Tracy’s Troubled Halloween 
            Written by Jynt
The Introduction:

It was a sombre day; a lively one. The children were just starting to creep from their corners to lurk about on another lovely year, another lovely Halloween day.

Oh, who am I kidding. It was not another lovely Halloween day.

In fact, it was quite far from being Halloween. There were no decorations, broomsticks, witch hats or cobwebs (aside from the ones accumulating inside of Pokey’s excuse of a head, of course). The only reassurance that it was, indeed, October the 31st of 19XX, were the leaves on the ground and the autumn air.

The usual decorations and bags ready to be filled with candy were replaced with silence and cool, brisk bursts of wind throughout the streets of Onett. Everyone was going about there business, like it was any other day. Or so I thought.

I did not know what was going on.

I was not sure that anyone even remembered, contemplated on, or acknowledged the existence of Halloween. It seemed as if such a thing did not exist. Ever.

But, there was an exception. Only one person in all of Eagleland had any clue what Halloween was. You see, there was an event that took place to rob the people of Eagleland from their pumpkins and candy; it must’ve not affected me.

That unaffected exception was I, and this is my story.

10:00AM
I watched from a distance as Ness and his closely-knit group of friends (consisting of none other than Poo, Jeff and Paula, of course) were gathered in an alley way behind the drug store. They were completely unaware of the absence of Halloween, like everyone else. I spied in, and tried to listen to their conversation. It was not like I had never done this before, but usually one of them noticed. It happened a few times where I would suddenly here a scream of my name… “TRACY! Go away already…. don’t you have any friends?”

Something, however was different, because today there was none of that. They all seemed to be in a very sombre attitude, which made it rather difficult to understand their mumbles here and there.

I had just come back from the library, hoping that just maybe there was some evidence of Halloween in there, somewhere. Alas, much to my avail I did not return with anything that anyone would’ve taken as more than a child’s book. I would love to confront someone, anyone, about my predicament, but have decided against the following scenario:

“Hey, by any chance, have any of you noticed that THERE ARE NO PUMKINS ANYWHERE, NO GHOSTS, NO DRESSED UP LITTLE CHILDREN, and most of all, no Halloween????”

“What? *Smack* here’s 10 bucks kid, get yourself some medication…”

No matter how many times I play it out in my head it never works, and I don’t suppose it would turn out much different in reality. 

It wasn’t long before I noticed that everything was out of line, though a little awry that I didn’t notice until this exact date. I must admit though, that it did take me some time before I noticed. One week things were as usual, the next everything gone. Of course, I had reason. You wouldn’t have noticed either if you had been in the arcade 24/7 (actually, I had found this wonderful little game entitled “EarthBound”, you should really try it sometime if you haven’t yet). I’ve actually begun a fight with my sanity since I realized that I was the only one in this whole town of dead. I’m still trying to figure it out, though. I remember there being decorations and all of the hype that comes with this time of season until a couple days ago.

Speaking of a couple days ago, if I remember it was about that time that a girl around my age was rushed to the hospital. I hadn’t heard much about it, except that it was a car accident. In fact, I hadn’t really talked to anyone about anything in significance since then. Conversations had been little, and often just “Mom, I’m home – going to bed now, ‘night”. I decided to make my way to the hospital to ask about the girl. Someone there must know, rather than wasting my time questioning everyone else, I thought.

 By the time I arrived there it was already 

2:00PM
I strolled into the hospital like any other day, except that I couldn’t seem to find the receptionist. Anywhere. I wasn’t going to bother a doctor, or even one of the nurses, who seemed like they had enough people they had to worry about, with more complex and disastrous predicaments than I had. 

No one seemed to mind, so I started walking around patient’s rooms. The patients didn’t seem to mind either; most of them either extremely happy just to see someone, the others sleeping or too melancholy to bother to care. 

 I had weaved in and out of rooms – careful not to disturb anyone, as I wasn’t exactly in here because I was given the correct permission. I hadn’t seen any sign of the girl. Had she died? I hoped not, and was rather ashamed of myself for jumping to such a conclusion. Although I was rather spooked when I saw a table, with someone my size covered by a blanket; labelled only by the date of death – which was today. I told myself that she must be somewhere around here or had already gone home. 

Alas, I found nothing of her. I eventually decided to go back home.

