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  Characters



Greg Gillie , as Keeper, he guards the way to the fae world and returns escaping fae

Rebecca (Becca) Shaw, co-Keeper, head teacher and Greg’s girlfriend

Tate Shaw, Becca’s youngest daughter

Jessica (Jessie) Shaw, Becca’s oldest daughter

Mr. McVitie, fisherman and male selkie

Mrs. Nivens, mistress of Thistle Manor, the local haunted house

Conall McNeil, owner of the local grocery

Lundy, Conall’s nephew

Old Mr. McNeil, original owner of Thistle Manor

Dorcas, Mrs. Nivens’s caregiver

Kay, Becca’s closest neighbor, turns into Kiera, a Cat Sidh

Amberlee, Kay’s witch roomie and fortune teller

Mr. Samms and Mrs. Samms, owners of the Samms Farm

Gavin, the Samms’s son

Marnie Wallace, owner of the teashop

Grace, Marnie’s oldest daughter

Elspeth, Marnie’s youngest daughter

Dr. Murphy, the local doctor

Susan Murphy, the doctor’s wife

Constable Gow, local police officer and auctioneer

Nora Gow, the constable’s daughter and Rabbie’s girlfriend

Mr. and Mrs. Ogg, owners of the Ogg Caves, parents of Fingal and Davina





Blanca, goblin, Mr. Ogg’s mother

Courtney, the local librarian, Fiona’s mother

Pastor Doyle, local minister and guide of the haunted cemetery tour, father of Ant and Dec






  
  Chapter one
GREG

The Shrouded Isle, Scotland


Inhaling, I relished the perfume of autumn—the scent of burning leaves, the funk of turnips cooking, and the musky sweetness of foliage breaking down in the soil. Early morning light splattered the forest floor and, as I reached skywards to stretch, the worn fabric of my shirt slid over my shoulders. 
Yellow, red and orange leaves seesawed in the breeze as I passed a grouping of raspberry bushes. A smattering of taupe leaves gifted from the trees above mingled amidst the thorns.
Something hit my neck. “Ouch!” I clasped my hand there, thinking to swat a bug. Instead, something tumbled down my nape into my curled palm.
I held an acorn. Another hit me in the forehead. Blinking tears of pain from my eyes, I scanned the sky for the culprit. Then I realized that the trees nearest to me would shed brown leaves, not huge colorful ones. I snatched one from the air. My fingers brushed over fluttering wings. “Pixies!” I snarled, but internally groaned.
Pairs of the wee humanoid fae hung from each side of leaves and floated on the air current. Their cricket-like legs bent close to their bodies. Each carried ammunition of conkers, nuts and pebbles. One floated overhead and out of sight behind me.
Before I could wheel to confront it, the wee bugger buzzed round and hovered near my nose. “Ha, Greg Ghillie, Keeper of the Forest! You can send me away today, but All Hallows’ Eve comes. A time when spirits and fairy folk have the freedom to roam!”
“Perhaps, but it isna October 31st yet!” Gathering my Keeper’s power, I bellowed, “Be gone, pixie—” Noting its friends I added, “—and your companions!”
A magical wind whisked the wee fae up and out of sight back to their home.
While I often ate with my girlfriend, Rebecca and her daughters, the food supply in my treehouse home was running low. Since the tide was going out, I hied to the shore to forage. Mr. McVitie, a local fisherman, had beaten me to it.
“Any luck?” I asked, joining him at the water’s edge.
“Aye,” he answered, pouring salt in a key-shaped hole in the damp sand.
“Razor clam?”
McVitie nodded. A spout of water squirted out of the salt pile and a clam rose. He tugged out the spoot. From the bottom of the cigar-shaped shell, the clam’s foot extended down, searching for the ground to rebury itself. McVitie stowed it in a handmade net bag.
“All Hallows’ Eve approaches. Seen more fae on the shore than usual?”
McVitie’s thick unruly eyebrows rose, then he shook his head and plodded toward me, resigned that he’d need to converse.
I ken the man’s like me—tight-lipped. Brusque. But he knew all there was to know about what went on here by the shore and in the waters.
He pointed out to the surf. The sun glinted off a handful of water pixies. Their low susurration reminded me of sizzling as they erratically popped on the crest like the popcorn Rebecca makes on movie night. From afar, they looked like diamond chips, but as the surf approached, a vast variety of blues, greens and grays became apparent.
“Aye, but they’re nae bother. Low tide won’t last forever. Walk with me.”
I joined him and we took turns gathering the bounties of the shore.
Edible seaweed joined Mr. McVitie’s bag of clams. “The asrais are also more plentiful.”
“Thankfully, those water fae dinna need sent back, but leave on their own. The selkies troubling you?”
The fisherman brushed the sand from his rough hands. “No more than usual, but that’s sure to change on October 31st.”
“Should I stop by?” I asked, concerned.
“Nae. I’ll keep away from the water. Be helping with the celebration then, anyway.” He dipped his head in an unspoken goodbye and picked his way back to his cottage.
Bound by the fae prince, as Keeper, I must return fairy folk to their world beyond the barrier. Thankfully, few escape. However, on All Hallow’s Eve, this changes.
After hundreds of ageless years of working alone, last summer, Rebecca came to the island. Once we realized we cared for one another, she agreed to aid me with my Keeper duties.
The holiday was important for our small Scottish island. The villagers marked it with festivities and visitors paid to take part. And this year, for the first time, I too would participate.






