The Halloween House

They called it the Hall oween House. Wen Easter cane and
everyone in the nei ghborhood conpeted to see who coul d hang
the nost plastic eggs fromtheir trees, the maples on the

| awn of 124 Meadowbr ook were decorated only by spring buds.
They put no shanrocks on the door for St. Patrick's Day, no
gourds on the porch for Thanksgiving, no flag in the w ndow
for Canada Day. Even at Christmas, they didn't so nuch as
string up lights. But on Halloween . . . that's when they
out shone everyone on the block, with tonbstones, ghosts,
bats, skel etons, cobwebs, everything one could imagine. And
it all happened in one night. Like Christmas, we'd go to
bed on Cctober 30th and the |awn at 124 Meadowbr ook woul d be
festooned only with fallen | eaves. But, cone norning, it
woul d be transforned into a child' s dream of Hall oween cone
true.

Despite all this work, the inhabitants of the Hall oween House
never gave out candy. Cccasionally, a new kid would ring

t he doorbell, but nost of us grew up knowi ng not to bother.
Who |ived at 124 Meadowbrook? No one was quite sure.
Sonebody did, we all knew that. Lights went on and off,

voi ces could be heard fromthe street, shadows passed over
the wi ndow. Sone people said they'd seen people collecting
the mail or putting out the garbage, but no one could agree
on what they | ooked Iike. G ownups, and nost of the kids,
seened to accept this wth an astounding |ack of curiosity.
Randal | and | did not.

Randal | Parks and | been best friends since first grade,
when ny not her baby-sat him back in the days before ny dad
left and Mom started teaching again. For as long as | could
remenber, Randall and | had wondered about the Hal |l oween
House. W nmade up stories about the inhabitants--axe-
murderers, fairies, vanpires, you nane it, we considered it.
Then, at the advanced age of eight, we decided we were old
enough to find out for ourselves and thus began the annual
Devil's N ght Stakeout. Each October 30th, we'd sneak out,
armed with a thernos of hot chocol ate and candy our parents
had bought for handouts. W' d creep through backyards to

t he Hal | oneen House, then slip into our special hiding nook
in the cedar shrubs and watch. W knew that whoever |ived
there had to cone out that night, to decorate the |awn. But
we never saw them No matter how hard we tried to stay awake,
we always drifted off and, when we awoke, the work was done.

Not everyone in our nei ghborhood appreciated the glories of

t he Hal | oneen House. Sone found it in bad taste. Ohers
conplained it gave their children nightmares. | couldn't
understand that. There was nothing really scary at the house,
no severed heads or |inbs, no bl oody corpses, nothing worse
than the decorations our teachers hung up at school. | think
what really rattled the grownups was the tonbstones.
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| nstead of the usual funny or scary Hall oween inscriptions,
graves markers at 124 Meadowbr ook bore real nanmes, fromrea
peopl e who'd |lived and died in our nei ghborhood, with

inscriptions |Iike 'Beloved Father and Husband', 'God has a
New Angel', 'She will Always be Mssed' . The sayings were
al ways nice, but they still spooked sone peopl e.

The year | was ten, one of those people, Ms. O Malley started
a petition to tell the occupants of 124 Meadowbrook to cease-
and-desi st. Wen she cane by our house, Randall and | were
doi ng honmework at the kitchen table. M nom answered the
door, listened to Ms. O Malley's spiel, then politely refused
to sign.

"Doesn't it bother you?" Ms. O Milley asked. "Having little
Katie exposed to things |ike that?"

"Exposed to what?" ny nother asked. "To death?"

"To--to that--" Ms. O Malley jabbed her finger in the
direction of the Hall oween House. "All those ghosts and
skel etons and gravestones."

"Rem nders of death,” ny nother said. "Unpleasant, yes, but
areality we all have to face. That's what Hall oween is
for. To remnd us that we're nortal . "

"Menento nori," Randall said, |ooking up fromhis

mul tiplication tables. Wen both wonen turned to | ook at
him he continued, "I read about that in a book. It neans
sonething that rem nds us of death, |ike ancient phil osophers
who kept skulls on their desks as candl ehol ders. "

"Skul I s?" | said. "Real skulls? Goss. That's so cool."
"It wasn't neant to be cool, Kate," ny nother said. "It was
to make themthink, if they died tonmorrow, what woul d they
wi sh they'd done differently, what could they still do
differently.”

Randal | nodded. "Eat, drink and be nerry, for tonorrow we
die."

