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Narrator 1: 

 It was darker than dark that cold fall night. The stars hid 



 behind windswept clouds, and the moon was a here 



 again, gone again eye. 

Willie: 

Are you afraid. I bet you are afraid to spend the night in 



the barn.

Dan:


Not me.

Julius:

Not me.

Mike: 

M-m-me neither.

Narrator 2:

They gathered up sleeping bags, snacks, and coats and 



 headed for the back door.

Amos:

Ruff Ruff.

Willie:

No. You can’t go. You’ll eat our food and drool on our 



sleeping bags.

Narrator 1: 

Mike gave Amos a good night hug then walked out to 



the porch and down the stairs. 

Wind:


Ooooooo.

Garden Hedge:
Rustle Rustle.

Wille:


Just a possum, Mike.

Mike: 

Yeah, I know

Narrator 2: 

We all slid to a stop at the big barn door.

Willie:

Wanna go back?

Julius:

Not me.

Wind:


Oooooooo.

Willie: 

So, you ready.

Narrator 1: 

Willie was looking hard at Mike.

Mike:


S-sure.

Narrator 2:

The barn door creaked when Willie lifted the latch. It 



groaned when Mike pulled it back. It banged when the 



wind slammed against the wall.

Narrator 1:

Mike leaned into the barn to show how brave he was. It 



was darker than dark in there, though the moonlight 



oozed through cracks and gaps all around.

Narrator 2:

They boys could see glowing eyes in the distance.

Cat:


Me-e-ow.

Narrator 1:

It was the neighbor’s cat hiding in loft.

Narrator 2: 

Ghosts and monsters lurked on every side ready to lunge 



and pounce. They crept up the stairs and counted each 



one.

All boys:

one-two-three-four-five-six.

Julius:

Sure is big up here.

Dan:


Sure is cold.

Mike:


Sure is dark.

Narrator 1:

They spread their sleeping bags side by side, next to a 



bale of hey, and crawled in with all their clothes on.

Narrator 2: 

They told scary stories, ate Cheesy Crispies, and made 



shadow figures on the wall until the flashlight began to 



dim.

Willie:

Guess it’s time for lights out.

Mike:


That’s okay with me.

Owl:


Who-oo-oo-oo who-oo-oo-oo.

Narrator 1:

Julius turned on the flashlight.

Willie:

Shut that off. It’s just an owl.

Narrator 2:

Then scurrying noises began, chittering through the hay 



and skittering across the floor.

Narrator 1: 

Dan fell over Julius and Mike, trying to get to the 




flashlight. 

Willie:

It’s nothing to be afraid of.

Narrator 2:    
Willie took the flash light from Dan and turned it off. 

Willie: 

It’s just mice.

Dan:


I know that.

Wind:


Oooooooooo.

Narrator 1:

Something pinged on the metal roof. Something gave a 



spooky tap-tap-tap. Then something made the scariest 



sound of all: a shivery, whiffling snort.

Narrator 2: 

The boys all dove for the flashlight.

Mike:


Oh no!!!!!!!!

Flashlight:

Clunk Clunk Clunk. 

Narrator 1: 

The flashlight whet down the stairs.

Willie:

Mike did you leave the barn door open?

Mike:


Me?

Narrator 2:

Something was snuffling up the steps. Something was 



coming straight for the boys in the loft.

Narrator 1:

The boys saw a shadowy shape just as it leaped at them.

Boys:


Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh!!!!!!!

Amos:

Ruff!!!

Mike:


Amos!!    Down, boy. Down.

Narrator 2:

Amos squeezed in between Willie and Mike.

Willie:

I wasn’t scared.

Dan:


Me neither.

Narrator 1: 

Mike emptied the bag of Cheesy Crispies for Amos.

Willie:

So you ready to turn this dumb thing off?

Mike:


Sure.

Narrator 1:

Mike curled up next to Amos.

Narrator 2: 

In the darkness Mike heard Willie curl up to Amos too.