Something, however that was perfectly normal was the fact that whenever I decide I should head back home it takes me forever to get there. In this particular case, as I was walking down the street where the girl had died when a piece of paper landed right on top of my shoe, as if it feel from the sky. Its headline read “Girl Dies from Accident on Local Street”, I picked it up and kept on reading:

“For most of us Halloween is usually filled with candy, but this year it will be different here in Onett. We all know about the car accident involving one of our children, but not that it eventually led to her death, two days later from the initial accident at 10:00AM two days ago. In the days anticipating her death she was trapped into a coma. We know that she was in our thoughts, hearts and dreams the last couple of days, and we can only imagine what her mind was dreaming before she perished. The majority of us will be postponing Halloween celebrations tonight to have a proper memorial for our beloved angel, -“. 

Unfortunately, that’s as far as the ripped piece of newspaper went. I could only make out the first letter of the girls name, a T.

I was holding back the tears, and sat down on the sidewalk. It was cold, but didn’t seem any colder than I was at the time. Just took a few minutes to contemplate how everyone else could have known about this, and not myself.

5:00PM
 I was starting to feel almost lonely, though I had seen everyone as usual. Just not talked to them.

When I finally got home I noticed that the door was closed. I didn’t realize until then that everywhere I went in the last little while doors were opened. It was an odd feeling to walk up to the door and reach for the handle.
In fact, it was so odd that I screamed. At the top of my lungs.
As I tried to decide on what in the history of Starmen just happened, I noticed yet another oddity.  That being, of course, that no one had seemed to here my somewhat loud scream. Ok, so I screamed really loud. 

I stood there and pondered in aw. What had just happened? My hand – went through – the door. I decided that I must’ve been imagining. I mean, I’ve seen many a ghost movie in my time, and I am no ghost.

And yet – I walked straight though the closed door into my house. I tried not to panic, but in all of my attempt to sit down and ignore everything going on it all started to unravel.

I was that girl, that girl that died. What else could it be? But ghosts don’t exist. I sat down, finally and tried to collect my thoughts

Date of Death, October 31st. 

First letter of my name is T.

I haven’t talked to anyone in a couple days.

I haven’t been doing anything for a couple days.

I JUST WALKED THROUGH A DOOR.

I couldn’t believe it. I felt sickened. Sick, just…so dead.

7:00PM
My mom walked through the door, just then, followed by my brother. I smiled as if they were going to come comfort me, and tell me everything is alright. Yet they didn’t. They sat down, with long faces like mine just turned into.

They looked at each other, and my mother burst into tears she screamed that she wasn’t going anywhere.

Ness just looked at her, and soon started talking. “It’s ok to feel like this, we all do right now, in one way or another. But remember, it’s a time like this where we have to hold on, and pull through. You can’t just give up and decide that nothing ever happened.”

“…”

“Come on…we should get to the memorial service…”

They abruptly left no sooner than the had came, and I was not going with them. To my own memorial service; mine. Nothing is mine anymore. I don’t exist.

I simply closed my eyes and muttered… “I did not want to die.”

October 29th – 10:20AM

I opened my eyes. I was laying in a bed. My initial thoughts were not to worry, things don’t get worse than they are now. The people around me started jumping up and down in joy. 

“What is this?” I thought, “So now they’re celebrating my death…”

I soon learned that it was quite the contrary. I was alive. I just looked at everyone awkwardly before asking everything I wanted to know…

“What’s going on?!”

Everyone explained everything…

When I asked about everything that happened they insisted nothing had. A car in front of the arcade hit me at approximately 10:00AM. I blacked out. I was unconscious for 20 minutes. It was now 10:20AM. I was unbelievably happy.

My day went from being like every other, to a nightmare, and now it was all a dream. It was all inside of my head, those 10 hours or so of hell. It was all over now.

And best of all, it had never happened.

The doctor turned my way to start checking me out, and said that it was amazing that I pulled though. I simply looked at Ness and said “thanks”, as to refer to his speech, that he never gave.

I wasn’t checked out of the hospital until after Halloween, and had totally forgotten about it by then. Of course, now, it was November. I had missed Halloween this year, but it was nothing compared to having things back to normal. Besides I thought, it must’ve been as good as every other year for Ness and everyone else.

“So Ness, how was Halloween this year?”

“Halloween?”, Ness replied, “What’s that?”

