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Noah and the Spooky Halloween Night

A Noah Adventure

By Christof Wunderlich

For every kid who has ever felt different,

and for every kid brave enough to go on an adventure anyway.

And for those who believe that courage, friendship, and kindness

can shine even in the darkest places.
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Chapter 1: The Legend of Raven Hill
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The wind came early that October.

It swept through the small town like a whisper through tall grass, tugging at leaves and spinning them across sidewalks. Pumpkins sat on front porches with crooked smiles. Paper ghosts hung from trees. Every window seemed to glow with orange lights.

Halloween was only a few days away.

For most kids in town, that meant candy, costumes, and staying out late with friends.

For Noah Carter, it meant something else entirely.

Mystery.

Noah rolled slowly down Maple Street, the soft hum of his wheelchair wheels blending with the rustle of dry leaves. A backpack hung from the back of his chair, and perched carefully on his lap sat George, his small turtle, blinking slowly as if he approved of the crisp autumn air.

Beside Noah walked Arlo.

Arlo never walked quietly. He kicked leaves, hopped over cracks in the sidewalk, and occasionally spun around dramatically like he expected an audience to appear.

“Best time of the year,” Arlo announced, spreading his arms wide as if he personally owned the season.

Noah smiled.

“Because of the candy?”

“Because of the spooky stuff,” Arlo corrected immediately. “Ghost stories. Haunted houses. Legends.”

At the word legends, Roxie lifted her head.

The golden-brown dog trotted beside Noah’s chair, ears perked high. Her nose twitched in the cool air.

“Ruff.”

Noah reached down and scratched behind her ear.

“I think Roxie agrees with you,” he said.

Arlo grinned.

“See? Even she knows something exciting is coming.”

They turned the corner toward the center of town where the old brick school stood. Kids were gathered outside, some carving pumpkins for the school contest, others trading candy already collected from early Halloween parties.

The entire place buzzed with energy.

But something else hung in the air too.

Stories.

Arlo spotted a group of kids gathered around the big oak tree near the playground.

“Perfect,” he said. “Story circle.”

Noah raised an eyebrow.

“That usually means someone’s about to exaggerate something.”

“Or reveal something incredible,” Arlo said hopefully.

They rolled and walked over just as one of the older kids lowered his voice dramatically.

“...and that’s when the lights appeared again.”

A younger kid gasped.

“What lights?”

The older boy leaned closer.

“The lights on Raven Hill.”

Even the wind seemed to pause.

Arlo immediately leaned forward.

“Go on.”

The boy glanced around as if making sure no adults were nearby.

“Every Halloween,” he continued quietly, “the lights appear in the old house on the hill.”

A few kids shifted nervously.

Noah had heard about Raven Hill before. Everyone in town had. It sat just beyond the edge of the neighborhood where the trees grew thicker and the road curved sharply upward.

At the very top stood an old house.

Abandoned.

Empty.

Or at least... that’s what people said.

“The house has been empty for years,” the boy continued. “But every Halloween night... lights flicker inside.”

Another kid spoke up quickly.

“My cousin said he saw someone walking in the window once.”

“No way,” another replied.

“Way.”

The storyteller nodded slowly.

“Some people say the place is haunted.”

A breeze rushed through the oak tree branches.

Leaves swirled across the ground.

Roxie suddenly froze.

Her ears stood straight up.

“Grrrr...”

The low growl barely escaped her throat, but Noah felt it vibrate through the footrest of his chair.

He looked down.

“What is it, girl?”

Roxie stared toward the north end of town.

Toward Raven Hill.

Arlo noticed too.

“You see that?” he whispered.

Noah followed Roxie’s gaze.

Beyond the rooftops and treetops, the hill rose quietly in the distance. Most of the house was hidden by tall trees, but the dark outline of the roof was just visible against the fading afternoon sky.

Still.

Silent.

Watching.

The storyteller finished with a whisper.

“And the weirdest part?”

Everyone leaned closer.

“The lights only appear on Halloween.”

A younger kid swallowed hard.

“So... what do you think it is?”

The older boy shrugged.

“Ghosts.”

Several kids shivered.

Arlo’s eyes lit up like someone had just handed him a treasure map.

“We should go see it,” he said immediately.

Noah laughed softly.

“That’s exactly what someone says right before something goes wrong.”

“Or right before the greatest adventure ever,” Arlo countered.

Roxie barked suddenly.

“BARK!”

The group jumped.

Then she turned back toward Raven Hill and growled again.

“Grrrrrr...”

This time Noah noticed something.

Not fear.

Warning.

He looked back at the hill.

The house remained dark.

Quiet.

Completely still.

But for a moment, Noah had the strange feeling that the hill wasn’t just part of the landscape.

It felt like it was waiting.

Arlo clapped his hands together.

“Alright,” he said excitedly. “Decision made.”

Noah sighed.

“I don’t like the sound of that.”

“We’re going to Raven Hill on Halloween night.”

Several kids gasped.

One shook his head immediately.

“No way. My brother said people hear footsteps up there.”

Another added quickly, “And doors slamming!”

Arlo shrugged.

“Sounds like a mystery.”

Noah looked down at Roxie.

She was still staring toward the hill.

Low growl.

Steady.

George blinked slowly from Noah’s lap.

Almost like he was thinking.

Finally Noah looked back at the distant house.

The wind brushed across the town again.

Leaves danced across the street.

And somewhere far beyond the trees...

Something flickered.

Just once.

So faint that Noah almost thought he imagined it.

A tiny flash of light.

High on Raven Hill.

Noah leaned forward slightly.

“Did anyone else see that?” he asked quietly.

