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Preface

Every Halloween, the air in Vulture City is thick with mystery and excitement, but no place is as strange and magical as the Haunted Garden. 

For most, it’s a place with weird creatures and hidden wonders. Clark isn’t like other kids. He decides to venture into the garden alone. What he finds will change him forever. 

Join him on an adventure where bravery, cleverness, and a touch of magic lead to unforgettable discoveries.
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Chapter 1: Clark’s Big Idea
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It was Halloween Eve in Vulture City, and Clark was sitting at the kitchen table, munching on his breakfast. He was excited because Halloween was his favorite time of year. But as he looked out the window at the orange and red leaves blowing in the wind, something else was on his mind. The Haunted Garden.

The garden was only a few streets away, on the other side of town, and Clark had heard plenty of stories about it. Some people said it was a magical place where the trees whispered and the pumpkins grew bigger than your head. Others said the place was haunted—filled with strange creatures that only came out on Halloween night.

Clark’s older brother, Frank, had told him that the garden was just a big pile of old junk, full of broken statues and vines. “It’s just some weird old place,” Frank had said, “Nothing special. And no one goes there at night, trust me.”

But Clark had heard other things too. Whispers from kids at school. They said that on Halloween night, the garden came alive. That’s when the scarecrows stood up and danced. That’s when the ghosts came out and played. The stories seemed so exciting and strange that Clark couldn’t stop thinking about them. Maybe this Halloween, he would go see for himself.

He finished his breakfast, and his mind kept racing. He imagined what it would be like to sneak into the Haunted Garden. What if the stories were true? What if he could see the dancing skeletons, or maybe even meet a talking pumpkin? What if—just maybe—the garden wasn’t as spooky as everyone said?

The thought excited him, and for the first time that morning, Clark felt a rush of energy. His heart started beating faster. This could be the best Halloween ever. If he could pull it off.

But how would he get there without anyone knowing?

He glanced over at his parents, who were busy talking in the next room. His little sister, Ella, was watching cartoons on the couch. No one was paying attention to him. Perfect. It was the perfect chance to sneak out and explore the garden.

Clark quickly stood up and grabbed his jacket. He needed to plan. He couldn’t just rush into the garden without being ready. He had to make sure he was alone, and that no one would follow him. He had to wait for the right moment.

The day passed slowly. His parents made him help carve pumpkins, and Ella kept asking him about the candy she would get later. But Clark’s mind was still on the garden. Every time he looked out the window, he thought he saw a glimpse of it—tall, dark, and mysterious, sitting there across the street as if it was waiting for him.

When evening came, Clark knew it was time. The sun had just started to set, casting a purple light over the city. He waited for the shadows to grow long and for the streets to quiet down. His parents were watching TV, and Ella had fallen asleep on the couch. This was it.

He tiptoed to the front door, grabbed his flashlight from the drawer, and slowly turned the handle. The door creaked open, and Clark slipped outside into the cool night air. His heart pounded in his chest. It felt strange to be outside at this time of night—like he was in a secret world. He smiled to himself. He was doing it. He was going to the Haunted Garden.

The street was quiet. The only sound was the crunch of fallen leaves under his sneakers. The moon was full, shining brightly in the sky, casting strange shadows on the ground. Clark turned down the street and made his way to the garden. The garden’s gate was just up ahead, hidden behind a line of tall hedges.

As he approached, the garden looked even bigger and darker than he had imagined. The iron gate creaked as it swayed in the wind. It looked old, rusty, and barely held together. The garden itself was shrouded in mist, and Clark could just make out the shapes of strange, twisted trees and towering bushes.

Clark stood there for a moment, staring at the gate. His heart was racing now. It was so quiet. So still. The stories he’d heard echoed in his mind. What would he find inside? What if there were real ghosts or witches? What if—what if it was all just a bunch of made-up stories?

But Clark wasn’t scared. Not really. He’d come this far. He wasn’t going to back out now.

He took a deep breath and reached for the gate. As his fingers touched the cold metal, the gate creaked open, almost as if it were expecting him. He stepped inside, feeling the crunch of dried leaves under his feet.

The garden was just as strange as the stories said. The air was cool, and a thick fog clung to the ground. The trees, with their twisted branches, seemed to stretch up forever. The path ahead was lined with tall, dark plants that seemed to whisper in the wind. Everything felt different, as though the garden had a life of its own.

Clark’s flashlight flickered as he walked, casting long shadows on the ground. His footsteps echoed in the stillness. He had no idea what he would find next, but his curiosity pushed him forward.

As he walked deeper into the garden, he could see something glowing faintly in the distance. It was small, like a light at the end of a long tunnel. The glow seemed to beckon him, and Clark felt an urge to follow it.

But that would have to wait. For now, he was just happy to be here. To be in the garden at night, all alone. No one else would know what he was seeing. No one else would have the chance to explore this place like he would.

The garden was quiet, but there was a strange feeling in the air. The trees seemed to move ever so slightly, and the wind whispered in a way that made Clark’s skin tingle. It felt like the garden was alive in some way, waiting for him to discover its secrets.

He didn’t know what he was going to find in the Haunted Garden. But he was ready to find out.
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Chapter 2: The First Encounter
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Clark stepped further into the Haunted Garden. His heart thudded in his chest with a tinge of nervousness. Every direction seemed to lead deeper into the unknown. The garden felt... strange, but Clark was determined. He had come here for an adventure, and nothing would stop him from exploring.

As he walked along the narrow path, he felt like he was being watched, but when he turned, there was nothing but the tall, dark trees and the endless stretch of the garden ahead. 

For a brief moment, he wondered if he should turn back—if the stories about the garden were just too true. But before he could think about it for too long, something happened that made him freeze in his tracks.

A voice, deep and gravelly, broke the silence.

“What are you doing here, little boy?”

Clark spun around quickly, his heart skipping a beat. Standing in the shadows just a few feet away, there was a figure—a tall, looming figure that Clark hadn’t seen before. It was a scarecrow. But not like the ones he’d seen in people’s yards, with the stiff straw arms and floppy hat. No, this scarecrow was different. 

It stood as tall as a grown man, with long, thin limbs made of twisted branches and hay. Its face was carved from a pumpkin, its glowing eyes staring at Clark as though it could see straight through him.

For a moment, Clark just stared at the scarecrow, too startled to


























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
W

(7
\\\ 4






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





