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. TRICKS OR TREATS

L[Lm/wﬂ' Jusa /M 451" d[?,m/dzﬂ/“?
h

en we ol sters n; stete Halloween

0y 4m[ oLt . 8 %ci M . Wﬂ("'[’(’W
away from the kids

but S
4744%«@4 m‘f’f o Vinl Aast”

I&Wmmt-abom ta;the Halloween

jast—past not a single youister showed up at our
7[ lr,(.é {/ {4 /}/Q lﬂé / /@(L /yn{,ég/ ,;/{(otﬁ/{ 7;‘21111//,,[
house'A Consequently my:w*ie—a;x@—:l;‘ vere left with

dnd

grutinous—mass—of, candy and assorted calgfies suffieient
A ,,
Zd/t[w Lot M(W M(&A v
to/{fese—a—l-x,f-e.tme We were also/left w1th a nostalgic

lump in our throats. Halloween off1c1ally dead.
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M Halloween began~by_.bm.b;ng-the—ka.ds

b oy W0

% stahe=ef bribery was already well

A
Unpler woy-

advaneed when our youngest daughter Gracie, now married,

/mam

was still in gramma.r school, That Halloween the school

M author1t1es)1nv1ted ’EIE ﬁ/the kids to show up at the

4%

local gym that night for free candy and apples and a
[tn‘ﬂ”*déf g

"galal costume Earty" with prizes for the most original
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getups. M%’\Mg*tz
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Our daugher Gracie went as a pumpkin, Now the

\ and tfpenat
ard toil and ingenu‘?t}}lthat went into ﬁ

\
our skinny daughter into a plump and illuminated pumpklA ;

ol Aten T
I cannot yet bear to contemplate/yn,w ,épt/ W

/1 O 1y Lraugh 7 o8y hod /7 Lomparizon e aéuﬂd,y 2 /\é’ e
AWe had to borrow a pickup gruck to transport her te-the.
i AL Y P P %;ie

gay, Teem we had to hold both, doors open eige to get /K_%

A 2
her into the F“"*‘W”f/ §

The gym was awa.sh with kids in all manner of costumes

M, ok A

ranging from clowns to swooping angels to snaggle-toothed

{ L‘a/‘/

witches complete with broom. But Gracie was the only

o Wt WW MW mW«//zM
pumpkin, and with them:;ﬂment end—indulgent

g A
myopia of adoring parents we assured our anxious child d/ /41/

.hcr{ﬁlze wa# in the bag. %40 we fw V77/7% WZ;M ,
sy wlong Wihi ol L Pl Jiond oty el
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At the mystic hour ofAn-ine o'clock-~-when my companions
would

and I when we were boys/most likely have been prankishiy
v fre!

putting our shoulders to ss outhouse--the superingéendent

had all the milling costumed kids line up for the

q/zfmé Loudollong “€

° A judging for the prizes. After much cemferring and

Vo A

i thar " womdd 46

proclamation it was decided this was—te be accomplished

L Jdies 4 ey fadly, et

by a syStem of eliminationﬁ/\ If a youngster was deemed

(el

eligible to remain in t?le final judging he or shzwas—%e—!:d—to.

remain in the Xxmx® line. fhose rejected from further

consideration Wsﬁ to the far side of the gym.
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My wife and I held our breath when the judges came L%Wylf /(24W'
7 4 dﬂm’ =7

i d. At Lok v 4/%/
«» our Oracie., They surveyed and calibrated her, s¢epped forward

7 o%l/ / Leyyurdicd
and seepped back, whispered a little-—and thes B‘R(/:‘ her to the

A % WW Sl WM/ -
far side of the gym! ur dear little pumpkin had been

: Lyt and

rejected. If you have never seen aAp&mm bewildered

pumpkin ourAGracie portrayed one that night. As the Q/EVP!/

peimting judges kept“/\steering and pushing her toward the,

side of the rejected,,\npr increduloustlittle pumpkin

M -/;/P‘f’l : P g
kept coming back’\ When M finally dawned on her that

Uty ; oA

she hadAfi@ly been rejected shocpee-r—eha-}j ran as fast

as a pumpkin can out into the night.