  
  Chapter two
JESSIE


“Hey, Mom,” I called out. Hoping to be the first to tell our mother, Tate, my little sister, ducked beneath my arm and slipped inside. As she passed, I yanked her stocking cap over her face. Then, with a smirk, I tugged the front door shut. 
Without looking up from topping the casserole with breadcrumbs, Mom asked, “What, Jess?”
“On Halloween night, the island’s having a big celebration called the Autumn Extravaganza.”
“They do it every year,” Tate added as she shoved the cap in her coat pocket and sent a glare in my direction.
“The Samms Farm is going to make a corn maze, but they call corn ‘maize’ so it’s a maize maze. Weird, right?” I took a breath. “And a scary hayride!”
Tate piped in. “Mrs. Nivens is gonna open up part of her downstairs as a haunted house and I’m gonna help!”
Visions of jack-o’-lanterns, ghosts made of old sheets, and spaghetti masquerading as brains, flew like broom-riding witches in my mind. I couldn’t wait!
Mom frowned at our feet. “Girls.”
“We know. Boots off,” Tate said, snagging the most comfy chair. We’d just returned from riding lessons.
After Mom slid the pan in the oven, she said, “I hope more people than just you two are helping. It sounds like a lot of work.”
After I removed my last boot, I hopped up from the floor. “Gavin said that the entire village volunteers. The Autumn Extravaganza has cemetery walks, bake sales, cave tours, and decorated storefronts.”
“I’m surprised Kay hasn’t mentioned it. Let me give her a ring.”
Kay, the island artisan and Cat Sidh, and her witch roommate, Amberlee, are our closest neighbors.
Mom sat by the landline and dialed. “Hi, Kay. What do you know about an Autumn Extravaganza?” Mom played with the telephone cord as she listened.
“When’s this meeting? Is it too late for me to get involved?”
She nodded. “Uh, huh…uh, huh…add my name and I guess I’ll see you at the first committee meeting. Thanks.”
After hanging up the phone, Mom dug out a pencil and scribbled on a piece of scrap paper.
I leaned over her shoulder and tried to read what she’d written. “Well? What did she say?”
“Give me a min to jot it down.”
I fidgeted, then walked around the sofa. Gavin warned me that the volunteering spots filled up fast. But surely, since I was his girlfriend, we could work together. After my fourth go around, Mom snagged my arm as I passed.
“Geez, Jess. Sit down before you wear a hole in the floor.”
I perched on the sofa and hugged a pillow.
Mom turned her chair to face us. “This will be Amberlee’s first time attending the Autumn Extravaganza, too. She is going to dress up as a mysterious gypsy and read cards. Don’t tell anyone. It’s a secret.”
Tate clapped. “Cool. I can’t wait for her to read my future.”
“The meeting is this week. We can attend, see what opportunities there are and sign up to help.”
I thought of Halloween, one of the best nights ever, and spending it alone. “I know I want to help with the farm. Gavin will probably be there all day.”
“Don’t get your heart set on it. From what Kay said, the same people work on the same attractions each year.”
Tate pouted. “It wouldn’t be very fair if they didn’t let us take part.”
“We may be stuck participating by walking the village streets in costume. Kay said they encourage as many people as possible to dress up in Halloween costumes or period dress.”
Gah! “Boring!”
Mom shrugged. “I guess it depends on who you’re with. I’m hoping Greg will wear his kilt and go out with me.” Mom had that mushy expression on her face that she gets anytime Greg’s name comes up.
“Are you going to get a historical dress?” Tate asked.
After tapping on her chin for a second, she nodded. “I suppose I should, since Greg will be. Although, his historically accurate costume is just what he wears normally. I’ll need to hire someone to make something or rent a dress.”
Tate folded her arms. “I don’t want to dress up and wander around town, either. I’ve got a lot of ideas for the haunted house. And I want to go trick-or-treating. Jess will too.”
Mom folded the note and slipped it in her purse. “We’ll see. Your sister may not want to dress up anymore.”
Tate made kissy noises at me. “If Gavin goes, I’m sure she’ll want to.” She clasped her heart and faked a swoon.
I stuck my tongue out at her.
“We’ll go to the meeting and find out what is available. Then go from there.”

