t hi nki ng about him

Sonetimes it felt so great just to be alive, now that somebody you knew was
dead. Sandra thought that nust be the ugliest feeling in the world, but it was
real . That was what Hal |l oween was all about, wasn't it? Renenbering the dead
and

cel ebrating hard because you weren't one of them



Tommy had |i ked Hall oween the best of all of them-- he'd been the one who'd
organi zed all their parties, the one who'd conme up with the tricks they would
play. So this last night as they went door to door they thought of himwhen

t hey

called out "Trick or treat!" They thought of himwhile they munched on the
candy

on their way to the next house, like they were eating his nenory a piece at a
tine.

Hal | oneen Street was always the last place to go. It was traditional. You
coul d

play the best tricks on Hall oween Street, too, since none of the neighbors
ever

cane out to bother you. You could just do whatever you pl eased.

Sandra led the way to the first house on the street: a tall thing m ssing nost
of its roof and leaning toward the rest of the block like it was drunk. She
knocked on the door and knocked on the door until finally they gave up and
started to go away. But as they turned away the door opened and oranges cane
rolling out for all of them They put theminto their sacks and wal ked on down
the street.

At the next house, a wide place with fire damage on the outside walls, WIIona
did the knocking. An old man with no teeth gave each of them a peanut butter

| og
and then they left and wal ked on down the street.

The middl e two houses | ooked even enptier than the others, tw ns that seened
to

be | ooki ng at each other all the tinme with small w ndow eyes. Maryanne and
John

knocked at both houses and at each house one of the old twi n brothers who
l'ived

there gave them a box of raisins.

By the time they all got to the end of the street the sacks were getting
heavy,

unbel i evabl y heavy, and Sandra insisted that they sit down to rest. The gang
sat

inacircle and reached into their sacks for the goodies.

When Sandra | ooked into her sack her orange had turned into Tomy's head,
bl eeding from a gash that crossed the crown of his head.

When Wl ona reached into her sack for the peanut butter |og she found a
slippery finger instead, Tomy's ring wedged on it so tightly she couldn't get
it off no matter how hard she tried.

What John and Maryanne found in their sacks when they went |ooking for the
rai sins was a mass of black insects, each one carrying a small pale bit of
Tomy' s broken fl esh.

But the gang never said a word to each other about what they had found, nor

did

they show any alarmon their faces. They went on nunching and smacking their
lips, giggling to thensel ves because it was so good to be alive on this the

final Halloween of their chil dhoods.

And t hi nki ng about how this was Tommy's last trick on them-- and what a grand



trick it was! -- and how this was their last trick on Tomy.
THE | NVI SI BLE BOY

J.P. was acting stupid again. Susan was sorry she'd brought himal ong, as
usual ,

but she never had any choi ce anyway. J.P. always went where he wanted to go,
and

unfortunately the places he wanted to go al ways seened to be the places she
wanted to go

She tried to wal k as far away from himas possible so that maybe peopl e
woul dn' t

know t hat he was her brother. But people always knew anyway. Like she had a
bi g

sign: J.P.'S SISTER, painted on her forehead.

He | ooked so stupid in his regular streetclothes on Hall oween ni ght. That
yel | ow

shirt and those brown corduroy pants he al ways wore. Al ways. He never took
t hem

off, and she didn't think he ever washed them It made her nmad that Mom | et
hi m

get away with stuff like that.

J.P. was so ignorant. I'll be the invisible boy, he said, and | aughed t hat
stupid horse laugh of his. I'Il wear ny same old clothes but 1'Il be the
i nvi sible boy so that no one can see ne!

"J.P., you're so ignorant!" she'd said but he'd just |aughed at her. That
stupid

| augh. Here she'd worked forever on her fairy princess costume mit had w ngs
and everything -- and her brother thought he could be the invisible boy just
by

sayi ng he was the invisible boy.

You can't see ne! he'd said.

"J.P., that's dunmb! O course | can see you! You're wearing that stupid yell ow
shirt and those stupid brown pants and no way are you an invisible boy!"

He' d | ooked worried then. Don't tell anybody you can see ne, then.., don't
tel
or you'll ruin everything!

It made her mad when he asked her that because he knew she coul d never tel
him
no. He al ways took advantage of her. It nade her feel stupid, too.

"Ckay okay...let's just go."

