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Jimmy woke up to the sound of his little brother blasting his favourite One Direction song in the room next door. He groaned, and pounded on the wall with his fist, desperate to get another hour or two of sleep. He liked Harry Styles just as much as his brother did, but not at such an early hour. Jimmy rubbed at his eyes, and glanced over at his alarm clock. It was a few minutes after seven. Why was his brother up at such an ungodly hour? The worst part was that it was a Sunday - the only day he was really allowed to sleep in all week. And it was Halloween.

Last night, Jimmy had been on his phone for hours, talking to his friend, Andy, who had recently moved halfway across the country to live in some Podunk rural town with horrible internet access. He’d fallen asleep sometime between three or four in the morning. He’d expected that he could stay in bed until eleven thirty, or noon. But that would not be the case, unfortunately.

He stayed in bed, thumping his fist against the wall twice more, until his brother finally turned down the music. Jimmy snoozed for a few minutes, then eventually crawled out of bed, and got dressed into jeans and a hoody. He went downstairs to scrounge up some breakfast. He was starving. 

It was a frosty morning. At this rate, there’d probably be a few inches of snow on the ground by that evening. The snow was a bit early this year; most years, the snow held off until mid-November. He wondered how parents would take their kids trick-or-treating. Did parents buy their kid’s costumes big enough to fit over their snowsuits? That would look pretty odd, if the kids ran around the neighbourhood bundled up in their snowsuits under their costumes. They’d be like little marshmallows. Or maybe they’d just wear their costumes, and wear toques with mittens to stave off the cold. He didn’t know. 

Jimmy rushed down the stairs two at a time, and nearly slid on the long runner carpet in his hurry to get into the kitchen. His brother, Cody, was already sitting at the kitchen island, staring at the cartoons playing on the TV. His cereal bowl in front of him was mostly untouched, his honey oats getting soggy. Cody stared at the TV, enchanted. 

“Where’s Mom?” Jimmy asked. “Is she already at work?”

Cody ignored him. Jimmy sighed, and grabbed the remote. He turned down the TV to a reasonable amount. 

“Cody? Is Mom still here, or did she already leave for work?” Jimmy tried again. 

Cody shrugged his shoulders, barely glancing his way. Finally, he looked away from the TV. “How should I know? I haven’t seen her.”

Jimmy’s temple throbbed, a headache blooming behind his right temple. He hunched over his breakfast, slathering his English muffin with grape jelly. He took a huge bite. 

“Y’know, it’s rude to ignore people. And it’s rude to play your music so loud – especially that early in the morning,” Jimmy told his brother. “Some people like to sleep in, Cody.”

“Not my fault you were up all night talking to Andy,” Cody said, side-eyeing him. “Normal people get up at seven or eight in the morning.”

“Yeah – on a weekday!” Jimmy protested. “But today is Sunday. Obviously, we don’t have school today. And I only work on Friday and Saturday afternoons. it’s not like we go to church or anything. Sunday is the only day of the week that I can sleep in.”

“Well, I wanted to listen to Harry Styles,” Cody said. “Not my fault you were up all night. I guess it’s only fair that I woke you up early – seeing as how you kept me up all night when you were talking to Andy.”

“Sorry, I guess I didn’t realize you could hear me on the phone last night,” Jimmy said. “I was trying to be real quiet.”

“This house has thin walls, Jimmy,” Cody said. “I can hear pretty much everything. And you were talking to him for hours. When did you fall asleep? Like, four in the morning?”

“Something like that, yeah.” Jimmy grabbed the rest of his English muffin, and slid out of the high bar stool. He was about to walk out of the kitchen, when someone put a hand on his shoulder. Jimmy flinched, and looked over to see who it was. Mom smiled at him, already in her work uniform. 

“Hey, Jimmy,” Mom said. She frowned at him. “Where are you going in such a rush?” 

“To my room,” Jimmy said. “Cody’s aggravating. I’m going to play video games for a few hours, and then I’ve got a ton of homework to do.”

“I need you to help me do something before I go to work. It won’t take long.”

Jimmy sighed. “Well, like I said – I’m pretty busy. Whatever it is, it can wait until after your shift.” 

“Oh, no,” Mom said. “Don’t think you’re getting away so easily. I need you to help me put up the Halloween decorations. You too, Cody.”

