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BOO!!! ——TRICK-OR-TREAT! !

Ten days after my arrival in the United States was Hal-
loween. But I didn’t know that then. As you can see, I spent my
- first Halloween in a very strange and fuﬁny way.

It all started when my 'mom told me that I was going to a
party 2t our landlady’s granddaughter, JH’ school. I didn’ know
much English then, so I didn* really want to go. I was afraid
that I'd make a big fool of myself. Which I did. But that’s an af-
terword. [ went there anyway, despite my awful feeling, since
my parents urged me, and said it’d be a good chance for me to
learn more English. JH’ mother, JG, had been taking Chinese
lessons for quite a while, and she was going with us, which made
me feel better. I guess my parents were nervous about my going
without them, so before I left, they taught me two very impor-
tant words: water and bathroom. On our way to the school, |
kept on repeating the words silently so I wouldn’t forget them
and get myself into serious trouble.

JH’s school was big. The party was held in the cafeteria. 1

recall that it more or less resembled a European coffee shop, with
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little round tables and wooden chairs. There was a banner saying
“Happy Halloween” with a big exclamation mark at the end. The
room was decorated with balloons and streamers. It looked fabu-
lous, almost too pretty for words. Yet, it all seemed so foreign to
me, and 1 felt a bit uneasy. The atmosphere was peaceful at
first. But as kids started filing in, the room became a bustling
place, a feeling of joy and excitement filled the air. And no won-
der everyone was so excited, there were games everywhere.
There was a ring-tossing contest ., a horseback riding contest
(outside) seven a haunted house and much more. Never having
seen anything like it in China, I was fascinated. There seemed to
be a lot going on inside the small strange-looking house. Being a°
kid then, I tl';ought it looked like a lot of fun, so though I had
absolutely no idea what on earth was in there, 1 let JH take me
into the haunted house.

The room was nearly pitch dark. As I squinted my eyes to
adjust to the dim light, I made out a figure standing close by,
hovering over us. Oh, my goodness, it was Count Dracula. And
those teeth. Then a blood-curdling scream ripped through the air
as a headless woman stumbled towards us. We showed our good
manners and moved aside to let her pass. After that, we were
both pretty careful at avoiding trolls, ghosts and goblins. But the
Frankenstein really scared us. That big thing jumped out of
nowhere and threw a handful of candy at us. JH and 1 bent
down to pick them up and saw a lot of these little black creatures
on the floor with eight legs that could only be spiders. As we

rushed toward the exit, the candy we’d left behind was about the
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farthest thing on our minds. Then 1 stepped on something. [t
was kind of soft, but hard too, if that makes any sense. I made
the great mistake of looking down. A bloody lifeless body
sprawled at my feet. I had stepped on his hand. That did it. I
scrambled out the door with JH at my heels. When we finally got
out of that horrible place, we both fell into chairs nearby to catch
our breaths.

I was just beginning to regain my composure when I felt a
need for the lavatory. Suddenly, I realized I couldn’t remember
the word for “bathroom”. A wave of panic swept past me, but
then T gleefully remembered that JG had learned Chinese. She
should know, I assured myself. I tried my luck. This could’t be
happening; JG looked every bit as puzzled as anyone else. I was a
little angry. That was a very important word! Since she’d learned
Chinese, well, I was sure that she must have learned it before.
(I kind of forgot that T had also learned the word, but forgot it
just because I had gone through the haunted house. ) The point
was, you don’t go around forgetting words of such impor-
tance!!! JG, seeing that I was trying to tell her something really
important (she could probably sense it), looked at me question-
ingly. 1 told her again. I swear her ears stood up as I said the
word. Staring at her expectantly, I started a érn'all dayd;eam of
despair, thinking maybe the next minute she’d suddenly realize
what I meant, jump up, drag me there, blaming herself for for-
getting such an important part of her vocabulary. The blank face
that she greeted me with dragged me back to reality. I felt des-
perate. What should 1 do?
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Then, suddenly, JG did jump up, but she ran out the door,
leaving everyone bewildered, especially me. All that came to my
mind was that even if she didn’t understand me, she shouldn’t a-
bandon me. JH and I exchanged troubled looks. Though we
couldn’t communicate through words, I knew we were wondering
the same thing: Where did JG go? As we were just about to run.
out and search for her about two minutes after her
“disappearance”, JG came running over, carrying a big book. A
dictionary!!] How come I never thought about the dictionaries
that she kept in her car all the time? I didn’t need to be told, just
grabbed the dictionary and looked the word up. What happened
after that was almost exactly the way I had imagined. She practi-
cally dragged me to the ladies’ room. A look of relief swept across
her face. I suddenly felt hot in the face. Not only was JH and
some of her friends looking on, but a lot of other perfect
strangers also saw my embarrassing experience. I truly succeeded
in making a big fool of myself. Splendid.

