I love pumpkins. Seeing them for the first time each year always makes me want to squeal. The kind of high-pitched squeal that only a four yeah old can produce. If I was to pinpoint the origin of this excitement, I would say the time our house was overrun.				Dozens and dozens of waxy orange globes occupied every spare corner, each free square foot of cream carpet seemed to have sprouted another. Each sphere had its own curly stem twisting upwards. Jay shoved, he rolled the glowing fruit, using them as building blocks for his tangerine fortress. Jay was a builder that was how I described him.			Slowly over the weeks these fantastic balloons began to dwindle. We didn’t notice at first. That is until holes started to appear in our palace. Slices cut into the foundations. Earthy guts displayed across our Pumpkin Palace.							We thought a fruitless battle. Night after night more would be taken. Our cries and pleas on the deaf ears of our unrelenting gods. Until at last we fled the ruins, of our masterpiece. Now I know that every great power can be toppled but at the tender age of four, the defeat was devastating to my little heart.  
