The Trick-or-Treat Debacle


Ness woke up one brisk October morning, to the loud buzzing of his alarm clock. It was roughly a year and a half after the grueling war against Giygas had ended. Since then, he had slowly spent the excess money his dad had given him for his endeavors on all sorts of modern day items, which his room previously lacked. Along with the digital clock that awoke him, he now had a computer, a small-screen television, and all sorts of Nintendo memorobilia. (Free advertising!)


His clock read 5:00 AM. Just what he wanted to see. It was Halloween morning, and he had managed to talk his mom into skipping home-schooling for a day so he could make the most impressive costume in Onett. He planned on starting at about 5:00 PM, so he had a mere 12 hours to work on his entire Halloween ensemble. “Better get to work,” he thought to himself.


He quickly opened up his closet and peered inside for whatever materials he could use for his costume. He was dressing up as his favorite Nintendo character, Shy Guy, of the Super Mario series. Within his closet, he found a hockey mask, (completel with strap) and an oversized red robe, as well as a pair of blue shoes.


“How wonderfully convenient,” Ness exclaimed, tossing them all onto his bed. “Come to think of it, I could’ve probably slept in for at least another 4 hours.” Ness shrugged, and got down to business.


First he put on the blue shoes. They were a size and a half too small, but it would have to do. Then, he donned the red robe. It was heavy, and weighed Ness down. He finally strapped on the hockey mask, which was far too large. Ness walked about the room to test it out. The small blue shoes hurt his feed, the robe exhausted him by simply wearing it, and the strap on the mask snapped.


“Ah, crumbs,” Ness mumbled, throwing off the costume. He had no idea about what he should do for Halloween, which was approaching, quicker than ever. Ness checked his clock worriedly. 5:15! He had to think of something, and fast! He ran downstairs to find his mom sleeping on the couch, as usual.


“Mom!” Ness interjected, shaking his mother about to awaken her. “What am I gonna do, my costume broke!” His mom looked at him sleepily.


“Ness? Oh, you must be hungry...” she said, suddenly wide awake. “I’ll make you some steak, and you can scoot off to bed after that.”


“No mom, I need a cost-”


“Hush hush, Ness. Mothers understand these things.”


Ness ate the steak for breakfast, wondering how he went from making his costume to eating steak in less than a half hour. He finished it, and tried to get past his mother, who caught him, promptly sending him up to bed.


“Enough of this nonsense,” Ness complained, closing his door. “I really gotta make a costume, and fast.” He opened up his window, and hopped out, landing on the ground a story below.


He paced around Onett, hatching a plan.


“I know,” he thought to himself. “I’ll go to the clubhouse and see what I can muster there.” He trotted over to the forest, took the right turns, and made it to the wooden shack. He opened the door, and found a pair of of blue overalls, a red shirt, white gloves, and a cap with a familiar “M” on it.


“Man, these coincedences are getting creepy,” Ness said. He put on the clothing and looked in the mirror. The clothing was far too large, considering that everyone’s favorite plummer was pretty tubby. Ness changed back into his original clothing and left the Mario suit on the table.


“Ahhhh, nuts to this, I’ll just go and get a Pikachu costume at the Drug Store,” Ness said, testily.


Ness ran off to the shop, and burst inside. He looked at the near-empty rack of costumes. The Pikachu costumes seemed to be sold out. He picked out the last one that he could find: Drew Carey.


“Aw, come on,” Ness groaned. He went up to the clerk, and plopped it on the counter.


“I’ll take this...” Ness trailed off, giving the geezer five dollars. He walked home, and opened the door.


“Oh, Ness!” his mother exclaimed, noticing him from the dining table. “I’ll give you some pie, and you can go to bed. Now, don’t thank me, mothers need to be mothers, and I always thought that-”


Ness walked backed outside. “Guess I’ll just hang around out here.” he thought. He glanced at his wrist watch. 7:30 AM. Ness kicked a nearby stone in anger.


“What in the world should I do for 9 and 1/2 hours?” then, it dawned on him. There were different time zones! He could go eastward to Dalaam and get cracking! If he went through all the time zones, he could get more candy than he ever imagined.


“Time for some PSI Teleport!” Ness exclaimed happily. He twirled about and shot himself over to Dalaam, and looked about. It was dark out.


“Perfect,” he said, still proud of his grand idea. He whipped out his trick-or-treat garbage bag, and ran to the nearest house. He knocked on the door gleefully, and waited. A Dalaamese man answered the door, greeted by Ness in Drew Carey garb.


