
I like to think of myself as a pretty fun person, someone who is up for a good time, someone who can 

get at least a chuckle from a crowd once in a while. So I hope you, Dear Reader, won’t assume that I’m 

generally a Debbie Downer when I tell you that we just don’t do Halloween at my house.  

That’s not to say that we don’t dress up. We do. Year round. Almost every day. We’ve been all sorts of 

super heroes, medical professionals, county employees, spies, ninjas, “dirt workers”, and many 

identities long forgotten.  

And we eat candy. We are not allergic to sugar, refined or otherwise. We happily consume it, and while 

we do try to limit our intake, it is a rare day that excludes it entirely, especially when you start to look at 

the nutritional information on anything bought from a store. Yike! 

We also tolerate a certain amount of violent activity…of a certain nature. There is a lot of wrestling that 

happens with two young boys, and their little sister is happy to throw herself into the mix. It is hard to 

have a decent lightsaber fight without somebody’s hand getting whapped now and then. And if you 

know any little boys, you know that almost anything is easily transformed into a weapon of some kind, 

try as a mother might to curb this inherent magnetism. I will say that we refuse to let our games end in 

death; nobody gets killed at our house. People are knocked out or put in jail. And for the record, if there 

are any nerf guns or the like, shots must be aimed at non-living objects and never people.  

So why not do Halloween? 

 

Are you kidding me?  

 

Have you seen the disturbing stuff out there around Halloween, this supposed kids’ holiday? It is messed 

up! Things that would never be considered appropriate at any other time of the year are suddenly 

totally permissible, even encouraged. There is a desire to toughen kids up and dismiss any revulsion they 

have to these images. At a home improvement store I watched a mother make her child put his hand 

into a cauldron that had a skeleton hand attached. The item was made so the skeleton hand snapped 

down on the unwitting person taking candy out of the cauldron and I imagine it was intended to startle 

someone and elicit a slightly hysterical laugh in response. But here was this mom making her son 

activate the cauldron, which he clearly thought was a horrible idea. He could only have been two years 

old.  

I am unwilling to slingshot my kids into knowing any more than necessary about the darkness available 

in the world. They will be exposed to some of this along the way – heck, our kindergartener recently saw 

a classmate’s video game complete with zombies coming up from graves. Saints preserve us! (We will 

get into that another time.) I firmly and stubbornly believe that what we see and listen to makes a 

profound difference in our lives, the whole “garbage in, garbage out” concept, and I would not be 

holding up my end of the parenting bargain if I willingly put images of death, mangle-ment or injury, evil 

or frightening in front of my children and told them it was fun. Their little consciences would 



immediately put them at odds with me, and rightly so. Philippians 4:8 says “…Whatever is true, 

whatever is noble, whatever is right, whatever is pure, whatever is lovely, whatever is admirable, -- if 

anything is excellent or praiseworthy – think about such things.” And very little, if any, of the current 

Halloween fare makes the cut.  


