
“Tracy, stand still!” her mum said, laughing a little.

“It’s Halloween, it’s Halloween!” Ness and Tracy chanted together, giggling as they attempted to dance together around the living room. Their mum half-heartedly attempted to restrain them so she could finish buttoning Tracy’s long robe. Somehow, the seven-year-old girl had decided that she wanted to be a judge after going with her parents to the trial of a university student named Frank. He had apparently been destroying public property, and Tracy’s father had been a witness. Frank had been given a hundred hours of community service, but no one really believed he would change.

Eight-year-old Ness was a superhero, as he had been every year for the past three years. At age five, he had declared that he wanted to save the world and crush the bad guys. His mum had kissed him and told him to go for it… when he grew a little. For now, Ness just dressed up for Halloween. 


“Look Ness, I’m a judge!” Tracy cried delightedly, draping the curly gray wig lying on a nearby chair over her head. 


“I’ll capture the bad guys and you send them to jail!” Ness declared. 


“Yay!” Tracy cried, and promptly ran into the kitchen table. The table shook and the crock-pot, which contained her mum’s chili, fell. Tracy saw it and ran out of its path, but in doing so, the curly wig slipped off her blonde head and remained in the path of the falling chili. The three occupants of the room could only watch in horror as chili covered the tangled wig and the crock-pot hit the floor with a loud clanging noise, bounced once, and rolled onto its edge. The plug crashed uselessly to the floor beside it. 

“My wig!” Tracy cried in horror. Indeed, it was immediately apparent that the wig was destroyed beyond all hope of recovery. 


“Oh Tracy…” her mum said, as it became clear that the girl was about to cry. “We can arrange your own curls… not all judges wear wigs anymore…” It was too late. Great tears flooded Tracy’s amber eyes and she fell to the floor and bawled. Her mum ran to her side and stroked her golden curls as she cried, murmuring useless words of comfort. Ness had not moved, but stood watching the scene, his hands fisted at his sides. 


“I’ll be back,” he said quietly. 


“Ness?” his mum asked in surprise and confusion. But the boy turned and ran from the room. A moment later the two girls heard the slam of the front door. Tracy stopped crying to ask where Ness had gone. 


“I do not know, little one,” her mum said softly. “But I do know this. He will not return until he has found you a new wig.”


Ness was in fact running down the long path from his house to Onett proper. His amber eyes were narrowed in determination. He was not completely sure of what he was doing, but he knew that he did not want his little sister to cry, and to do that, he had to find her a wig. 

The house of the judge was halfway between Onett and Twoson, which was a long way for even an athlete like Ness to walk. The judge herself was a cranky old lady who was known for her lack of patience, especially with anyone under thirty. However, she had the only judge’s wig Ness knew about, and so it was to her house that he would go. 


It was a windy day, and Ness wished he had thought to bring a jacket. Leaves danced about his ankles as he walked past the library and onto paved roads. Few people were out, as the kids were all getting their costumes ready and mums and dads were rushing about buying last minute costume additions. Ness crossed downtown Onett quickly and without incident. However, several university students who he recognized as friends of Frank from the trial last year were hanging around the arcade. 


“Dude, Frank, Ivan, Peter, Nick, and I are going to dress up as sharks and egg the Mayor’s car tonight,” one was saying to another as Ness approached.


“Come on! Frank hasn’t even finished his last bout of community service and he wants to get more?” the other asked, lighting a cigarette. “Why sharks?”


“I don’t know. Maybe he’s planning on starting a gang.”


“The shark gang.”


“Cool.”


“Hey, what’s that kid doing out here?” They both looked at Ness as he passed them.

“Hey kid,” the one not smoking said. “This is shark gang territory.” Both students laughed. “You afraid?” Ness looked up at them, startling both boys with the intensity of his amber gaze. 

“No,” he said loudly and clearly, “I am not afraid, because there is something I must do.” He turned from them and continued down the road that led to Twoson. 


“Uh… what?” one of the future Sharks asked, but Ness was already out of earshot. He continued down the road until he saw the small house of the judge. To his shock, there was a large moving van outside. The judge was standing in front of it, directing the movers. They did not look happy at the imperious tone of her words. 

“What’s going on?” Ness asked in surprise. The judge looked down at him.


“Use your eyes, boy,” she snapped. “I’m moving. It would take something major to make that Frank character change and I certainly don’t want my car egged tonight.”


“But… you can’t move!” Ness cried. “You’re our only judge.”


“I certainly can,” she said. “A nice little family with a kid a bit older than you already bought this place. The kid was sniveling about not having enough room for his mice, if I recall. Nice people though, over all. Now what did you come here for? As you can see, I am rather busy.” 


“I just wanted to borrow your wig for my sister’s Halloween costume,” Ness said sadly. “We thought you were really cool at Frank’s trial, and now you’re leaving.” For an instance, the judge’s perpetual scowl softened as she looked at the sad boy. 

“You there, bring me the box in my bedroom!” she called to one of the movers. He rolled his eyes and put down the dresser he was carrying and went back inside. A moment later he emerged with a large hatbox. She opened it and pulled out a large, curly, gray wig. 


“Tell you what, kid,” she said. Ness looked up nervously. “I can buy another one of these once I get to Fiveton. You can have this if you promise to stop Frank and his buddies, okay? You’ve got potential, that much I can tell.” Ness grinned.


“Okay,” he said, taking the wig. “Thanks.”


“Good boy,” she said abstractly. “That should be the last of it then.” She put the hatbox in the truck and climbed into her car. Ness watched it drove down the road to Twoson, followed by the large moving truck, and rounded the corner. Only then did he turn around, avoid a few roadblocks and walk back through Onett and up the hill to his home. Tracy was waiting outside and she ran to greet him as he crested the hill. 


“Ness, you got a wig!” she cried happily.


“Yep, and it’s real too! The judge herself gave it to me!” Ness said happily. 


“Really? Cool!” Tracy said, putting it on. 


“Ness, dear, come change into your costume too,” his mum said from the doorway. “It will be dark soon, after all.” 


“I promised the judge I would save Onett,” Ness said. He went past his mum and went inside to get his superhero costume, leaving his mum slightly confused, but smiling a little. Ten minutes his emerged fully dressed and ran with Tracy to their neighbors’ house. 


“Trick-or-treat!” both called happily went Pokey, dressed as a super villain, answered the door. He and Picky, dressed as an alien, emerged and the four children ran down the path to town to trick-or-treat. 