“Aww, mom – “Cody whined, giving her a disgusted look. “Do I have to?” 

“Yes, you do.” Mom frowned at him. 

“We’re putting up Halloween decorations this year?” Jimmy asked, squinting at her. He took a large bite from his English muffin. 

“Yeah, we are,” Mom said. “Look outside. All the neighbours have decorated their houses really nice this year. Orange and black lights, skeletons, fake cobwebs, inflatable witches and zombies. And then there’s our house. It looks so – so ordinary! I want to show them we’ve got some Halloween spirit. I want it to look nice for tonight.”

“Well . . . we don’t have to decorate the house,” Jimmy said. He gave her a half-smile. “The less kids who show up, the more candy for us, right? And we’ve got some fantastic candy this year. Chocolate bars, sour patch kids, bags of Doritos – you went all out. The less kids that show up, the more candy for us.” 

“Jimmy, you’re infuriating sometimes,” Mom said, giving him a slightly annoyed look. “I didn’t spend all that money on Halloween candy, just so that you guys can eat it all. Do you have any idea how expensive candy costs? I’ve got to leave for work in an hour, but I want to get a start on the decorations before my shift. Go on boys, go put your boots on.”

Resigned, Cody and Jimmy went to change into warmer clothes. His brother rushed outside in just his t-shirt. Jimmy slipped on his dark green rubber boots. It was too cold to be running around in just a t-shirt, or a hoody. He dug through the front hall closet, looking for something a bit warmer than his zip-up hoody. He found his Dad’s old Sherpa-lined jean jacket tucked away in the back of the closet, and he pulled it off the wooden hanger. He stared at it, feeling a sense of nostalgia and sadness wash over him. It had been a year since his father had died. In fact, this was the one-year anniversary. It was the same jacket that Dad had been wearing when he’d died. It had a few minor scratches and tears, and a faint bloodstain on the interior of the jacket. Jimmy had done his best to restore it to its former glory – he’d sewn up the rips and tears, and washed out the blood as well as he could. 

Jimmy slipped on the jacket, and buttoned up the large, silver buttons on the front. The jacket was a size too large for him, and the sleeves hung down past his fingertips, but he didn’t care. It still smelled faintly of his Dad, and that comforted him. Jimmy smiled and looked at his reflection in the mirror. He wasn’t as tall as his Dad, and he didn’t fill it out as nicely, but it still looked good on him. 

For the next half an hour, Jimmy stood on the rickety ladder, and helped his mom hang up the Halloween lights. They had strings of red and black lights, orange and yellow. And they set up a few plastic jack o’ lanterns. Cody had the easiest job – he was simply raking up the leaves on the front lawn, so that they’d be able to bag them up in the Halloween-themed leaf bags. At least Cody got to stay on the ground. Lucky kid.

“Are you feeling okay?” Mom asked, as Jimmy grasped the rungs of the ladder with whitened knuckles. “You’re looking a little green around the gills, Jimbo.”

Jimmy nodded, though he felt nauseated. He hated heights. Heights always made him feel light-headed. Normally, it had been his father’s job to hang up the Halloween lights. But now that his father was gone, it meant that he had to help mom with the lights. He was the tallest member of his family, as mom only reached up to his shoulder. He wished Cody was the oldest brother.

“Mom, can I ask you something?” Jimmy asked, glancing down at her. 

“Sure, sweetheart, what’s going on?” she asked. 

“Do you miss Dad?” Jimmy asked. 

Mom bent down and picked up a strand of tangled Halloween lights. When she stood back up again, she had a sad expression on her face. She glanced up at him, and began untangling the long string of electric lights. 

“Sure, Jimmy,” Mom finally said, passing the detangled light up to him. “Of course I miss him – every day. It all happened so suddenly. I mean, he was such a vibrant person. So happy, so full of love. And then one day he was just gone, y’know? His accident really crushed me, especially since I will never know what really happened that night. It’s been a real long year, I can tell you that. I’ll never know who killed him, or why. That bothers me. But we have to stay strong, Jimmy.”

Jimmy nodded. His father’s death had been so sudden. He wondered if it would’ve been easier to take, if his father had died in a normal way. But Dad hadn’t gotten sick with cancer
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