We found her crouched and shivering in the parked

1] -
cum‘&W e
pickup truck. To paraphrase the old song; '"Hewe you ever

ne 5
%
seen a pumpkin crying? Well Idhaye.'ﬁ It is not one of ’
I "‘W o i3 %ﬂf lvrinicl b~

the more rewarding experiences of parenthood. dAnd=it

j/:/iﬂﬂ/’ Mwmété ,‘W,l(/fj(f AN

has made—me mad-—over what my)bribing generation hes—%g‘

W .

dome to Halloween.
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Things were different when I was a boy. In those ‘/ﬁéﬂl‘

days we brought imagination and ingenuity to our Halloween

: £yy g’
pranks. We—were/pot to be baited and bribed by our

other) allurements of (organized glee., Me ran inApacks -

as free as the wind was not conformity but 4@1‘ L//

Lot

"divilment'—as old Dan Kane might’\put 6.
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All of which reminds me of theAHalloween rishé ve
old Luek/

turned our attentions to/Dan's flag shanty., Jn those
3 , ; ": « A
A days the principal railroad crossings in town were presided

over by warning flagmen, whe-—wepe mostly retired railroaders

who had lost an arm or a 1err to their craft. Between

nw'

e g4 5

trains they retired to their snug #ag shanties, cozy W/
i

/41/24;%7%“‘(’“"( T e -

places W1th leather benches and pot—bellled coal stoves.
Lind. o L{M W?
11:1:/t night{ekf the Lkammsx flagma.n anked hlS/fge so thg/ Zé[

place would be -wasm next day.
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If a boy played his cards righ’c--;\ha:u-l-i.ng in ke the

ﬂ/ WWL‘/ &f/ w %W*’?/

coal #kms &&e switch engine{ mEperiodically dumped off
A A
for the flagman's stove--he might get to wave the flag

ﬁ,1v’ W
foxl‘/l approaching trai md/-' even % squat im=the

iy AL

Ssrits—dRdcoryl
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"Why Mister Kane!" I horrifiedly said one day when

I had played my cards right and/lheé-—we-&ehod old Dan take
p , / ; : "‘ G i /
Z aky @ e C5
a fresh chew of |Peerless, work it up’\ and then spit—-a
dobptr/ Y ' g

sizzling stream

N onthontd

"Pay no mind, lad,"” old Dan

AW . 45
Irish brogue#which I despair of catching &y mere writing’dd(/ ﬂ[ Mg et/ &

szwm/ 4%{/22&%9 Vil 1+ Hibof by) ottty 1729,

s great for humidifyin' the athsmosphere."
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On this p /Z ular Halloween nishsé “t—ooourred—to us
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old Dan's

//
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W’
hyglene werel conspiring to leave,a

\f-ﬁbu& to topple Qsﬂ!w stu

rdily built raidsead

a paucity of outhouses

Muzﬂw
flag shantlesAnonotonously resisted our best, efforts

dudidndy 3

(—\
to unmoor them, S{SAth-:i-s—nig-ht we hit upon the heady

inspiration of putting a pail over the smoking chimney

of old Dan{'s darkened flag sha.ntyjﬂ M “%/M MM”’/




"But won't it asphix—-asphix--won't it ﬁp&nglzfe{ old
A /

Dan if he happens to be in there?" one of our number -/ﬂﬂ//ﬂ”ﬁ?‘iaé/

inquired.

o

"Naw," our leader assured us. "Anyway/I just saw p / ¢
i o ! 4; / Lyzw@,
t(/d Lé{l’/’/ %

L o Vit Wk
Dan at—his—beerding-heuwse settin' there reading the

A w A

néwspaper.,"

"Maybe it will set the place on fire," another

small conservative suggested.

pberby

"Naw ,}V’hen the smoke builds up all that will happen

J

M’? W A

is that the pail will sail in'the air."
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So like commandos we stealthily stalked Dan's flag

: ithb‘/%/ 6"7”/
shanty and hoisted the smallest of our Jand @into the

roof, where he gently placed the pail over the smoking

Ladl9  fot o

tin chimney. Then we racec}‘ to—a—nearby-recky knoll
A

there
and/numched apples and sﬂﬁlq%composed ourselves to

await t}*ﬁ 4:-91-9- of our pall &e the monn.
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/

Things did not turn out exactly according to plan.

