Beware The King Vulture

Once upon a time, in a vibrant jungle filled with colorful creatures, there lived a regal bird
known as the King Vulture. With wings that stretched wide and feathers that glistened like
stars, he was the mightiest of all the birds. The other animals admired him, but they also
whispered tales of his sharp beak and fierce gaze, which made them a little nervous.

As Halloween approached, the jungle buzzed with excitement. The monkeys swung from
the trees, gathering bananas for treats, while the parrots practiced spooky songs. The
jaguars were getting ready to tell the most thrilling stories of all.

But high above, perched on a rocky ledge, the King Vulture watched with a frown. “What a
silly spectacle,” he muttered. “Halloween is for games and tricks, but | have better things to
do than indulge in their foolishness.”

That night, while the animals celebrated, a sneaky breeze blew through the jungle, carrying
whispers of gossip. “Did you hear? The King Vulture has magical powers!” the wind seemed
to say. “He can summon storms and see the future!”

The animals gasped, their eyes wide with awe and fear. “What if he uses his magic against
us?” the rabbits squeaked. “We must stay on his good side!”

The King Vulture overheard the whispers and chuckled to himself. “Magic? How ridiculous!”
he thought, shaking his head. But instead of clarifying the truth, he reveled in the tales,
allowing them to spread like wildfire.

As Halloween night grew darker, the animals’ fear of the King Vulture grew stronger. They
tiptoed around, wary of his powerful presence. But one small creature, a brave little mouse
named Max, decided to confront the rumors.

Max scurried up to the King Vulture’s perch. “Your Majesty,” he squeaked, “why do you let
them believe these silly stories? You’re not a monster; you’re just a bird like any other.”

The King Vulture puffed up his chest, enjoying the attention. “It’s fun to be feared,” he
replied with a smirk. “Why would | stop them?”



“But believing everything you hear can lead to trouble,” Max warned. “What if they start
thinking you want to hurt them? They might miss out on Halloween fun just because of
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rumors

At that moment, dark clouds began to gather in the sky, but the King Vulture was too busy
enjoying the fear he created to notice the storm brewing above. As the winds picked up, the
animals below huddled together, trembling at the thought of their powerful king and the
magic he might unleash.

Suddenly, Tiny Tim, the humble turtle, crawled up to Max. “Look! The clouds are getting
darker. | think we should warn everyone!” he exclaimed.

Max nodded, realizing that the fear of the King Vulture was keeping everyone from enjoying
their Halloween celebration. “You’re right, Tim. We need to show them that we’re all safe
together,” he said.

With newfound courage, Max and Tim rallied the other animals. “Let’s not let the King
Vulture’s stories scare us! We’ll face this storm together!” they shouted.

Hearing the commotion, the King Vulture finally looked down. He saw the animals standing
united, ready to support one another. He realized that the tales he had enjoyed so much
had turned into fear that could ruin their Halloween.

“Wait!” he called out, swooping down to join them. “There’s no magic here. | may be the
King Vulture, but | would never harm you! The storm is just a storm, and together we can
face it.”

The animals looked up, surprised. The fear they had felt began to fade as they saw the King
Vulture's earnest expression. They realized they had let rumors cloud their judgment.

As the storm rolled in, the King Vulture spread his wings, shielding the animals with his
maghnificent shadow. They huddled together, feeling safe under his watchful gaze. The rain
poured down, but they laughed and sang, celebrating their Halloween as one.



