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The Haunting of Hallow Hill High 
Amber and Jake had always heard the rumors 

about Hallow Hill High, the old abandoned school 

on the outskirts of town. Its Gothic architecture and 

eerie silhouette against the moonlit sky sent shivers 

down their spines. One chilly October evening, they 

decided to investigate the place, daring each 

other to prove their bravery. 

As they entered the crumbling building, the temperature dropped, and a bone-

chilling wind whistled through the broken windows. They navigated the dark 

corridors, their flashlight beams revealing faded lockers and dusty textbooks. 

Suddenly, they heard a faint whisper, a ghostly voice that seemed to echo from 

the walls themselves. 

"Did you hear that?" Amber whispered, her voice trembling. 

"Yeah," Jake replied, trying to sound brave. "Probably just the wind." 

But they both knew it wasn't just the wind. The whisper had a distinct, eerie quality 

that sent chills down their spines. They pressed on, exploring classroom after 

classroom, each one filled with remnants of a bygone era. Desks were overturned, 

and chalkboards still bore faint scribbles from the last lessons taught there. 

As they reached the end of a long hallway, they came across a door slightly ajar. 

Pushing it open, they found themselves in the school's old library. Rows of dusty 

books lined the shelves, and cobwebs hung from the ceiling. Amber picked up a 

book, and as she blew off the dust, she heard the whisper again, this time clearer. 

"Help us..." 

Amber and Jake exchanged worried glances. "Maybe we should leave," Amber 

suggested, her voice barely above a whisper. 
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Just then, a cold breeze swept through the room, and the ghostly whisper grew 

louder. "We need to find out what happened here," Jake insisted, a mix of curiosity 

and fear in his eyes. 

Following the sound of the whisper, they made their way to the basement, where 

they discovered an old janitor's closet. Inside, they found a stack of newspapers 

detailing the tragic fire that had consumed part of the school decades ago, 

claiming the lives of several students and a teacher. The articles described how 

the spirits of those lost in the fire were rumored to haunt the halls of Hallow Hill High. 

"These must be the voices we heard," Amber said, her heart heavy with sadness. 

Determined to help the restless spirits find peace, Amber and Jake performed a 

small ceremony they had read about online, using candles and a few words of 

comfort. As they finished, the air around them seemed to lighten, and the 

whispers gradually faded away. 

"We did it," Jake said, a sense of relief washing over him. 

As they left the school, the moonlight casting long shadows on the ground, they 

felt a newfound respect for the past and the stories it held. Their adventure at 

Hallow Hill High had taught them about bravery, empathy, and the importance 

of remembering those who came before. 

They walked back home, their bond 

strengthened by the experience, knowing 

they had given the spirits of Hallow Hill High 

the peace they deserved. 

 

 

 

 

 


