
My Owl’oween Fright 

 (fill in the blanks to finish the story) 

 
It was Halloween night, and I was walking to my best friend’s house to go 

_____________-or-_____________.  Now, I don’t believe in ghosts or goblins, at least I didn’t 

until that night, until suddenly a ghost flew overhead. It sure looked like one, anyway. It was 

white, like ghosts are supposed to be, and I could hear no _______________ at all. But then a 

scream, and then a long hiss, rang out in the Halloween air, and I thought, “It IS a 

_____________!” I ran as fast as I could down to my friend Gabriel’s house.  

When I got there, Gabriel was very excited. “Did you see that?” he cried. Gabe must have 

seen the ghost, too. “Wasn’t it great?” 

“Great? How can you say that? It was really awful. Weren’t you scared?” 

“Scared? Why should I be _________________? I’ve always wanted to see one!” 

“You’ve got to be kidding. I didn’t used to believe in them, but now I do, and I’m 

scared.”  

“How can you not believe in barn owls?” Gabe asked.  

“What are you talking about?” 

“That barn owl up in the tree. I saw it fly right over your ____________and land there.” 

“A barn owl?”  I couldn’t believe it. 

“Sure,” said Gabe. Now that it is dark, they are coming out to ________________ for 

mice to eat.” 

“If it flew over my head, I sure didn’t hear any flapping,” I said. 

“Of course not,” Gabe said. “Those white feathers are extra _________________, so they 

make no noise in the air. And sometimes __________________ hiss or scream. It’s funny, 

though—the one sound they don’t make is  __________________. I’ll bet they could even make 

someone think they’d seen a ghost.” 

“No way,” I replied. “That’s just dumb. Everyone knows there is no such thing as 

__________.  Now let’s go get some candy!” 

 

 

trick/ treat/ sound/ ghost/ scared/ head/ hunt/ soft/ barn owls/ hooting/ ghosts
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