Greapers’ Halloween
(Kid Zection Story)

In the spooky town of Pumpkin Hollow,
where the moon looked big and bright,
little Greaper Timmy wiggled with joy —
because Halloween was tonight! 🎃

Timmy bounced up and down,
his bony little feet tapping fast,
“I need the best costume ever, Dad!
I want to make this Halloween last!”

His father, Papa Greaper, scratched his head,
his long coat covered in dust.
Finding a costume for a tiny Greaper
was tougher than he’d trust.

They looked in the closet —
just old boots and a broken broom.
They checked beneath the couch cushions —
only crumbs and a balloon.

Timmy sighed and drooped his arms,
his pumpkin bucket dragging low.
“I just want to look cool, Dad…
Like the heroes from long ago.”

Papa Greaper tapped his chin…
then grinned from ear to ear.
“I know exactly what you should be!
Come on — the answer’s near!”

He opened an old wooden drawer
where forgotten clothes were stored,
and pulled out something beautiful —
bright orange, whole, and adored.

An orange shirt, soft and warm,
the kind heroes in stories always wore.
Papa Greaper shook it out proudly,
brand-new from years before.

Timmy’s eyes lit up wide,
his heart bursting with pride.
He slipped the orange shirt over his head —
it fit just right, not too wide.

He twirled once, twice,
his bones rattling with delight.
“I look like Sunny Jean!” he cheered,
“I’m gonna shine so bright tonight!” ✨

Papa laughed, wiping a tear,
his heart full like the harvest moon.
“You’re my hero every day, kiddo —
not just in a Halloween costume.”

And off they went into the night,
carrying candy bags and hope,
walking past glowing pumpkins
and houses wrapped in spooky rope.

Kids pointed and clapped,
other Greapers roared with cheer—
because Timmy in his orange shirt
was the bravest thing they’d seen all year.

They trick-or-treated down the street,
hand in hand in the cold night air.
No monsters, no fear, just love —
and a costume beyond compare.

And when Timmy fell asleep that night
with candy wrappers all around,
Papa Greaper whispered softly:
“Heroes are born, not found.”

The End 🎃🧡😄