Uy ae W< C’t&ﬂ

The pail stubbornly remained, where—itwas, BEEFEEl] welsids

4 A

W
kept the\ « Still nothing happened. /}
I

mhat we«expee%edf ddenly e
flag shanty Qgr burst open and a young locomotive fireman wd/ e

and a dishevelled woman—bpth in an advanced state of

dishabille--came choking and gasping their way out.
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\&W gilently watched this Halloween tableau

Homdly / livaid |

as the pair roped/tthe-ir—wa:y-ﬁo a parked Overland car.

When at length they, hrad—driven away we quietly removed
A

A
the pail from the chimneyf##and & ran home. /}7?? ’/hw%ff’

s Wﬂ/;; f/(fA ’ ‘M?%tf%%fyi

"Did you and your p.laymates have a®¥ fun tonight,

wh? A
son?" my~mther4 inquired, ¥ 1ooking/(over her glasses.

4

"Kind of," I said thoughtfully.

"You didn't get into any mischief, I hope?"

¢ ’ ) z ; A ; /
"Naw, Mom, but Halloweer‘l/td'oesrr‘ﬁeem;\what it used to

A

Kin I have an apple before bed, Mom? Kin I2?"

u

"Yes, M W W[ % W 24412 ﬂ,ﬂ? Zf;n/

W . / § i :
it . ¢ s P f // £ / / ‘ '% 4;1-‘ 75, ;
52 g\ﬁé iy bfpls ok 67 ik 1nid 7 7 ’e.,;

,\'A:nd—a-o /Qlother uneventful All Saints Eve had come and
{

<
%

gone.,




Written by:
John D, Voelker
Deer Lake Road

Ishpeming, Michigan
No. 45

TRICKS OR TREATS

by
Robert Traver

I cannot recall just when we oldsters first began stealing

Halloween away f the kids but I am quite sure that the theft
M & ey
is now complete., fonclusive proosAhmglt last Halloween not

a single youngster showed up at our house. While it is true
that we live a few miles out of town, in previous years the
little brigands began invading our premises with their loot
bags even before dusk, But this Halloween there were none.
Consequently my wife and I were left with emough candy and
assorted calories to start a confectionery. We were also left
with a nostalgic lump in our throats. The Halloween we had
newn/atiinselly ok,

This gradual erosion of Halloween was accomplished by
stealth rather than by strongarm tactics. We bribed the kids
out of it by the lures of free commnity parties and assorted
gimcrackery. In fact the bribery was .alrcady well under way
when our youngest daughter Cracie, now married, was still in
grammar school. That particular Halloween the school authorities
slyly invited all the kids to show up at the local gym that night
for free candy and apples and for a "gala costume party," with
prizes awarded for the most original getups. And the poor
trusting kids fell for it.

Our daughter Cracie went as a pumpkin, Now the toil and
ingenuity and expense that went into transforming our skinny
daughter into a plump and illuminated pumpkin--at the same time




keeping her moderately ambulant and breathinge~I camnnot yet bear
to contemplate much less describe. It is emough to say that by
comparison the designing of the first space capsule must have been
a breeze. We had to borrow a pickup truck to transport her in to
the gym. Once there we had to hold both big doors wide open to
get her into the building.

The gym was already awash with kids in all manner of exotic
costumes ranging from bulb-nosed clowns to mop.‘.ngﬂﬂhu to

snaggle~toothed witches complete with broom. But our Cracie
was the only pumpkin on the premises, and with the traditional
myopia and critical detaclment of adoring parents we assured our
anxious child she had her prize in the bag. Then we took our
seats in the stands dmwithdlthoothorwpmumd

complacently awaited the confirmation of ouz:A predictiony,

At the mystic hour of eight o'clockw-a time when my
companions and I when we were boys would most likely have been
putting our shoulders to our first outhouse--the superintendent
had all the milling costumed kids line up for the grand judging
for the prizes. After much huddling and conferring and florid
proclamation it was decided that this would best be accomplished
by a system of elimination presided over by three faculty judges.
If a youngster was deemed eligible to remain in the final judging
he or she would remain in the line; those rejected from further
consideration would be sent to the far side of the gym.

