
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Happy Halloween, Mrs. Macabre

        

        
        
          The Mrs. Macabre Chronicles, Volume 4

        

        
        
          Austin Ray Bouse

        

        
          Published by Austin Bouse, 2024.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      HAPPY HALLOWEEN, MRS. MACABRE

    

    
      First edition. April 30, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Austin Ray Bouse.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8227067333

    

    
    
      Written by Austin Ray Bouse.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Austin Ray Bouse

	    

      
	    
          
	      The Mrs. Macabre Chronicles

          
        
          
	          Mrs. Macabre

          
        
          
	          Merry Christmas, Mrs. Macabre

          
        
          
	          Mrs. Macabre And The Fear King

          
        
          
	          Happy Halloween, Mrs. Macabre

          
        
          
	          Lenore

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Austin Ray Bouse’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To my parents and my Universal Family. Special thanks to my editor, Francesca Leon, for always making my words better. 

      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


1.

OCTOBER


[image: ]




––––––––

[image: ]


I would like, if I may, to take you on a strange journey. Granted, if you have read previous adventures of Mrs. Macabre and the twins Jane and Catie Gracey, then you already know just how strange this journey could get. This particular adventure, however, shall not be focused on the Gracey twins. 

Instead, the spotlight shall be taken mostly by their dear friend and fellow monster lover, Abraham Vasquez.  It is a story that is frightening, magical, and even a little melancholic. 

Autumn would not have it any other way, of course. 

Seasons were unfamiliar to Bram. That is to say, when one spends their early childhood living in the state of Florida, one does not experience seasons so much as feel them. Each turning of the annual cycle does not bring with it a change of the leaves on the trees or drops of snow. In Florida, the seasons either consist of humid and rainy in the spring, more humid and rainy in the summer, a little less humid and a little less rainy in the fall, and cool in the winter. 

But now that he lived in the northern part of the United States, he was able to truly experience the seasons in all of their glory. Winter brought the icy chill and blankets of snow. Spring brought the resurrection of green and the reprisal of bird song. Summer brought the warm rays of the sun.  And autumn? What autumn brought was above all other seasons. What autumn brought was. . . 

Halloween Time.

The leaves became beautiful golden orange, the wind whipping through them, making ghostly cries. Sweaters were removed from closets and fires were lit in backyards or on camping trips. The twilight of the evening shimmered and glowed like spirits of old tales creeping into the modern world. Pumpkins were picked from fields, ready to be carved with grinning faces of ghoulish glee. Corn mazes were raised in fields, beckoning strangers into their long and twisty tunnels. Bundles of hay were hauled onto vehicles for those daring to take a ride in so-called haunted woods. Skeletons of plastic bones were hung on branches. Witches’ cauldrons brewed with sweet nectar from the grocery stores. Costumes and masks were raided in stores for devilish disguises.  

Bram ate up all of the sights, scents, and wonders of October like it was a bag of candy that would never empty.

It was also a time to be spent with friends. In Bram’s particular case, it was with the Gracey twins. 

Being an only child, there is a certain aloneness that is essential to having no siblings. Not loneliness exactly but a strange island of You that one is born on. Having moved from one state to the other was an unmooring experience to have, but to also have that same experience be one that does not come with the reward of many friends? That feels more like being stranded on an island than anything beforehand. Luckily, Jane and Catie found his emotional message in a bottle one day during lunch hour and they had been the closest of companions ever since. Bram had felt a kinship with the girls that he’d never felt elsewhere. Their love of the spookier side of life matched his own and filled his heart with warmth like a lit jack-o-lantern.

The Gracey twins also had a secret.

Jane and Catie were not just girls who loved monsters, they knew monsters, as well. They were dear friends with a witch named Mrs. Macabre who would take them on adventures in the Hallowland, a place that Bram thought was like Oz by way of Edgar Allan Poe. A magical dream world of monsters of all variety and foggy nights filled with the sounds of bat wings and the howl of werewolves. It was an absolute revelation for him. All of the things that he had read obsessively for as long as he could string sentences together were here! In the flesh! He could see any beast or monster he wished. A dreamland that was no longer contained to his imagination alone. It was real and it was true.

Even in the Real World, he and the twins would find their fun where ever they could outside of the Hallowland. They would swap books from their favorite spooky authors, tell ghost stories under the brilliant beam of a flashlight in graveyards. They would even preform their own version of The Rocky Horror Picture Show in front of the TV, mimicking every dance move and silently mouthing along to the songs on screen. Like the Hallowland, there was something that felt forbidden to these adventures. As if they were all getting away with something. They were, of course, getting away with being themselves. 

Bram, more than any of them, knew the heavy price of being himself. 

When he was smaller, Bram’s favorite story was The Adventures Of Pinocchio by Carlo Collodi. After his parents would close the book after the billionth time reading it, he would shout, “de nuevo! De nuevo!” Causing his bed to rattle as he hopped up and down under the covers. He loved the excitement, the magic, the strangeness, and the mischief of the living puppet. But most of all, he shared a kinship with the wooden hero of the story because they shared the same dream. They both wanted to be a Real Boy. As he grew older, Bram’s dream came true, not by the kiss of a fairy, but by the medicine of a doctor. 

