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Description

In The Halloween Ice Cream Van Adventure, a group of brave friends—Tom, Janice, Shad, and Alvin—uncover the dark secrets haunting their town of Maplewood. 

When a cursed ice cream van returns to claim the souls of children during Halloween, the friends embark on a thrilling journey to confront their fears and reclaim the lost spirits. As they unravel a forgotten history of grief and despair, they learn the importance of community, love, and remembrance. 

Together, they must face the van's sinister spirit, breaking the curse to bring joy and hope back to Maplewood.

Dedication

For the children who filled our lives with laughter and joy, and for the families who never forgot them. Your memories inspire us to be brave, to stand together against darkness, and to cherish the light of hope. May your stories live on in our hearts, guiding us toward a brighter future. 

This book is dedicated to those we have lost and to the strength of community that binds us all. Your spirit will always be a part of our journey.

Preface

Every town has its secrets, and Maplewood is no exception. The story of the Halloween Ice Cream Van Adventure began as a local legend whispered among children, but it transformed into something much deeper—a tale of courage, friendship, and resilience. In the shadows of this quaint town, darkness once lurked, claiming the innocence of its children and leaving scars that could not be easily healed.

This book is a tribute to the power of community and the importance of remembering those we have lost. It serves as a reminder that even in the face of despair, hope can shine brightly. As you journey with Tom, Janice, Shad, and Alvin, you’ll uncover the strength that lies within friendship and the courage to confront fears. 

May this adventure inspire you to cherish your memories and face your own shadows with bravery.
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Chapter 1: The Strange Van
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The sky had turned from a vibrant orange to a dull grey by the time Tom and his friends reached the last house on Birch Street. The once-crowded sidewalks now lay quiet, the laughter of trick-or-treaters fading as families returned home to sort through their candy hauls. Tom glanced at the sagging bag in his hand, filled to the brim with chocolates, gummies, and lollipops. It had been a great night, but something still felt missing.

"One more street?" Tom suggested, looking at Shad, Alvin, and Janice.

Shad, dressed as a mad scientist, adjusted his oversized goggles and smirked. "You just don’t want to go home yet, do you?"

Tom grinned, his skeleton costume rustling in the wind. "Maybe. But come on! The night's not over. One more street can’t hurt, right?"

Janice, always the more sensible one, hesitated. "We should probably head back. My mom’s going to freak out if I’m not home soon."

But before anyone could respond, a sound echoed down the empty street—a melody, thin and wavering, that sent shivers down Tom’s spine. It was the unmistakable jingle of an Ice Cream Van.

Tom frowned, glancing toward the direction of the sound. "That’s weird."

"Weird?" Alvin asked, his voice cracking slightly. "That van hasn’t been around in years."

Everyone in town knew about the Ice Cream Van. It used to make its rounds every summer, the driver, Old Man Hargrove, always handing out cones and popsicles with a gruff smile. Then, one year, it just stopped. No one knew why, and after a while, people stopped asking. The van became one of those stories adults told their kids late at night to keep them out of trouble.

The haunting music played again, louder this time, pulling their attention to the end of the street. Through the dim light of the streetlamp, Tom saw it—a weathered Ice Cream Van, its paint chipped and faded. The headlights flickered briefly before going out altogether, leaving only the soft glow from inside the van.

"Do you see that?" Janice whispered, her eyes wide.

Tom swallowed. "Yeah, I see it."

Without thinking, he took a step forward, but Alvin grabbed his arm. "Wait! We’re really going to check it out? What if it’s dangerous?"

Shad snorted, though there was a nervous edge to his voice. "It’s an Ice Cream Van, not a monster. Come on, let’s just look."

Janice bit her lip but finally gave a nod of approval, and together, the four of them made their way down the street, the sound of the van’s jingle growing louder with each step. When they were about twenty feet away, the van’s engine roared to life, sputtering as if it hadn’t been turned on in years. The headlights blinked back on, casting an eerie glow on the cracked pavement.

Tom’s heart raced, but his feet kept moving. There was something about the van that was too strange, too compelling to ignore. He stepped closer until he was nearly at the window. The driver’s seat was empty.

"Where’s the driver?" Alvin’s voice cracked.

Tom glanced around, searching for any sign of Old Man Hargrove, but the van remained still, silent except for the faint hum of its engine.

"Maybe he’s inside," Shad suggested, though he didn’t sound convinced.

Tom didn’t wait for more debate. He stepped up to the window and peered inside. The interior was cluttered, like it hadn’t been cleaned in years. Old wrappers, melted popsicle sticks, and rusted coins littered the counter. But the most unsettling part was the freezer door—it was ajar, ice crystals creeping along its edge like frost on a forgotten grave.

"I don’t like this," Janice said quietly. She backed away, pulling her hoodie tighter around herself.

Tom took a deep breath and reached for the freezer door, but before his fingers could touch the handle, the van’s engine revved violently, startling everyone. The jingle played again, this time so loud it rattled in his chest.

