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Dedication

This book is dedicated to every child who has ever had a big, brave dream. To the kids who sing loudly in their rooms, drum on kitchen pots, or pretend their broom is a guitar. To those who feel shy like Mo, bold like Zeke, energetic like Bitsy, or a little clumsy like Axel. 

It’s also for families and friends who cheer each other on, even when things get messy. May you always believe that your talents matter. May you find people who clap for you. And may your own Halloween be filled with music, laughter, and happy surprises.

Introduction

Halloween in Alphacrest is not just a holiday. It is the most exciting night of the whole year. Pumpkins glow on every porch. Costumes swirl through the streets. Music fills the air during the town’s famous Halloween Jamboree. 

But this year, something unexpected is about to happen. In a quiet, forgotten graveyard near the edge of town, four unusual friends are waking up with a plan. They are not here to scare anyone. They are here to share something special. Before the candy is tossed and before the dancing begins, a new band is getting ready to change Halloween forever.
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Chapter 1: The Dream
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Alphacrest was a cheerful neighborhood where every season brought its own celebration. In spring, gardens bloomed with bright tulips. 

In summer, children rode bikes in wide circles across smooth sidewalks. In winter, snow covered rooftops like icing on a cake.

But autumn was the season everyone loved most.

Leaves turned orange and red. Pumpkins appeared on porches. Paper bats hung from doorways. And in the center of Alphacrest stood a large open park where something very special happened each year.

The Halloween Jamboree.

The Jamboree was not just a party. It was the biggest event in town. Families planned for it weeks in advance. 

Children chose costumes long before October arrived. Parents practiced baking pumpkin pies and caramel apples. The mayor organized games, music, and prizes.

And every year, there was a stage.

The stage stood tall in the park, waiting for singers, dancers, and bands. Bright banners hung across its front. A sign above it read:

“HAPPY HALLOWEEN, ALPHACREST!”

Three weeks before Halloween, the park buzzed with planning. Volunteers measured the stage. Teenagers tested microphones. A group of older musicians practiced songs that would play during the Jamboree.

Everyone wanted this year to be the best one ever.

Not far from the park, beyond the last row of houses, sat an old graveyard.

Most people forgot it was there.

The iron gate leaned at an angle. The stone path had cracks. Weeds grew between the gravestones. No one visited anymore. Children avoided it during games of tag. Adults passed by without a second thought.

They believed the graveyard belonged to the past.

They were wrong.

Deep under the soil, four figures rested in wooden coffins. For many years, nothing had happened in that quiet place. No music. No dancing. No laughter.

Until one night, something changed.

A faint echo of guitar music from the park reached the graveyard. It traveled through the earth and tapped against four old ears.

Inside the first coffin, a pair of fingers twitched.

Inside the second, a small foot tapped.

Inside the third, a voice made a low sound.

Inside the fourth, hands found the edge of a keyboard that had not been there before but lived in memory.

One by one, the lids creaked open.

Zeke rose first. His hair stuck up in wild spikes. His suit jacket hung at an angle. He stretched his arms and tested his voice.

“Ahhhhhhh,” he sang in a long dramatic note.

Bitsy popped up next. She was the smallest of the four, but her energy could shake the ground. She tapped on her coffin lid in a steady beat.

Axel sat up with a guitar strap still slung across his shoulder from many years ago. His right arm came loose and dropped into his lap.

He picked it up and placed it back where it belonged.

Mo rose last. He brushed dirt from his sleeves and looked around with quiet thought. His fingers moved across invisible piano keys.

The four zombies stood in the moonlight and looked at one another.

For a long moment, no one spoke.

Then Zeke placed one hand over his chest.

“Do you hear it?” he asked.

Bitsy tapped her ear.

Axel strummed an air chord.

Mo closed his eyes.

Music.

It traveled from Alphacrest to the graveyard like an invitation.

Long ago, before they rested in this place, they had been a band. They played in small towns. They sang at fairs. They performed on wooden stages under bright lanterns. Music had been their joy.

