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Chapter 1 – The Move
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I knew something was wrong the second we turned onto the dirt road.

“Are we there yet?” Lily asked from the backseat, her voice small and bored.

“You’ve asked that five times,” I said, staring out the window. “So probably not.”

But I wasn’t really paying attention to her.

I was watching the fields.

They stretched out on both sides of the road—endless rows of tall corn, dry and yellow at the tips, whispering against each other in the wind. The sky above was gray, like it couldn’t decide if it wanted to storm or not.

And then I saw the first scarecrow.

It stood crooked in the middle of the field, its wooden arms spread wide, old clothes hanging off it in stiff, dusty folds. Its head was a burlap sack, tied tight around the neck.

I leaned forward a little.

“Mom... was that always there?”

Mom kept her eyes on the road. “What?”

“That scarecrow.”

She glanced quickly to the side. “Oh. Probably. Farms have those, Ethan.”

“Yeah,” I muttered. “But... that one looks...”

I didn’t finish.

It wasn’t just a scarecrow.

It looked... wrong.

Like it was watching us.

The deeper we drove, the more of them appeared.

One. Then three. Then five.

By the time we reached the long gravel driveway leading to Grandpa’s house, I had stopped counting.

They were everywhere.

Lining the fields.

Standing near the fence.

Even close to the road, like they were guarding something.

Or waiting.

Grandpa’s farmhouse came into view at the end of the drive—old, white paint peeling, the porch sagging slightly on one side.

“Home sweet home,” Mom said, forcing a smile.

Lily perked up. “It looks like a storybook house!”

“Yeah,” I said under my breath. “A creepy one.”

The car rolled to a stop.

Before I could even open my door, Lily was already out, running toward the yard.

“Lily, wait!” Mom called.

But Lily didn’t stop.

She ran straight past the porch.

Straight past Grandpa—

And into the field.

“Lily!” I shouted, jumping out of the car.

I took off after her, my sneakers crunching on gravel before hitting the dry dirt between rows of corn.

“Get back here!” I yelled.

She didn’t answer.

She just kept going until she reached one of the scarecrows.

Then she stopped.

I slowed down as I got closer, my chest tightening for no reason I could explain.

The scarecrow towered over her, its clothes hanging loose, one sleeve torn and flapping slightly in the wind.

Lily tilted her head.

Like she was listening.

“Lily?” I said, more quietly now.

She didn’t turn around.

Instead... she leaned closer to it.

Whispering.

A cold chill ran down my back.

“Lily, what are you doing?”

She finally turned to look at me.

And smiled.

But something about it felt... off.

“He’s nice,” she said.

I blinked. “Who?”

She pointed up at the scarecrow.

“Him.”

I let out a nervous laugh. “Yeah. Okay. Very funny. Let’s go.”

“I’m not joking,” she said, her voice calm—too calm. “He said hi.”

I stared at her.

Then slowly... I looked up at the scarecrow.

The burlap face was stitched into a crooked smile.

Its head tilted slightly to one side.

Like it had been moved.

Like it had been... listening too.

“Lily,” I said, grabbing her arm a little tighter than I meant to, “we’re going back. Now.”

She didn’t argue this time.

She just kept looking over her shoulder as I pulled her away.

Watching it.

That night, after we unpacked, I stood by the window in my room.

The fields stretched out into darkness, barely visible under the cloudy sky.

Everything was quiet.

Too quiet.

Then—

The wind picked up.

The corn rustled softly.

And I saw it.

One of the scarecrows.

Closer than before.

Right at the edge of the yard.

I frowned.

“I swear that wasn’t there earlier...”

I leaned closer to the glass.

Trying to see it better.

The scarecrow stood still.

Completely still.

But something about it made my stomach twist.

Like it didn’t belong.

Like it had moved.

Behind me, Lily’s voice came from the doorway.

“You saw him too, didn’t you?”

I spun around.

She was standing there in the dark, holding her blanket.