So they started across the street just as a car was com ng across the bridge
onto Hall oween Street when J.P. turned to her and started nmaking faces just
li ke

he always did. And Susan started scream ng just |ike she always did.

And the car passed through J.P., the headlights trapped inside himfor a
second
i ke he was burning snoke, just like it always did.



J.P., the Invisible Boy, turned around and | ooked at her and | aughed t hat
stupid

horse | augh of his before junmping backwards onto the sidewal k and then wal ki ng
backwards like that all the way up Hal |l oween Street.

J.P. was so ignorant.
SACK LUNCH

He was just a little boy but he carried the biggest treat sack any of the kids
had ever seen. It grew out of his hands like a big dark hole and it reached to
t he ground and even dragged behind himfor several feet.

Sonme of the big boys thought it was silly -- he | ooked crazy dragging that big
sack around, alnost tripping over it every second and stepping on it all the
time. But what if he got nore candy because he was such a little boy carrying
such a great big sack? Adults were funny that way --they mght think it was
cute.

So they stopped him and they took the big sack away fromhim and just for a
nmonent they considered dropping it and running away because the sack was so
light, and felt so strange in their hands -- like an oily cloud as it rose and
drifted and hutmmed as the Cctober wind wapped it around them

But they just had to | ook inside.

Later, when the little boy picked the big sack up out of the street it felt
j ust
alittle heavier, and there were harsh whispers inside, briefly.

SWEET & SOUR

The boy loved the taste of sweet and sour. Sweet, then sour. Sour, then sweet.
Ice cream then pickles. Lenons, then peaches.

"That's the way of things," his daddy used to tell him "You wouldn't know the
good wi thout the bad to conpare it to." H's daddy used to say that over and
over

to him like some kind of preacher with his sernon. But his daddy just had no
i dea. Wiy was one thing good and the other thing bad? Sweet and sour. It was
just another flavor, another kind of taste.

Grapefruit and strawberries. Kisses and slaps. Silk and razor bl ades. Living
and

dyi ng.

The boy was too old to be out trick or treating. He knew that but he liked the
candy too nmuch. He had a sweet tooth. He had a sour tooth.

That night on Hall oween Street he was having the best time. Hardly anyone
seened

to be home in those houses but he didn't care. There were lots of little kids
runni ng up and down that street with their silly store-bought costunes and
their

grocery sacks full of treats.

He hel ped one little kid pick up all his spilled candy. He took another kid's
mask off and threw it in the creek. He cut a little girl's armwith the
penkni f e

he carried and tried to confort her when she cried. He pulled her armup to



hi s
lips and teeth and tasted her frightened skin: he couldn't figure out if it
tasted sweet or if it tasted sour, and finally decided it was both.

He ate as much of his favorite candy as he could steal, until he was al npost
si ck
with it. A nost, but not quite. Sweet and sour. Sour and sweet.

Rhubarb and honey. Sugar and al um

He |i ked being the biggest one out on Hall oween Street, using just his

sweet est

smle and his nost twi sted snarl for a costume. But that didn't nean he wanted
to be an adult. Adults didn't know a thing, for all they acted |like they knew
everything. They didn't know that clover stens were sweet, or that dandelion
stens were as sour as can be. They never tasted themlike kids did.

Adults had the power, but they were just a fewtrick or treats away from

dyi ng.

Sweet and sour. Sour and sweet. The boy didn't want to die, although sonetines
he didn't nuch like living. Limes and strawberries. Hugs and teeth.

He ran up to each house on Hal |l oween Street, knocking on doors and ringing
bells. Sometimes the curtains noved, but no one cane to the door. Sonetines
someone came to the door, but you couldn't see their face.

Alittle goblin came around the comer, an ugly mask on the beautiful little
body. The boy smiled and frowned, took out his knife and went to give the
goblin

alittle kiss.

The goblin reached up its arns to hug the big boy, but the goblin's little
fingers were too sharp, and the big boy's skin too thin.

The boy sniled and frowned, and turned upside down.

He !ay there until norning cane up and his eyelids went down, snelling the
I:ELE and tasting his own bl ood.

Was it Delicious? O was it Granny Snith? The boy coul dn't deci de.

BUTCHER PAPER

Jean had spent weeks arranging the outing. The term nal kids got out all too

rarely, although nost of themwere still anbulatory. Just bureaucratic
hospi t al

regs that nade no sense. Anxieties over |lawsuits. But she'd gotten to the
ri ght

peopl e and worn them down. And they put her in charge.

