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The Midnight Fox
The text below is an extract from ‘The Midnight Fox’ by Betsy Byars. The story is
set in North America, where the central character, Tom, is staying on a farm for
the summer with his aunt and uncle. It is here that he sees a black fox and is
afraid that it might be killed because of the danger it could pose to the poultry on
his uncle’s farm.
The days and weeks passed quickly, long warm days in which I walked
through the woods looking for the black fox.
The next time I saw her was in the late afternoon at the ravine.
This was my favourite place in the forest. The sides of the ravine were heavy
dark boulders with mosses and ferns growing between the rocks, and at the
bottom were trunks of old dead trees. The trunks were like statues in some old
jungle temple, idols that had fallen and broken and would soon be lost in the
creeping foliage. There was only an occasional patch of sunlight.
At the top of the ravine was a flat ledge that stuck out over the rocks, and I
was lying there on my stomach this particular afternoon. The rock was warm
because the sun had been on it since noon and I was half asleep when suddenly I
saw something move below me. It was the black fox. There was a certain
lightness, a quickness that I could not miss.
She came over the rocks as easily as a cat. Her tail was very high and full,
like a sail that was bearing her forward. Her fur was black as coal, and when
she was in the shadows all I could see was the white tip of her tail.
As I watched, she moved with great ease over one of the fallen trees, ran up
the other side of the ravine, and disappeared into the underbrush.
I stayed exactly where I was. My head was resting on my arms, and
everything was so still I could hear the ticking of my watch. I wanted to sit up. I
am sort of a bony person and after I have been lying on something hard for a
long time, I get very uncomfortable. This afternoon, however, I did not move; I
had the feeling that the fox was going to come back through the ravine and I did
not want to miss seeing her.
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