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    To every brave young reader who enjoys a thrilling mystery before bedtime—
May these pages remind you that courage grows strongest when fear is faced with wisdom, kindness, and loyal friends by your side. Every shadow hides a story, every mystery holds a lesson, and every challenge is an opportunity to discover the strength already within you.
Sleep well, dream boldly, and always remember that even the darkest night cannot overcome a heart filled with courage and hope.
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Chapter 1: The Lonely Cornfield
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The road to Briar Hollow seemed to go on forever.

Twelve-year-old Mason Turner rested his forehead against the car window as endless fields rolled past. Golden leaves drifted through the cool autumn air, and rows of towering cornstalks stretched across the countryside like green walls. The farther they drove from the city, the quieter everything became.

His parents had decided that he would spend the entire autumn break with his grandparents while they traveled for work.

"It'll be fun," Mom had promised.

"You'll have fresh air, homemade pie, and lots of adventures," Dad had added with a grin.

Mason wasn't convinced.

Adventure usually meant hiking, biking, or exploring somewhere exciting—not staying on an old farm where the nearest neighbor lived half a mile away.

The car turned onto a narrow gravel road lined with ancient oak trees. Their twisted branches reached overhead like giant fingers, casting dancing shadows across the windshield.

"There it is," Mom said.

At the end of the lane stood a large white farmhouse with a wide wooden porch. Its paint had faded over the years, and ivy climbed one side of the walls, but it looked warm and welcoming. Smoke curled from the chimney, and pumpkins decorated the porch steps.

Grandma Evelyn waved both hands enthusiastically.

Grandpa Henry stood beside her, smiling beneath his gray beard.

The moment Mason climbed out of the car, Grandma wrapped him in a hug.

"My goodness, you've grown another inch!"

"I don't think so," Mason laughed.

"Oh, I know so."

Grandpa Henry picked up Mason's suitcase with ease.

"Ready for country life?"

"I guess."

"You'll like it here."

Mason hoped Grandpa was right.

Inside, the farmhouse smelled like cinnamon, warm bread, and apple pie.

Old family photographs covered the walls.

A grandfather clock ticked steadily in the hallway.

Everything felt peaceful.

After lunch, Grandpa offered to show Mason around the property.

They walked behind the farmhouse where wide fields stretched toward distant hills.

"There are the apple trees."

"And over there," Grandpa said, pointing, "is the pumpkin patch."

Mason admired the bright orange pumpkins scattered across the vines.

Then Grandpa became strangely quiet.

His smile faded.

He looked toward the enormous cornfield beyond the fence.

The rows seemed endless.

The cornstalks stood taller than any Mason had ever seen, rustling softly in the breeze.

At the very center stood a scarecrow.

It wore faded overalls patched in dozens of places.

Its old straw hat drooped over a burlap face stitched with thick black thread.

Long wooden arms stretched outward.

Several crows perched nearby but never landed on it.

For some reason, the scarecrow seemed...different.

It wasn't frightening exactly.

Just unsettling.

Almost as if it didn't belong.

"Who's that?" Mason asked.

Grandpa looked away.

"Just an old scarecrow."

"It looks ancient."

"It is."

"Does it have a name?"

Grandpa hesitated.

"No."

Mason noticed Grandpa's voice had changed.

He sounded uncomfortable.

"You don't like it much."

Grandpa forced a smile.

"It's only straw and wood."

But he didn't sound convinced.

That evening, Mason wandered into town with Grandma to buy fresh bread from the bakery.

Briar Hollow was tiny.

One main street.

A general store.

A library.

A church with a tall bell tower.

A diner.

Everyone seemed to know everyone else.

People greeted Grandma by name.

"Evening, Evelyn!"

"How's Henry?"

"Nice to see you again!"

Mason smiled politely as Grandma introduced him around.

Then something curious happened.

Outside the general store sat three elderly men playing checkers.

One noticed Mason.

"Henry's grandson?"

Grandma nodded.

"He'll be staying for the week."

The old man studied Mason carefully.

"Best remember one thing."

Grandma's smile disappeared.

"Oh, Walter..."

The man ignored her.

"Never watch the cornfield after sunset."

Another man quietly added,

"And never whistle toward it."

A third shook his head.

"Especially this time of year."

Mason blinked.

"Why?"

No one answered.

Instead, they exchanged uneasy glances.

Grandma gently touched Mason's shoulder.

"It's just an old story."

"But why did they—"

"Come on," she interrupted. "The bakery closes soon."

As they walked away, Mason glanced back.