"Let’s get out of here!" Alvin yelled.

Tom didn’t argue. The four of them sprinted back toward the corner of the street, hearts pounding, the Ice Cream Van’s engine roaring behind them. As they turned the corner, Tom dared a glance over his shoulder.

The van was gone.

He skidded to a stop, panting. "Did... did anyone see that?"

"It’s gone," Shad gasped, doubling over, his hands on his knees.

Janice looked back, her face pale. "No way. We didn’t even hear it drive off."

Alvin shook his head. "That’s impossible. It was right behind us."

Tom frowned, staring down the empty street. His heart was still racing, and his mind buzzed with questions. How could the van just disappear like that? And where was Old Man Hargrove? Had anyone seen him driving it?

The streetlights flickered again, casting long shadows over the pavement, making the neighborhood seem even more deserted than before. For a moment, none of them spoke. There was something deeply unsettling about what had just happened, something none of them could quite put into words.

"Let’s go home," Janice said softly, her voice shaking. "I don’t want to be here anymore."

Tom reluctantly agreed, though the mystery of the van still pulled at him. Something strange was happening in their town, and he couldn’t shake the feeling that this Halloween was going to be unlike any other.

As they walked back toward their houses, the eerie melody of the Ice Cream Van faded into the distance, leaving only the rustle of the wind behind them. But Tom knew this wasn’t the end. Something was coming, and it had started with the van.
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Chapter 2: The Van Returns
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The following day felt unusually quiet. The kind of quiet that makes everything feel a little off-kilter, as though the world had shifted in a way only the four of them could feel. Tom couldn’t stop thinking about the Ice Cream Van. It was all he could focus on during class, his thoughts drifting away from fractions and spelling tests to the strange jingle that still rang in his ears.

By lunchtime, he had made up his mind.

“Meet me by the oak tree after school,” Tom whispered to Shad during history class, leaning over his desk. Shad raised an eyebrow but gave a slight thumbs-up before pretending to focus back on his textbook.

The final bell couldn’t come soon enough. Tom dashed out of the classroom, feeling the weight of the mystery from the night before pressing on his shoulders. He reached the old oak tree just outside the school yard, its wide branches casting long shadows over the sidewalk.

Shad arrived first, his backpack slung casually over one shoulder. “So, what’s the plan, detective?”

“I don’t know yet,” Tom admitted. “But something strange is going on with that van, and we need to figure it out.”

Alvin and Janice arrived a few minutes later, both looking slightly uneasy. Janice crossed her arms, her usual confidence replaced with uncertainty. “Are we really doing this?” she asked, her voice low. “It’s just an old Ice Cream Van, Tom. Maybe it’s some weird Halloween prank.”

“Does that really explain what happened last night?” Tom challenged, eyes narrowing. “The van disappeared right in front of us. Something isn’t right.”

Alvin shifted uncomfortably. “I get it, but... what if it’s dangerous?”

Shad jumped in, his face serious for once. “That’s exactly why we need to figure this out. What if there’s more going on than just the van? What if it’s connected to something bigger?”

Tom nodded. “We can’t ignore this. We need to be ready tonight in case it shows up again.”

They all fell silent for a moment, the weight of the situation settling in. Finally, Janice sighed. “Okay. I’m in. But we need to be smart about this. No rushing in blindly like last night.”

Tom smiled, grateful for her resolve. “Agreed. We’ll meet after dinner, same place as last night. Let’s be ready for anything.”

The afternoon dragged on painfully slow. By the time the sky turned orange again, Tom felt a mix of excitement and nerves bubbling in his chest. He scarfed down dinner quickly, mumbling an excuse to his parents about meeting up with friends for some post-Halloween fun. They didn’t think much of it—it wasn’t unusual for him to be out and about with Shad, Alvin, and Janice.

He grabbed his flashlight, some extra batteries, and stuffed them into his backpack, just in case. As he stepped outside, he could already see Shad waiting at the end of the driveway, his silhouette barely visible under the streetlights. They exchanged a quick nod before heading toward the agreed-upon meeting spot.

Janice and Alvin were already there, waiting at the corner of Birch Street. It felt strange being back at the same place where they’d seen the van the night before. The street was eerily quiet again, and Tom couldn’t help but feel a chill run down his spine.

“This is the place,” Janice whispered, as if talking too loudly would summon something they weren’t ready for.

Tom glanced around, noticing how still everything seemed. There were no sounds of crickets, no rustling of leaves. Just the distant hum of traffic from a few streets over. It was unsettling.

“So... now what?” Alvin asked, his voice barely audible.

“We wait,” Shad replied, pulling out his phone to check the time. “It showed up around this time last night. If we’re lucky, we’ll see it again.”

They huddled together in the shadows, their eyes scanning the empty street. Minutes felt like hours as they waited, the air thick with anticipation. Tom kept glancing over his shoulder, half-expecting the van to materialize out of nowhere like it had before.

