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Halloween wasn't always fun. To the ancient Gaels, who seemto have originated it,
Halloweenwasdeadlyserious. By October'send, thedark cameearly,thecoldneverleft

and death dwelt nearby. Surviving the coming winter demanded attention.

These Gaels of ancient Ireland knew of thin places - sacred wells, haunted groves -
where the veil between our world of stone and wood and another world of spiritand
imagination was flimsy. And at Halloween, they felt, these worlds were very close
indeed. Sothey dressed up toconfrontand confuse the demons of the other side, powers
they did not understand buthadtoface. They were saying to these forces, "Weare just
strongasyou. We can match your power for evil with our power for good. Y ou can haunt

usand harm us, butinthe end you are no match for us."

I read of thisin October 2010, when I was in Dublin. And while the revelry in Temple
Bar on Halloween —not so many ghosts arid demons asSt. Patricks and nuns and punks-

andflappersandhealthy draughtsof Guinness- wouldhardlyscare away theforcesof

evil, it sent my mind back.

Avyearearlier,afriendinvited metoshare Halloween with hisfamilyandneighbors. My
friend and his wife were splitting their time between some house guests, a neighbor's
party,andtheirkidsmakingtrick-or-treatrounds. AwarmOctoberevening withfriends

inthe suburbs- why not!

Turning ontotheirsidestreet, | encountered images ofthe other world the Gaelsknewof,
and I saw inthe kids' imagination anew defiance. The 5-year-old ghost declares that
ghostsdo notscare her! The 7-year-old in his pumped-up Bears uniforms telling the
worldthathe will be that fearsome Bear some day. The-8-year-old fairyisasregal asany

brideinWestminster Abbey. | parkedandjoinedtheparty.

My friend reintroduced meto hiswife's sister and to two guests she had broughtalong.
One was Dave, who worked with her. She had invited Dave because he had just been



granted custody of hisnephew, Sammy, and he hoped that Sammy, shyand newtotown,

would meetnewfriendsandhavesomefun. With Davewas Mike, whoturned outtobe
his partner. Wemade polite small talk, ate and drank, and faced threats of tricks with

treats passed outtomonstersatthedoor.

Myfriendlefttoescorthiskidsthroughtheneighborhood. Theiroldersonwasafearless
Spidermanatfive,amatchforany Green Goblin. Theirfour-year-old daughter (I'll call
her Maggie) wasa stunning ladybug, glowinginherred and black wings, fearlessin
flight, quick toshare her beauty withthe world. Their youngest, atwo year old, simply

tookitallin,amused and wiseand building hisagendas for nextyear.

Eventually, my friend returned. Maggie had lost a wing but hardly noticed as she

surveyed her Halloween loot. It was growing late, and the guests said good-bye. Mom

and dad would have to cope with sugar highs, but the night had been alot of fun.

Soon after, my friend told me some days later, when the kids were in bed and mostly

quiet, he heard Maggie finishing the day with her usual bedtime prayers. From the
bedroom came her gentle, grateful voice: "God bless mommy and daddy, and my
brothers too. God bless our grandpas and grandmas, aunts, uncles, and cousins. And God
bless my new friend, Sammy, and his daddy and ... " - a brief hesitation as reality

adjusted afteranevening spentconfronting witchesandghosts-"and hisother daddy."

Every day afour-year-old hasalotto learn. And every day she hasalottoteach. God

bless Maggie!