“Trick-or-Treat!” Ness exclaimed. The Dalaamese man stared at him for an awkward moment. Ness sustained his welcoming smile, but his heart sank in confusion.


“Trick-or-Treat? What is this you speak of?” the man asked. Ness’ smiled was wiped from his face immediately, replaced with an expression of dismay. It was a foreign culture. They didn’t have Trick-or-Treat.


“Oh, uh...Sorry, you see, we have this thing in Eagleland, where...uh...” Ness blundered, intimidated by the man’s cold stare. “I gotta go!” Ness darted away from the door, and used PSI Teleport to transport himself to Fourside.


“Better stick to places in Eagleland...” Ness said to himself, standing in the town park. The sun was setting, so it was around 5:00 PM. “Perfect timing,” Ness noted, whipping out his trusty garbage bag once more. He went from door to door of all the residential buildings around, gaining about 15 skip sandwiches and 5 tendakrauts.


“Ah, this sucks,” Ness mumbled, staring down in his bag. “None of this stuff is even candy.” Just as he was about to teleport his way to Summers, something bright caught his eye; an electric sign in front of the Fourside Bar! It read, in haiku,

Welcome one and all

Kids, adults, both short and tall

Halloween party!
Ness had nothing to lose, so he walked inside. Immediately, the din of laughter, cheers, and carefree partying overwhelmed his ears.


Suddenly, the bartender intruded. “Hey kid!” Ness spun around on the balls of his feet, facing the cheery fellow. “Wanna drink?” He pushed an orange brew in a large mug across the bar. “It’s pumpkin...Good!” Ness shrugged, and took a sip. It tasted great, so he kept gulping it down, until the goblet was dry. Ness slid it back to the bartender with a groggy face; apparently, it was alcoholic.


Ness burst outside. A nearby police on patrol apparently spotted him, because he marched over to Ness, who was stumbling about the park.


“Hey, what’s wrong?” the police inquired. Ness looked like a mess.


“Whatsa matter with me?” Ness responded, in a drunken stupor. “Whatsa matter with me? It’s Halloween, and you aren’t even enjoyin’ the good times...” Ness trailed off. “Good times...”


The police man looked at Ness, head to toe. It was obvious that he was intoxicated, and the Drew Carey costume led the officer to deem him insane. “All right rummy, I think I’ll have to call your parents. If you’d be so kind as to tell me their number, I’d-”


“Hey! Hey!  I saved the whooooole darn planet from some biiiiig monster, like, two years ago, so you better...lay off...” Ness had cut into the police’s sentence, but began nodding off again.


“The whole planet? And how’d you do that?” the police asked, musingly.


“It was...this fat kid...Pokey, Pokey! That was it. And he, he, took over the Montoli building, and he was...he had a helicopter!...He’s still out there, and stuff...He said he’d get...revenge...” Ness collapsed.

 ********


When he awoke, he was in the back seat of a police car, driving down a dark street in Fourside. He had apparently only been out for about 15 minutes. Ness peered out the window, unfamiliar with the surroundings. Ness waited it out, seeing if he had a chance to escape. He hadn’t been fighting for over a year now, but his strength was still phenomenal. Now, he just had to wait for the right moment. He slinked down again silently.


Five minutes later, the car pulled to a stop. He watched the officer get out of the front seat, and he felt his presence right in front of his car door, about to open it. Ness quickly sat up, curled into a kneeling position, reeled back, and fired off a PSI Rockin’. He mentally aimed at the door, and held back, not exerting full force. The car door flew off its hinges, striking the officer, throwing him off his feet. Ness lunged out of the doors, and checked his surroundings: a police station. The officer on the floor rolled over, groaning in pain. Suddenly, the door to the station flung open, two policemen rushing out, apparently alarmed by the loud sounds emitted by the PSI Rockin’. Both of their faces were expressing a mixture of horror and confusion. One reached for the gun in his holster, but Ness was one step ahead.


“PSI Teleport!” he yelled, flying away.


Ness arrived in Winters, the first place he chose at the spur of the moment. He looked about. It was a little less dark than Winters, but it was still getting late. Early snow fluttered down around him, bringing a smile to his face. In the serenity, he took a breather, then looked at his watch, still set on Onett time. 5:45. He was late for Halloween in his own neighborhood, but he didn’t care. He laid down on the snowy hill, relaxing. He took out a tendakraut, a plastic spoon that one of the houses gave him, and ate peacefully. Despite all of the costume blunders, troublesome run-ins with the wrong people, and the general pandemonium of the day, this one calm moment made it all worth it.
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