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On H allow een
by Emily Eddins
On Halloween
Everyone knows
Strange things happen
Nothing is forbidden
The children race ahead into blackness
Panting for breath begging for treats
It is fun to play at death
When you have so long to live
The night is open and alive
With freedom and wildness
We are all pretending to be
Something we aren't
Escaping our daylight selves
Stepping out of our usual costumes
And into any life we choose
Giddy with all that possibility
And I in my feathered witch's hat
Holding two drinks
As if I knew you would be coming for me
Appearing like a ghost on the sidewalk
You feel so real this electric night
We are alone
The only people watching us are pumpkins
Lit inside and melting with fire
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You whisper that you can keep a secret
And only later
Do I realize what you really mean
Temptation waits on coils in the dark
But I am weighed down by the haul
The children have dumped on me
Anything that tastes so sweet must be bad for you
Everyone will feel sick tomorrow
In the distance someone cries "trick or treat"
"You can't have it both ways," you say
While looking at me
And I wonder what compromises you have made
What have we both explained away?
We celebrate death one day a year
But die in secret every day
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