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      It was a dark and stormy night…

      Um, no.

      It was a beautiful, crisp fall day, and I, Reginald Fowl, strutted around the chicken yard with my favorite Rhode Island Reds: Ginger, Lilah, and Lucille. The fields glistened like gold in the afternoon sun, and the leaves were changing.

      It was our first fall on the farm, and we marveled at the riot of colors. We'd never seen anything like it, except maybe ourselves.

      Our flock was a mix of many different breeds, part of a grab bag at a hatchery. Spring had just begun when we’d first arrived. We’d experienced our fair share of bumps along the road, but had settled into a comfortable routine with the other animals.

      My bovine friends, Beatrice, Buttercup, and Moo, knew all the best gossip, while the geese, Hans and Greta, were the go-to gurus for sage advice and suggestions. They had put us on to Lucky, a strange bachelor duck that practice martial arts. He had become both teacher and friend.

      And then there was our dear pal Henry, who’d lived on the farm longer than anyone. He was full of stories and kept a watchful eye over us, though he slept a lot when he wasn’t trading bad jokes with Speedy.

      “What kinds of pigs know karate?” the old horse asked us.

      “Pork chops!” the small, colorful rooster replied.

      I groaned and wondered what I’d done in a past life to endure the unending puns.

      Henry had a million of them. “Why did the chicken cross the road?”

      “To cocky doodle doo something?” Speedy shot back.

      I chuckled. “That’s actually pretty good.”

      “No, to trick-or-tweet!” Henry snorted.

      Speedy and I looked at each other, then at him.

      “Get it? Trick-or-treat?” he said.

      We stared back blankly.

      “Oh, you'll see. Bill and his family really get into Halloween.”

      We still had no clue what he was talking about.

      The horse flicked his tail. “It's a human thing.”

      Humans were a strange lot at times, but ours were loving and treated us like pets, rather than food.

      Bill and Martha had five children: Melissa, Sam, Maggie, Jakey, and a brand-new human chick, Lacey, who was as loud as a foghorn. No one on the farm slept for a while after she hatched.

      Melissa had just started high school, much to her parents’ apprehension. Sam and Maggie were close in age and still in grade school.

      Ah, Maggie. Of all the redheads in my life, she was my favorite. She waved to us every morning when she boarded the yellow school bus, and made a beeline straight to the hen house as soon as she came home. She’d talk about her day and tell us stories.

      All summer she’d read to her little brother Jakey and I under a large oak tree. That was where we both learned to read, except now Jakey got to go to preschool. I’d watch him get on his own little school bus, wishing I could go too.

      Reading was a wondrous gift that had opened up a whole new world to me. I tried my best to share this with my flock. Most of them didn’t have the head for it, bird brains and all, but I kept trying.

      There was still so much to learn, for all of us. Each day was a marvel and I often wondered, What would tomorrow bring?
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      I got my answer early the next day. My fellow roosters and I had just returned from our morning crow-a-thon when our coop began to rumble and shake.

      Rocky, a large Barred Rock rooster, bolted into the hen house. “Metal monsters! They’re outside! They’re coming for us!”

      Everyone screamed, scattering in all directions in an enormous ruckus of noise and feathers.

      I flew up to the coop window and peered out, alarmed.

      Big green machines tore through the golden fields all around us, leaving nothing but large swaths of barren earth. The noise was deafening.

      I gaped in horror for a moment, caught up in the panicked mood of my flock, before coming to my senses. Surely there had to be a logical explanation for all of this.

      I closed my eyes and took a deep breath.

      Think, I told myself.

      I opened my eyes, leaned closer to the window and squinted out, recognizing Bill as he rode by in one of the large machines.

      I remembered seeing one of those in a farm catalog he’d left lying around outside. I glanced at the ceiling, trying to remember. Finally, it came to me.

      “Ah, it's a tractor!” I exclaimed, excited to have recalled the word.

      “Tractor!” The others shrieked and ran about. “It’s going to eat us!”

      “No, no, no. It’s harvesting food from the plants in the fields, including our food.”

      Twenty-three beady pairs of eyes stopped and looked at me.

      “Food? Where?” they asked in unison.

      I sighed. I tried to be patient with my friends. Many things still set us on edge. We'd never lived through a fall or a winter here, and weren't sure what to expect.

      I began reading up, trying to prepare the flock the best I could for such events. Most of my information was gleaned from the papers and catalogs that lined our coop, as well as the books Maggie read to us.

      I conversed with our farm animals and occasionally glimpsed the television through the window when we were out in our yard, which wasn’t far from the farmhouse. Speedy had a better view from his perch in the tree. Only the smallest and lightest of our kind could fly as adults. The rest were too heavy.

      My friend got an eyeful and was always up-to-date on the latest current events and TV episodes, as well as commercials.

      He liked to sing them too. “Plop, plop, fizz, fizz. Oh, what a relief it is…”

      I never could figure out what they were selling.

      Anyhow, from what we could tell about winter, something white would fall from the sky and cover everything. No plopping or fizzing. Then a man in a red suit would break into everyone's houses, leaving gifts.

      Why? No one seemed to know. It was one of the mysteries of the universe. At least to us.
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      The days grew shorter and cooler. In the mornings, frost glistened and sparkled on the long grasses around our coop and Martha’s garden. All summer long she’d shared melons, zucchinis, strawberries, and tomatoes with us. Now the blackened vines lay shriveled and dying.

      So long, sweet summer, I cried. We hardly knew you.

      I was still mourning the loss of the Brussels sprouts, when Martha summoned the family and proclaimed the growing season over.

      They cleared out the last of the garden’s bounty, tossing many tasty things into our yard for us to enjoy. There were wondrous squashes of all sizes, lots of leafy greens, and sunflower seeds. A feast, indeed!

      The next day, they placed pumpkins and gourds around the house. Were they for us or something else?

      We weren’t sure, but I swear I put on a pound or two from partaking in all the goodies, which is a lot for a small rooster.

      I was feeling pretty good till Sam showed up one morning to gather eggs in a red devil costume with horns and a tail, scaring the bejesus out of us all.

      “I’ve come for your eggs,” he chortled. “Deviled eggs!”

      Maggie didn’t find it so funny and let him have it. “Knock it off and finish the chores!”

      “Oh, all right.” He peeled off the mask, looking deflated and finished gathering eggs.

      Maggie knelt down and petted us. “Sorry, it's Halloween.”

      We still hadn’t the slightest idea what that word meant.

      Later that day, Bill and Sam strung up pumpkin lights on the old farmhouse using a tall, rickety ladder, then filled the yard with scarecrows and gravestones.

      “Are they burying someone?” Speedy asked, sounding nervous.

      “Better not be,” Sweetie growled. He was an enormous Light Brahma rooster who was always looking for a fight. I’d gone a few rounds with him myself. He’d calmed down since the bobcat incident a while back, but was still a jerk most of the time. His extra layer of feathers made him look like a white, fluffy, deranged Big Bird.

      He watched along with us as Bill and Sam hung lights and cobwebs on our chicken coop. They were just finishing up when Martha came storming out of the house with Baby Lacey perched on her hip.

      “Bill, you're going overboard, as usual. No one comes out this way for Halloween. We're too far out.”

      Bill straightened. “Well, the animals seem to like it.”

      “So do I!” Sam exclaimed.

      She shook her head and left them to it.

      Just then, the baby cried. Martha patted her on the back. Lacey
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