My wife and I held our breath when the judges came down the
line and stopped before our Gracie. They surveyed and calibrated
her, took two steps forward and two steps back, whispered a little--
and banished her to the far side of the gym! The unbelievable had




happened-~our dear little pumpkin had been rejected. If you have
never seen a lost and bewildered pumpkin our little Oracie
portrayed one that night., As the stern judges kept steering and
pushing her toward the swelling knot of the rejected, our
incredulous little pumpkin kept coming back in line. When finally
it dawned on her that she had flatly been rejected she ran as

fast as a pumpkin can out into the night.

We found her crouched and shivering in the;parked pickup
truck. To paraphrase the words of the old song: "Did you ever
see a pumpkin crying? Well I did..." It is not one of the
more enriching experiences of parenthood, In fact ever since
I have been irked by what my crafty bribing generation has dene
to Halloween.

Things were different when I was a boy. In those distant
days we brought imagination and ingenuity to our Halloween
pranks. Not for us to be baited and bribed by our oldsters by
free dances or candy or apples or prizes or any othnerr;”a;hod
allurements of communal glee. On Halloween we ran in wild packs
as free as the rustling windblown leaves. Our aim was not
conformity but sheer impish "divilment"weas old Dan Kane might
have put it.,

All of which remindsime of that far-off Halloween we turned
our attentions to old Dan's flag shanty. Back in those days the
principal railroad crossings in town were presided over by warning
flagmen, mostly retired railroaders who had lost an am or a leg
to their craft. Between trains these flagmen retired to their
snug shanties, cosy places with worn padded leather benches and




pot-bellied coal stoves. And on cool nights the flagman boarded
his windows and banked his coal fire so that the place would be
snug and warm next day.

If a boy played his cards right--sweeping the crossing or
bringing in the chunks of coal a passing switch engine periodically
dumped off for the flagman's stove--he might get to wave the
flag for an approaching train or even squat at the feet of the
proprietor in the flag shanty itself. .

"hy Mister Kanel" I hoprifiedly MA%%Q I had
played my cards right and/‘ut watching old Dan take a fresh
chew of Peerless, work it up into a massive cud, and ges deliver
a siszling stream against the glowing stove. "Why Mister Kanel!"™
I repeated.

"Pay no mind, lad,™ old Dan declaimed in his rich booming
Irish brogue which I despair of catching in mere writing. "It

makes a grand :piﬁoon, that it does, an' moreover 'tis great

for mmidifyin' the athsmosphere."

On this particular Halloween we kids met after supper on a
knoll overlooking old Dan's flag shanty. The smoke looked so
pretty curling straight up from the chimmey into the windless
October night. As we watched we pondered the possibilities in
such a tranquil scene.

Imagination was called for because early primitive notions
about conmunity hygiene and zoning were already conspiring to
leave us a paucity of outhouses to topple. And the sturdily built
flag shanties had monotonously resisted our best previous efforts
to ummoor them. Suddenly we hit upon the heady inspiration of




putting a pail over the smoking chimney of old Dan's darkened
flag shanty to see what might happen. It wasn't all mischief:
there was a certain detached scientific curiosity involved in
our pranks tmek in those days...

"But won't it asphix-easphix--won't it maybe choke old Dan
if he happens to be in there?" one of our band anxiously inquired.
"Naw," our leader assured us., "Anyway I just saw old Dan
settin' in the window of his boarding house reading the paper.”
™aybe it will set the;place on fire," mmr,“m%

conservative suggested.

"{aw, when the smoke builds up all that will happen is that
the pail will probably sail in the air.”

So like diminuitive commandos we stealthily stalked Dan's
dark and boarded flag shanty and hoisted the smallest of our
mumber up on the roof, where he gently placed the galvanized pail
over the smoking tin chimney. Then we raced back to our knoll
and there munched apples and composed ourselves to await the

expected trip of our pail to the moon. :
Things did not turn out exactly according to plan. The pail
stubbornly remained there as we silently kept the vigil, S5till
nothing happened. Suddenly our vigil was shattered. The door of
the flag shanty burst open and a young locomotive fireman we knew

and a dishe ed young woman--both in an advanced state of
dishabille-~came choking and gasping their way out.