And now, three weeks before Halloween, music called to them once more.

Zeke stepped forward.

“Halloween,” he said. “That was always our favorite show.”

Bitsy jumped in place. “The costumes! The candy! The crowds!”

Axel strummed an invisible guitar. His arm slipped again and fell into the grass. He attached it without complaint.

Mo spoke in a quiet voice. “Do you think they still have music?”

Zeke pointed toward Alphacrest.

“They do. I can hear it.”

The four walked to the edge of the graveyard and looked toward the park. From that distance, they could see the tall stage rising above rooftops.

A banner moved in the breeze.

Axel leaned closer. “That looks like a Jamboree.”

“It is,” Bitsy said. “I remember those.”

Mo folded his hands. “We could play again.”

Zeke turned toward the others, eyes bright with an idea.

“What if,” he began, “we did more than listen?”

The group stood in silence while the thought grew between them.

“What if we started a band again?” Zeke continued. “What if we played at the Halloween Jamboree?”

Bitsy clapped her hands in excitement.

Axel tried a dramatic guitar pose. His arm slipped off and landed near Zeke’s foot.

Mo took a deep breath. “But we are... zombies.”

Zeke spread his arms wide. “Friendly zombies.”

Bitsy nodded in agreement.

Axel reattached his arm. “We still know how to play.”

Mo looked toward the bright houses of Alphacrest. “Do you think they would let us?”

Zeke considered the question.

“They might not expect us,” he said. “But that makes it better. We will be a surprise.”

Bitsy spun in a circle. “A Halloween surprise!”

Axel strummed the air again. “We need a name.”

The four gathered in a circle in the middle of the graveyard. Moonlight shone across the grass and stone markers.

Zeke placed one hand in the center.

“If we do this,” he said, “we do it together. We practice. We prepare. We make Halloween special.”

Bitsy stacked her hand on top.

Axel added his hand, making sure it stayed attached.

Mo placed his hand on the pile last.

“We are not here to scare,” Mo said. “We are here to share music.”

Zeke smiled.

“Our band needs a name that shows who we are.”

They thought for a moment.

Then Bitsy spoke first. “We are not leaving anytime soon.”

Axel laughed. “That is true.”

Mo whispered, “We are... immortal.”

Zeke’s eyes widened.

“The Friendly Immortals.”

The name felt right.

Zeke straightened his jacket. “I will be the lead singer.”

Bitsy raised both hands. “Drums are mine.”

Axel held up his guitar arm. “Lead guitar.”

Mo rested his fingers in the air. “Keyboard.”

The four stood together under the night sky, united by an old love for music and a new dream.

Few weeks from now, the Halloween Jamboree would begin.

And Alphacrest would receive a surprise no one could imagine.
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Chapter 2: The Rough Start


[image: ]


The four zombies stood in a tight circle in the old graveyard, hands stacked together. The plan felt bold. It felt exciting. It also felt a little frightening.

Bitsy broke the silence first. “So... how do we begin?”

Axel looked down at his empty hands. “We need instruments.”

Mo looked around the graveyard. “I do not see a piano growing out of the ground.”

Zeke placed both hands on his hips. “Every band needs tools. We cannot perform with air guitars and pretend drums.”

Bitsy tapped on a nearby gravestone. It made a dull sound. She tapped harder. The stone cracked a little.

“That will not work,” Axel said.

They needed real instruments. But where would four zombies find them without anyone in Alphacrest noticing?

Mo thought for a moment. “There is a junkyard near the highway,” he said. “I remember it from long ago.”

Axel’s face brightened. “Old guitars get tossed away. Broken drums too.”

Zeke clapped his hands once. “Then that is our first mission. We gather what others no longer want.”

They agreed to travel after sunset each night, when fewer people were outside. They wanted to remain a secret. Their plan depended on surprise.

The first trip to the junkyard was not graceful.

Bitsy tried to walk across a loose board and fell through it. Axel tripped over a pile of tires. Zeke stepped into a rusty bucket and had to hop across the lot with it stuck on his foot. Mo almost lost his
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