But the others were already talking again.

Only Roxie noticed.

She let out a long, uneasy howl.

“AWOOOOO...”

And far above the town, hidden by the trees, the old house on Raven Hill stood in silence.

Waiting for Halloween night.
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Chapter 2: The Flicker
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The light was gone.

If Noah hadn’t been staring directly at Raven Hill, he might have believed it was just a trick of the afternoon sun reflecting off a window somewhere. The hill looked quiet again, the house barely visible through the thick trees.

But Noah knew what he had seen.

He kept staring for a moment longer.

Nothing.

Just wind moving the branches.

“Did anyone else see that?” Noah asked again.

Arlo turned back toward him. “See what?”

“There was a light,” Noah said. “Up there.”

A few kids glanced toward the hill, but it looked exactly the same as it always did.

Dark.

Silent.

Unfriendly.

The storyteller kid shrugged. “Probably just the sun hitting the glass.”

“Yeah,” another added quickly. “That house doesn’t even have power anymore.”

Arlo crossed his arms and squinted at the hill as if he expected something dramatic to happen immediately.

“Well,” he said, “that just makes it more interesting.”

Noah gave him a look.

“That’s your reaction to everything.”

“Adventure,” Arlo corrected.

Roxie barked sharply.

“BARK!”

Then she looked at Noah again, tail stiff, ears forward.

Noah leaned down and rubbed her neck.

“You saw it too, didn’t you?”

Roxie didn’t answer with a bark this time.

She just stared at the hill.

George slowly stretched his neck from Noah’s lap, blinking in that calm, thoughtful turtle way of his.

Almost like he was studying the place.

The bell rang from inside the school.

Kids groaned.

“Time to go,” someone said.

The group broke apart, conversations immediately shifting back to homework, costumes, and weekend plans. The spooky story circle dissolved like fog under sunlight.

But Noah kept thinking about the flicker.

Inside the hallway, the school smelled like dry leaves and pencil shavings. Lockers slammed. Shoes squeaked across polished floors.

Arlo walked beside Noah’s chair again, quieter now.

“You’re sure you saw something?” he asked.

“Pretty sure.”

Arlo’s eyes brightened.

“Then we definitely need to check it out.”

Noah laughed.

“That’s your solution to everything.”

“And it works most of the time.”

They reached their classroom and took their usual seats. Noah parked his chair beside his desk while Arlo dropped into the seat next to him.

Their teacher, Mr. Caldwell, wrote something on the board.

Creative Writing Assignment.

The class groaned again.

Mr. Caldwell turned around with a grin.

“Alright, listen up. Since Halloween is coming up, I want everyone to write a short story.”

A few kids perked up.

“A spooky one,” he continued. “Ghosts, mysteries, strange events. Let your imagination run wild.”

Arlo leaned over immediately.

“You hear that?” he whispered. “Perfect timing.”

“For what?”

“Our investigation.”

Noah shook his head.

“We don’t even know if there’s anything to investigate.”

Arlo tapped his pencil against his notebook.

“Step one: strange lights on Raven Hill.”

“That could have been anything.”

“Step two: abandoned house.”

“That part’s true.”

“Step three: rumors of ghosts.”

Noah raised an eyebrow.

“Ghosts?”

Arlo shrugged.

“Or smugglers. Or secret treasure. Or an underground tunnel system.”

Noah stared at him.

“You went from ghosts to tunnels very quickly.”

Arlo grinned.

“That’s what imagination is for.”

Mr. Caldwell clapped his hands once.

“Alright, writers. Get started.”

The classroom filled with scratching pencils.

Noah stared at the blank page in front of him.

Outside the classroom window, the wind pushed clouds slowly across the sky.

Raven Hill sat somewhere beyond those clouds and trees.

Hidden.

Quiet.

Noah picked up his pencil.

At the top of the page he wrote:

The Mystery of Raven Hill.

Arlo leaned over to read it.

“Yes!” he whispered excitedly.

Roxie, who had been curled quietly near Noah’s chair, suddenly lifted her head again.

Her nose twitched.

Then she stood.

“Ruff.”

A few kids glanced at the dog.

Mr. Caldwell didn’t mind Roxie being in the classroom. She was calm, well-trained, and usually slept through lessons.

But now she walked slowly toward the window.

Her nails tapped softly on the floor.

Click.

Click.

Click.

She stopped in front of the glass and stared outside.

Noah watched her carefully.

“What is it, girl?”

Roxie gave a low growl.

“Grrrr...”

Arlo leaned toward the window too.

“You think she’s looking at the hill again?”

Noah wasn’t sure.

But something about the way Roxie stood there felt different.

Alert.

Focused.

Like a guard dog watching for danger.

Outside, the wind moved the trees.

Clouds drifted across the sun.

For just a second, a break in the clouds allowed sunlight to stretch across the distant hills outside town.

The beam of light brushed the trees on Raven Hill.

And for the briefest moment...

Something flashed again.

Not sunlight.

Not reflection.

A real light.

Small.

Sharp.

Gone almost instantly.

Arlo saw it this time.

His eyes widened.

“You saw that too, right?”

Noah nodded slowly.

“Yeah.”

Roxie barked once.

“BARK!”

Several students jumped.

Mr. Caldwell looked over his glasses.

“Everything alright over there?”

Noah nodded quickly.

“Sorry, sir.”

Roxie settled back down beside his chair, but her ears stayed alert.

Arlo leaned closer, voice barely above a whisper.

“Okay,” he said.

“Now we definitely have a mystery.”

Noah looked back out the window toward Raven Hill.

The house was hidden again behind the trees.
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