      ***At the meeting, each volunteer opportunity had a description of what you had to do. I had been pretty confident that I’d help at the farm, thanks to Gavin. After all, he’s my boyfriend and his parents own the place. But Kay was right. Volunteering opportunities were scarce. Gavin joined me.
I pointed to the slots for volunteers already filled with names. “Looks like the farm has all the help they need for the Terror Trails Hayride.”
Gavin slipped his arm around my waist and took the pen attached by a string to the corkboard. “No worries. There’s no such thing as having too many people along the trail dressed up to scare the customers.” He added my name to the bottom of the sheet. There was just enough room.
Grace, a classmate, pressed against Gavin as she scanned the list of volunteers. “Hey Gavin. I thought I’d dress up this year and help haunt the Terror Trails.”
Gavin pointed to another list. “Don’t you have to help your mom at the teahouse?”
Grace reminded me of Merida from the Disney movie since she’s redheaded and lives in Scotland. She tugged on a copper curl. I could stick my finger in a light socket and still have straight hair.
Grace reached for the pen. “I wouldn’t be able to be at the farm all the time, but I thought I’d show up during the afternoon.”
Worry clouded Gavin’s expression as he patted her shoulder. “It’s all good. The largest crowd comes in the evenings. Besides, Jess is volunteering this year, so we have plenty plus one.”
A frown creased Grace’s face. “You sure?”
“Positive. The tearoom is always packed so I’m sure your mom will need you there more.”
Tate waved at me. I waved back. “My sister wants something.”
“Okay. I need to check with my dad, anyway.” Gavin turned to Grace. “See you later?”
“Yeah. Sure.” She barely looked at me as she left.
“I think Tate will probably get to help at Mrs. Nivens’s house. She’s so creative, and you said lots of the decorations were getting too worn to use,” I said to Gavin.
He scanned the crowd distractedly. “I hope she does. I’ll text you later.” He reached out to pat my arm but missed.
“Okay. Bye,” I said to his vanishing back.
Tate sat beside the elderly mistress of Thistle Manor. My little sister bubbled with excitement. “Mrs. Nivens says I can help!”
Mrs. Nivens’s eyes blazed, and she rubbed her wrinkled hands together. “I think we need some new blood. We’ve been doing the same thing for at least five years. I have a folder with everything in it. Maybe you can come up with a different slant.”
Mom joined us. “Hello, Mrs. Nivens. How are you?” Mom, being Mom, had a sheet of notes about the volunteering opportunities she was definitely interested in and why she wasn’t interested in the others.
Mrs. Nivens called out, “Wonderful, dear!” as Dorcas drew her attention to a page.
Mom sighed and motioned toward a quiet corner. Once we got there, I had to admit, it was nice to be away from gouging elbows and errant feet.
“I spoke to Kay. She’s volunteering for the cake sale, but when I checked the list, it was all filled up.”
Obviously thinking of Mom’s many culinary disasters, Tate made an icky face and said, “Mom, if I were you, I’d pass on baking anything to sell.”
“Ha, ha, Tate. I was going to help with set up and sales.”
Poor Mom! I twisted a lock of straight hair around my finger. “I don’t think it’s fair that some people have already signed up before the papers even went up.”
“No, it isn’t, but Kay did prepare me. I’ll just have to find something that does have slots. I have to carry on.”
I chuckled. “Now you sound British.”
Mom quirked an eyebrow.
“You know. Keep calm and carry on?” I said, nudging her.
“Oh yes. Funny how fast you get used to saying and doing other things when you live in a different country.” Mom tucked her notes in her purse. “So, have you two signed up for anything?”
