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MOOSE AND RACCOON ALMOST SCREAM

    Moose was asleep in his favorite chair. His friend Raccoon was curled up on a top of a floor lamp beside him. It was almost midnight. The wind blew. Something rattled against the window.

    Moose jumped up in fright.

    His antlers hit the lamp and Raccoon fell to the floor with a thump.

    Raccoon sat up on the floor and rubbed his tail.

    “Ouch! That hurt!” said Raccoon.

    “Shhh!” said Moose, putting a paw to his snout in a shushing motion. “I heard a scary noise!”

    “That was me hitting the floor,” said Raccoon grumpily.

    “That wasn’t a scary noise, that was just a silly noise,” said Moose.

    There was a sound of something tapping on the window.

    “There it is again!” said Moose.

    “It’s just the wind,” said Raccoon, looking down to see if his tail was broken.

    Raccoon wiggled his tail. It wasn’t broken but it hurt.

    The tapping on the window got louder.

    Now Raccoon looked scared.

    “What do you suppose it is?” he asked.

    “It might be a burglar,” said Moose. “Or maybe a ghost.”

    “What if it’s both!” said Raccoon and his tail stood up in fright.

    “Both what?” asked Moose, looking confused.

    “What if it’s the ghost of a burglar?” said Raccoon.

    “You should go to the window and see what it is,” said Moose.

    “And what will you be doing while I’m at the window?” said Raccoon unhappily.

    “I’ll hide behind the couch,” said Moose.

    “You’re bigger than me. Why don’t you go to the window and I’ll hide behind the couch.”

    “It’s my couch,” said Moose. “And besides I thought of it first.”

    “It’s also your window,” said Raccoon looking scared.

    “Fine!” said Moose crossly. “Then we’ll just both hide behind the couch.”

    They hid behind the couch.

    The tapping on the window got louder and louder.

    Suddenly there was the sound of breaking glass.

    Moose and Raccoon hugged each other tightly in fright.

    Something was in the room. It made a scratching sound against the floor. The wind came through the broken window.

    “I’m scared!” said moose.

    Raccoon didn’t say anything.

    “Are you scared?” Moose asked when his friend didn’t answer.

    There was a sound that sounded like raccoon’s voice but it was muffled.

    Moose turned to look at his friend. Raccoon had his head stuck in a flower vase.

    “What are you doing with your head in a flower vase?” cried Moose.

    “I’m hiding,” said Raccoon and his voice echoed inside the vase.

    Moose used his hooves to pull the vase off Raccoon’s head.

    “Stop being silly. Go and see what it is,” insisted Moose.

    Raccoon grabbed the vase and put it back on his head.

    “You’re just sore because you can’t get your head in a vase too,” said Raccoon.

    “I could get my head in a suitcase,” said Moose thoughtfully. “Perhaps I should go look for one.”

    Something made a scratch scratch sound on the floor.

    Raccoon sneezed with fright and the vase flew off his head.

    The glass vase hit the floor and shattered.

    Whatever was in the room squeaked and eeked and cowered under the window.

    The sound of breaking glass seemed to scare it.

    “We have to do something,” said Raccoon. “Perhaps we could run away.”

    “Then I should definitely get my suitcase,” said Moose.

    Moose got up and ran out of the room.

    “Wait! Don’t leave me here!” wailed Raccoon.

    But Moose was gone.

    Raccoon looked around. He was afraid to move. He was afraid not to move.

    He wanted to run away like Moose had but he was afraid something big and scary would jump out at him.

    Something big and scary came into the room.

    It was Moose.

    It was Moose with his head in a suitcase.

    Moose ran into the room and tripped over Raccoon. He fell against the couch.

    The couch and Moose went flying across the room. Two chairs fell over. The lampshade flew off the big floor lamp.

    Raccoon grabbed the lampshade and stuck it on his head. He sat quietly in the dark, afraid something terrible was about to jump out at him.

    Moose sat moaning on the floor with the suitcase on his head. His stomach hurt where it hit the couch. Now that the lampshade was gone from the lamp, the room was bright with light.

    Something scurried near the window. A small black thing moved quickly. It grabbed an overturned candy bowl and shoved it over its head.

    There was silence in the room.

    Raccoon was in his lampshade.

    Moose was in his suitcase.

    And a very confused, very scared bat was in a candy bowl.

    It was quiet in the room.

    “Who’s there? What’s there?” Moose said bravely, feeling safe in his suitcase.

    “Make it go away moose!” said Raccoon, feeling very unsafe in his lampshade.

    “I’m trying to go away,” said the bat. “I think I’m in the wrong cave!”

    Raccoon lifted the lampshade off his head. A tiny bat cowered under the window with a candy bowl on his head.

    “What are you doing with Moose’s candy bowl?”

    “I’m hiding from the big monster on the floor,” said the bat, squeaking with fright.

    Raccoon dropped the lampshade and smiled. “That is not a monster. That is just moose with a suitcase on his head!”

    “He looked like a monster to me,” said the bat.

    “If I open the window wide, will you fly away?” asked Raccoon, feeling sorry for the little bat.

    “Oh yes, please,” said the little bat.

    Moose took the suitcase off his head. He saw the little bat too.

    Raccoon opened the window.

    The bat flapped his wings and tried to fly away. He got as high as the windowsill. He hit it with a thump and then fell outside the house with a startled squeak.

    “I think he should have taken the candy bowl off his head first,” said Raccoon.

    “I’m going to need a new vase,” said Moose sadly looking at the mess on the floor.

    “And a new candy bowl,” said Raccoon as the bat feebly flew away.

    “But we still have lots of candy!” said Moose cheerfully.

    They gathered up the candy and began to eat it.

    It was a perfect end to a scary day.
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