The kids were given any materials they wanted so that they m ght construct
their
own costunes. The first few days they'd just stared at the materials --

pi cki ng

up glue and markers and glitter and putting themright back down again,

t ouchi ng

the giant roll of butcher's paper again and again as if it were silk -- as if

these were alien artifacts that they were handling, objects which night have
been contami nated with some rare di sease.



She wasn't prepared for what the kids finally came up wth.

Each kid had wapped his or her body in the stiff brown butcher's paper. Wde
rolls of tape were used to fasten the pieces together securely. Wen they were
all done they |ooked Iike a wal king line of packages. Packages of neat.

And that was the way they went out on Hall oween Street. And that was the way
t hey went out.

CLOMNS

The only ones that really scared her were the clowns. C own nasks al ways
smi | ed,
but that nmade it even harder to guess at the faces underneath.

Sonetimes you could tell fromthe eyes inside the holes: they' d be red or
clark
above the inpossible ugly smle. But sonetinmes you couldn't see the eyes.

Sonetimes all you could see were the spaces where the eyes were m ssing.
Sonetimes all you could see was the space where the nouth was m ssing.

She thought it nust be terrible pretending to snmile all the time. She thought
it
must be terrible to be a snile.

But the clowns filled the streets during Hall oween every year, nore and nore
of

them every year, and the nost hideous of all the clowns seemed to be on
Hal | oween Street this year. She saw clowns with | arge scars across their faces
and big ball noses chewed by sonething worse than a rat. She saw clowns with
vanmpire teeth sticking out fromtheir nessy red |lips and cl owns with nout hs
and

ears sewn shut by bright blue shoelaces. There were mad cl owns and sui ci da

cl owns, crazed and sick and dead clowns. And half of themdidn't carry treat
sacks. And half of those were nuch too large to be children in disguise.

Laugh, child! said a voice behind her. She turned and there was the fattest
cl own she had ever seen, with rolls of brightly painted fat spilling out of
hi s

baggy white pants.

Be happy! said another voice, and suddenly there was the thinnest clown she
had

ever seen, his shirt torn away to show the white flesh like tissue covering
t he

narrow ri b cage.

Smile... said a crawing clown with a head |like a snake. Sing a merry tune..
said a leaping clowmn with red axes for hands.

And she felt so scared she did begin to |augh, |aughing so hard until she peed
her pants and then | aughi ng some nore. Laughing so hard that when a cl own no
nore than six inches tall and with an orange rat's tail hanging out of the
back

of his pants handed her a tube of black grease paint she took it, and drew her
own sml e around her shrieking lips.

So that ever after that she could smle, no matter how she felt inside.



MASKS OF ME

Ronal d went to the door and was surprised to see a little boy standing there
wearing a mask that | ooked just |ike Ronald' s own face.

"Where'd you get that mask of me?" Ronal d asked, but the little boy just
turned

and ran away. Ronald went out on the front porch and yelled as loudly as he
could, "WHERE' D YOU GET THAT MASK OF ME?" But the little boy just kept on
runni ng, and never | ooked back

Ronal d jumped off the porch and ran after the little boy. Behind him he could
hear his nother and father calling after himin panic, but Ronald kept

runni ng,

just knowing that he had to catch that little boy and find out about the mask
of

his own face.

"I WON'T HURT YOU' | JUST WANT TO KNOW ABOUT THAT MASK OF ME!'" he call ed, but
the little boy just kept getting further and further away, |ike he had | eopard
| egs or sonething. Leopard | egs and Ronald's own face.

He chased that little boy with the nmask of hinmself up Fredericks Lane and down
Li ncol n Avenue. He spun into Jangle Road so fast he alnost fell down. The w nd
was bl owi ng hard and the trees were nmoving |ike they were getting ready to
dance

and the whole thing nade Ronald feel |ike he was flying, soaring after that
little boy wearing his mask of Ronal d.
"...where'd you get that mask of ne..."
caught

his words and bl ew t hem away so hard he could hardly hear them hinself.

Ronald tried to say but the w nd

"...where'd you...where'd you..." the wind spat back at him

Then finally the little boy turned onto Hall oween Street and Ronald felt
pretty

good about that because he knew Hal |l oween Street was a dead end. But he wasn't
ready for all the kids trick or treating there, hundreds of themof all sizes,
and all of them wearing these nmasks with Ronald's own face.

