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Scruffy Scroogles 

Please read the story carefully before working out the exercises 

 

Once upon a time, there was a horrible, hideous, slobbery little monster with six 

eyes, called Scruffy Scroogles.  He lived in Station Road, Lilyville, in a suitcase 

under his friend Lucy’s bed, and no one except Lucy knew he was there.  One 

night, when Lucy was asleep, Scruffy decided to go for a walk in the moonlight. 

So he climbed out of the window and walked for a long, long time, through the 

streets of Lilyville and then across the fields.                        

 

When the sun began to rise, the little monster decided it was time to go home, 

but he couldn’t remember the way.  Poor Scruffy was completely lost!  He hid 

behind a pile of logs and began to cry great, big, green and yellow monster 

tears.  Then, suddenly, he heard a noise.  A little boy was walking along with his 

satchel on his back, kicking an old tin can and muttering, “Won’t go to school! 

Won’t, won’t, won’t!”                                                                           

 

Scruffy was fascinated.  He followed the little boy at a distance, on tiptoe.  

Suddenly the boy turned round and snarled, “Why are you following me, you 

horrible hairy thing?” 

“I’m not a horrible hairy thing,” said Scruffy, “I’m, a horrible, hideous, slobbery 

monster with six eyes and my name is Scruffy Scroogles.” 

“Mine is Stephen,” said the little boy.                                                  
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Then Scruffy told Stephen his story: how he had left his terrible monster family 

to go and live with Lucy, and how he had gone for a long walk in the moonlight 

last night and ended up lost.  By now the little monster was very worried, he 

wanted to go home to his friend Lucy.  Stephen scratched his head, thinking. 

“Lilyville? Hm…I’m hopeless at geography. Never even heard of it!  But our 

teacher might know where it is.  Follow me!”                                      

 

Stephen took Scruffy’s paw and led him along the road.  Soon they came to 

Stephen’s school, but there were no children in the playground.  They had 

already gone inside and the front door was locked.  Stephen pointed at the first 

floor.  “ That’s my classroom, up there,” he whispered. 

“Let’s get  through the window,” suggested Scruffy.                        

 