The three men were still watching him.

None of them smiled.

Later that night, rain tapped softly against the farmhouse windows.

The wind sighed through the trees.

Mason unpacked his backpack before climbing into bed.

His bedroom overlooked the fields behind the house.

Moonlight spilled across the cornfield.

The scarecrow stood exactly where it had earlier.

Silent.

Still.

Perfectly motionless.

Mason chuckled.

"People really believe ghost stories?"

He closed the curtains.

The next morning, Mason asked Grandpa about the warning.

"They said not to watch the scarecrow after sunset."

Grandpa nearly dropped his coffee mug.

"Who told you that?"

"The men outside the store."

Grandpa frowned.

"They shouldn't be filling your head with legends."

"So there is a legend."

Grandpa sighed.

"Every town has old stories."

"What kind?"

"The kind that keeps children from wandering into fields at night."

"That's all?"

Grandpa looked toward the window.

"For most people...yes."

Mason noticed he hadn't actually answered.

That afternoon, Mason explored the nearby woods.

He skipped stones across the creek.

Collected colorful leaves.

Watched squirrels chase one another through the trees.

By evening, he had almost forgotten about the scarecrow.

Almost.

As sunset approached, the sky turned brilliant shades of orange, crimson, and purple.

Grandma called everyone inside for supper.

Roast chicken.

Mashed potatoes.

Fresh corn.

Apple pie.

The conversation stayed cheerful.

Yet every few minutes Grandpa glanced toward the kitchen window.

Checking the fading sunlight.

When darkness finally settled over the farm, he quietly stood.

"I'll lock the doors."

Mason frowned.

"Why lock them? Nobody's around."

"It's a habit."

Grandpa checked every window.

Every latch.

Every porch light.

Then he pulled the curtains shut.

The whole routine seemed oddly serious.

Later that night, Mason couldn't sleep.

The farmhouse creaked gently as old houses often do.

Wind brushed against the walls.

Somewhere outside, an owl hooted.

Mason climbed out of bed for a drink of water.

As he passed the hallway window, curiosity got the better of him.

He carefully pulled one corner of the curtain aside.

The moon hung low above the cornfield.

Silver light shimmered across the waving stalks.

Everything looked peaceful.

The scarecrow stood exactly where it always had.

Then...

The last glow of sunset completely vanished beyond the distant hills.

Silence filled the night.

A cold breeze swept across the field.

Without warning...

The scarecrow's head moved.

Very slowly.

It turned.

Not with the creak of loose wood.

Not from the push of the wind.

It turned deliberately.

Until its stitched face pointed directly toward the farmhouse.

Toward Mason.

His heart pounded.

"No..."

He blinked.

The scarecrow remained perfectly still again.

Had he imagined it?

His hands trembled.

Then, from somewhere deep inside the cornfield...

Caw...

A single crow cried into the darkness.

The sound echoed through the silent night.

Mason let the curtain fall shut.

For the first time since arriving in Briar Hollow, he wasn't laughing at the town's stories anymore.
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Chapter 2: The Warning No One Ignores
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Mason hardly slept.

Every time he closed his eyes, he saw the scarecrow's stitched face turning toward the farmhouse.

By morning, sunlight poured through his bedroom window, making the previous night's events seem almost impossible.

"Maybe I was just tired," he whispered to himself.

Still, the memory refused to fade.

He hurried downstairs where Grandma Evelyn was placing pancakes onto the table.

"Good morning, sleepyhead," she said cheerfully.

Grandpa Henry looked up from his newspaper.

"You look like you saw a ghost."

Mason hesitated.

"I...I think I saw the scarecrow move."

The room fell silent.

Grandma slowly set down the syrup bottle.

Grandpa folded his newspaper without saying a word.

Finally, he spoke.

"What exactly did you see?"

"I looked out the window after sunset."

Grandpa sighed deeply.

"I told myself you'd get curious."

"It turned its head."

Grandpa stared into his coffee cup.

Then he quietly asked, "Did you stay at the window?"

"No."

"Good."

Mason frowned.

"So it wasn't my imagination?"

Grandpa didn't answer immediately.

Instead, he stood and walked onto the back porch.

Mason followed.

The morning air smelled of fresh earth and fallen leaves.

The cornfield swayed gently beneath a clear blue sky.

The scarecrow stood exactly where it had the day before.

Motionless.

Grandpa leaned against the porch railing.

"Our family has lived here for five generations," he began.

"My grandfather lived here before me. His father before him. Every family in Briar Hollow has followed one rule for as long as anyone can
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