With this medicine came the slow changing of his body. He was also given short haircuts and most recently a binder to hold his developing chest. Every morning, he woke up feeling free from the cage of the gender the world assigned to him at birth.

Still, like Pinocchio, there were people out in the world who meant him harm. He thought himself lucky to not have any physical threats come his way. But he was acutely aware by the whispers and looks that he would get from time to time.

Especially from the school bully, Courtney Clearwater.

With her bright blonde hair, her bleach white teeth, and her perfectly pink lips, Courtney was always looking for ways to hurt him with her words. Just this past week, she had shot an arrow at his heart. He and the Gracey twins were walking to their next class when Courtney flew over to them, circling her prey.

“Hey, Bram, what are you going to be for Halloween? A boy?” She asked, then looking him up and down with her eyes of blue fire, came the punchline, “Then you should get a better costume.”

“Your zits are showing,” Catie slung back at her while Jane hissed like a cat. Bram appreciated the twins’ efforts to defend him, but the wounded Courtney would always come back for more. Hungry for the shame that was evident on his face.

“Ignore her,” Jane told him once.

“She’s just jealous because you’re cooler than her,” Catie would smile and wrap an arm around him. The damage to his heart would heal ever so slightly by his love for the two girls.

Their words were a balm, but something was off about them. Not wrong, but not quite right, either. The Gracey twins were bullied by Courtney just as much as he was, and they certainly got strange looks from others, but that was mostly due to a weirdness that was tolerated by the rest of the world. 

Bram was accepted by his friends and his parents, but they would never know what it was like to be considered unnatural by certain people in the world. People who thought that you were confused. People who thought you were sick. People who thought you were making the rest of the world worse just by being yourself.

“People are so strange in your world,” Mrs. Macabre told him once while handing him a cup of swamp water from the kitchen. “All they care about is what the outside of a person is like. We here in the Hallowland only care about the inside. That is where all the warm and gooey parts are, anyways.”

He smiled back at her and a small part inside his heart wanted to spill out all of his grief to her. But he had learned very quickly early on that, if you wanted to keep yourself safe, you had to be silent. He would speak what was on his mind on occasion, but he always kept himself in check. His fear of being attacked built an armor around him that he thought was wise, but if protecting himself meant not saying what he was feeling, then what was the point of even being a person?

Since finding his family outside of his own, he felt a strange sense that he was a supporting character in the Gracey twins’ story. Jane and Catie could be fully themselves, so why shouldn’t he? Ah, but he knew the answer to that. The deepest, darkest voice in his head knew it and told him often when he couldn’t sleep at night, giggling like Courtney would. Because it didn’t matter if he was fully himself. To people like Courtney, he would still just be a boy made out of wood. Not even Halloween could change that.  
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Adventure called. Bram’s phone buzzed on the nightstand, waking him. Usually, he was quite annoyed whenever his sleep was interrupted, but he always made an exception for this particular caller.

“Hello?” He asked, knowing full well who is was.

“Ready?” Jane’s voice came from the other end. She did not even have to clarify what she meant. It was as natural to Bram and the Gracey twins as breathing.

“Be down in a second!” Bram hung up and leapt out of bed as if it were Christmas morning. He quickly put on a pair of clothes. The weekends were reserved for adventures with Mrs. Macabre, so Bram had already laid out attire. He brushed his hair, grabbed his testosterone kit, and opened the second floor window.

He climbed down, as he had become very adept at doing so, and landed on the damp night grass with little more than a whisper. The three children began to walk down the street towards the gate.

“What do you think of this year’s decorations?” Jane asked him, pointing to a ghost flapping in the breeze as it hung from a neighbor’s tree.

“I think they’re fine,” he shrugged. “But they could be better.”

“Why don’t you have any in your yard?” Catie asked.

“We’re not into that kind of thing,” he mumbled. “Or, at least, my folks aren’t.” 

“I like your Day Of The Dead skeleton by your front door, though,” Jane smiled.

“Yeah,” Catie agreed. “I wish our parents would decorate the house.”

“Why don’t you?” Bram asked. “I thought if any house on the street would have Halloween stuff it would be yours?”

“Mom and Dad only allow Christmas decorations,” Jane rolled her eyes. 

“They said that setting up for Christmas takes enough work as it is. Besides,” Catie chuckled., “if we had it our way they said the house would be Halloween all the time!”

The three of them laughed a bit, but Bram could not help but feel a twinge of jealousy towards the two sisters. In their family, Halloween was just another holiday, one where decorations could be taken for granted. For Bram, autumn really only belonged to the Day Of The Dead. Given that both his mother and his father thought that Halloween’s celebration of evil spirits and demons was a bit too blasphemous, they were only comfortable celebrating a spooky-related holiday that had a deep connection to their religious roots. 

This was most certainly the case after his Abuela had passed a couple of years ago. Unlike his parents, Abuela was far more relaxed when it came to his love of horror and monsters. Whenever she would visit, she would tuck him into bed at night with creepy tales of La Llorona or legends of the Chupacabra. She even gifted him a vampire hunting kit that she found at a flea market, much to his parents’ dismay. 
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