Ms. O Mlley stood there, follow ng the conversation
"But it isn't right," she said at |ast.

"No, it isn't,” Mmsaid. "It isn't right and it isn't fair
But it's an undeniable fact of life. W all die."

"No, no, | mean the house. The decorations. It isn't right."

"Freedom of expression,” Momsaid. "They have the right to
do it and we have the right not to take our kids to see it."
She opened the door. "I don't think the Changs are hone,
but you m ght find soneone over at the Reynolds."



Wth that, Ms. O Malley had no choice but to | eave, which
she did.

| don't know whatever becane of Ms. O Mlley's petition

At first, it was all anyone could tal k about, who'd signed
and who hadn't, what woul d happen when it was delivered--
then it just seenmed to fizzle out. That's pretty nuch what
happened to ny friendship with Randall. 1|In seventh grade, |
began pul I ing back, realigning nyself with girls instead.

By eighth grade, we'd abandoned even our annual Devil's N ght
stakeouts. Then, one dreary cold February day, Noah Pat el

di sappeared and, suddenly, the Hall oween House was once again
on everyone's |ips.

Noah Patel was two years ny junior. A quiet, timd boy,
there wasn't much about Noah that stuck in the mnd. Even
now all | remenber is that he'd been crazy about trains.
Once his grandparents took himout to Vancouver on a train
and, when he returned, he'd tal ked nore than anyone ever
heard himtal k before or since..

One afternoon, Noah stayed after school to help Ms. Bryant.
It seens she lost track of tinme and didn't realize that when
she sent Noah on his way, the sky was already darkening.

One of our neighbors, M. Bogard, was driving honme from work
and passed Noah. He thought of stopping and offering the
boy a ride, but Noah had only another half-block to go, just
past the Hall owneen House and around the corner. Noah never
made it that final half-block. That evening, his nother
reported himm ssing and the search began.

Attention soon focused on the Hall oween House. There was no
reason to think the people at 124 Meadowbr ook had pl ayed any
part in Noah's di sappearance, nothing to suggest they were
nore |ikely suspects than the people at 122 Meadowbr ook or
126 Meadowbr ook or the hal f-dozen ot her houses between Noah's
home and the spot where M. Bogard had | ast seen him Yet,
as the days passed and the official search parties were

di sbanded, people began to whisper, then to tal k, and,
finally, to shout.

Ten days after Noah di sappeared, | stood with nmy friends in

t he school yard, trying desperately to keep warm which
certainly would have been easier if we'd worn hats and mtts.
At that age, though, it's better to be cool than confortable,
so we were huddl ed together, rubbing our hands and counting

t he seconds until the school bell rang. Then Mlly Eggers
canme racing over, huffing and puffing, and we knew sonet hi ng
nmoment ous had happened--no thirteen-year-old girl would be
seen running in the playground without a very good reason.

"They're going after Noah," she panted. "Tonight. The
Hal | oneen House. They're going in to get him"

"The police?" | asked.
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Mlly rolled her eyes. "No, ny dad and M. Bogard. They're
going to the Hall oween House tonight and they're going to
demand to search for Noah."

By now Mblly's excitenent had attracted a small crowd of our
classmates. Across the playground, even Randall had | ooked
up fromhis book to peer over at us. He never seened to be
W t hout a book these days. He even read wal king to and from
school. This provided endl ess anusenent for the other boys,
who never tired of tripping himor snatching his book away.
Randal I never fought back. Never said a word. Just stood
there and waited for themto tire of the ganme and toss his
book aside, then he'd retrieve it and resune readi ng.
Sonetinmes | wanted to shout at him 'do sonmething!', 'do
anything!" OQwher times | wanted to grab the book nysel f,
tell himto stop acting |like a geek, stop giving them an
excuse to tornent him Mst tines, | just | ooked away.

"Your dad's going to the Hall oween House?" Carleton said.
"Cool. Wsh | could be there."

Mol ly grinned slyly, "I don't see why we can't. | know I'm
goi ng. Anyone who wants to cone, can neet ne there."
"I"'mnot sure,"” Tina said. "It could get, you know .

bad. "

A qui et voice spoke up behind nme. "Wich is why sone of us
should go."

| turned to see Randall at ny shoul der.

He continued, "The situation is less |likely to get out of
hand if the adults know their children are watching."

Everyone stared as if he was speaki ng Chinese.

"Who asked you?" Ml ly said.

