% The Midnight Fox 2%
BETSY BYARS

i‘om is staying with bis aunt and uncle on their farm. He
is bored and writes letters 10 bis friend Petie. Then one day

something happens...

‘ had just finished writing a letter and was waiting for a
minute to see if | would think of anything to add when 1
. looked up and saw the black fox.

1 did not believe it for 2 minute. 1t was like my €yes were
playing a trick or something, because 1 was just sort of
staring across this field, thinking about my letter, and then
in the distance, where the grass was very green, 1 saw a fox
leaping over the crest of the field. The grass moved and the
fox sprang towards the movement, and then, seeing that it
was just the wind that had caused the grass to move, she
ran straight for the grove of trees where 1 was sitting.

1t was so great that 1 wanted it to start over again, like
you can turn movie film back and see yourself repeat some
fine thing you have done, and 1 wanted to see the fox
Jeaping over the grass again. In all my life 1 have never been

so excited.

I did not move at all, but 1 could hear the paper in my
hand shaking, and my heart seemed to have moved up in
my body and got stuck in my throat.

The fox came straight towards the grove of trecs. She
wasn't afraid, and [ knew she had not seen me¢ against the
tree. | stayed absolutely still even though 1 felt like jumping

~ up and screaming, ‘Aunt Millie! Uncle Ered! Come sec this.
~ It's afox, afox!

Her steps as she crossed the field were lighter and

icker than a cat’s. As she came closer 1 could see that her
ck fur was tipped with white. Jt was as if it were midnight
NOON WEre shining on her fur, frosting it. The wind
er fur as it changed directions. Suddenly she

;{‘,’;h‘e was ten feet away now, and with the changing
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of t:x::j :ivind she got my scent. She looked right at me
s :V : sn?;c ‘::::i ;o;nacr:izme:t am(iil neither did she. Her
left foot raised. In all my lift: ’l nee:::' s:vl:rr . UP, he'f 5
fox standing there with her aﬂ)tfhmg g
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Suddenly her nose quivered. It was such a sliéht
movement I almost didn’t see it, and then her mouth
opened and 1 Fould see the pink tip of her tongue. She
t}Jmed. She still was not afraid, but with a bound that
lighter than the wind - it was as if she was being bl b
awasy l(;j\;.:i the field - she was gone. -
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e ;(:: nt ::2‘;:: couldn’t. I couldn’t believe that |
1 had seen foxes before in zoos, but I was always in such
a gre'at hurry to get on to the good stuff that T was sayi .
stupid things like, ‘T want to see the go-rillllllas,’ :Ymg
once had I ever really looked at a fox. Still, 1 C(;u::jn ﬂ'Ot
rcm:l:mber seeing a black fox, not even in :'a Z00 B
an ;ni:;a[lhif\“:httsoisi;;e?rlc;faclvf‘)f (fiﬂ'ereﬂce S
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anq sccing one natural and free ri)n tlzg(:;vf;z:lsrolclk:r:: :ilkuees
::cmg a kite Ofl the floor and then, later, seeing one upcin
e sky where it was supposed to be, pulling at the wind
I started to pick up my pencil and write as quickl l
could, ‘PS. Today I saw a black fox.” But I didn't Thiz :vs
.thc most exciting thing that had happened to m;: and :;
libday [ saw.a bl.ack foxj made it nothing. ‘So wha't else |s .
appening? Petic Burkis would probably write back. I
folded my letter, put it in an envelope, z;nd sat r.herc.
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