Halloween

Halloween is upon us and I really have no idea how many Halloween-articles I have written over the years. At least it is so many that I don’t really know what to write this time. In the past I’ve written about the origins of Halloween, about different ways of celebrating Halloween, about ghosts that are supposed to be more ”visible” on Halloween, about the Great Pumpkin etc. etc. And then it struck me. I’ve never written about this: Halloween stinks!

Don’t get me wrong. I actually love Halloween. I love to decorate my house, to make jack-o-laterns, pumpkin pies, costumes etc. My big problem is that I have a sister, who was born on Halloween. At midnight. Not that she’s particularly spooky, she isn’t, but the thing is, that when everyone else is going to big, amazing Halloween parties, I have to go to her birthday party, sipping tea and eating cake all night. It’s not very entertaining and not very scary at all!

This year is particularly bad. I’d been invited to this huge party in London, but as my sister is my only living relative apart from my daughter (and a cousin who lives in another country and whom I never see!), of course I have to go to her party instead. Bummer. At one point she even called her birthday party off and I had my hair dyed chestnut for a very tricky costume I’d come up with for the London bash, but then suddenly her party was on again. Dang!

I’m really annoyed, as over the years I’ve only been to very few Halloween parties. I remember all my costumes. I’ve been the usual, you know, a witch, a vampire, a black cat, but I’ve also been Janis Joplin, the Mad Hatter and an oversized chimpanzee. This year I was going to be…but no, I won’t tell you, because I’m not gonna be that after all.
So when you go to all your fancy parties tonight, think of me, sitting there sipping my tea. I think I’ll pop in a pair of false vampire teeth, though, as a silent protest. But then again, she’s my only sister, so I guess I owe it to her to go to her tea party. Happy birthday, Sis!

@ Lise Lyng Falkenberg, 2009