"Where' d you get those nmasks of me?" Ronald cried out in confusion

"Where'd you get that mask of me?" they all chorused back in panic and
fatigue.

"...where'd you...where'd you..." the wind gently crooned.

And then there was nothing else to say. All the children with Ronald's face
sat

down on Hall oween Street and said nothing. Ronald wondered if maybe they were
all waiting for the real Ronald to stand up, for the real Ronald to nmake it
perfectly clear exactly who was who.

So the real Ronald stood up and tried to take his face off, just to show al
t he

others that it wasn't a mask. And all the other real Ronalds stood up and
tried

to take their faces off, to finally put an end to the crowded masquer ade.



And all of Ronald's faces did conme off. And there were the Wllies and the
Qagsthe Bobbi es and the Janes. And there was no one naned Ronald there at all
And no one coul d renenber ever knowi ng any kid with such a strange nane.

PLAY PARTY

Ellen left the party early because she didn't bel ong.

Freddie left the party early because he didn't bel ong.

Wlla left the party early because she didn't bel ong.

Johnny left the party early because he didn't bel ong.

They wandered their separate ways toward Hal |l oween Street, enpty and waiting
sacks clutched desperately in their hands.

Behi nd them faded the comunity sounds, the get-together songs of
cor n- huski ng,
appl e-paring, rock and roll dancing, bobbing for apples and stealing a kiss.

Cone, all ye young people that's wendi ng your way, And sow your wild oats in
your yout hful day..

But there would al ways be a place where the | oners could go.
So choose your partner and be marching al ong..

Hal | oneen Street was al ways open to the Ellens, the Wllas, the Freddi es and
Johnnys.

For daylight is past, the night's com ng on..
Where the doors to the enpty houses would open only to their special knocks.

And cl ose themup safe. And close themup tight.

JACK

Marsha cut her thunb real bad | ast year carving punpkins, so this year her dad
said she couldn't carve punmpkins at all. He said she was too carel ess. She
didn't understand how he could renmenber things that far back -- sonetimes she

had trouble just remenberi ng what happened | ast week--but he did. And she had
made himmad the |ast couple of days and sonetimes that nade hi mrenenber

nor e.

She had let the soup boil over on the stove and she had borrowed her nother's
ring and lost it and she had | et the baby crawl away when she was supposed to
be

wat chi ng him

Sonetimes it was hard for her to remenber things especially when she was
excited

about something |ike Halloween. But Dad didn't seemto understand that at all
That's why she'd taken the knife out of the kitchen and hid it in her treat
sack. There was a big punpki n patch behind Hall oween Street and she'd find
herself one there to carve.



Al up and down Hal |l oween Street the jack o' lanterns were wonderful this
year.

She didn't know any of the people who lived on this street, and she didn't
know

anyone el se who did either, and that made her wonder all the nore what kind of
peopl e woul d carve such great punpkins.

On the punpkins there were faces with great nustaches and faces w th huge
noses.

Enor mous, deep-set eyes and mouths that stretched ear-to-ear. Sone of the
punpki ns had ot her vegetables attached -- carrots and oni ons and potatoes and
turnips -- to nake features that stood out on the punpkin's head. There were
punpkin cats and punpki n dogs, bats, walruses, spiders, and fish.

There was every kind of face on those punpkins a person could imagine: faces
Marsha had seen lots of times and faces Marsha had never seen once in her
entire

life.

But there wasn't a single punmpkin that matched anyone in her head she m ght
have

called a "Jack." As far as Marsha was concerned there wasn't a "Jack o'

| ant er n"

in the bunch. So she'd just have to make herself one.

She slipped down a well-worn pathway that ran between two dil api dat ed houses,
crept along a waist-high fence whose paint had peeled and furred to the point
where it gave her the creeps just to touch it, until finally she stepped out
into the pumpkin patch: yards and yards of green foliage studded with the big
orange punpki ns.

She couldn't see the ends of the patch -- it stretched out as far as she could
see on this side of the river. But for all the punpkins to choose from

findi ng

the right one for "Jack" was easy.

It was a squat, warped-1ooking thing just beginning to rot. But she could

al ready see Jack's face in the bulgy softness of its sides. She cleared off

t he

dirt fromits surface, pulled out the knife, and stuck it in as deep as she
could make it go. The patch sighed and shook as she wiggled the knife back and
forth. It felt icky, like she was carving up a baby or sonething.