Her eyes looked... different.

Wider.

Excited.

“He likes you,” she said softly.

I forced a laugh. “It’s a scarecrow, Lily. It doesn’t like anything.”

She shook her head slowly.

Then smiled.

“Yes it does.”

I turned back to the window.

The scarecrow was still there.

Watching.

And for just a second—

I thought I saw its arm twitch.
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Chapter 2 – Lily’s New Friends
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I didn’t sleep much that night.

Every time I closed my eyes, I saw that scarecrow standing in the yard. Just... watching. Waiting.

At some point, I must’ve fallen asleep.

Because the next thing I knew, sunlight was pouring through my window—and Lily was gone.

“Lily?” I called, sitting up.

No answer.

Her bed was empty. Blanket gone.

I threw on my shoes and rushed downstairs.

Mom was in the kitchen, unpacking boxes.

“Where’s Lily?” I asked.

“She went outside,” Mom said casually. “Said she wanted to explore.”

I froze.

“Outside... where?”

Mom shrugged. “The yard. The fields. It’s not like there’s anywhere else to go out here.”
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I DIDN’T WAIT FOR ANYTHING else.

I ran.

Out the front door, across the porch, and into the yard.

The morning air felt different than last night—brighter, warmer. The fields didn’t seem as creepy in the sunlight.

But my stomach still felt tight.

Because I already knew where she’d be.

I found her in the field.

Standing in front of the same scarecrow.

The one from yesterday.

“Lily!” I shouted, slowing down as I got closer.

She didn’t turn right away.

She was too busy... talking.

“I told you he’d come out here,” she whispered, giggling softly. “He didn’t believe me.”

I stopped.

My heart started pounding again.

“Lily,” I said, more cautiously, “who are you talking to?”

She turned this time.

Smiling.

At me.

Then she pointed up.

“At him.”

I looked at the scarecrow.

Same old clothes.

Same stitched smile.

Same empty eyes.

Nothing different.

Nothing alive.

“Very funny,” I said. “Come on, let’s go.”

“I’m not joking,” Lily said, her voice dropping. “We’re having a conversation.”

“With what?” I snapped.

“With my friend.”

I crossed my arms. “It’s a scarecrow, Lily. It doesn’t talk.”

“Yes it does,” she said, matter-of-fact. “You just don’t listen.”

The way she said it made me pause.

There was no joking in her voice.

No teasing.

She meant it.

I stepped closer to her.

“And what exactly is it saying?” I asked.

Lily tilted her head slightly, like she was listening again.

Then she nodded.

“He says you’re rude.”

I blinked. “What?”

“And that you don’t believe in things,” she added.

“Because it’s not real!”

Lily frowned.

Then leaned closer to the scarecrow again.

“I told you,” she whispered. “He’s like that.”

The wind picked up suddenly.

The scarecrow’s sleeve flapped.

Its head shifted—just a little.

I froze.

Did that just—

No.

No way.

It was just the wind.

It had to be.

“Okay,” I said quickly, grabbing Lily’s arm. “We’re done here.”

She pulled away.

“No! I’m not finished talking!”

“You can talk to it later,” I said. “Mom said to stay near the house.”

“She didn’t say that,” Lily snapped.

Her voice sounded sharper than usual.

Older.

I stared at her.

Something wasn’t right.

“Lily...” I said slowly, “you’re acting weird.”

She didn’t answer right away.

She just looked back at the scarecrow.

Then smiled again.

“He says you’re scared,” she said quietly.

I swallowed.

“I’m not scared.”

“Yes you are.”

“No, I’m not.”

She leaned in closer to me.

Close enough that I could hear her breathing.

“He knows,” she whispered.

I felt a chill run down my spine.

“Knows what?”

Lily’s smile widened.

Slowly.

Too slowly.

“He knows your name.”
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THE WIND RUSHED THROUGH the corn behind us.

And for just a second—

I could’ve sworn...

The scarecrow’s head turned toward me.
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