Silently we watched this strange Halloween tableau as the
pdr/goimy toward a parked Overland car. When at length the
car lurched and snorted away we quietly removed the pail fromtthe
chizmey and ran home. My mother was reading the evening newspaper.




"Did you and yowr playmates have fun tonight, son?" she
dutifully inquired, looking up over her glasses.

"Kind of," I said thoughtfully.

"You didn't get into any mischief, I hope?"

"Naw, Mom, but Halloween isn't like it used to be. Kin I
have an apple before bed, Mom? Kin I?"

"Yes, son,"

So I quietly mmched my apple and then crept off to bed
and lay there for a long time blinking into the dark. Another
mmtﬂdﬂl%n)mha:lm and gone,




Written by:

John D, Voelker
Deer Lake Road
Ishpeming, Michigan
No. 45

TRICKS OR TREATS

by

Robert Traver

I cannot recall just when we oldsters first began stealing

Halloween away from the kids but I 2; quite sure that the theft
/"1¢4M¢4

is now complete.A)anclusive proos is that last Halloween not
/ A

a single youngster showed up at our house. While it is true
that we live a few miles out of town, in previous years the
little brigands began invading our premises with their loot
bags even before dusk. But this Halloween there were none.
Consequently my wife and I were left with enough candy and
assorted calories to start a confectionery. We were also left
with a nostalgic lump in our throats. The Halloween we had

as youngsters was
known/officially dead.

This gradual erosion of Halloween was accomplished by
stealth rather than by strongarm tactics. We bribed the kids
out of it by the lures of free community parties and assorted
gimcrackery. In fact the bribery was already well under way
when our youngest daughter Gracie, now married, was still in
grammar school. That particular Halloween the school authorities
slyly invited all the kids to show up at the local gym that night
for free candy and apples and for a "gala costume party," with
prizes awarded for the most original getups. And the poor
trusting kids fell for it,

Our -daughter Oracie went as a pumpkin. Now the toil and
ingenuity and expense that went into transforming our skinny

daughter into a plwump and illuminated pumpkin--at the same time




keeping her moderately ambulant and breathing--1 cannot yet bear
to contemplate much less describe. It is enough to say that by
comparison the designing of the first space capsule must have been
a breeze. We had to borrow a pickup truck to transport her in to
the gym. Once there we had to hold both big doors wide open to
get her into the building.

The gym was already awash with kids in all manner of exotic
costumes ranging from bulb-nosed clowns to swooping angies to
snaggle-toothed witches complete with broom. But Jur Gracie
was the only pumpkin on the premises, and with the traditional
myopia and critical detachment of adoring parents we assured our

anxious child she had her prize in the bag. Then we took our

seats in the stands along with all the other proud parents and

complacently awaited the confirmation of our’gre!ictionéﬁ

At the mystic hour of eight o'clock-—a time when my
companions and I when we were boys would most likely have been
putting our shoulders to our first outhouse--the superintendent
had all the milling costumed kids line up for the grand judging
for the prizes. After much huddling and conferring and florid
proclamation it was decided that this would best be accomplished
by a system of elimination presided over by three faculty judges.
If a youngster was deemed eligible to remain in the final judging
he or she would remain in the line; those rejected from further
consideration would be sent to the far side of the gym.

My wife and I held our breath when the judges came down the
line and stopped before our Gracie. They surveyed and calibrated
her, took two steps forward and two steps back, whispered a little—-

and banished her to the far side of the gym! The unbelievable had




happened--our dear little pumpkin had been rejected. If you have
never seen a lost and bewildered pumpkin our little Gracie
portrayed one that night. As the stern judges kept steering and
pushing her toward the swelling knot of the rejected, our
incredulous little pumpkin kept coming back in line. When finally
it dawned on her that she had flatly been rejected she ran as

fast as a pumpkin can out into the night.

We found her crouched and shivering in the;parked pickup
truck. To paraphrase the words of the old song: 'Did you ever
see a pumpkin crying? Well I did..." It is not one of the
more enriching experiences of parenthood. In fact ever since
I have been irked by what my crafty bribing generation has done
to Halloween.