Finally Jack's face started conming out of all that softness: a wide nmouth with
teeth as big as knife blades, a nose like a hog's nose, or maybe sone ot her
animal that liked to stick its face down in the nmud, and two deep deep little
eye holes, like the eyeballs had sunk way down so that you couldn't |ook at
them so that you could never know exactly what old Jack was feeling.

That was the other thing -- sonehow Marsha just knew that Jack's face was ol d,
as old a face as Marsha had ever seen. So old it was |ike Jack could have
nothing in conmmon with Marsha, or even care.

So that after she'd nade Jack, Marsha decided she really didn't like himvery
much. The fact was, she hated him So she dropped himon his big ugly face and
ran out of there. She ran out of the patch and back down the path that |ed

bet ween t he dark houses and out into the shadowy |ane that was Hal |l oneen
Street

itself. Then she renmenbered she had forgotten the kitchen knife.



It wasn't an ordinary knife -- it was part of a set her parents got for their
wedding and it had a different sort of handl e and once her dad found it gone
then he woul d know who had taken it.

Marsha went back up the pathway slowy, but when she reached the punpkin patch
she saw that a man was standing there, right in the nmddle of the Hall oween
Street punpkin patch, just staring at her

He wore a big black coat and a big black hat and his hands had been swal | oned

up
by big orange gl oves.

And Marsha could see that he was standing right where she had dropped Jack. So
her parents' kitchen knife had to be somepl ace near his feet.

"Excuse me, sir?" she said and the man took a step toward her. "Did you
see..."
And the nman took another step.

...a knife?" And the man stepped cl oser still.

When the nman took several nore fast steps Marsha turned and ran. She ran back
down the path and she ran out in the street but when she turned her head the
man

was right there.

So she ran to the end of the street and beat on a door there but she could
hear

the man coming up the steps and so she ran to the edge of the porch and junped
off and ran to the next enpty house with a punpkin on the porch and then the
next and then the next but nobody ever answered even though all the jack o
lanterns were lit and she could hear the man behind her with every terrified
st ep.

Finally she was stuck in one corner of a dark yard and there was no place to
turn and the man was comng right up to her he was so tall she couldn't see
t he

top of himand he had one orange hand held up high

"Your knife, 1've got your knife, little girl,"
Voi ce

and she felt all better again.

the man said in a friendly

Until he took off his hat with that big orange glove of his and his head was

t hat pumpkin she carved, that big old ugly Jack with the knife blade teeth and
her parents' kitchen knife was stuck in all the way to the handl e right beside
his nose but he didn't seemto mind

OALS

Al night long the owms gathered in the trees up and down Hal |l oween Street.

Al'l night long they rustled their feathers and stared with their eyes of
gl ass.

Al'l night long they wept while the children played.
For owl s know t hat some days the sacks are enpty. For ow s know a sack can't
be

filled with w shes.

And owl s know the children eventually go hone, |ock their doors, and never



cone
out again.

The chil dren hooted and screeched their way from house to house, the tears of
the ows glistening on their shoes.

TREATS

Al most mi dni ght, when the last of the children should have been home, but were
not, their bags too full of treats to carry, and Halloween Street full of the
sounds of rustling costumes and | aughter, candles were seen to light up al

over

the |l ane and both sides of the creek.

The children, if they hadn't been so excited by the bizarre and exciting
shapes

of each other, by the heady scent of colored sugars in their bags, mght have
been a little frightened by this, but for the monent it seened like a great
dea

of fun. The world was full of treats for them and each new event offered them
nore. They all |aughed out | oud.

Sone of them cheered.

But then the individual flanes began to drift away from their individual
candl etops, rising swiftly to join one another in the sky above, where they
paused as if sad and reluctant before floating up into the dark night.

As quickly as that. As quickly as a hungry child enptying his bag of its
bri ght
and shiny, but ultimately unsatisfying, treats.

Only one child cried, but all the others recognized what he felt. For a brief
nmonent they thought of the ends of things, of how alone they were in this dark
and treatless night.

One by one the children drifted away to honme and their separate dreans, even
t he

youngest anong themtrying to pretend he was younger still, a baby, sone
unknowi ng sprite who mght last this night forever