Carl eton waved Randall away. "Go back to your book, freak."

| opened ny nmouth but, as usual, nothing came out and | ended
up staring down at the ground, waiting for Randall to go
away. | thought | saw glance toward ne, but | feigned a

shi ver and hunched into nyself. A nonent |ater, the shadow
at ny side receded.

By the tine the bell rang, the plan was set. W'd neet behind
t he cedar hedge at eight that night.

|'"d decided that, if Randall showed up, |I'd defend him He
had as nuch, or as little, a right to be there as the rest

of us and I'd say so. ©Oh, | knew he wouldn't show up. Not
when he so clearly wasn't wanted. But | told nyself that,
on the outside chance he did, I1'd go to bat for him

Pr obabl y.
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Randal |l didn't show. Hardly anyone did. Despite the brave

schoolyard talk, the only ones who actually nmade that eight

o' cl ock rendezvous were Ml ly, Carleton and nyself. W took
up position behind the hedge and waited. The bitter cold

ni ght stretched every passing second into hours.

"Are you sure they're com ng?" | asked at 8:02.
"My dad was getting ready when | snuck out,"” Mlly said.
Carl eton peered through the cedars. "I think | see soneone."

| pushed aside a fistful of bough, frozen needl es snapping
i ke toothpicks. Three figures noved soundl essly across the
front lawn. All were dressed in black, their pales faces
bobbi ng |i ke searchlights in the dark. Halfway up the yard,
t hey stopped and conferred, then skirted around to the

dri veway and up al ongsi de the garage, heading for the rear.

"They're using the back door,"” | said. "Cone on."

We scurried along the hedge and quickly realized we'd picked
the wong side of the house. The neighbors on this side had
a chain-link fenced back yard. Wen Carleton fussed with
the gate, the netal latch clanked |like an alarmbell. |
hurried over to shush himand we saw that it was | ocked. |
nmoti oned that we'd have to scale the fence.

"Cinmb over?" Mdlly said. "I can't. |'mwearing ny suede
boots. "

"What's that got to do--" | stopped and inhal ed.

From behi nd the Hal | oneen House, | could hear knocking. Any

monent now, the door woul d open, the nmen woul d enter and
we'd | ose our chance to see inside.

"Well, then we go through the hedge," | said.

Before the others could answer, |'d pushed nysel f through
the cedars and cane out in beside 124 Meadowbrook. Carleton
followed. Mlly didn't.

"Hel l o!'" a voi ce shouted.

We both froze.

"W want to talk to you!"

Carl eton darted back into the hedge, but | grabbed the back
of his coat.

"They're talking to the people in the house,” | hissed.

"I knew that."



We scanpered to the side of the house and inched along it
until | could | ean out and see the nen at the back door.

"What're they doing?" Carleton whispered.

| | eaned out farther. The nen were | ooking around the yard.
Then one turned, putting his back to the door, reached behind
himand tried the handle. Wen it didn't open, one of his
conpani ons stepped forward, pushed him aside, grabbed the
handl e and threw his shoul der into the door. The sound
cracked through the quiet night like gunfire. Carleton tried
to yank ne away so he could see, but | stood ny ground.

"They're breaking in," I said. "It |looks Iike--no, wait.
They're inside!"

| lunged frommny hiding place and bolted toward the door.
This was what | was here for. M one chance to see inside
t he Hal |l owneen House. |If only Randall could be--

| cut the thought short. He'd chosen not to be here. That
wasn't nmy fault. Now I'd know what |ay inside the house and
he wouldn't. That's what he got for not trying harder to
fit in.

When | got near the door, | slowed and crept forward,
listening for Mblly's father and the others. D stant
footsteps told ne they were far fromthe door, so | took a
deep breath and stepped into the breach.

The nonment | rounded the doorway, | stopped short and sl apped
nmy hand over ny nout h.

"What's wong?" Carl eton whispered.

"Allergies,"” | said, waved a hand through the cloud of dust
that floated in the entranceway.

"What ?"

"The dust!" | hissed.

"“What dust ?"

| shook ny head and stepped into the back hallway. The nen's
footsteps tracked trails down the hall and into another room
A thick sheet of dust covered a small table to ny left. On
top of the table was a vase, filled with brown tw gs that

m ght once have been flowers. | reached out and touched
one. It crunbled over ny fingers.
"They're dead,"” | whispered.

"Dead?" Carleton whirled, eyes wide. "Wat's dead?"

| pointed to the vase.