Things were different when I was a boy. In those distant

days we brought imagination and ingenuity to our Halloween

pranks. Not for us to be baited and bribed by our oldstiai/by

free dances or candy or apples or prizes or any otherA rganized
allurements of communal glee. On Halloween we ran in wild packs
as free as the rustling windblown leaves. Our aim was not
conformity but sheer impish "divilment"-—as old Dan Kane might
have put it.

All of which remindsime of that far-off Halloween we turned
our attentions to old Dan's flag shanty. Back in those days the
principal railroad crossings in town were presided over by warning
flagmen, mostly retired railroaders who had lost an armm or a leg

to their craft. Between trains these flagmen retired to their

snug shanties, cozy places with worn padded leather benches and




pot-bellied coal stoves. And on cool nights the flagman boarded
his windows and banked his coal fire so that the place would be
snug and warm next day.

If a boy played his cards right--sweeping the crossing or
bringing in the chunks of coal a passing switch engine periodically
dumped off for the flagman's stove--he might get to wave the
flag for an approaching train or even squat at the feet of the
proprietor in the flag shanty itself. : SRy

"Why Mister Kane!" 1 horrifiedly sai%*one day when I had
played my cards right andﬁsat watching old Dan take a fresh
chew of Peerless, work it up into a massive cud, and them deliver
a sizzling stream against the glowing stove. 'Why Mister Kane!"
I repeated.

"Pay no mind, lad," old Dan declaimed in his rich booming

Irish brogue which I despair of catching in mere writing. "It

makes a grand spi}son, that it does, an' moreover 'tis great

for humidifyin' the athsmosphere.”

On this particular Halloween we kids met after supper on a
knoll overlooking old Dan's flag shanty. The smoke looked so
pretty curling straight up from the chimney into the windless
October night. As we watched we pondered the possibilities in
such a tranquil scene.

Imagination was called for because early primitive notions
about community hygiene and zoning were already conspiring to
leave us a paucity of outhouses to topple. And the sturdily built
flag shanties had monotonously resisted our best previous efforts

to ummoor them. Suddenly we hit upon the heady inspiration of




putting a pail over the smoking chimney of old Dan's darkened
flag shanty to see what might happen. It wasn't all mischief:
there was a certain detached scientific curiosity involved in
our pranks kaek in those days...

"But won't it asphix~-asphix—-won't it maybe choke old Dan
if he happens to be in there?" one of our band anxiously inquired.

"Naw," our leader assured us., "Anyway I just saw old Dan

settin'! in the window of his boarding house reading the Zeyspaper."

"Maybe it will set thepplace on fire," a,notherA small
conservative suggested.

"Naw, when the smoke builds up all that will happen is that
the pail will probably sail in the air."

So like diminuitive commandos we stealthily stalked Dan's
dark and boarded flag shanty and hoisted the smallest of our
number up on the roof, where he gently placed the galvanized pail
over the smoking tin chimney. Then we raced back to our knoll
and there munched apples and composed ourselves to await the
expected trip of our pail to the moon.

Things did not turn out exactly according to plan. The pail
stubbornly remained there as we silently kept the vigil., Still
nothing happened. Suddenly our vigil was shattered. The door of
the flag shanty burst open and a young locomotive fireman we knew
and a disheve}zgd young woman--~both in an advanced state of
dishabille-—came choking and gasping their way out.

Silently we watched this strange Halloween tableau as the

groped
pair/blindly toward a parked Overland car. When at length the
car lurched and snorted away we quietly removed the pail fromtthe

chimney and ran home. My mother was reading the evening newspaper.




Did you and your playmates have fun tonight, son?" she
dutifully inquired, looking up over her glasses.

"Kind of,™ I said thoughtfully.

"You didn't get into any mischief, I hope?"

"Naw, Mom, but Halloween isn't like it used to be. Kin I
have an apple before bed, Mom? Kin I?V

"Yes, son,”

So I quietly munched my apple and then crept off to bed

and lay there for a long time blinking into the dark. Another

)
uneventful All Saints Eve had come and gone.