“I’m helping at the Samms Farm’s events.” I saw Gavin talking to his dad across the room.
“A spooky hayride does sound fun.”
My eyes riveted back to my mother. “Mo-om! Don’t volunteer for the same thing I do! Anyway, I think everything is filled up. I only got a slot thanks to Gavin.”
Mom rolled her eyes. “Fine. I’d rather not be stuck doing something outside, anyway.”
“What are you gonna do if you can’t find anything?” Tate asked.
“Maybe I’ll sit out on volunteering and only do something that requires working before the fair. Since it’ll be the first one we’ve been here for, it would kinda be nice to enjoy it as a tourist would. And as long as Greg and I dress up, we’ll be contributing.”
I gave Mom a thumbs up. “Sounds like a plan.” My phone beeped. Gavin messaged. After reading it, I said, “Mom, the Thistle Throstles will play too.” Gavin’s brother, Ian, is thinking about moving back home. His band hadn’t made as much money as he’d hoped, so he’d be helping at the farm. If he does, I hoped that meant Gavin would have more free time to hang out with me.
Tate had a master list of all the attractions. “And there’s a scarecrow contest!” She pointed at the paper.
My mind immediately went to a spell Amberlee recently mentioned. “I think I’m going to make one. Do you want to help, Tate?”
“Maybe.” She tugged us further from the crowd. “I saw Elspeth. She’s helping her mom. The tearoom is having a Spooky Tea Party. There’ll be several seatings, but reservations fill up fast.” Elspeth and Grace’s mom, Marnie, owned the tearoom.
Mom’s eyes widened. “Maybe Greg would like to go. I never thought I would ever make a reservation for any event on the Shrouded Isle. Do you and Tate want to come?”
“Elspeth said I could help sample the food,” Tate said.
“What about you, Jess?”
I planned to spend as much of the day with Gavin as possible. “No, but if you want to bring food back for us…”
Mom tugged her phone from the front pocket of her purse. “I’m going out into the hall to call.”
Tate and I were discussing the plans for the scarecrow when Kay joined us. I asked her if she thought Amberlee could help.
“Marnie has us on the schedule for three,” Mom said, a bit breathless from dodging the crowd to reach us. She noted Kay. “I had no idea Thistle celebrated Halloween to such an extent.”
“Others may not be aware of our magic, but we keep the holidays, all of them.”






  
  Chapter three
TATE


Volunteering at Mrs. Nivens’s manor for Halloween was harder than I thought it would be. Mrs. Nivens had to go through each room and show us things that were too personal or too delicate to withstand the many rowdy people looking for a good scare. 
The Autumn Extravaganza had been going on for years. By now, everyone, even me, should know Mrs. Nivens’s collection of rare Limoges boxes had to go elsewhere. But she was too frail to help with the actual work. So, she liked to ‘supervise.’ Dorcas, Mrs. Nivens’s caregiver, confided that during the tours, Mrs. Nivens liked to sit in the entryway. Then she could see the visitors coming in and enjoying their first sight of the manor décor. So, the men moved a comfy chair to a spot where she had a good view, but near the parlor they didn’t use during the tour. Dorcas usually welcomed the guests in so she could be there to monitor the lady of the house. If Mrs. Nivens got tired, Dorcas could help her go to the parlor to rest. We’d have to move a lot of stuff temporarily.
We’d make roped off rooms super creepy and the guests could peek inside for a scare. The tour circled around the interior, starting at the entryway where the grand dame would greet them herself. Tour guides would provide rules and show them various rooms, like the kitchen, bedroom, fake servants' quarters, and bathroom
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