Well, now as I look back on it, it seemed kind of ridiculous
of me to think that the others would laugh their heads off over
the incident. Sure, it was funny, even I thought so, but they all
knew that I didnt know much English, so 'm sure that none of
them wpuld sell it as an idea for some comedy. It was unnecces-
sary for me to worry. But I did learn my own lesson, and that .
was: no matter how scared you are, you should never forget the
most important words in your vocabulary.

- That was my very first Halloween.



Compared with my first Halloween, my second was a fairly
sad one with some painful memofies. It was also embarrassing,
but in quite a different way.

I was in School B at the time. There was going to be a pa-
rade on Halloween afternoon and everyone was expected to par-
ticipate. In their costumes, of course. It was a short notice and
Mom barely made it by whipping something up for me the night
before the parade. To tell you the truth, I didn* like it all that
much, it was hardly what you'd call a real costume. I was to
wear my fancy party dress as a princess’s gown. Mom made a
crown and a wand out of red construction paper to wrap it up.
The wand wouldn’t stay straight, so she stuck a chopstick inside.
That was pretty clever and it wasn’ all that bad looking, but
somehow, at that age, I just didn* like its contents. So the next
day, vyhen one of my closést friends complimented my. wand, |
told her in a complaining voice what was inside. To my horror,
one rich, and not-so-nice girl, overheard (I'm not sure if she was
eavesdropping or what) and laughed out loud. By the end of the
day, practically-every single person in the school knew that my
wand was made with a chopstick. Some of them made a perfectly
normal thing humiliating. It bothered me so much that I skipped
trick-or-treating that night and also the next entire Halloween.

| thoughf that I would never again have the chance to enjoy

that special holiday like all the other children.



Time flew by fast. Three years passed in a flash. I became a
big girl (at least that’s what I'd thought then) who knew her
English well. If someone reminded me that it was only three
years before when I didn’t even know the most important word
used in everyday American English, | ﬁrould probably say he was
putting me on (I guess the story didn’t get out after all).

My fourth Halloween in America arrived. School D was
holding a costume contest, and as always, I didn’t even think
about entering. It seemed none of my business. I guess the expe-
rience of two years before still left a sore spot. But for some rea-
son, 1 mentioned it ever so casually at dinner one night. Our
housemate, JM, enthusiastically asked me what 1 was going to
be. What was I going to be? Just what I’d always been. Noth-
ing. I told her so. | * |

“Nothing?” JM inquired, her green eyes open wide. “Hon-
ey, you can’t be nothing. You’re only, what, eleven?” I nodded.
I had just had my birthday ten days before. “Well, DM’ going
to be a little monster. Kelly, Ill help you make a costume. Even
if you don’t win a prize, you'll have fun goihg trick-or-treating
with him. ” (DM is her son. A cute little boy about five, a 1ittle;
monster at times. ) It was the first I'd heard of having to ‘take
DM trick-or-treating. In America, sixth graders who took little
kids out with them were considered dorky. I didn’t need to add

that to my reputation among the girls at school. Who knew
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