
Trick or Treat
“Mom, please.”

“Come on Aidan, your father and I have to be here for trick or treaters. Besides, Aunt Emelia is coming down eightish to see everybody’s costumes.”

 “Mom,” the word trailed out.

Artemis, Aidan’s mom, cracked a smile. “Besides, not only would you get an ear full from your sister, but Marie’s over too.”

Aidan could already picture the rampage of the two girls across his room. There he would be, fighting across the creepiest level of the latest Starfighter game, only to have to pause every five minutes to shoo a small female head out from in front of his TV. “That’s blackmail,” he grumbled.

Tobias, Aidan’s dad, came up from behind. “If he doesn’t want to go, you don’t have to make him. He can stay home and pass out candy.”

“You know he won’t help pass out candy. You two act like this is the Spanish Inquisition. You’re just leading two seven-year-old girls down one side of the street, and back up the other. It’s not like you’re traversing the whole town.”

Aidan made an exasperated noise. “Please mom! I just made it to the Starfighter level that Nick can’t get past!”

“It’s just a little of your time, and you get a load of free candy. I promise, if you do this for me, I’ll make sure that the girl’s don’t bother you all night.”

“Promise?”

“I swear.”

A few minutes later one depressed knight, a bouncing princess, and a hyper fairy set out into the night. Aidan sighed, “Do you guys have everything?”

Beth, his little sister, literally jumped up and down. “Yeah!”

Now their cousin Marie was jumping too. “Yeah!”

Before Aidan stepped off the porch, his mom stopped him. “Hey, kiddo! Don’t forget this!”

He frowned as she handed him a flashlight. “Mom, I don’t need a light to go down the street. I’ll just follow the little bouncing trail of glitter.” He waved at the two little girls behind him.

“Please? It’ll make me feel better.”

Still frowning, he took it.

“Thanks. Remember to be back a little before eight, okay?”

“Okay.”

“Have fun!”

Aidan stepped down from the cement steps and headed straight to the neighbors. The porch light stood out like a beacon to him. Only half an hour more until he got to be alone with his new game. Ringing the doorbell, he let Beth and Marie shout out, “Trick or Treat!”

After having his costume oohed and aahed over for five or ten minutes, Aidan was ready to go home. And they were only half way down their street. There was still the rest of this street and another to go. He groaned, out loud. Beth looked up at her older brother. “What’s wrong?”

“What’s wrong,” he repeated sarcastically. “I have to waste an hour or two with you pipsqueaks.”

“So?”

“So?!”

Marie wasn’t paying attention, but Beth took enough insult for both of them. She socked her brother in the arm. And, even though she was only seven, it still hurt.

“Ow!”

“You reap what you sow!” She then took Marie’s hand and hurried ahead. “If you don’t want to guide us along, then we’ll go on alone!”

“Fine! You do that!” Aidan snapped. He stood there defiantly, watching the little glittering costumes go down the street. Mom would be pissed, but how would she ever find out? Besides, it wouldn’t be his fault if she took off on her own. Turning around, Aidan headed back down the street towards his house and his game. It was only a foot or two before he started to feel bad. He still had the flashlight gripped in his hand, and he knew Beth was afraid of the dark.

He shook the thought from his head. She took off. It wasn’t his fault. He only managed another step before he headed after Beth and Marie. Running down the street in the direction they had headed, Aidan watched the kids that passed him. No where did he see his mother and aunt’s handiwork of two glittering costumes. He passed group after group. He started to call out Beth and Marie’s names, but he got nothing.

Finally, he had to stop. Bending over, Aidan tried to catch his breath. Surely they couldn’t have gotten this far that fast. He was starting to go back to double check, when something grabbed his attention. It was just then that he noticed that he was standing in front of the old abandoned house at the end of the street. It hadn’t been abandoned long, but his mom had told him, every time they passed the house, not to go anywhere near it. She had told him why at some point, but he didn’t believe it. Something about “ghosts”. There was a flickering of light from inside the windows.

