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What’s that going bump 
in the night?

Night-time 
noises

Read
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It was almost Halloween when a loud 
screech woke Alex up in the middle of 
the night. Hardly daring to breathe, 
she peered through a gap in the 
curtains. The garden was empty. 
“Maybe I imagined it,” she said.

The next day, she went to look 
outside. Something had been there. 
She found prints in the garden, 
pawprints with long claw marks. The 
tracks went right across the lawn.

The next night, a loud crash 
woke Alex. She jumped out of bed 
and looked down into the garden. 
Something had knocked the bin 

over. Alex saw a long tail 
disappearing into the 
bushes and she spent the 
rest of the night hiding 
under the covers.

The next night, Alex woke up again. 
This time, she heard something 
snuffling and grunting outside. 
Whatever it was, it was getting 
braver. And nearer. What on earth 
could it be? And what did it want?

In the morning, Alex found a hole in 
the flower bed. And in the hole was… 
a big smelly poo! 

Well! What kind of monster did that?
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The next night 
it was Halloween. 

Knowing that monsters 
didn’t like light, Alex kept 

her torch by her bed to scare 
it away. The wind blew round the 

house. Trees creaked. An owl hooted. 
Alex lay in bed, her eyes wide open, 
waiting and listening.

Then she heard it, a snuffling and a 
grunting in the garden. It was coming.

Closer and CLOSER... 
Trying to feel more brave than scared, 

Alex shone her torch into the garden. 
Now she could see what had been 

making all the noises and leaving all the 
tracks and signs. It had a black nose 
and orange fur, a white chin and chest. 
It had two pointy ears and two bright 
eyes. It swished its bushy tail and cocked 
its head as it watched her calmly. 

It wasn’t a monster at all.
It was a fox. It had come into the 

garden digging for earthworms and 
rooting in the bins for food.

Alex was no longer scared, she  
was enchanted. Imagine, a fox, in her 
own garden! 

Alex and the fox watched each other 
for a few moments before the fox slunk 
quietly away into the dark.

Alex was sad to see it leave, but the 
fox came back often. She didn’t always 
see it, but Alex knew it had visited by the 
tracks and signs that it left. Il
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