"Yeah, flowers. So? You said dead. Wat's dead?"

"Your brain," | nuttered under my breath. "Forget it. Let's
get a look inside."

"Hey!" a voi ce booned.

We stopped in our tracks. M. Bogard canme wheeling around
t he corner.

"What the--what are you kids doing here?" he said.
"We, uh--uh--" Carleton stanmered.
| looked himin the eye. "W followed you."

Mol ly's dad rounded the corner, followed by a third man |
only vaguely recogni zed fromthe nei ghborhood.

"Ch, Jesus,"” MIlly's dad nuttered. "Is Molly with you?"

"No," | said, which was the truth, at |east at the nonent.
"Did you find Noah?"

The three nen gl anced at one another. Then M. Bogard cl eared
his throat.

"We--we thought we heard a boy's voice. Fromthe street.

We knocked, but no one answered and the door was open, so we
just--"

"Did you find hinf"

M . Bogard shook his head, then gl anced sideways, breaking
eye contact. "It seens we were m staken. About the noise.
There's no one here."

| | ooked around at the dust filled hallway. No one here?
That was an under st at enent .

"How | ong ago did they nove out?" | asked.

"Move out? No, no, they're probably just away for the
evening. W' Il speak to themtonorrow, but | don't think

t hey know anyt hi ng about Noah."

"CGone for the evening? But all this dust, the dead flowers."
M. Bogard frowned, unconprehending. Then he shook his head.
"Let's get you kids out of here. Let's all get out of here.”

"But - - "

"We'll walk you two hone," Mdilly's dad said. "And be thankf ul
we aren't going to tell your parents about this."



Wth that, they bustled us out of the house.

Al'l that night and the next day, | could think of nothing
but the Hal |l oween House. Wy hadn't anyone el se seen the
dust or the dead flowers? Carleton was al ready going around
telling everyone that 1'd acted 'kinda weird" |ast night.
needed to go back there, to confirmfor nyself whether or
not 1'd been imagining things. Mre than that, | needed a
second opinion. An opinion fromsoneone | trusted, soneone
who woul dn't go around telling the other kids that | was

crazy. So, after dinner that night, | snuck out again.
This time, | went to Randall's house.
| knew better than to ring the bell. Randall's nother didn't

| et himhave friends over after dinner. Once | overhead ny
nmom sayi ng that's because Ms. Parks didn't want kids to see
her drinking and tell their parents. So | slipped around
the outside of Randall's house, to his basenent bedroom

wi ndow. | peered though. As usual, he was in there. As
usual , he was reading.

When | rapped on the wi ndow, he | ooked up, then cane over
and opened the windowto let ne in. Last tine |I'd been
through, 1'd made it easily. This tinme, | had to wiggle
and squirm and, for one panicked second, was certain | was
stuck. Wien | finally nmade it inside, | brushed the snow
off nmy coat and | ooked up at him

"I was in the Hall oween House last night," | said.
"So | heard."

"I saw something weird. Tell nme what you think about this .

| told Randall the story. Then | asked whether he'd cone to
the house with ne, take a look. | knew |l had no right to
ask, not after the way I'd been treating him but | asked
anyway, and he responded exactly as | expected. He |istened
to ny story and said, "So, when do you want to go?"

"Toni ght ?" | asked.

He nodded. "Let nme get ny coat and boots. G ab the
flashlight out of the drawer and |I'Il meet you around front."

W' d planned to do nothing nore crimnal than sneak around

t he back of the Hall oween House and | ook through the w ndows.
Only, it wasn't that easy. Sure there were w ndows | ow enough
for us to peek through, and they weren't covered wth blinds.
Yet we couldn't see anything. No, that's not true. W could
see shapes and shadows, distortions of |ight and dark that
resenbled furniture and househol d appliances, but it was as

if we were | ooking through marbles instead of clear glass.

W even tried the front windows, to no avail.

"What now?" | asked.



"We knock. "

Ckay, that was stupidly sinple. | followed Randall to the
back door and held the screen while he rapped on the inside
door. It creaked open. | junped back, letting the screen

slaminto his arm
"Sorry," | whispered.

He waved away the apol ogy and | eaned his head into the house,
then pul |l ed back and pinched his nostrils, stifling a sneeze.

"Dust confirned," he said.

He hel d the door steady and knocked a second tinme. Wen no
one answered, he prodded the door open and | eaned si deways
into the gap.

"Looks enpty," he whispered. "Shall we?"

| nodded and we stepped inside.