Aidan had heard rumors that a group of kids were going down to the house tonight. Tonight was supposed to be the anniversary of the night that a normal everyday man was found hung from his porch rafters. There had been markings of a Satanic ritual all over the house that night, but Aidan had dismissed it as just a tale. It was said that at midnight, on the full moon, you could hear the rafters creaking under the weight of his body, and the blood dripping from his neck where he had been strangled.

Snaking up to the house, Aidan peeped into the old window. Sure enough, a group of kids were standing in a circle in the middle of the living room. They were all wearing either black hoodies, or cloaks. They were chanting something, but Aidan couldn’t hear them. He wanted to pull away from the sight, but somehow, in the middle of the circle, he could tell something was happening. There wasn’t anything as obvious as shimmering, but it was like his eyes were drawn to the spot. Suddenly, he could hear them “invoking” somebody’s name. It had to be the man who had died here. Idiots probably brought a Ouija board too.

Aidan tried to pull away from the window, thinking of Beth, but still couldn’t. That’s when somebody in the crowd pulled a knife. Aidan felt chills run up his arms. Like goose bumps, but ice cold. Something reached out and grabbed him from behind. Jumping, he felt his heart stop. He spun around, managing the flashlight like a weapon, when he realized that no one had grabbed him. Instead, a little princess and fairy had joined him. Beth was physically shaking, and Marie was gripping her hand. There was a ‘sorry’ in both girl’s eyes. Aidan let out a breath he didn’t know he had been holding. He was about to suggest the idea of going on, when Beth tugged on his sleeve again. He leaned down. “Aidan? Do you feel colder?”

He froze. “What?”

“Cold. I just got cold. It happened when I got close to this house. Are you cold?”

This had happened before. Aidan had felt cold chills around places, and sometimes Beth did too. But this was too uncanny. What was happening here?

Beth peeped into the window. “What are they doing?”

Aidan shook his head, and put a finger to his mouth.

Somebody said something, and the knife was passed around. Aidan winced every time they… ‘shared’ the knife. Beth’s eyes were drawn to the middle of the circle. She began to stare into space. Marie was still gripping Beth’s hand. It was too odd for the both of them to be so quiet. Aidan looked at Beth, who was still and quiet. Neither of these happened together with her unless she was asleep. His eyes jerked back up to the window, when the circle went quiet. The next thing Aidan knew, his sister had ditched both their cousin and him and had darted to the door. She threw open the door and yelled at the kids inside. “Stop! You can’t do this! You don’t know what you’re doing!”

Some boy from the crowd looked up. “Go away, stupid kid. We’re going to get vengeance for Ben Johnson.”

“No! He was a bad, bad man! My dad told me that he got caught too! You’re just gonna make him madder by bringing him back!”

Suddenly, Aidan remembered. A whispered conversation between his mom and dad. Mom had asked about the cold feeling around the house. Dad said something about ‘trespassing’. But, how did Beth know?

The kid from the circle was saying something else, but a drop of blood dripped from the knife and hit a loop of rope on the floor. Aidan felt the cold grow worse just as fiber met liquid. Beth closed her eyes.

Appearing in the middle of the circle was a man in a robe. Hanging from his neck was a loop of rope. A hangman’s knot. Aidan felt his blood turn to ice. Warmth came from his sister. Balling her little hands into fists, she said, “No! You don’t belong here!”

Taking a deep breath, she opened her eyes, “Go back to where you came from!”

Aidan heard a car pull over in front of the house. Artemis burst from the soccer-mom van. She had on a beat-up sweatshirt, a pair of jeans, and was barefoot. Dangling from her right hand was a string of something that looked like charms. Stopping at the porch, she puffed, “What’s going on here?!”

Beth turned, smiling. “It’s okay mommy. I took care of it. Just like you said!”
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