
“Fowl Halloween Quest” 
 
Once upon a time, in a cozy farmyard surrounded by dense woods, lived a brave hen named 
Henrietta and her curious friend, Gary the goose. As Halloween approached, the air was filled 
with excitement and a little bit of fright. The farm was buzzing with whispers of a spooky 
legend: a hidden treasure buried deep in the haunted woods. 
 
One crisp evening, Henrietta and Gary gathered their friends: Max the wise old owl, Bella the 
adventurous squirrel, and Timmy the timid rabbit. They all huddled together in the barn, their 
eyes wide with wonder as Henrietta spoke up. “We should find the treasure! What do you say?” 
 
“Are you sure it’s safe?” Timmy quivered, his little nose twitching. “What if we run into ghosts?” 
 
“Ghosts? Pfft!” Bella exclaimed, bouncing excitedly. “I’ve seen scarier things! Besides, we’ll have 
each other.” 
 
Max adjusted his glasses, peering at the map Henrietta had found. “According to this, the 
treasure lies near the old oak tree, but it’s guarded by the Phantom Fox. He’s a tricky one.” 
 
“Phantom Fox?” Gary honked, his feathers ruffled with anticipation. “What’s our plan?” 
 
The group spent the night strategizing, deciding to dress up in Halloween costumes for 
camouflage. Henrietta donned a witch hat, Gary dressed as a vampire, Timmy wore a ghost 
sheet, and Bella made herself look like a pumpkin. Max, being wise, chose to be a wizard with a 
cape, while they made Timmy wear a superhero outfit to boost his courage. 
 
As dawn broke, they set out on their adventure, the sun casting a golden glow through the 
trees. The woods were eerily quiet, save for the occasional rustle of leaves. They walked for a 
while until they reached the old oak tree, where they spotted a shadow lurking. 
 
“Who dares to enter my domain?” a raspy voice echoed. It was the Phantom Fox, his glowing 
eyes piercing through the darkness. 
 
“We’re just looking for treasure!” Henrietta bravely declared. “We mean no harm.” 
 
“Treasure, you say?” the fox smirked, his tail flicking mischievously. “But first, you must answer 
my riddle. If you fail, you’ll be lost forever!” 
 
The friends exchanged worried glances. “What’s the riddle?” Gary asked, his voice trembling 
slightly. 
 
“Here it is: I have keys but open no locks. I have space but no room. I have you but no me. What 
am I?” the fox taunted. 
 



The group was silent, pondering. “A keyboard!” Max suddenly exclaimed. The fox blinked in 
surprise. 
 
“Very clever, owl. You may pass, but remember, the treasure is not just gold—it’s the friendships 
you forge along the way.” 
 
They raced to the spot marked on the map, digging excitedly. After a few moments, they 
unearthed a sparkling chest. Inside, they found not coins, but a collection of notes—each 
containing a memory shared between them. 
 
As they read through the notes, laughter erupted. “These are our adventures!” Bella giggled. 
“The real treasure is our friendship!” 
 
That night, they celebrated their find, realizing that while the adventure was thrilling, the bonds 
they formed were far more valuable than gold. Under the Halloween moon, they danced and 
shared stories, grateful for each other. 
 
 Lesson Learned: 
In the end, the treasure wasn’t gold or jewels but the memories and friendships they created 
together. True wealth lies in the connections we forge, not in material possessions. 


