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Scary trick
and nasty
treats.......
I T’S that time of the year again

— when us opinion-makers in
the media decide if Halloween
is a good thing or not.

Whether it is a multimillion
pound industry — that has been
sold back to us by the Americans,
minus an apostrophe, so that we
can fork out to costume our kids in
elaborate outfits and throw
themed parties — or harmless
japery that pokes fun at the real-
isation that most of us will end up
rotting in a box buried under-
ground — I say most of us because
some people choose a fiery furnace
after death while others, such as
Highlander, are immortal.

On alternate years, I support
and condemn these spooky festiv-
i t ie s.

However, having no recollection
of what I wrote last year, I’ll just
play it by ear this time and let’s
see which way I slope by the time
I’ve finished this article — or the
strike of midnight, whichever
comes first.

One of the key elements missing
for me at Halloween is fear.

I simply don’t have any irration-
al fears. Horror movies don’t scare
me — I guess I became desensit-
ised by watching so many before I
was 10 years old.

Fear instead, for me, tends to
come in domestic situations

Who hasn’t, in the middle of the
night, woken up with a startle,
thinking they’ve heard something
downstairs — obviously this
doesn’t apply to those weird people
who live in bungalows.

You might creep out the bed-
room door and slowly edge your
way to the stairs, trying not to
make a noise, ears pricked for the
slightest sound. Then you descend
into the suddenly eerie setting of
your living quarters.

The best thing to do is probably
make a racket as you make your
way downstairs to frighten off any

potential burglars. When you have
turned on all the lights and satis-
fied yourself that there is actually
no one down there you are re-
lieved, if feeling slightly silly.

Then you go to the bathroom to
throw water on your face and you
see in the mirror that you are
covered with SOMEONE ELSE’S
BLOOD!

OK, this has probably never
happened to any of you, and it
hasn’t strictly happened to me
either, but I do think that if you
cap the final three words in a para-
graph it makes a story scarier and
more dramatic than if you leave
them lowercase.

But this has nothing to do with
Halloween, right? So maybe it’s
time for a more appropriate anec-
do t e.

When I was a kid, a group of us
would go trick-or-treating, and
this particular Halloween night
we were passing one house we
never stopped at. It was the house
in the estate that had an occupier
whom we would have nicknamed
Boo Radley if any of us had read
To Kill a Mockingbird.

It was strictly a knock-and-run
house, with long grass in the front
garden that some of the younger
kids would disappear in if they
were to venture through it. Blinds
and curtains were always drawn.

Anyway, we were walking past
this house when some eejit says:
“Why don’t we try him?”

I look around at the other faces
in the group. They are all staring
at me and I realise I must have
made the suggestion.

Well, the rest skitaddle, leaving
me, wearing a skeleton mask, and

Peter, wearing what seems like a
condom over his head. We walk up
the path and knock on the door.
There’s no sound, no lights on.

“He’s probably gone to the pub,”
says Peter.

I knock again. “He’s not home.”
I knock a third time and sound

comes from inside. Not a happy
sound. A light flicks on inside the
hallway. A figure blocks out the
light in the hallway momentarily,
then disappears. We wait. The
shape is coming back. It’s coming
towards the door…

“Trick or treat,” I cry, looking
through the holes in my mask at
Peter who is too shocked to say
anything. I give him a furtive
kick.

“Trick or treat!” he shouts.
Mr B_____ is looming above us

with a big smile.
“Trick,” he says.
Me and Peter look at each other.
No one has ever, in our four-year

history of trick-or-treating, said
“trick” to us.

The exchange is usually: We say
“trick or treat” and the adult gives
us sweets.

Before I know it, before I even
have time to panic, Peter begins to
sing.

“The Camptown races five miles
down, doo-daw, doo-daw.”

I give Peter a
what-the-hell-are-you-doing look
but quickly decide I’d better join
in, so I chime in with a couple of
’doo-da w s ’.

When Peter stops singing, Mr
B______ pulls a box from behind
his back. We peer into it, expecting
to see sharp medical equipment.

It’s full of goodies. He empties
half of its contents into my bag
and half into Peter’s. It’s fair to say
that Mr B______’s contribution has
more than doubled what every one
else gave us combined.

And me and Pete realised that
we had learned a lesson here — we
were scared of our strange neigh-
bour but, when we gave him a
chance, he was actually more gen-
erous than many others and just a
lonely, shy man.

Then I chewed into one of the
razorblades he put IN THE
SWEETS!

A Halloween childhood....sort of
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