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Chapter One: The Loneliest Halloween

 

O liver Finch lived in a house that always smelled faintly of old books and cinnamon toast. He was a boy with a heart that felt as big as a balloon, but it was often heavy, weighed down by a quiet kind of loneliness. Oliver’s parents, a pair of brilliant astronomers, were usually miles away in their thoughts, charting constellations and debating the existence of distant galaxies. Their love for the stars was a bright, burning thing, but it left very little light for a boy who longed for more than just a passing glance.

This particular October 31st was no different. The front porch light was off, a silent signal to the neighborhood that no one was home for trick-or-treaters. Oliver watched from his bedroom window, his nose pressed against the cool glass, as groups of children in vibrant costumes laughed and shrieked with delight. He saw ghosts and goblins, pirates and princesses, their plastic pumpkin buckets overflowing with sweet treasures. A pang of longing, sharp and painful, twisted in his stomach. He wasn’t allowed to go out on his own, and his parents had forgotten, as they often did, that it was even Halloween at all.
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His mother, a woman with a constellation of freckles across her nose, was lost in a thick book about black holes. His father, whose hair was perpetually rumpled, was sketching complex diagrams of a newly discovered comet on a large chalkboard in the living room. Oliver walked downstairs, a ghost in his own home. He stopped in the kitchen, the silence amplified by the gentle hum of the refrigerator. He opened the pantry door, searching for something, anything, to distract him from the ache in his chest.

Tucked away on a high shelf, behind a box of stale crackers and a jar of pickled onions, he found a forgotten bag of candy. It was a clear plastic sack, tied with a cheap orange ribbon, filled with waxy, striped candy corn. It wasn’t the chocolate or lollipops that other kids were getting, but it was candy, and it was his. He carried the bag back to his room, poured the little kernels onto his desk, and began to arrange them into patterns, a futile attempt to fill the emptiness he felt inside.

He picked up a single candy corn, its white tip, orange middle, and yellow base feeling familiar and comforting in his palm. He held it up to the lamplight, admiring the tiny grooves and perfect shape. He felt a sudden, inexplicable urge to talk to it, to confess all the quiet feelings that had nowhere else to go. “You’re the loneliest candy corn in the world, aren’t you?” he whispered, his voice cracking with emotion. “Just like me.”
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Chapter Two: A Very Small Voice

 

O liver stared at the candy corn, his own words hanging in the air like dust motes in a sunbeam. For a moment, he felt a flicker of embarrassment. He was talking to a piece of candy. It was a silly thing to do, a sign of how truly lonely he must be. He was about to put the candy corn back on the pile when he heard it—a sound so faint it was barely a breath of air. It was a high-pitched, delicate squeak, like a tiny mouse wearing velvet slippers.

He leaned closer, his heart thumping against his ribs. The sound came again, clearer this time. “Not… exactly lonely,” the voice chirped. “I’ve been quite content, actually, but it’s very nice of you to ask.” Oliver’s eyes widened. He could feel the blood rushing to his cheeks. He wasn’t imagining it. A tiny, perfect voice was coming from the little striped kernel he held in his hand. He nearly dropped it in his shock, but his fingers, trembling with a mixture of fear and wonder, held on tight.

“You… you can talk?” Oliver stammered, his voice a disbe-lieving whisper. He looked around the room, half-expecting his parents to appear and scold him for being so foolish. But the
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house remained silent, lost in its usual deep quiet. The candy corn wobbled slightly in his palm, and the voice, which sounded oddly prim and proper, replied. “Of course I can talk. All candy corn can, it’s just that most of you humans don’t listen.”

A bubble of pure, unadulterated excitement rose in Oliver’s chest, pushing out the heavy feeling of loneliness that had been there for so long. He carefully placed the candy corn on his desk, right next to his stack of textbooks. He saw it now in a new light. It wasn’t just a piece of candy; it was a companion, a friend. “What’s your name?” he asked, his voice filled with a kind of breathless anticipation he hadn’t felt in a very long time.

The candy corn seemed to puff itself up with importance. “My name is Silas,” it said with a hint of a sugary British accent. “And you must be Oliver. I’ve heard you talking to your stuffed owl, Barnaby, about the difficulty of finding a good cheese for a late-night snack. A truly pressing matter, I’m sure.” Oliver’s mouth fell open in surprise. Silas not only talked, but he knew things about him, things no one else paid attention to.

“So you were listening to me?” Oliver asked, a shy smile spreading across his face. Silas teetered on the edge of the desk, its white tip pointing up at him. “Listening, and watching, and waiting for the right moment,” Silas said mysteriously. “There’s so much more to this world than you know, Oliver. And I think, perhaps, you’re the boy who is finally ready to hear about it.”
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Chapter Three: The Great Candy Corn

Council

 

O ver the next few days, Oliver’s world, once a quiet and predictable place, was completely transformed. Silas the candy corn became his constant companion. He carried him in his pocket, a tiny, smooth weight that brought immense comfort. Silas was a fountain of surprising information, sharing stories not from books, but from his own unique, sugary perspective. He spoke of the dust bunnies under the couch as great, furry beasts and described the refrigerator light as the sun of a frozen world. Oliver laughed more in those few days than he had in the past year.

One chilly afternoon, as rain streaked down the windowpane, Silas shared a secret that made Oliver’s heart race with a new kind of excitement. “You see, Oliver,” Silas began, his voice a whisper, “I’m not just a candy corn. I’m a special kind of candy corn. I’m what’s known as a ‘Kernel of Insight.’ We’re the ones who remember and hold the wisdom of our kind.” Oliver listened, his eyes wide. He loved this. It felt like being let in on the biggest secret in the world.
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