Randall did see the dust, and the dead flowers. W foll owed

the nen's still-visible footprints into what | ooked |ike a
living room Only no one had done any 'living' there in a
| ong tine. Dust and white sheets covered all the furniture.

Natural ly, Randall headed straight for the bookshelf. He
scanned the offerings.

"How ol d are they?" | asked.
"Very." He took down a | eather-bound book and cracked open
the cover. "Huckleberry Finn. Second edition . . . no,

first edition, second printing. Ww"

"Maybe they just collect old books."

| took the book fromhis hand and found nyself staring at a
Reader's Di gest Condensed Book containing four novels by
Mar k Twai n.

| laughed. "You need glasses. This says--"

| blinked. The cover now read sinply: 'Huckleberry Finn'
"What does it say?" Randall asked.

"N--nothing.” | put the book back and gave ny head a sharp
shake. "Should we check out the other roons?"

We ventured into the kitchen next. As | stepped in, a wave
of cinnanon rose to greet ne.

"Do you . . ..?" | asked cautiously.

Randal | grinned. "Yeah, | do. Snells like apple pie. Wird,
huh?"
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He shone the flashlight beam over the ancient appliances.
"How ol d are these things?" | asked.

"1920s, if I'"'mnot m staken. Wich would make t hem about as
old as the house."

He headed into the dining room | followed. The chandelier
tinkl ed as we entered. This time, Randall and I only gl anced
at each other, asking and answering the question w thout
exchanging a word. We'd both heard it.

"Sane old furniture,"” he said, |ooking around. "Antiques."
He gl anced at nme. "Were to next? Upstairs?"

| nodded. | expected the stairs to creak as we ascended.
They didn't.

At the top we were faced wth four closed doors.
"Pick a door, any door," Randall said.

| pointed at the farthest one.

Randal |l grinned. "An excellent choice, madam"”

He wal ked down, opened the door and ushered ne in with a
grand wave of his arm | stepped inside. M breath caught.
"Oh ny god," | said. "It's beautiful."

The bedroom was |i ke sonething out of a novie. |In the mddle

was a big bed wth a | ace canopy. Even through the dust, |
could see a white quilt, as thick and fluffy as a pillow

At | east a dozen real pillows covered the bed, pink and white,
| ace and satin. Al the furniture was al so pink and white.
And, everywhere you | ooked, there were china dolls.

"Agirl's room" Randall said

"Areal girly girl"s room" | said wwth a grin. "Look at
all those--"

Tinkling nmusic cut ne short. | spun around.

"Must be a nusic box," | said. "Do you see--"

Sonmeone giggled. A girl's giggle.

"Kate?" Randall said. "Tell nme that was--"
"I't wasn't." | stepped closer to him The laughter and the
musi ¢ stopped together. "Okay. Maybe it was the nusic box."

| turned to the shelves beside the bed. There stood a
col l ection of soccer trophies, in a spot where only a nonent
ago |I'd seen a row of dolls.
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"Randal I ?" | whispered. "Those are trophies, right?"

He frowned. "Were?"
The dolls were back. | inhaled. Okay, now | was--
The girl's giggle filled the room | whirled around, nearly

tripping over my owmn feet. Randall grabbed ny armto steady
ne.

"I't's okay--" | began, then saw that Randall was across the
room nowhere near ne. The pressure on ny arm eased. |
fought the urge to scream "It's not real. It's--"

In an eye-blink, the roomchanged. Gone was the canopy bed.
Gone were the dolls and the pillows. Gone was the dust.

I nstead, | found nyself |ooking at a bunk bed littered with

Barbie dolls and stuffed toys. The Beatles and Elvis smled
down from posters on the walls.

"No," | said. "No."

| rubbed ny eyes. Wien | | ooked again, Elvis and the Beatl es
had changed to N Sync and Britany Spears. Video ganes were
scattered over the floor. | whirled around, |ooking for
Randal I , but he was gone.

"Randal I '™ | shout ed.

"Shhh," said a soft voice at ny shoulder. A girl's voice.
"Stop fighting it. See what you really see.”

| clapped ny fists to ny eyes. A gentle hand pulled them
away and | found nyself sitting on the floor, in the dust
covered ol d-fashi oned bedroom Randall knelt beside nme, his
hand on ny arm

"Kate? Are you okay?"

“What ?"

