I had come home from work very late and very tired. It was already dark and had turned very cold for the day.   All I could think of was getting my clothes off and jumping into my P.Js and socks, getting a bowl of hot soup and settling down on the couch.

With my bowl in hand, I grabbed the remote control of the TV and sat down on the couch.  Before I turned on the TV, I grabbed the blanket and tucked my feet, set my bowl in my lap and being settled started to hit the power button on the remote.  

Then I heard it.  Mumbling outside the living room window, which was beside the couch I sat on.  My first thought was, “Who is walking around the side of my house this time of night? And, what were they talking about?”  It sounded like a man’s voice.  

My heart went to my throat as it pounded so loud in my head I could hardly think.  My chest literally thumped.  I was so nervous I couldn’t get my breath.  What was I suppose to do?  

Thank goodness the curtains were drawn and they couldn’t see me.  But I could see them.  One was tall and had what looked like the old fashion afro American type hair style.  Another had a tall hat and another looked like he had a hat with spikes on top.
However, I realized if they were going around the side of the house then they were probably headed for the glass doors in the back of the house.  If they did that, they would see me sitting on the couch.  So I slipped down and off the couch on to all fours so they couldn’t see me since the back of the couch was facing the door. 

Sure enough, they pecked on the back door.  Oh, please let it be locked.  I always kept it locked but what if one time I had forgotten.  They knocked once more.  They didn’t say anything and I didn’t move.  I was even afraid if I breathed they could hear me.  

Finally, they left and I could hear then walk back around the house.  Then they knocked on the front door.  By now my curiosity was getting to me.  Who in the world was this?  

So, I crawled to the hall, stood up then took small, soft baby steps so I wouldn’t make the floor squeak.   As I approached the door I put up both hands, thinking please don’t let them crash through the door or worse have a gun and shoot through the door!
Like someone doing a push up against the door, I leaned over to peek through the peephole.  Just as I did the doorbell blurted out!  The timing of the doorbell and me looking through the peephole gave me such a shock that I screamed.  

Knowing they knew I was now there, I looked again through the peephole.  Then I just had to laugh.
I opened the door and found my grand daughter, with the rest of her family on my door stepped all dressed up.  Morgan was a kitty cat with perky ears, her Daddy had on a rainbow curly wig and her mother had on a witch hat.   Yep, they were dressed up.  In my rush home and with my one-track mind heading for rest, I had forgotten about Halloween. 

They thought they would just come around the back of the house like they always do.  Apparently, Eli the dog had been doing the pecking on the door.  He always dresses like an angel, which he is not.  

Living out in the country I don’t get many trick or treaters.  Being so late, they couldn’t go anywhere else for more tricks, so we popped corn and settled on the couch and they all watched TV with me.  Including Eli.  

