The Owl Who Was Afraid of the Dark
Extract From Chapter 5 – Dark is Fascinating


Plop, having slept nearly all day, was very lively that evening – very lively and very hungry.  He kept wobbling along the branch to where his father was roosting to see if by any chance he were awake and ready to go hunting.
Mr Barn Owl was drawn up tall and still. He seemed hardly to be breathing.
Plop stretched up on tiptoe and tried to see into his father’s face. What a strong, curved beak he had.
“Daddy, are you awake?” he said loudly. “I’m hungry.”
Mr Barn Owl did not open his eyes but the beak moved. 
“Go away!” it said. “I’m asleep.”
Plop went away obediently – and then realised something and went back again.
“Daddy! You can’t be asleep. You spoke – I heard you.”
“You must have imagined it,” said his father, still not opening his eyes.
“You spoke,” said Plop. “You’re awake, so you can go hunting.” He butted his father’s tummy with his head. “Come on! It’s getting–up time!”
Mr Barn Owl sighed and stretched. “Suffering bats! It isn’t even dark yet! I could have had another half hour.” He glared at Plop…
Plop went back to the nest-hole to complain to his mother. A sleepy Mrs Barn Owl listened sympathetically. 

“Well, dear, I should go and find out some more about the world if I were you,” she said. “Look! There’s a young lady down there. Why don’t you go and talk to her?”
Plop peered down through the leaves. 
Standing a little way from the tree was someone wearing shiny black boots, a bright red fur coat with a matching hat, and what looked like a white beard.
“That’s not a young lady!” shrieked Plop. “That’s Father Christmas!”
And he fell off his branch in such a hurry that he forgot to wither shut his eyes or take a deep breath.
He landed quite well, considering, but lost his balance at the last moment and toppled forward on to his face. 
A gentle hand picked him up and set him the right way up again. 
“Oh, you poor darling,” said a sweet young voice. “Are you all right?”
Plop looked up quickly. That voice didn’t sound right.
It wasn’t a white beard – it was long blond hair. 
“You’re not Father Christmas at all!” he said crossly. “And I came down specially.”
“I’m terribly sorry,” said the young lady.
“And I’m not a darling. I’m a barn owl.”
“I tell you what,” the Father Christmas Lady said. “May I draw a picture of you in my Nature Sketch book? I haven’t got a barn owl in it.”
“Me?” said Plop. “You mean really me?”
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“Yes, that’s really you,” she said.  “I keep one end of the book for animals and birds that come out in daytime and the other end for night creatures. I’ve put you with them of course.”
“Oh,” said Plop. “Er – of course.”
“All the most interesting ones are your end,” the young lady went on. “I think DARK IS FASCINATING.”
“I – er- tell me about it,” said Plop. (Well it was too late now to tell her that she had got him at the wrong end of the book!)
“Hop up then,” said the young lady, holding out a finger and taking Plop on to her lap, “and I’ll show you what good company you are in.  Look – here are some badgers.”
Plop looked at the big black and white animals with stripes down their noses.  “Funny faces they’ve got.”
“That’s so they don’t bump into each other in the dark,” explained the young lady.  “They can’t see very well.”
She turned over the page. “Ah! Now I think these are the most fascinating night creatures of all – bats.”
“You’ve got it the wrong way up,” said Plop.
The Father Christmas Lady laughed. 
“No I haven’t.  That’s how bats like to be when they’re not fluttering about- hanging upside down by their feet.”
“Go on!” said Plop.
“Yes, really. And do you know, if you were a baby bat your mother would take you with her wherever she went, clinging to her fur. You’d get lots of rides.”


