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Note to readers:
6 Halloween Costumes is
interactive fiction. The story is not linear and using only the
links within the story to navigate (other than a handy “back”
button) is the best way to avoid confusion.
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This is a story about Gavin. Gavin is an
eight-year-old boy who, like most eight-year-olds, believes that
the best part of Halloween is the candy. But he needs a costume
first. Gavin will need you to help him figure out what he wants to
be this year. When you come to a choice in the story, decide what
Gavin should do next and see what options present themselves. There
are six different costumes he may end up wearing. And a few ways
the story can end with Gavin missing out on the candy. Ready to
help Gavin pick out a costume? Oh yeah, there’s one more thing you
should know about Gavin. His sister is going to be a princess.

 


“I know you’re going to be a princess,
Jaina.” Gavin rolled his eyes at his 5-year-old sister. She was
always a princess for Halloween. And she had been wearing that
sparkly pink dress on and off for a week, which was only one of the
reasons Gavin thought she was weird. “But you can take the dress
off because we’re not going anyway for a long time.”

Jaina said, “I’m going to be a princess,”
again and then twirled around so that she could watch her dress
puff out. “What are you going to be?”

Jaina’s question was Gavin’s problem. He
didn’t know yet. He only knew that his mother was being completely
unreasonable about the whole thing. She had taken him and Jaina
shopping the previous weekend. Jaina picked out the silly pink
dress, but Gavin couldn’t decide which costume he wanted. His mom
had said at the time that if he didn’t pick one out, he’d have to
come up with his own costume at home. He hadn’t thought she was
serious. She apparently was serious. He had been bugging her for
another trip to the store all week and now it was already dinner on
Halloween and he had no costume.

More importantly, he had no costume ideas.
Gavin was getting desperate. Almost desperate enough to ask his
sister for ideas.

Should Gavin ask Jaina for
advice or try to think of a costume by
himself?


Don’t forget to select a choice. The story
won’t make sense if you read straight through.


​


Who needed Jaina’s help? Not Gavin. He could
make a great Halloween costume all by himself. He just needed an
idea. He decided to start by making a list of things he’d like to
be. Gavin found a piece of paper and a pencil and knelt in front of
the coffee table. He tapped the pencil against the table while he
waited for an idea.

Pirates are cool, he thought.

Gavin wrote “pirate” on his list.

I like Star Wars, he thought.

Gavin wrote “Darth Vader” and “Darth Maul”
and “R2D2” on his list. Then Gavin thought about some animals.

He wrote “tiger” and “elephant.”

He stopped to look over his list. Those were
all very good costumes. And he didn’t know how to make any of them.
Gavin crumpled up his list and dropped it on the floor. He needed a
different approach.

Should Gavin ask his mom for an
idea or keep trying on his own?

 



Don’t forget to select a choice. The story
won’t make sense if you read straight through.


​


Gavin wandered upstairs to his bedroom. He
began opening and closing the drawers on his dresser. Maybe he had
something that could work as a costume. He closed the third drawer
a little too fast and caught his finger. “Ouch,” he said. He stuck
his finger in his mouth while his finger recovered.

How could he find a costume in his regular
clothes anyway? Did he ever wear costumes to school? Of course not.
Gavin needed a different place to look. He went over to his closet
and opened the door.

“Ahhhhh!” Gavin screamed and jumped back.
Then he felt kind of silly. He had forgotten that his mom put that
giant teddy bear in the closet. The face looked kind of scary in
the dark.

Should Gavin turn on the closet
light or try a different closet?


Don’t forget to select a choice. The story
won’t make sense if you read straight through.


​


Light filled the tiny closet. There really
wasn’t much in there besides the giant teddy bear. A few shirts for
church and the shoes he was supposed to wear on Sundays. He usually
tried to get away with wearing his more comfortable school shoes,
but for some reason he felt good knowing those brown shoes were in
the closet.

He did not feel good about the fact that
there were no Halloween costumes in the closet.

Should he try a different closet
now or give up and start crying?


Don’t forget to select a choice. The story
won’t make sense if you read straight through.


​


Maybe there was something interesting in
Jaina’s closet. Gavin supposed it wouldn’t hurt to look. He just
hoped there wasn’t anything scary in her closet. He opened the door
slowly just in case. Her closet was fuller than his. She seemed to
have a lot of dresses. Obviously, he could not wear a dress as a
costume even if they weren’t too small for him. There were also
several extra pillows and blankets on the top shelf. Could a
pillow be a costume? Gavin wondered.

He wanted to get one down to examine it more
closely, but he couldn’t quite reach it. Gavin put one hand on the
wall and used the other to grab the bar under the shelf. He lifted
himself briefly off the floor and used the hand against the wall to
quickly tug on the pillow before he fell back to the ground. The
pillow also fell to the floor, along with two blankets that had
been on top of it.

The pillow and blankets made Gavin think of a
campout or sleep over. Both were a lot of fun. Neither were a
costume. He sighed and tried to throw the pillow back onto the
shelf. It bounced off the ceiling and came back and knocked him in
the face. “Oh, chomps,” he said.

He tossed it back toward the shelf. He missed
again, but at least managed to get out of the way before the pillow
landed on him again.
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