And then, just when he was about to suggest they pack it up and go home, the jingle began.

It started faint, like it was coming from somewhere far off, but it grew louder with each passing second. The haunting melody floated through the air, sending a familiar shiver down Tom’s spine.

“There it is,” Shad muttered, his voice tight with excitement.

Tom’s heart raced as the van came into view, rounding the corner just like it had the previous night. It was moving slowly, almost as if it was gliding along the road. The headlights flickered weakly, casting long, eerie shadows on the pavement.

“What now?” Alvin whispered, his voice barely above a breath.

“We follow it,” Tom replied firmly, taking a step forward.

Janice grabbed his arm, her grip tight. “Are you sure about this?”

He hesitated for a moment, feeling the weight of her words, but then nodded. “We need to know what’s going on. If we don’t, who will?”

With that, they started walking, keeping a safe distance from the van. It continued its slow crawl down the street, the jingle playing on an endless loop. Tom’s mind raced with possibilities. Who was driving it? Why was it here? And where was it going?

The van turned onto an empty road that led toward the edge of town, where the old factory district was located. It wasn’t a place they usually ventured, especially not at night. The buildings were abandoned, their windows broken and boarded up, remnants of a time when the town had once been bustling with industry.

“I don’t like this,” Alvin muttered under his breath.

Tom didn’t either, but there was no turning back now. The van slowed as it approached one of the larger, more decrepit buildings—a former candy factory that had been shut down for years. Its massive rusted doors were sealed shut, but the van parked right in front of them as if it belonged there.

“Why would it stop here?” Janice asked, her brow furrowed in confusion.

“I don’t know,” Tom admitted. “But I think we’re about to find out.”

They crouched behind a stack of wooden crates nearby, watching as the van’s engine cut out. For a moment, there was only silence, the jingle fading into nothingness. Then, the driver’s door creaked open.

Tom held his breath, his eyes wide with anticipation.

A figure stepped out. It was too dark to make out the details, but the silhouette was unmistakable—tall, lanky, and slightly hunched. The figure moved slowly, deliberately, as if it had all the time in the world.

“Is that...?” Shad started, but Tom shushed him.

The figure approached the factory doors, reaching into its pocket to pull something out—a small, glowing object that emitted a faint green light. The doors creaked open, and without a word, the figure disappeared inside, leaving the van parked in front of the factory like a sentinel.

Tom exchanged a look with his friends. “We’re going in.”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3: A Warning From Old Man Hargrove
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Tom’s heart pounded as they crouched behind the crates, eyes locked on the massive doors of the factory. The figure had vanished inside, leaving only the Ice Cream Van parked in the eerie, deserted lot. For a moment, no one moved, the tension thick enough to choke on. The van sat like a sleeping giant, quiet and still, but the mystery behind its reappearance buzzed in the air, electric and unnerving.

“We can’t just sit here,” Janice whispered, her voice barely audible in the stillness.

Shad, always the tech expert, pulled out his phone. “I could try to get a closer shot,” he suggested, glancing nervously at the darkened building. “If we could get a good look at who went inside, maybe we’d have some answers.”

“No way,” Alvin protested, his voice tight with fear. “We need to get out of here before whoever that was comes back.”

Tom wasn’t so sure. The van had been missing from their town for years, only to reappear on Halloween night. And now, parked in front of a long-abandoned factory, it was connected to something more than just the usual town rumors. Whatever was going on, they couldn’t just walk away now.

“We’re not leaving,” Tom said firmly, earning a look of surprise from Alvin. “We came to find answers, and we’re going to figure out what’s going on.”

Before anyone could argue, the factory doors creaked open again, making everyone freeze. Tom felt his pulse quicken as the same hunched figure appeared, stepping out into the dim light of the parking lot. He moved slowly, the same glowing object still clutched in his hand, casting an eerie green light around him. For the first time, Tom could make out more of his features.

The man looked older than he had expected, his face hidden beneath a worn-out cap, and his clothes hung loosely on his thin frame. But something about him felt oddly familiar.

“Wait,” Shad whispered, his eyes narrowing. “Is that... Old Man Hargrove?”

Tom’s breath caught in his throat. Could it really be him? The last time anyone had seen Old Man Hargrove, he had disappeared along with the van years ago, after rumors of his strange behavior had started to spread. But here he was, standing before them as if the years had never passed.

The man stopped in front of the Ice Cream Van, the glowing object fading into darkness as he pocketed it. His gaze swept over the parking lot, and for a moment, Tom was sure he saw the man’s eyes land on their hiding spot behind the crates. His heart raced, but Hargrove didn’t make any move toward them. Instead, he sighed deeply, as if burdened by a weight only he could understand, and stepped back toward the van.

The engine sputtered to life, and Tom felt a surge of panic. If the van left, their chance at uncovering the truth might disappear with
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