"You tripped and fell. Are you--"
"I want to go. Now. "

| struggled to ny feet. Randall didn't argue, just kept a
supporting hand under ny armand |led ne down the stairs. |
didn't ook left or right, but kept noving until we were in
the yard. Then | couldn't resist. | took one | ast |ook
over ny shoul der, and watched the back door slowly close
behi nd us.

| wish | could say things inproved between Randall and |
after that. But they didn't. | continued to ignore him at
school, pretend as if that night never happened. Three weeks
|ater, a police team found Noah's body buried in his back
yard and arrested his stepfather for nurder.
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Seens Noah nmade it hone that February night after all. Wen
he cane in late, his stepfather lit into himfor not calling
and, well, everybody had their own version of what happened

next, but it seens Noah's stepfather had been whaling on him
for years and, this tinme, he went too far.

| didn't visit the Hall oween House that Cctober. In high-
school, you don't do kiddy stuff like that, or so we told
ourselves. As for Randall, things got better for himin

hi gh school, perhaps because he net new ki ds and outgrew the
stigma of being 'the guy whose hangs around with girls'.
Being in high school neant | no | onger had to work so hard
at ignoring him The less | saw of him the nore | m ssed
him As ninth grade turned to tenth, | |ooked back on ny
behavior with horror. Had |I really been that cruel? Had I
really been that stupid, giving up ny best friend to hang
out with girls I no | onger even acknow edged in the halls?

When Hal | oneen rolled around again, | said "to hell with
being cool'. | liked Halloween. | |iked dressing up. So,
though I was too old to go trick-or-treating, | put on a

costune and handed out candy and, if all the other kids in
t he nei ghbor hood t hought I was a dork, so be it.

But when the candy was gone and the kids stopped com ng, |
sat in the front window and stared into the night, watching

the house lights turn off one by one. It felt . . . too
soon. Unfinished. Like the night should only be beginning.
| knew then what | had to do. | put on ny coat, went out

and wal ked to the Hal | oween House.

It was there, decorated just as | renmenbered. | stopped in
the mddle of the |awn and | ooked up at the cloth ghosts,
twrling in the breeze. The wnd whistled and sang. Then
realized it wasn't the wind I was hearing. | cocked ny head
to listen. There it was, a faint whistle, comng fromthe
house. | turned. Orange and bl ack m ni bul bs ringed the
front wi ndows, casting off a weird, dull glow  Sonething
nmoved in the window and | junped, heart pounding. | | ooked
agai n. Not hi ng.

Ckay, ny mnd was playing--wait, there it was again. A streak
of red flashed just above the window sill, then was gone.

gl anced around. The street was enpty. | wal ked to the w ndow
and | ooked down. There, set up on a wooden table, was a toy
train, chugging around the track, whistle blow ng each tine

it passed in front of the w ndow.

| pressed ny fingers to the glass and thought of Noah.

t hought of the year he'd di sappeared. | thought of the scars
it left on his famly, his friends, his neighbors. | watched
the train whistle happily past and | thought of that afternoon
Ms. OMlley came to our door with the petition. | thought
of what ny nother had said. Wuat Randall had said. | traced

the words in the grinme on the glass. Menento nori.
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"What woul d you change?" | whispered. "Wat would you do
differently?"

"Eat, drink and be nerry," said a voice behind ne. "For
tonorrow we die."

| turned to see Randall standing there.

"Did you see--" | pointed at the train.
He nodded.
| noved ny face against the glass, but still couldn't see

t hough. "What do you think we saw that night? Wat's in
t here?"

"Does it matter?"

| shook ny head. As | turned toward him ny eyes noved to
the thernbs in his hand.

"I's that what | think it is?" | asked, smling.

"OF course. | saw you walk by and . . .." He shrugged.
"Figured, what the hell. [If you' re not comng here, all the
nore hot chocol ate for ne."

ed a handful of candy from ny pocket. "You share yours,

| pull _
| share mne."

"1
He grinned. "Deal."

We wal ked to our usual hiding hole in the hedges. Randal
peered in and | aughed.

"Don't think we'll fit anynore," he said.

| nstead, we sat on the ground in front of the hedge. W sat
and we drank hot chocol ate and we nmunched candy and we | aughed
about all the Devil's N ght Stakeouts gone by. Then, as the
nmoon dropped behind the trees and our voices rang out too

loud in the night air, we sinply sat in silence and watched

t he night pass. Every now and then, a nuffled whistle would
ring out, and I'd | ook over at the train and think, not of
what | wish I'd done differently, but what | would do
differently, starting tonight.



