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Cﬁajoter 1
The Hollow Heart @C Halloween Town

TIn the center of a dark and eerie [forest, beneath a sky forever
Jaaintec[ with the hues of autumn, stood Halloween Town. It was a place that
seemed alive with misc ief—s indfy trees stretched their Bony (imbs toward
the sﬁy, and crooked houses [i{:wd the streets, their sﬁmja ed’ges and twisting
sﬁayes gving the town an otﬁerwor[af@ fee[ fverywﬁere you looked, there was
sometﬁing strange: yumpﬁins that g[owed’ with sinister gm’ns, skeletons that
danced in the streets, and witches that flew across the moon on broomsticks. It
was a town where the air was a[wa_ys illed with the scent @( a&ecay and mys-
tery, where every dhy was Halloween.

At the heart c;f this land cf frigﬁt, there was one ﬁgm’e who stood above the
rest: Jack Ske ﬁngton, the Tumpﬁin King. He was tall and thin, his skeletal
fmme towering over the citizens qf ’_I-[a[(oﬂween Te own, and his g[owing eyes
afwa_ys seemed to be a[igﬁt with some unspoken idea. Jack had [ong been the
hero of Halloween. He d’esignea[ the sfpooé celebrations, coordinated the ter-
r@ing decorations, and led the year[ kfm’ ﬁt-fest that ﬁﬂ’ed’ the town with
screams qf afe[igﬁt, The other townsfozy ad%red’ him for his creativity and his
boundless energy, but dbgpite the accolades, jacl%’s eart was growing weary.

Every Halloween, Jack would work tireﬁessfy to create the most terr@ing
m’gﬁt of the year, and each time, the town would cheer for him, sﬁowering him
with admiration. Yet, when the ﬁna[ houlish scream of the m’gﬁt fad’ed’ away,
Jack would return to his mansion, where the silence seemed to echo in his ears.
The thrill qf Halloween no longer gave him the same ’oy it once had. The
strange emptiness inside him began to grow, and jacé’ could not understand
wﬁy, He had everytﬁin he could possi [y need: fame, respect, and love from
his yeoy(e. But none cjgit ﬁﬂéd’ the hollow space in his chest.



One nigﬁt, aﬁer another exﬁausting Halloween, jacﬁ foum{ ﬁimseg[ wa[ﬁing
tﬁrougﬁ the misty woods that surrounded Halloween Town. The moon[i’gﬁt
Bare[y }Dierceo{ the thick fog, and the trees twisted (ike dark hands reachin,
for him. He wandered aimﬁass[y, lost in thought, when suddenly he stumbled
upon sometﬁing unexyectec[ A circle of woocgn doors stood Eejéwffe him, each
one fmmecf in strange d:esigns. Some were covered in ivy, others adorned with
gfowin yum}aﬁins, bgut one door in yarticu[ar caugﬁt Jack’s eye. It was a
beautiful, sﬁimmering door, wmja}aed’ in a wreath of ﬁoffy (md‘y evergreen.
Curiosity yiquecf, Jack qpenec{ the door and stejo}oec[ into the unknown. What
he foum{ Eeyond’ was a stark contrast to the twisted, gpooéy world he knew.
fBefore him [ay Christmas Town—a world of frosty wonder, where snowﬂalées
c{nﬁe em‘l’y from the sléy and bright lights shimmered on every tree. The
air sme?(ec{ @( }aine and gingerﬁreaf and the sounds of [augﬁter ﬁ[fecf the air.
Little elves scurried about, creatin toys with 'oy and cheer, and everywﬁere
Jack looked, he saw warmth and ﬁgyyiness, he }oeoyﬁa here were ﬁ[ﬁecf with a
kind (f joy Jack had never exyerienceaf.

In awe, Jack walked tﬁrougﬁ the snow-covered streets, aﬁsorﬁing the magic (f
this new }J[ace. The ﬁm’gﬁt colors, the warmth of the Jaeqpk, the music—it was
unlike cmytﬁing he had ever known. A tﬁougﬁt ﬁegan to grow in TJack’s mind.
This is it, he realized. This is the answer to the em}otiness inside me. Christ-
mas, with all its merriment and warmth, was the very thing he had been
searcﬁing for. In an instant, he made up his mind: he would 5n’ng Christmas

to ’J—[a[ [oween ‘T)OWYL.




C ﬁajoter )
Jack’s Grand Plan

Tﬁe next cfay, Jack returned to Halloween Town, his mind racin
with excitement. He couldn’t wait to share his d’z’scovery with the townsfolk.
He gatﬁered’ them in the town square and, with great enthusiasm, told them
about Christmas Town, the Jo[ace he had just visited. “It’s a land of joy and
wonder,” Jack exy[’ainedf “A Joface where ﬁayyiness and kindness ﬁl/’? tﬁz air.
?Jnd’ it is the answer to everytﬁing! We must Bm’ng Christmas to Halloween

own!”

The townsfoﬂé, tﬁougﬁ bewildered, were eager to help their beloved CPumJoEin
King. T ﬁey had never heard /:f such a tﬁing as Cﬁfistmas, but Jack’s excite-
ment was contagious. He Spoke with such fervor that tﬁey couldn’t ﬁeﬁa but
agree to his y[an. Jack wasted no time in setting tﬁings into motion. He knew
that 1f tﬁey were going to }mff this qﬁf, tﬁey would need to work cluicﬁ@—cmd:
most imyormnrfy, tﬁey would need to put their own twist on Christmas to
make it tru[y uniolue.

