To my fellow trick or treaters,

God.  I used to love Halloween.  Every year, with the consent of my family, of course, I would dress up real cool, and stroll around my neighborhood.  Back then my hood used to be huge, so Halloween was like my journey.  The only day of childhood where I had my own journey.


Halloween costumes are fun.  Yearly, nearing Halloween, I ask everyone about his or her favorite costume.  What was my favorite Halloween Costume?  Well, in pre-school I went as Tucan Sam, the Fruit Loops Bird.  The outfit itself was cheap, and poorly constructed but I was too young to know it at the time.  All I knew was that I looked rad.

I’ll never forget my Tucan Sam outfit.  I fashioned a Hefty plastic bag, with taped paper feathers and some kind of paper-mache beak.  I was proud of my outfit, and I walked down my streets asking for Candy.  “What are you young man?”  “Well, I’m Tucan Sam,” and the door person would hand over the snickers bar, or whatever goodies the door worker would hand me.  And I did this, and loved it.  For a night, I was Tucan Sam.

Later on, Halloween grew bigger and bigger, and kids started fashioning shaving cream, silly string, eggs, toilet-paper, and my friend once brought a stick of dial soap.  I remember our conversation distinctly.  “Soap?”  “Yeah, Soap.”  “What are you going to do with soap?” “I’m going to soap someone’s windows.”  “Oh, yeah.  Soap.”  Never did I soap one window, throw one roll of toilet paper, shaving cream a fellow trickster, or egg a neighbor’s house.  Typically, Halloween wound down to having a whole mess of Halloween delicacies and not willing to chuck, wipe, or throw any of it.  Yeah, I was innocent like that.  So a friend would start up the shaving cream, and we would mess up each other’s costume braving the vast treacheries of my front porch.

As I grew older, more of an emphasis was put on the vandalizing, drinking, and heathenism of Halloween rather than the good-natured spirit of little kids dressing up as secret agents and fruit loop mascots.

Just recently, I phased out of Halloween.  In fact, I spent my whole night studying English and History.

A few minutes ago, I looked out my dorm window and spotted two tricker-treaters.  One dressed as a ghost, and the other a witch.  Just the image of the two tricker treaters made me want to dress up in a funny bird suit, but I won’t.  I am just too old.  But the spirit burns hot in me, as it does for the two little kids trick-or-treating.

All I can do is wish them the best and remember the times when I was little, walking around with my Mom and Dad, dressed as Tucan Sam, taking my own journey.

Happy Halloween guys.  Make the best of it.  Before you can’t anymore.


Sadly, a former trick-or-treater signs off,

-Casey Toner