Jack Eegan Ey sewing a suit to resemble Santa Claus. He used a ]Jatcﬁworﬁ
of faﬁn’c—some red, some black, some white—but it was far from j)mfect 1}
was comicall i[[-ﬁm’ng, but Jack was convinced it would work. He then gatﬁ-
ered the skeletons, who were experts at Euifd’ing, and instructed them to cmfr
s[eigﬁs that could travel tﬁrougﬁ the night sﬁy, T ﬁey worked tire[ess@, creat-
ing gﬁost[y sﬁzigﬁs that hovered and gﬁ%éof with eerfe grace.




Next, j]acfi turned to the witches, who were eager to lend a hand. “We’ll need
some toys,” Jack said. “But not just any toys. We need toys that will fri hten
and thrill. The kind of toys that will S%CE and sm:prise!” The witches égan
6rewing up strange concoctions and casting magica[ s/pe[fs to create all man-
ner of odd and s/pooléy giﬁs—creqpy dol[s, mtt[ing chains, and eerie winof—u}o

creatures.

Jack also called on the vampires, who had a knack for movin tﬁrougﬁ the
shadows. “Yow'll ﬁego deliver the presents,” jac/é instructed them. “On[y, you
must deliver them in the dead ofp night, just [ike Santa.” The vam}oires, ever

read’yfor a cﬁa[(enge, gm’nnec[wit c{eﬁgﬁt and’agreedf

For c[ays, jacﬁ and the citizens (f Halloween Town worked tireléss[y, yutting
togetﬁer their own version (2( Christmas. As tﬁey }ore}mrec{, Jack grew more
and more excited, certain that this would be the most syecmcufar ﬁo(iofay ever.
When everytﬁing washfina[[ ready, jacﬁ climbed into his yatcﬁworﬁ suit,
jum}oed into the sfeig ) amget off into the m’gﬁt, eager to Ering his syooﬁy

version of Christmas to the world.
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The True Meaning of Christmas

Jack soared tﬁrougﬁ the m’gﬁt SEy, his ghostly sleigh gliding over
the snowy roqfroys of the world below. He laughed with g&ee as he tﬁougﬁt of
the smjom’se and wonder his Christmas woulc Bring. But as he Eegan deliver-

ing his g?ﬁs, tﬁings did not go as Jofanneof

The first house he visited was ﬁfl’ed’ with screams. A [ittle gir( opened’ the door,
and when she saw Jack, her eyes widened in horror. “What is that?)” she cried.
Instead of joy, his visit ﬁﬂ’ed’ the house with fear, TJack quicﬁ(y moved on to the
next home, but there, too, the children screamed at the sigﬁt qf his skeletal face
and his bizarre gtﬁs. Dolls with sﬁm:p teeth, mtt[ing chains, and wm’gg[ing

WOorms were not wﬁat cﬁi[’d’ren exyected’from Santa.

As Jack continued his journey, he realized that sometﬁing was terriﬁfy wrong.
His version of Christmas was fm’gﬁtening, not festive, Tt wasn’t tﬁz_joy and
gooafwiff he had hoped to spread—it was terror and confusion. He egan to
question whether he had made a terrible mistake.

The situation worsened when Jack discovered that Santa Claus had gone
missing, In his ﬁpface, the villainous Oogie CBonge, a creature made cf writh-
ing Eugs and shadows, had Eid’na}a}aed’ the ]’0( Y old man. Oogie had Jofanned
to trap Santa and take over Christmas, using his own twisted version qf the
ﬁoﬁ’ad?y. TJack, ﬁorriﬁed: realized that he needed to ﬁx everytﬁing Before it was
too late.
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Determined to make tﬁings rigﬁt, jacﬁ rushed back to Halloween Town, where
he gathered his friemB to rescue Santa from Oogie CBoogie’s lair. With the

ﬁejg of the witches, the vam}oires, and the skeletons, jaclé broke into Oogie’s
lair, reeing Santa and restoring the real Christmas magic. Jack learned that
Christmas wasn’t sometﬁing he could sim}ofy recreate—it wasn’t about scam’ng
}oeoyfe or ad’d’ing his own twist. It was about love, kindness, and giving, and it
was sometﬁing that could not be forcecf.

With Santa saﬁzfy returned to his work, Jack realized that Christmas had
its own Eeauty and magic, just as Halloween had its own unique charm. He
had tried to take sometﬁing that wasn’t his, but in the process, he discovered

somethin far more im}oormnt: every ﬁo[icfay had its own 5J9ecia[ meaning.
jacﬁ d’id#t need to cﬁcmge Halloween to ﬁncf fug:i[(ment; he needed to embrace
what he a[reac[y had.

When Jack returned to Halloween Town, he was no (onger the restless Pump-
kin King. He was content. Smnd’ing on a hill, [ooﬁing down at the town, jac/é
smiled, knowing that Halloween was his to celebrate and that, in the end,
every ﬁo(iofay gacf its own magic.

tﬁe Joy tﬁat comes [rom accgpting WﬁO you are, ancf undérstancfing tﬁe true

And so, Jack Skellington’s heart was no [onger hollow. It was fu[f—fu[f of
meaning of the ﬁod’fiays.




The End.



Copieaf Ey Gabriella Montalvo.



